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    HIS SECRET LIFE 
 
    Pete has secretly been taking hormone pills for eight years, since he was a young child. Now, he’s got a curvy female body that no one, not even his parents, know about. After the school bell rings, he’s going to take his feminine persona out into public and see what it’s really like to be a woman, though there might be a price to pay in order to keep his secret life a secret.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    When I was eleven years old, my friend told me about the dark web. Kenneth Myers, who was two grades above me, showed me on his home computer: it looked a lot like eBay, except it was a hub of illegal weapons and drugs and other questionable content. Kenneth’s parents weren’t home very often, and when they were, they weren’t exactly present—not that mine were much better. Kenneth told me that his mother often told him he was an ‘unhappy accident’. It didn’t surprise me that Kenneth knew about stuff like the dark web. 
 
    He only showed me because he knew that I got an allowance, and he didn’t. “Let’s buy something. It’s your money, you pick,” he said. I didn’t know what anything was, and it all scared the shit out of me. All I knew about drugs was that it messed people up. When I was six or seven, when we were visiting family in Vancouver, my dad took me down to East Hastings to show me the down and out crack addicts. A haggard looking woman stumbled in front of our car and showed us her jangly tits. Those were the first tits I ever saw. Maybe that’s why I wasn’t interested in girls like all the other kids in my class. 
 
    Somehow Kenneth convinced me to buy a small bag of marijuana. He brought me downtown to a little convenience store that had a Bitcoin ATM. My money went in and then it told me that I had 0.1 Bitcoins in my account. We wrote down my account number and then returned to his home. We bought the marijuana, and two weeks later, Kenneth told me it had come in the mail. I went to his house and together we figured out how to smoke it. We didn’t have any rolling paper, so Kenneth stole a cigarette from his parents’ bedroom and he emptied the tobacco out of it, replacing it with the pot. We smoked it and got high. It wasn’t nearly as terrifying as I was expecting. It actually felt kind of nice, but it seemed terribly expensive and terribly inconvenient (on my five dollar a week allowance).  
 
    Kenneth was caught trying to sell the rest of our pot to a kid at school, and the next week he was sent off to military school. I never saw him again, but his damage had already been done. I was an eleven year old boy who wanted to try more drugs—not exactly any parent’s dream. I scrolled through the different options. I couldn’t afford much besides pot. I bought some Adderall, but it didn’t do much for me. It just made my brain quiet, which I found boring. 
 
    After watching Scarface at a friend’s house, I wanted to try cocaine, but it was way too expensive. It would have taken me two months to save up for the smallest amount you could buy. I started saving up, but when I finally had enough, the deal was gone and the price had gone up. And then I meandered into the miscellaneous drugs section of the dark web website that Kenneth had introduced me to. I hadn’t heard of anything, so I started looking it all up. There were tons of prescription meds that I couldn’t understand why anyone would use recreationally. Maybe they were cheaper on the dark web than from doctors?  
 
    I looked up one of the cheaper drugs, which was in my price range: estrogen. It was a female hormone. Why would anyone want such a thing in drug format? Then I looked up another inexpensive item: antiandrogens. Wikipedia said they were used to block male hormones. And then I looked up another: progestogens. Again, a female hormone. I didn’t really know what hormones were, but I’d heard my dad talking about testosterone before, and according to the internet, that was a male hormone. If you took the opposite sex’s hormones, did you get high? If you suppressed your own hormones, could that get you baked?  
 
    And then I stumbled onto a site that explained it all: the drugs were for turning men into women. I can’t quite recall what exactly was going through my head, seeing as I was an eleven year old boy, but something about the idea intrigued me. On the site, it said that, if taken before puberty, a male can develop into a convincing female, minus the female sex organs and the ability to have babies. I didn’t want to have babies anyway (what eleven year old boy does?), but for some reason, I was curious.  
 
    Maybe it was all of the user comments on that website. “I wish my parents had let me start therapy before I hit puberty,” one person said. The website claimed that hormone therapy was the most effective when taken during a child’s pre-pubescent years.  
 
    That night, my parents were watching some news special on some old guy who had decided to become a woman in his fifties. He was wearing a dress and talking with a weird voice, but he certainly did not look or sound like a woman. I thought to myself, He should have started before puberty. And then I thought, What if I turned fifty and suddenly I decided I wanted to be a woman? Would I end up looking like that? 
 
    That night I found myself back on my computer, getting deeper into my research. I wanted to know what happened to people who started hormone therapy young and then regretted it later. I found a news article and some pictures of someone who had done just that. “Once I stopped taking the hormones, I went through puberty. It was weird, going through puberty in my thirties,” they said to the reporter. The guy looked normal enough. He even had facial hair, though not nearly as much as my dad. But so what? It was better to end up like that than to end up like the guy on the TV special, who looked like a second-rate drag queen.  
 
    So when I went onto the dark web and ordered those drugs, I justified it by telling myself it was simply a precautionary measure. I wanted to leave my options open, and that seemed like the best way.  
 
    There was a girl in my class, Kathy Summers, who looked like a boy. Her hair was short and she dressed in boys’ clothing. Substitute teachers always called her, “young man” and everyone in the class would laugh. She would get upset every time. It was her own fault though. If she wanted people to think she was a girl, she should have grown out her hair and she should have stopped wearing her brother’s clothes to school.  
 
    I figured that if the drugs changed me into a girl, I could easily continue on pretending to be a boy, keeping my hair short, wearing boy clothes, and no one would know the difference. But my not-so-smart eleven year old brain didn’t understand what puberty was or how it worked. I didn’t realize that the changes would be gradual—or that the worry wasn’t that I would suddenly look like a girl, but that I would stop looking and sounding like the other boys once everyone started going through their own changes.  
 
    Taking the pills became habit. I kept them in a box under my bed and I used all of my allowance to replenish my stock. They did nothing, but the image of that old transgender man stuck in my brain and haunted my nightmares. I kept taking those pills hoping they would stop me from becoming that. 
 
