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      I really hope that you’re enjoying my work! I’ve been fortunate enough to make this my full-time job for the past couple of years, though it hasn’t been easy. There’s a lot of financial uncertainty as a full-time self-published writer.

      I would feel tremendously blessed if you would venture on over to my Patreon page and consider supporting me there. I think you will be excited by what I have to offer: a community, free book chapters, pictures, contests, commissions, free stories, advanced releases, and much more. It’s the only way to get your hands on these exclusive titles:
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        And for as little as a dollar per month—is that even a quarter cup of Starbucks coffee?

        Be the gorgeous, filthy doll you know that you are and come hang out with me:
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      Thank you so much for your continued support!

      Love,
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      Lock your doors, shut your curtains, and prepare yourself for ten MORE steaming-hot true tales. The names have been changed, but the details are unaltered. These never-before-published stories will get your blood-flowing.

      And be warned: some of these tales are not for the faint of heart!
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      So you came back for more? You must be really thirsty.

      And that’s okay, because there’s more where the last twenty fiery-hot tales came from.

      Here for you are ten more tales: ten true stories. Be warned: some of the details are quite taboo, and I really had to think twice before including them in this collection. Let’s just say, there are people out there with really, truly dirty thoughts in their heads.
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      This story is extremely embarrassing, but here it goes anyway.

      I was at my friend’s wedding, and I was in the wedding party. There were five guys and five girls in the wedding party, not including the bride and groom.

      The best man was the groom’s brother: a tall, fit Chad-type guy. When we arrived to take photos, all of the girls in the bridal party started flirting with him. He had a wife, who wasn’t in the bridal party, but he still flirted back with the girls.

      We were already drinking. The groom, Marc Anthony, was a heavy drinker, and he was nervous and using alcohol to calm himself down before the ceremony. So we were all drinking with him, of course.

      I was the only guy in the wedding party without a date; I didn’t use my plus-one, because I didn’t have a girlfriend.

      I was excited though, because the bride (Angela) was smoking-hot and had invited nearly one-hundred of her friends, so the whole place was swarming with beautiful women. I was sure that I was going to hookup before the end of the night.

      And I was making some headway with a short redheaded chick with dark freckles. She was laughing at my jokes; she was there alone; she was pretty and seemed open to the idea of fucking a guy she just met (that was just my impression).

      But it all went downhill when I was pulled aside and told that it was time for an old Scottish wedding tradition. The groom was, of course, Scottish—so I decided to play along. Every guy in the wedding party was to go and change clothes with their wife or girlfriend. However, since I didn’t have one, the guys had gone and found me a minidress and stockings to wear.

      It was embarrassing, but we were drunk and it just seemed like harmless fun. We even put on a bit of makeup and tried acting like girls. The guys were all stunned when I spoke in my ‘girly voice’. “Dude, you actually sound like a chick!” the groom’s brother said. “You look like one too!”

      I didn’t let the comment get to me, even though it seemed kind of rude. I’d forgotten about the comment entirely until thirty minutes later, when we were drinking at the bar (dressed like girls), and he said, “Do you dress up like a girl a lot? Because you’re frighteningly good at it.”

      I was embarrassed. “No,” I said.

      But the comments kept coming. “Are you, like, closet trans?”

      “No,” I said.

      Now, I was looking forward to changing back into my clothes. But the ‘tradition’ wasn’t over yet. People were still getting their laughs in, and I didn’t want to be the wedding buzzkill. Though I did see myself in the mirror in the bathroom, and the brother was right… I kind of looked like a chick. It was actually… embarrassing.

      When I came back from the bathroom, the redhead tapped me on the shoulder. She started telling me how cute I looked. I pretended the comments didn’t bother me. Then she also said, “You actually look like a girl. It’s kind of freaky.”

      I just played along, putting on a girl voice and waving her off. I didn’t want her to think that my confidence had been badly rattled.

      The brother found me again, and this time, slurring slightly, he told me, “You know, you actually look kind of hot.”

      I pretended not to hear it.