    I was terrified of regret—again, thanks to a TV special my parents had watched on television, titled, ‘Regret’. An interviewer spoke with a number of people on their deathbeds, and they all said the things that they regretted. They all looked so sad and so scared and I lost plenty of sleep over the thought of being one of them one day. I didn’t want to be a girl, but I wasn’t positive about that yet. I didn’t like girls like the other boys (I didn’t like boys, either), but my dad always said that one day I would wake up and be obsessed with girls. But I’d seen stories on TV where the opposite happens—men saying that they never liked girls, that they were suddenly interested in boys when their friends were all out chasing tail. Again, I thought of that old man in that dress and I thought about regret. Better to keep my doors open… 
 
    I started being made fun a lot of when I was fourteen. “When’s your voice going to drop, Pete? You sound like a chipmunk!” At first, I didn’t connect the fact that I was behind the other boys in development to the pills I was buying off of the black market. My mom always told me, “You’re just a late bloomer. Your day will come. I promise.”  
 
    My day wasn’t coming and even my parents were becoming concerned. When I was sixteen, they took me to see a doctor, who looked at me, asked me a few basic questions, and then dismissed me. “He’s just a late bloomer. I see it all the time,” the doctor said, echoing my mother. Looking back on it, he was probably the most incompetent doctor alive. Had he taken a blood sample or even asked me to take my shirt off, he would have seen that there was something irregular going on.  
 
    Because it was around that time that I started to develop breasts, and it seemed to happen over night. I was getting undressed to get into the shower, and I looked in the mirror and there they were: two soft lumps on my chest. I held them and squeezed them and they sure didn’t feel like pecs. I stood frozen for a few minutes, staring at myself, and that was when I realized my lack of development—and now the start of my development—was because of those pills. I was terrified, worried I’d messed with my body, that I’d permanently screwed everything up. 
 
    But I continued taking the pills. Not only had it become a mundane habit after five years, but now I was scared of what would happen if I stopped. I was going through female puberty, and I didn’t exactly want to stop it and start going through male puberty. What if there was so much estrogen in my system that I ended up going through both male and female puberty? Would I end up looking like some circus freak? Still, I didn’t have a firm grasp on how the body worked—so I kept taking the pills. 
 
    Now I had to keep my hair short, and I had to wear boy clothes. My body was changing and it was changing fast. My breasts were getting bigger and harder to hide, my skin was becoming softer, my eyelashes were growing in thicker, and my hips were becoming wider. When I stood naked in front of the mirror, I was staring at a woman, who had a cock between her legs.  
 
    Had my parents seen me, they would have disowned me. They would have thought I was an abomination and they would have tossed me out.  
 
    We went back to that same doctor a few times, but he kept saying the same thing. “I’ve seen boys who didn’t start puberty until they were nineteen. It’s unusual, but it happens.” Maybe the boys he was seeing were secretly taking hormone pills, too.  
 
    When I was seventeen, I went into a women’s clothing store to buy a sports bra. My heart raced and pounded the whole time I was in the store, but I needed the bra. I’d been using old shirts to keep my breasts down and hidden, but my breasts were getting too big to hide. The cashier gave me a strange look as I checked out. I kept my gaze down, away from her. It was the first time I’d ever done something as a woman in public, even though I wasn’t really doing anything as a woman at all. As far as she knew, I was a man buying the bra for my girlfriend, but I couldn’t see it like that no matter how hard I tried.  
 
    The tight, ultra-supportive sports bra did help though. I took a little getting used to, because it was so restrictive, but soon enough, putting it on just became part of my life, just like taking those pills every morning.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    When I was eighteen, in my senior year of high-school, I started to do some serious research into what I’d done to myself—what I’d been doing to myself for nearly a decade. I’d fully accepted that my lack of development was my own doing, and I started to wonder if it might be best to start the puberty process late—get it over with sooner rather than later. I knew it meant a few rough years, but I wasn’t entirely sure why.  
 
    The other guys in my classes all had deep voices, some could grow facial hair, and they were all at least a few inches taller than me, with far more muscle mass. They still accepted me, only teasing me occasionally for my small size and high-pitched voice. After years of teasing, they’d gotten over it. It wasn’t funny or interesting to them anymore.  
 
    I wanted to be normal, and I hated that I’d screwed myself up. In trying to avoid regret, I ended up creating it. I couldn’t begin to understand my original reasoning for buying those pills and taking them daily. I remembered why I did it, but I couldn’t understand why I did it. I suppose there’s a reason they don’t let kids make life-changing decisions like that—there’s a reason the only way an eleven year old can get hormone therapy drugs is illegally.  
 
    The decision would keep me up at night, staring at my pill bottles as I lay in bed. I got almost no sleep when my bottles were running low and it was time to go online and place another order. Every time, I felt like I was a little bit closer to saying ‘screw it’ and stopping the self-medication. So you’ll spend your early twenties going through puberty—big deal. It’s better than never… But I couldn’t bring myself to stop. Old habits die hard. I’d been taking those pills for nearly half of my life, and I was terrified of what would happen if I stopped.  
 
    I was invited to my first party a few weeks before graduation. It was at Jimmy Wallace’s house, not too far from my own house. I showed up at nine, and everyone was already drunk. I looked around for my friends, but I couldn’t find anyone I was close with. So I ended standing by the wall, waiting for someone I knew to show up. I considered leaving.  
 
    I had a few drinks and felt the effects of the alcohol quickly. I was hoping the alcohol would help me cut loose a little bit, but it ended up having a very different effect on me. I started feeling depressed, filled with anxiety and regret, watching my classmates having a good time together. Just a few feet away from me was a couple making out. They were there for a while before they disappeared into one of the empty bedrooms. Some drunk guy ran into the middle of the room and announced that he had just lost his virginity. The group of girls next to me chatted about the boys they liked, and when I migrated over to the next room, there was a group of boys chatting about the girls they liked. I felt left out—not just left out of the party and my classmates, but left out of society. I wandered from group to group, but I didn’t fit in anywhere. I related to no one. 
 
    I was at the fridge when a man came up behind me and put his hands on my hips. “Hey baby, mind grabbing me one?” he said. He moved his hands gently up and down my sides. I was too embarrassed to turn around and show him that I was a man. I bit my tongue and forced myself to turn around. It happened slowly. He looked at me, and then said, “Well, darling?” Even looking at my face he couldn’t tell the difference. 
 
    He wasn’t one of my classmates. He was the only person at the party who I’d never seen before—probably someone’s brother or friend from another school. I passed him a beer. “Thanks, sweetheart,” he said. He winked at me and walked away. 
 
    I had thoughts of ending it all—going home, taking a handful of pills. My mother had a bottle of prescription sleeping pills that she left out on the bathroom vanity. It would have been easy, and probably painless too. I tried to snap myself out of my depression, reminding myself all the reasons I had to live, but I could think of none. I had nothing to look forward to, no reason I carry on my suffering. I hated myself for taking those pills. I knew life would have been so much different had I not found that dark web website, had I just carried on with life as a normal boy. I would have been a man, but instead, I didn’t know what I was. Was I a woman? Was I a boy? Was I something stuck in-between?  
 
    I had the sudden urge to cry. It happened from time to time—sometimes for seemingly no reason at all. That night I had a reason. I went and found an empty bedroom, I locked the door, and I cried. I cried for nearly an hour before I was able to pull myself together.  
 
    I was in a girl’s bedroom. The walls were a muted pink, there were teddy bears on the bed, and the walls were covered in posters of musician boys. By looking around the room, I somehow knew the room’s owner was happy. There was no gender confusion with this girl. She knew she was a girl and she embraced it and it probably felt natural—the way it should be, the way I should have been and maybe would have been had I not made the mistake of self-medicating. 
 
    I went to her closet and opened it up. There was a big dresser squashed between racks of clothes, with various perfumes on top. I sprayed one of the perfumes on my wrist. It smelled nice, like flowers and tea and a little hint of cinnamon. I looked through the drawers. The top drawer was filled with panties. Until that moment, I’d never actually seen a pair of girls’ panties up close. It sounds so absurd, but when would I have had the chance? I didn’t even know where my mother kept her panties.  
 
    I held up a pair of the panties. I couldn’t believe how small and light it was, nothing more than a tiny strip of soft fabric. All of the clothes in that dresser were so tiny and soft, but they belonged to someone my age. The girl in all of the photos in the room was about my age, give or take a year or two.  
 
    One of the drawers had a number of bras in it. I held one up. It was a push-up bra—again, something I’d never seen before. For years I’d been wearing a bra to squish down my tits; I couldn’t even imagine wearing something to pronounce them. There was a whole drawer of skirts and another of tiny little shorts. The only jeans she owned were so small, they must have been skin tight, and the only other pants she owned were leggings. Everything she had was designed to show off her assets, and that seemed so foreign to me, having spent my whole teen life hiding my assets.  
 
    There was a bag on the floor of the closet. I filled it up, stuffing it with a few pairs of panties, a bra, some tops, some skirts, some shorts, a couple of dresses. I felt bad stealing all of her things, but I was being driven by a profound curiosity, and I was still tipsy from the beers. I had to know what I was missing out on. I’d spent nearly eight years meaninglessly becoming a woman because I was worried one day it would be something I wanted—so why not see if it was something I could even pull off?  
 
    I snuck out of that party with that bag on my back. No one saw me leave, and if they had, it wouldn’t have mattered. They were all too drunk to remember.  
 
    My parents were asleep when I got home and snuck up to my room. I locked my door and I opened up my new stash. My heart stuttered. For some reason, I felt so naughty, like I was indulging in something so off-limits and so taboo. But I couldn’t help it—I needed to know. Taking those hormones since childhood may have been a huge mistake, but now I had an opportunity that so many men in the world probably wished they had: the opportunity to be a woman. Maybe my eleven-year old brain did have some logic to it after all, even if it was terribly misguided. I had the opportunity to be the most convincing woman a man could be, and I had the opportunity to stop taking the pills and go into late puberty.  
 
    I stripped down and then I pulled out a pair of panties. They were pink, like a lot of the clothes I’d stuffed into that bag. I’d never worn anything pink before. I’d always avoided it, scared it would make people think I was too effeminate for a boy. I slipped them on. They were tight, but comfortable. I thought it was strange that they didn’t even cover my whole bum, hardly more than my bum crack and my crotch.  
 
    Next I slipped into a little black skirt. It also hardly covered my ass. My legs had never been so exposed before. I looked in the mirror. I had long legs, but I’d never really realized it. They were embarrassingly hairy.  
 
    I put on the push-up bra. I pulled on the straps and watched my tits bounce. The bra did nothing to hide my cleavage. In fact, it was cut in a way to ensure my cleavage was out and squashed together so my tits would look huge. And they did look huge.  
 
    I slipped into a pink tank top. It took a good tug to get it over my bust, and it was tight on my body. I wasn’t used to tight. Everything I’d ever worn was loose and baggy. Now, I felt like I was wearing spandex. When I moved, my tits would bounce slightly and there was nothing hiding them. I stared at myself in the mirror. I really did have a woman’s body—there was no question about it. And it was all-natural. My tits were real and my hips were real, and my figure was even better than most of the girls in my school.  
 
    It was 2:00 AM, but I was far from tired. I wanted to see how far I could go with this—just how much progress had I made in eight years of hormone therapy? I snuck out from my room and I raided the bathroom, snagging my mother’s makeup supplies. I took careful note of where everything was, so I could ensure I put it back in its proper place. Before leaving the bathroom, I quickly shaved my legs. I’d never shaved anything before, so naturally I cut myself a few times, but even with a few snags, my legs looked smooth and very, very feminine.  
 
    I went back to my room—with the door securely locked—and I started to do my makeup. I drew on the eyeliner, brushed on the eye-shadow, rolled on the mascara, drew on the lipstick. There was a good deal of trial and error, but the end product wasn’t half bad. I wanted to pluck my eyebrows, but I wasn’t sure how I could do it without raising some red flags with my parents or my friends at school, so I left them—okay, maybe I didn’t leave them, but I was careful not to overdo it, thinning them out just a little bit and giving them a little bit of shape.  
 
    I stepped back to look at the final product and then my heart sunk into my gut. Until that moment, I’d thought my hormone pills hadn’t been doing much aside from stopping puberty and some breast development. Now, I realized they really had been turning me into a woman. I’d just gotten so good at hiding from the changes that I never even noticed. I didn’t have the body of a pre-pubescent boy—I had the body of a girl—of a woman. I was just a pussy away from being the real thing.  
 
    But aside from when I was locked in my bedroom, I couldn’t actually be a woman. I couldn’t go to school as a woman, and I sure as hell couldn’t be a woman in front of my family—but I was a woman, there was no question about it. If it looks like a duck, swims like a duck, and quacks like a duck... 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I decided to give the whole woman thing a go the next night. Before leaving that morning, I told my parents I would be going over to a friend’s to study after school. I packed a little outfit and some makeup supplies in a little grocery bag, which I stuffed into my backpack, under my textbooks. My heart was pounding all day long as I sat through my classes. I wasn’t able to focus, knowing that once that school bell rang, I would be going out into the world as a woman for the first time.  
 