      But ten minutes later, he said to me, while passing by, “Hey sexy.” He even spanked me on the bum.

      I found that redhead again. We got chatting again—and I didn’t notice the guys going off to change until she said, “The guys are all changing.”

      “I should go too,” I said.

      I wasn’t even out of the hall when I looked back and saw another guy sitting with her, with his hand on her lower back, dangerously close to her ass. He was whispering in her ear, and she was blushing, and I realized in that moment that my chances were out the window; she’d been poached—and fast.

      I felt embarrassed. I went to the bathroom before going to get changed. Then, I slipped into the changing room, and the only guy still in there, now buttoning up his shirt, was the groom’s brother.

      He eyed me and smiled with red cheeks. “Hey hottie,” he said. “You aren’t here to change, are you?”

      “I am,” I said, looking for my suit.

      “That’s a damn shame. You look fine in that dress.”

      I blushed and ignored the comment. Then, while I was bending over to slip down a stocking, he came up behind me, putting his hands on my hips. My heart raced. I felt his erection through his pants. “You look so much like a girl. I want to make you feel like a girl.”

      I was horrified, and all I managed to say was, “A—Aren’t you married?”

      “I won’t tell if you don’t,” he said. Then, he lifted up my skirt and picked my panties out from my ass crack. He pushed a finger into my butthole, and said, “You’re the sexiest thing at this wedding. You know that?”

      “This is wrong,” I managed to say.

      “That’s what makes it fun.”

      He went to his knees and he ate out my asshole. It was a weird feeling, especially because I could feel his stubble scratching my ass cheeks. His tongue explored my anus, and then he slipped his cock into me. He worked fast, because he didn’t want his wife wondering where he’d gone. He pumped hard and deep, and I will admit that it felt fucking fantastic.

      His cock was curved like a scimitar. It slid through me in the most perfect way, making my legs tremble, making my cock drip cum. By the time he was finished, those little borrowed panties were full of cum; it all spilled out when I slid them down to get changed.

      I was blushing all over. He winked at me and then went back to be with his wife. He ended up adding me on Instagram. I would send him pictures of me in women’s clothing and he would send me videos of him jerking off. His wife ended up catching him though, when she found out he’d been buying lingerie and sending it to me. They broke up, and I never heard from him again.
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      I’ve told this story to three people in my entire life, and none of them believed me. They told me that I was dreaming, or that I was a liar, so I just stopped trying to convince people it happened—though maybe that’s for the best, because it’s extremely embarrassing (even now that I’m out of the closet).

      Back then, I thought I was a perfectly normal straight male. I remember even being attracted to girls and feeling repulsed by men. I would go out with my buddies on weekends, to house parties, and we would all try to get laid, and we would all fail, and I would go home and jerk off to straight porn, and I assumed my friends did the same.

      I was taking a course at school that required us to have a certain ‘ticket’, which wasn’t offered through the school, so we had to sign up for a week-long course to get that ticket if we wanted to complete our degree. I won’t be more specific than that because I don’t want to give enough details here to out myself.

      I ended up in a class with only three other people to get my ticket. One of the men in the class was an older guy, about my dad’s age, and he smelled strongly of cologne. I didn’t think much of him, until we were having our afternoon break, and he came out to have a cigarette with me. First, he said, “You’re definitely too young to be smoking. It’s illegal to smoke at your age, you know.”

      I thought it was a weird thing to say. I just laughed.

      Then, he said, “I have to take this class to stay on the board of directors with my own company. I tried to just pay for a ticket, but they wouldn’t let me do it.”

      I nodded my head. I knew he wanted me to ask about his job, but I didn’t feel like it; he seemed kind of creepy.

      Then, he said, “I’m a multi-millionaire.”

      I laughed and said, “Can I have some money?”

      He grinned and said, “Do you want some?”

      I paused, lingered for a moment, and then said, “I mean—if you want to give me some… sure.”

      He reached into his wallet and took out five-hundred dollars and handed it to me. “Ask and you shall receive,” he said. Then he winked and went back inside.

      I thanked him about a thousand times before the end of the day.