    I went through waves of indecisiveness, convincing myself one moment that I was making a huge mistake, and then convincing myself the opposite a moment later. What if you get caught? What if people can tell that you aren’t really a woman? That all sounded terrible, but what if I ended up living out my whole life without knowing what could have been? I needed to at least give it a try. I had nearly a decade of female development under my belt, after all.  
 
    When the school bell finally rang, my heart really started pounding. I felt light headed. Maybe I should do this another time, I told myself. But I knew it would make no difference. There was no way to mentally prepare for what I was about to do.  
 
    I wasn’t even sure what I was afraid of. Sure, I was afraid of running into friends or worse,  my parents’ friends, but more than anything, I think I was afraid that I would like it.  
 
    And as I stood in front of the mirror in that locked park bathroom, my fears started to become a reality. I wasn’t enjoying myself, but I was excited. As I applied my makeup, I remembered the night before, how good I was able to look. I was terrified and excited to see the reactions of others, whether they would truly accept me as a woman, or if I was just delusional.  
 
    I felt naughty stripping down to nothing in that public bathroom, even though the door was shut and locked, and the park I’d chosen was desolate. I felt even naughtier when I slipped into the little pink panties I brought with me. Was I cross-dressing? Is it considered cross-dressing when you’ve had female hormones flowing through your veins for half of your life?  
 
    I slipped a little white skirt over the panties, put on my push-up bra, and then I slipped on a black tank top with thin spaghetti straps. The outfit made me look so small and cutesy. I did a little twirl in front of the mirror, watching my skirt lift gently into the air before settling back into place. I looked good. I was as ready as I was going to be—ready to try out my new potential self. But I couldn’t bring myself to open the bathroom door. I just stood in front of it, staring at the handle, trying to settle my racing heart rate.  
 
    If my trial run went well, then what? Would I commit to the full transition? What would my friends say? What would my parents say? I cringed at the thought of telling my parents. There was no way that would end well… 
 
    I took another deep breath and tried to will myself to open that bathroom door. How bad could it be out there? Even if people thought I looked off, what difference did it make? They weren’t going to hurt me or mock me openly. Most likely, they would just look at me for a moment trying to figure out what was off about me, and then they would be on their way, going about their own business.  
 
    I opened the door, letting the bright light from outside into the bathroom. I stepped out. My heart was pounding but I knew that no amount of delaying would help in that department.  
 
    I took a few steps out and looked around. The park was still empty. There was a cool breeze on my exposed skin. I wasn’t used to having so much of my skin exposed to the fresh air. I got goose bumps down my arms, and my nipples perked out, pushing against my thin top. I wasn’t sure what to do about them. They’d always remained hidden under my tight sports bra—I’d never had to deal with them before. I decided to leave them  
 
    I started walking towards downtown. My plan was to simply be around people, to try to get an idea of how I was perceived. Maybe, if the opportunity arose and I was feeling comfortable, I would strike up a conversation with someone. Aside from that, I had no plans. I was just winging it.  
 
    My bouncing tits were slightly uncomfortable. I had to step more gently so that they wouldn’t come down hard. I tried to think if I’d ever let them bounce before, but I could think of no instances. They were quite possibly bouncing for the first time ever. I couldn’t decide whether it was freeing or irritating. I was sure I would get used to it. 
 
    My first human contact was with a man sitting on a park bench near the edge of the park. He was texting or surfing the web on his cellphone, slouched deeply into the bench. He looked over his phone at me, stared at me for a moment, and then smiled. I forced a smile back. I had to concentrate on walking, worried my body would shut down if I stopped thinking about each motion, worried the stranger would watch me fall to the ground. Walking is a very complex function, but I never really realized it until I broke it down in my head.  
 
    I looked back at the man, to make sure he wasn’t taking a photo of me to send to his buddies; ‘Look at this wacko dressed like a girl!’. He was looking my way, smiling handsomely. I looked away quickly, feeling suddenly self-conscious. Could he tell? Was he just being polite, trying not to hurt my feelings? Was that smile genuine or was it rooted in pity? I kept walking, trying not to think too much into it. I looked good—I had to keep reminding myself. Whenever possible, I looked into a storefront window reflection, or a car window reflection.  
 
    I shouldn’t have been the least bit concerned. I looked more like a woman in that makeup and those clothes than I looked like a man without them. And each glance into a reflection just confirmed that. Every passer-by that smiled at me confirmed that. No one had ever smiled at me before—at least not with the genuine warmth I was getting now, as I walked down a popular street.  
 
    It wasn’t all smiles though. I caught a few glances wandering down to my chest. I couldn’t blame them—my cleavage was prominent, my nipples were perky, and my tits were bouncing. Some people looked away quickly when I caught them checking out my body, and some continued to stare blatantly. One guy, when he finally looked up from my rack, winked with a creepy smile on his face. It was slightly disturbing to think someone could be so forward and blunt around strangers, but at the same time, it was nice to know I was passing the test—a test I’d never passed before in my life, even as a man.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    My evening out as a woman was too successful. As I stood on a street corner, waiting for the light to change, a man came up to me and told me how nice my outfit looked. It happened again a few street corners later, this time complimenting my short hair. “Not too many girls can pull off short hair like that,” the man said. I thought I was being pranked, that they were all secretly making fun of me—maybe a group of buddies who noticed me walking and decided to play a cruel joke. 
 
    But then it happened a third time, from an older man. “You look lovely, and so vibrant,” he said. 
 
    “Really?” I said. 
 
    He looked at me strangely as if I’d said something weird, as if I should have known I looked great, and it wasn’t even up for questioning.  
 
    I didn’t know how to take a compliment. In my eighteen years, I couldn’t think of one time I’d received a compliment that wasn’t from my own parents—and even those compliments never seemed genuine. My mom once told me I did great after my soccer team lost 13-0. 
 
    I decided to stop for a coffee at a little café on the corner of two popular streets. I took a table on the patio and I looked around. The number of glances what were thrown my way made me question my whole life. Was this what I was supposed to be? Was this the universe telling me to follow this path? I’d never really believed in fate, though my dad always said, “Everything happens for a reason. Everything.” I’d always just thought that was a tired saying, but now it was starting to make sense. Maybe there was a reason that I was friends with Kenneth during the short period of time we went to the same school. Maybe there was a reason I stumbled onto those hormone pills, and maybe there was a reason I took them daily for eight years. Maybe it wasn’t some strange eleven year-old logic making me take those pills, but the guiding hand of destiny. 
 
    For that short afternoon, everything made a little bit of sense, which was a little bit more than I was used to.  
 
    I packed my bag with another little outfit the next day. This time, my heart was pounding with excitement as I waited for the school bell to ring, and I couldn’t get down to that public park fast enough. Once again, I had no idea what I wanted to accomplish—I just wanted to be out as a woman. I wanted to feel that satisfying justification again—see the smiles, hear the compliments. For once, people weren’t looking at me as if there was something wrong with me, as if my life was somehow unfortunate. 
 
    But I was torn. The only reason I looked great as a woman was because of what I’d done to myself. The reason people looked at me funny when I was out as a man was the same reason they looked at me warmly when I was a woman. Thinking about it filled me with a peculiar dread, so I did my best not to think about it—but that didn’t stop the thoughts from creeping in regardless.  
 
    When I was walking back to that bathroom to get changed back into my male clothes so I could head back home, I came face to face with someone from school. I was standing at a crosswalk waiting for the light to change when we both turned to face one another. I’d never talked to him before, but I recognized him instantly, and the pause he made had me think he recognized me as well—though it looked as though he couldn’t quite place me.  
 
    His name was Dennis. He was in my grade, but he was in none of my classes. He had an olive complexion and he was one of the few kids who could grow a decent amount of facial hair. He was on the football team but I have no idea what position he played.  
 
    I looked away quickly, but he continued to look at me, looking away for a moment and then looking back again, trying hard to place me. I couldn’t wait for the light to change. I thought about running across, taking my chance and hoping cars would stop for me. I almost ran when there was a short silence between passing cars, but I stopped myself when I realized that would just make me look suspicious. I was better off standing there casually, pretending like nothing was awry, like I didn’t recognize the fellow next to me and I didn’t notice him staring at me. When the light changed, I started walking quickly—but not so quickly that I would look suspicious. Somehow I knew he was following me. I could feel his gaze still glued to my back.  
 
    I tried my best not to look back, but I failed when I was across the street from the park. He was there, half a block behind. I don’t know if he was actually following me or just heading in the same direction. I turned off of the path and headed towards a little wooded area of the park. I figured I could lose him. I got to the treeline, stepped past the first tree, and then looked back. Now I couldn’t see him. He must have carried on down the sidewalk, passing the park. I waited a few minutes before emerging from the trees and heading to the bathroom to change. I made sure no one was watching when I slipped into the bathroom.  
 
    I cleaned off my makeup, got changed, and ruffled up my hair. Then, when I emerged from the bathroom, there he was, sitting on a park bench. He was looking down at his cellphone, but he looked up at me for a moment—a moment that lasted a few seconds too long for my comfort level. He looked back down at his phone. My heart was pounding mercilessly into my ribcage. My God, how long had he been sitting there? How much did he see? Could he tell I was the same person he saw on the street corner?  
 
    I walked in the other direction, taking an especially long route home. I was looking over my shoulder constantly, but I never saw him again that evening. When I got home, I went up to my room and locked the door. I needed to give my anxiety a rest, but it refused to calm down. My secret life as a woman was about to be revealed. If Dennis was able to put the pieces together, then I was certainly doomed. The last thing I wanted was to have the other kids suddenly wondering why I avoided the showers after gym, why I was shorter than the other boys, why my voice had never dropped. Dennis saw my cleavage—there was no question about it. I watched him look right at it.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I was purposefully late going to school the next day. I didn’t want to have an awkward run in with Dennis in the halls and I figured if I arrived when he was already in class, I wouldn’t have to risk it. My teacher marked me as late, but I didn’t mind. It was only a little nick off of my grade (it wouldn’t have been had I not already used up my warning). I also planned on leaving early at the end of the day—asking to use the bathroom ten minutes before the end of class, and then sneaking out before the bell rang and the halls filled with students.  
 
    My plan worked and I managed to avoid seeing Dennis all day, but it was just a temporary solution to a bigger problem. When I woke up the next morning, I knew I was going to be able to do it every single day. Every time a student was late, Mr. Brenham took 0.5% off of their final grade. I was hardly passing his class as it was—and my final period teacher would catch on sooner or later if I kept asking to use the bathroom ten minutes before the bell.  
 
    So I came in seconds before the morning bell and I went straight for Mr. Brenham’s class, not even stashing my bag away in my locker. My locker was too close to Dennis’s locker, so I needed to avoid it whenever possible. When the final bell rang at the end of the day, I went straight for the exit. I knew Dennis had gym last every day, so I made sure to use the exit on the other side of the school from the gym. I went a few days without seeing Dennis. Whenever someone stopped to talk to me in the halls, I would lie about being in a rush, and then I would retreat to an empty classroom until it was time to make my move to my next class.  
 
    I was hoping Dennis would forget our run-in. There was nothing else I could do but hope—hope that he would forget, or hope that he never really recognized me at all and it was just a big misunderstanding. I knew it wasn’t. I could still remember his eyes when he looked at me. Those weren’t just casual glancing eyes—those eyes knew. Those eyes recognized. I was lucky word hadn’t already gotten around the school.  
 
    It was the next week when one of my friends said to me, “Hey, do you have a sister?” 
 
    My heart stuttered. I knew it was related to my going out as a woman. “No,” I said. 
 
    “Oh, weird,” they said.  
 
    “Why? Who said I had a sister?” I said. “Why does it matter?”  
 
    He looked at me with narrowed eyes. “You alright?” he said. “My little sister’s soccer team is short a player and I just thought I remembered you telling me you had a little sister. I must be thinking about someone else.” It took a few minutes before my heart calmed down. He gave me another strange look with narrowed eyes and then he walked away.  
 
    It had been a week since I’d last gone out as a woman, and I was starting to miss it. I missed everything about it, now that I knew what there was to miss. I liked doing my makeup and looking sexy. I liked feeling like a normal person for once in my life, feeling like I was finally what I was meant to be. I started convincing myself that Dennis hadn’t really recognized me, that my memories couldn’t be trusted because they’d been infected with anxiety. So I decided to pack another little outfit into my bag, and after school, I went back to that park to get changed.  
 