      The next day, he said to me, “I have my own private island, and I can use the company jet whenever I want; it’s basically a private jet.”

      “What do you do?” I finally asked.

      He told me, but again, I won’t say the details because they’re too specific. I wasn’t quite sure I believe him when he said, “I was a billionaire briefly a few years ago, when the stock market was surging. Now I’m just half a billionaire.” He kept winking at me. It seemed hard to believe that someone that rich would be getting their ticket.

      The next day, while smoking, he said, “Do you even wear women’s clothing? You have the body for it.”

      I was so horrified by the question that I didn’t even answer.

      He laughed and blushed. “It’s a compliment,” he said.

      Then, the next day, while smoking, he said, “You know, if you want a hundred grand, I could give it to you.”

      “How?” I asked.

      “I’m going to my island this weekend, to relax. You would just have to come with me.”

      My heart fell into my gut. I knew in that moment that he wanted to fuck me. I was horrified, of course… but $100,000 was more money than I’d made in my life, and I had student loans and a car loan and the interest was going to stop me from having any sort of life until I was forty.

      “You just want me to go with you?” I asked.

      “And, you know…”

      I was mortified. “Can I think about it?”

      “I’m leaving tomorrow night, so think fast.”

      I told him the next day that I would go with him, though I was terrified. I didn’t want to have sex with an old man. I didn’t want to have gay sex at all.

      I got on his plane, at a private part of the airport where you don’t even have to wait in lines or check in. Once on his plane, he slid a bag to me and told me to change. In the bag was a dress, nail polish, eyeliner, lipstick, and mascara. No wig, no shoes.

      I didn’t say anything; I just changed in the bathroom. He then asked me to come and sit on his lap with him. I did it.

      He was erect the whole time, with one hand on my bare thigh, and the other on my waist. He occasionally sipped from a glass of whiskey.

      Getting off the plane, he asked me to hold his arm with both hands, so I did. I felt so weird. His staff (all poor third-worlders) looked at me with a strange amount of pity. I felt pretty disgusted with myself, but I went along with it, literally counting down the minutes in my head.

      He was constantly groping and caressing me. We spoke very little, the entire weekend. I don’t think he liked the sound of my voice, so he never prompted me to speak.

      We lay on the beach; he made me put on a bikini, which was tight and revealing. After the beach, he asked me to shave, so I shaved. “It was a bit distracting down at the beach. I don’t want that again.” I felt embarrassed, like I wasn’t living up to his expectations.

      I wasn’t able to eat the whole weekend; the stress had me feeling sick.

      That first night, he showed me ‘our’ bed. He took off his clothes and sat naked on the edge of the bed. With his clothes off, he looked a lot older than I thought he was. “Blowjob,” he said, like he was giving a command to a dog. I was so ashamed of myself, but I got onto my knees and I did it. He lasted a very, very long time. I think I was pumping and sucking him for two hours before he let out a very weak, pathetic cumshot, which just kind of gushed out of his tip and trickled down his erection.

      He had a nightgown for me. He slept with his arm over me. In the morning, he made me put the bikini on again. Down at the beach, he said, “Blowjob,” once again like it was dog command. So I sucked him on the beach. Again, it took about two hours to make him have a pathetic, weak gushing orgasm.

      At this point, I knew we were just about twenty hours from departure. I was embarrassed, but realized that this really wasn’t so bad for how much I was making. At dinner, he made me wear a leopard-print minidress, which was super low cut, showing off most of my chest. He told me during dinner that he badly wanted to jerk off on my chest, so I let him after we ate. He stood over me on his bed, straddling me, jerking his cock for about forty minutes before he had one of those weak orgasms, dripping cum onto my chest. He told me to rub it all over myself, but there was hardly anything to rub; I still did it.

      Then he told me he wanted to jerk off again later, this time while watching me ‘toy’ myself. He had a dildo for me. For about two long hours, I slid a dildo in and out of my butthole with my legs up in the air. When he was finally aroused (it took him two hours of jerking and massaging his cock to get himself hard again), he came up and put his cock inside of me. It felt weird, and it got soft fast, but he still thrusted into me with it.