    I slipped into the bathroom, locked the door, and then I started to get dolled up. Finally, I was escaping the shackles of my nervousness and I was free. I didn’t have to hide my body and I didn’t have to worry about people staring at me funny. I liked seeing my cleavage out. I liked showing off my smooth legs. I liked the tight hug of my panties and I liked the feeling the fresh air gently flowing up my skirt. Everything about it just felt right.  
 
    I stepped out from the bathroom, and then I saw him sitting on that same bench across the park. He looked up at me and then I looked away too quickly to see what he would do next. I started walking in the other direction. A voice in my head was saying, This was a mistake, over and over.  
 
    Why was I bothering trying to indulge in being a woman if I knew I could never really be a woman? I was just getting my hopes up, setting myself up for disappointment. Of course I would never be able to out myself to my classmates and my family members, and unless I came out to everyone, then I would never be able to actually enjoy being a woman. I would constantly be living in fear that I would be seen—just like I was now as I walked quickly away from that park. 
 
    I looked over my shoulder. He wasn’t following me, but somehow I knew he was watching. Had he followed me from school? Had he been waiting in that park every day after school, hoping to catch me in the act? Was he trying to film me, so he could prove himself to all of his friends?  
 
    I found myself at a little café. I ordered a coffee and then I looked around to make sure none of the patrons were also my classmates. I didn’t recognize anyone, but every time the door opened and the little bell chimed, my heart skipped a beat. I felt like a soldier with PTSD, and every little jingle was the sound of a deafening gunshot.  
 
    The café was busy, but I managed to find myself a little table in the corner. I was there for about five minutes when a man came up to me. “Excuse me, do you mind if I sit here?” he asked. 
 
    “By all means,” I said.  
 
    He smiled and took the seat across from me. “I’m just waiting for a friend. I shouldn’t be here long.” 
 
    “My table is your table,” I said.  
 
    “Do you mind if I ask, is that your natural hair colour?” he said. 
 
    “It is,” I said. 
 
    “Wow, it really suits you—I hope you don’t mind my saying so.”  
 
    “Awe, thanks,” I said, running my fingers through my hair. It seemed so cruel that I couldn’t just remain a woman. I wished I could just go home and throw away all of my male clothes, forget that I was ever a man. It seemed so obvious that I was meant to be a woman—it was fate that brought me to those hormone pills at such a young age—but I was stuck a man.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” he asked. “You look down.” 
 
    I forced a smile. “Nothing, just thinking about homework,” I said, lying. I was really thinking about my hormone pills. It was time to throw them out and put them behind me. It was time to start allowing my body to change and fill with testosterone. The more I indulged in being a woman, and the more I indulged in feeling sexy, getting compliments, being noticed, the harder it was going to be to leave it all behind. A drug addict who tells himself, ‘Just one more hit,’ never gets better. Being a woman was teaching me how nice it felt to be normal—and I was never going to be able to truly be a woman, so I may as well start the process of becoming a man. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    For the first time in over eight years, I didn’t take my pills when I woke up in the morning. Instead, I took the whole box and I brought it outside to the trash bin. It was hard to watch them go, especially now that I knew how fun life was as a lady. But I consoled myself with the thought that life would be just as good as a man, once my hormones rebalanced and my delayed puberty ran its course.  
 
    I searched around on the internet to see how long the changes would take. One site said it would be two months before my body started to produce testosterone again, and a bit longer before the female hormones had worked their way out of my system. Then, it would take the better part of the next decade before I was a man. It felt oddly like a prison sentence and I wasn’t looking forward to it. 
 
    I looked in the mirror, naked, and I felt like I was taking the last look at my female body. I cupped my breasts and gave them a little lift. I was going to miss them, even though they only ever saw the sun three times in the entirety of their existence, even though they were more of a nuisance than anything. According to the internet, it would take a few years for them to disappear, likewise with the curviness of my hips.  
 
    I put on my old, tight sports bra and then I slipped into a loose-fitted t-shirt and a pair of jeans. I was wearing my male clothes, but still, I couldn’t help but see a female in my reflection. I saw a girl wearing men’s clothes. How long would it be before I saw a man? The internet didn’t even know how to begin answering that question.  
 
    I put on a ball cap and headed off for school.  
 
    Things were different. Whenever someone looked my way, my body would tense up. I wondered if they were seeing me the way I saw myself in the mirror that morning: like a cowardly little boy stuck in a girl’s body. I felt like the opposite. I felt like a girl wishing she wasn’t born a girl.  
 
    I started getting used to the strange looks again after a few days. If you expose yourself to the same thing over and over and over again, you’re bound to get used to it. I’d been getting those strange look for the better half of my life.  
 
    I was still afraid to face Dennis, especially now that he’d seen me a second time in a little skirt. So I continued my little strategy—showing up at the last second for class, and leaving as soon as the teacher opened that classroom door. It wasn’t a perfect system and I knew we were bound to cross paths sooner or later. I just wish we didn’t end up crossing paths the way that we did. 
 
    It was the end of first period and my second period class was just across the hallway. Sometimes I would run across the hall and find myself a seat in the back corner of the classroom, but sometimes, if our first period was late being released, I would wait until the bell rang and then I would make my move at the last second—with both ways I avoided the dreaded hallway and the potential interaction with Dennis. That day, we were late being released and the halls were already crammed with students when the teacher opened that classroom door. I decided to wait, pretending to organize my binder while the classroom emptied out. That classroom remained empty until the third period, so I knew I could take as long as I needed. Once the teacher packed up his lesson plan and took off for the teacher’s lounge, I had the whole room to myself. 
 
    But that day, I didn’t have that whole room to myself. A few minutes after all of my classmates had filtered out, someone else came in: Dennis. He had a stack of textbooks and homework in his arms. It took him a few seconds before he noticed me sitting there, and when he did, he paused. He stared at me for a second then looked away quickly, taking the seat closest to him. The room became silent.  
 
    He was sitting three rows ahead of me and he kept looking back at me. I did my best in pretending to ignore him, but it was difficult. I wanted to just get up and beg him to keep my secret safe. I wanted to lie to him and tell him that I had a very similar looking cousin who happened to be a female. But instead I remained silent. I started to quietly collect my books so I could make my move to my next class. And then he said, “Hey.” He was looking over his shoulder at me.  
 
    “Hi,” I said, and then I continued gathering my things to make my escape.  
 
    I got up, tossed my bag over my shoulder, and then started for the door. I was just a few steps away when he said, “Close that door.”  
 
    “What?” I said. 
 
    “Close the door. I want to ask you something.”  
 
    My heart was aflutter. I could feel a cool sweat forming on the back of my neck and the backs of my legs. He was staring at me, but I couldn’t bring myself to look into his eyes. 
 
    “I need to be getting to my next period,” I said. 
 
    “Just close the door.”  
 
    I felt a tremble crossing through my body. I closed the door. 
 
    “That was you at the park the other day, right? And that was you down on 17th Street?  
 
    I bit the edge of my tongue. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”  
 
    “C’mon, just tell me. I saw you go into that bathroom and then I saw you come out twenty minutes later. It was you—I know it was you.” 
 
    “Look, I don’t know what you’re talking about, but I have to—” 
 
    “—Lift up your shirt and prove it,” he said. 
 
    “Do what?” My head was spinning. I felt like I was about to fall over. 
 
    “Just lift up your shirt and prove that you’re not a chick.” 
 
    “I don’t want to,” I said. I started turning back to the door. 
 
    “I’ll tell everyone,” he said, and then I paused. I should have never gone out in public as a woman. Hell, I should have never considered the thought of becoming a woman. I felt so stupid. I was so angry at my eleven year-old self. Why couldn’t I just have avoided those godforsaken pills? Why couldn’t I just be a normal kid, like every other guy in the school?  
 
    “Okay, fine, you saw me. Please don’t tell anyone. I’ll do anything,” I said. 
 
    “Lift up your shirt,” he said. 
 
    “Why does it matter?” 
 
    “Because I don’t believe you.” 
 
    “I told you it was me,” I said. 
 
    “Yeah, I don’t believe you either way. I need to know for sure.” 
 
    I lifted up my shirt, showing him my tight black sports bra. “Happy?” I said.  
 
    “So you’re a chick?” he said with a smile on his face. “Why do you pretend to be a guy?”  
 
    “I am a guy. I don’t pretend. I mean—it’s complicated. Just promise me you won’t tell anyone.”  
 
    “Take off that bra,” he said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Take it off. Show me your tits.”  
 
    “I won’t.” 
 
    “Then I’m telling everyone you’re actually a chick.” 
 
    I looked around. I couldn’t have that happen. I couldn’t let word get back to my parents. It wouldn’t take long before one of the teachers caught wind of my secret and told the counsellor, who picked up the phone and called my dad. I lifted up my shirt and then I unclipped my bra. I showed the little pervert my tits.  
 
    “Holy shit, you’ve got a great rack,” he said. He got up and walked up to me. “Can I touch them?” he said. “I mean, if you don’t want me to tell anyone…” He wasn’t exactly giving me the choice. He reached up and cupped my tits in his hands. He gave them a firm squeeze. I realized he was the first person to ever see them, the first person to ever touch them. “Why do you want to be a boy so badly?” I have to admit, him massaging my tits actually felt surprisingly nice.  
 
    “I am a boy, okay?” 
 
    “Boys don’t have tits, lady. Boys have cocks.” 
 
    “I have a cock.”  
 
    The room became silent for a moment, and then the bell rang, but neither of us moved. “You what?” he said. 
 
    “I said I have a cock. It’s a long story and I don’t expect you to understand—but I’m begging you to keep this a secret.”  
 
    “Prove it,” he said, and the room became silent again.  
 
    “No,” I said. 
 
    “Because you’re a liar. You’re just trying to embarrass me.”  
 
    “I’m not a liar,” I said. “And if you want to talk about being embarrassed…” 
 
    “Then show me your dick. I’ll tell you what: if you aren’t lying, I won’t tell anyone. It can be our secret. Scout’s honour. But if you are lying, I’m telling everyone.” 
 
    I felt so foolish reaching down and undoing my belt. He stared down at my crotch with a reserved look on his face. He probably wasn’t going to be happy when he realized he’d just fondled a man’s tits. I showed him my cock for a few seconds—long enough for him to realize I wasn’t full of shit, and then I covered up. “Happy?” I said. “I told you it was complicated. Now you promised not to tell anyone—I hope you weren’t lying.” 
 
    It took him a moment to reply. “I won’t tell anyone—like I said.” His lips remained parted. I fixed my belt and my shirt. “Wait,” he said before I walked towards the door.  
 
    “What now?” I said. 
 
    “Can I squeeze your tits again? If you’re a guy, you don’t care, right?” There was another uncomfortable silence.  
 
    “If I say no, you’re still going to keep your promise right?” I said. 
 
    “I said I wouldn’t tell anyone, I won’t tell anyone,” he said. “Scout’s honour.” I had no idea whether he was really part of the Scouts or not.  
 
    But I didn’t want to piss him off. I didn’t want to give him any reason to go around blabbing my secret around the school. “Fine,” I said, and then I lifted up my shirt and undid my bra again. He reached forward and began to fondle my tits. Again, it felt kind of nice, but horribly awkward. 
 
    “They feel so real,” he said. 
 
    “They are real.” 
 
    “They’re big,” he said. 
 
    “I know.” He began to fondle my nipples between his thumbs and pointer fingers. I bit the corner of my lip. “I really need to be getting to class. If you tell anyone about this, I’ll tell them that you tried to suck my dick.”  
 
    “For the last time, I said I wasn’t going to tell anyone. So you’re transitioning into a woman, right?” he said. 
 
    “No, this was all just a mistake. I’m getting rid of them, but that’s none of your business.”  
 
    “If you’re not becoming a woman, why did I see you walking around all dolled up?” he asked. 
 
    “It’s none of your business,” I said. 
 
    “Can I suck your nipples?” he asked. 
 
    “No,” I said.  
 
    “Oh, c’mon. I bet you’ll like it. You clearly like it when I rub your tits,” he said. My face must have been so red. I did like it when he rubbed my tits. It was the strangest euphoria I’d ever felt. My whole body trembled.  
 
    “Fine,” I said, “But like I said, if you tell anyone about this, I’ll tell everyone you tried to suck my dick.” 
 
    He cupped my tits, bent forward, and he began to suck on my nipples. And shit, did it feel good.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    He sucked my nipples for a few minutes. My body became warmer and lighter with each passing second. I’d never felt anything like it, and I had no idea why I was letting it happen. Okay, maybe I had a bit of an idea. I knew I didn’t have my female body for much longer, and I knew it would be a shame to lose it having never played around with it. I couldn’t move on with my life without feeling the firm grasp of a man squeezing my breasts. I knew it was something I would regret later in life. 
 
    “I really need to be going to class,” I said without much conviction. 
 