      His cock was truly weird-feeling, like it had way, way, way too much skin. I could feel that skin tugging around in me. It was disturbing, but at times it felt good. I pretended to have a loud orgasm for him, which made him hard—so I did it again a few more times. Then, he had one of those weird leaking-orgasms inside of me, which was quite disgusting.

      He had me sleep in the nightgown. In the morning, about two hours before our flight back, he asked for a blowjob. I blew him until it was time to leave, but he never came. By this point, it was something that I felt more-or-less used to. I was no longer disgusted by the thought of his cock touching me or being inside of my mouth. He had me sit on his lap for the whole five-hour flight home. When the pilot announced landing, he told me I could go and change, which was a big relief.

      He paid me, as promised, with cash. I deposited the cash ten-thousand dollars at a time at the bank, with a full week between deposits (instructions he gave me, though I’m not sure why). I ended up using that money to completely pay off my student loan and part of my car loan. I never again heard from the old man, and I have no way to prove to anyone that it actually happened.

      It was only a few months after that when I decided to sign up for an online dating website for gay people.
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      My ex-girlfriend reached out to me months after we split up. I was surprised to hear from her, because the last thing she had said to me was, “You were the biggest mistake of my life and I wish I never met you.”

      But now, she was asking, “How have you been? I hope you’re doing well.”

      I decided to play along. Her profile picture was of her and another guy, kissing, so I had a feeling she wasn’t about to attempt to rekindle the relationship. In fact, I was almost sure that she was going to ask me for the things she’d left at my house; when we broke up, she was so repulsed by me that she never came to get the clothes and toiletries that were left all over my apartment.

      She just kept up the small talk for about two days before I finally said, “Kristine, what do you want?”

      She sent back a blushing emoji. Then, she said, “I know this sounds weird, but please hear me out. And before you get super weird about it, just know that I thought of you first and I’m asking you because I know you and I know what you’re like, and I’m comfortable with you—and doing this with a stranger would just be too weird for me. Have you ever heard of a thruple?”

      “Yeah. What about it?” I asked. My heart was racing.

      “I’m dating a guy, and we’ve been talking about introducing a third.” She sent a whole bunch of blushing-smile emojis. “Just for in the bedroom.”

      “Are you asking me to have a threesome with you and your boyfriend?”

      I was shocked. I wanted to tell her to go and fuck herself… but she happened to reach out to me during a time when I was quite… horny. I hadn’t had sex in months, and I’d been thinking a lot about the good sex I had with Kristine. I guess she reached me during a moment of weakness… and I kind of did like the idea of having another chance at fucking her, and maybe even showing up her boyfriend; maybe I could do better than him, in front of him, and I could leave Kristine feeling like she made a big mistake by leaving me.

      Yes, I know it sounds petty, but that’s how my brain works, I guess.

      So I agreed. She said, “Can you also bring that dress I left at your place.”

      That Friday, I went to her new apartment, where she lived with her new boyfriend. The boyfriend answered the door. It was super awkward; he hardly said anything. He was tense. I felt like he wanted to fight me. Kristine came out wearing a super-tight dress; she almost never got dressed up for anything, so I knew this was some sort of big deal for her. She told her boyfriend to go have a cigarette while we talked.

      Then, she smiled at me and said, “I’m really happy you’re here.”

      It was surreal. I hadn’t seen her since the day she said, “It’s over.” I really didn’t think that I would ever see her again… but there she was, right in front of me.

      “You really want to do this?” I asked.

      “It was his idea,” she admitted. “He’s been talking for months about wanting to be with another man. He’s bisexual. This was our compromise.”

      A part of me wanted to laugh in her face. Another part of me was mortified that I was there because her boyfriend wanted to be intimate with a man.

      “I’m not bi,” I said.

      She rolled her eyes, which made me a bit pissed. I forgot how easily she could press my buttons.

      “I’m not!” I said.