    He just laughed and continued playing with my tits. “Are you gay?” he asked. 
 
    “No,” I said. 
 
    “So you’re straight? You like girls?” he asked. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. I knew that I would like girls once the hormone blockers worked their way out of my system—at least I assumed I would. All of my friends started liking girls when they went through puberty, so it only made sense to assume that I would like girls once my delayed puberty was underway.  
 
    I liked guys. I was turned on by guys with thick muscles and chiselled features. Sometimes I would get hard in gym class, watching the guys in my class getting all sweaty. I rarely got hard—very rarely. Again, I assumed it was just a consequence of lack of testosterone—that things would balance themselves out once my development was back on track.  
 
    “Have you ever been fucked by a guy?” Dennis asked. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Do you want to be?” 
 
    I shrugged. “I don’t know.” The answer I wanted to say was yes, but I was terrified—terrified of admitting it out loud, and terrified of the act itself. I’d never been penetrated before, but I often fantasized about it. Those few afternoons that I got dolled up, all I could think when I stared at myself in the mirror was whether or not guys would want to fuck me. I kept those thoughts suppressed, but they were always there.  
 
    “Bend over,” he said, so I did. I placed the palms of my hands on the desk. He undid my belt and then he pulled down my pants, along with my boxers. “Hide your little dick,” he said, “I don’t want to see it.” I reached down and pulled my cock and balls forward, keeping my legs closed to hold my package from his line of sight. He ran his hands down my hips, onto my butt, sending a warm shiver through my body. “You’ve got a hot body,” he said. “It would be a damn shame to waste it.”  
 
    “Really?” I said. My head was spinning. I felt like I’d lost control of myself and I was now acting on impulse.  
 
    “Yeah,” he said. He slid the tip of his thumb down to my butthole and then he drew little circles around the stretchy skin of my anus. He pushed the tip of his thumb in. It felt weird, but strangely arousing.  
 
    “Why don’t you become a woman instead of a man?” he asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. My parents would kill me,” I said. 
 
    “Fuck ‘em,” he said, and then I felt the tip of his big, throbbing cock. His pants were down around his ankles and he was now sliding his cock into position, lining it up with my tiny hole. I felt his warm saliva fall onto my butt cheek. He used his cock to spread it down to my asshole. He coated his cock in it.  
 
    My heart was pounding. I don’t know why I was letting him do it—I don’t know why I was letting myself do it. But I wanted it—so badly. I knew it was probably my one and only chance to experience sex as a woman, even if I wasn’t technically a woman—it was as close as I’d ever be. 
 
    He pushed in. It hurt a little bit, my anus stretching wide, but the pain was tolerable, and it faded quickly. I could feel every inch of his throbbing rod as he sunk in deep. “Fuck,” he muttered under his breath. His hands continued to move up and down my thighs, hips, and sides. He liked my curves, and I liked him exploring my body. “That’s deep enough,” I said as soon as it started to hurt. “For now.” It felt like he’d shoved an entire broomstick up my ass, as if it was about to push out through my mouth. He started thrusting. I let my forehead fall gently against the desk. After just a few thrusts, I was starting to feel weak, my legs trembling.  
 
    “God, you’re so tight,” he said. I could feel the veins of his rod throbbing inside of me. It was the strangest feeling. “Tell me how much you like my dick,” he said. 
 
    “I like your dick,” I said. 
 
    “Better than that.” 
 
    “God, I fucking love your dick.” He slid in deeper but I didn’t mind. The pain was almost completely gone now, replaced by a pulsing euphoria.  
 
    I could hear his pelvis slapping into my bum. I could hear his saliva gushing between his rod and my tight hole. I didn’t even mind his nails digging into my skin—I kind of liked it. It was nice being dominated, being submissive for a man. 
 
    He was right—it was a shame I couldn’t be a woman. It was a shame my perfect female body was going to go to waste. As a child, I was so afraid of living my life with regret, and now I’d guaranteed it: there was going to be plenty of regret in my life—regret that I didn’t have the balls to come out to my friends and my family. That was all that needed to happen—one little sentence and I could have been a woman forever without fear or anxiety.  
 
    He bent over me as he continued to fuck me, and he grabbed my tits. He squeezed them hard, eliciting more warm pulses of energy through my body. “I’m going to come, baby,” he said. He didn’t have to tell me; I could feel his rod bloating up, throbbing intensely, getting ready to burst a hot load in my ass. I couldn’t wait. I wanted it so badly. 
 
    He came. I moaned and squirmed but he held me in place. When his load had finally finished filling me up, I said, “You promise not to tell anyone?” 
 
    “Promise,” he said, and then we both got dressed and we made our way to our second period classes. 
 
    I felt like I was glowing, like I’d experienced joy for the first time in my life, but lingering in the back of my mind was that realization that it was soon to be over, that I would never experience it again in my life. When I got home, I intended to throw away all of my female clothes, but no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I looked around my bedroom. There was nothing else that I owned that ever brought me more joy than those clothes did for that short period of time—no more joy than my tits brought me during my romp with Dennis. I left the clothes hidden in a bag, deep in my closet.  
 
    And then at dinner, as I was staring down at my plate of food, unable to eat because of a turning in my gut, I finally gathered the confidence to come out. “Mom, dad, I want to be a woman,” I said quickly. I said it so quickly, I wasn’t sure what I’d said made any sense to them.  
 
    “A woman?” my dad said.  
 
    “I’m eighteen and I’m old enough to make my own decisions. I don’t want to be a man. I want to be a woman.” 
 
    Had I managed to eat anything, I would have thrown it up in that moment. I couldn’t believe what I was saying to my parents. I couldn’t believe what I was putting myself into: my father’s crosshairs. Both of my parents stared at me in silence. “If that’s what you want,” my dad said, and then my mom said, “Are you sure it’s what you want?” 
 
    I could tell they were both disappointed, but it wasn’t unbearable. They didn’t throw me out and they didn’t tell me I was a disgrace. I felt so much better having said it out loud. And now I was excited. There was nothing stopping me from committing to becoming a woman—nothing stopping me from experiencing that joy I felt on those warm afternoons every day for the rest of my life. I wouldn’t have to suffer through years of painful delayed puberty. 
 
    I could finally start living my life—not my secret life, but my own, real life. 
 
    THE END 
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    I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button. 
 
    CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW! 
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    Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance. 
 
    Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over sixty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over. 
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