      And now, I knew she was referring to the time she caught me wearing her lingerie. It was something that I did near the end of our relationship, messing around a little when she was out; it was just experimenting. It was just… curiosity. It was deeply humiliating, and that little eye roll just brought up so much humiliating trauma.

      “Put on the dress,” she said to me.

      “What?”

      She motioned to the dress in my hand, which was hers. “Put it on and we’ll have fun. Don’t be so weird about it, or you’ll make everyone uncomfortable. Just put it on and we’ll all have sex.”

      I was so embarrassed, and so full of regret; this wasn’t what I was expecting at all.

      And I would have left right then and there had she not said, “I’m just glad it’s you and not somebody else.”

      That comment was strangely touching, though I was still pissed about all of this. But… I’d always been the submissive one in our relationship, and she knew it. She knew I would do it if she was stern enough. She knew that I didn’t like disappointing people. In fact, she broke up with me because I was apparently too much of a pushover.

      And nothing had changed; now, I was putting on her old dress. She asked me to quickly shave my legs before her boyfriend came back, so I used his razor and shaving cream to make my legs smooth.

      When the guy came back, we all went to the bedroom. It was tense. I watched them make out for a while. Then, Kristine waved me over, and I made out with her while her boyfriend watched. It was nice… until my head was turned and it was time for me to make out with the guy.

      His stubble scratched my face. While I kissed him, Kristine sucked my cock; that was nice, because she almost never sucked me during our relationship.

      But then the guy took my head by the hair and pulled me down to his lap. Suddenly, I was the one sucking, while he made out with my ex-girlfriend. And from that moment on, there was no longer any ‘equality’ in that bedroom. After that, I was the submissive bottom. If I wasn’t sucking him, I was being fucked by him. I got to eat out Kristine’s pussy, but that was the closest I came to having any sort of masculinity during that threesome.

      And Kristine surely ended up regretting that threesome, because after about thirty minutes, her boyfriend was strictly interested in me; he would fuck her for about thirty seconds, and then he would switch to my butthole for a good ten minutes. I even looked up at one point to see Kristine looking totally rejected in her lingerie, waiting for her turn, which wasn’t coming.

      I looked up again a bit later and saw that she was on her phone, scrolling Facebook while her boyfriend fucked a man in a dress.

      He came in my ass. He spanked me hard. He kissed my neck and told me that I was “so fucking sexy”. He went off to the bathroom. Kristine rolled her eyes and said, “You’re welcome.”

      I pretended to be totally ashamed of myself (I was a bit ashamed)… but really, she was right: she knew me better than I thought. I’ll admit that I’d always had fantasies about being feminized and fucked by a strong man. How she knew that… I have no idea; I guess it was just obvious that day she caught me in her lingerie.

      A week later, I messaged her and asked if they wanted a third again. She told me that they had just broken up. “He’s a cheater and he only wants to fuck dudes,” she said. “And if I were you, I would get tested.”

      I did get tested, and I was clean. I asked her if she would consider getting back with me, and she replied, “I like you a lot, but deep down you just want to be fucked by dudes, and you need to just accept that already.” And she was right; I really did just want to be fucked by men.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            WEIRD SLEEPOVERS

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      I had a friend through school who was your typical football ‘Chad’ type. All of the girls loved him, he was a star athlete, every guy wished they were him.

      But he also liked nerdy stuff,  like chess and video games and anime. I was quite proud that he chose me to be his friend as an outlet for those geeky interests. We would watch anime together and play video games late into the night. Those long nights soon turned into ‘sleepovers’, where he would bring a sleeping bag and a toothbrush and we would just play video games.

      But he was cool, so of course we couldn’t just play video games and watch anime; he would bring over booze and we would talk about girls. He would show me pictures of our naked female classmates. “She sent this to me yesterday,” he would grin. He told me he had nudes of almost thirty girls in the school.

      When he was showing me some of the nudes, I happened to notice a thumbnail of his cock, erect, which he’d almost surely sent to one of those girls (or all of them). I blushed and pretended not to notice, but he was huge. I guess it must be nice being God’s favourite.

      Sometimes he brought over a whole case of beer, and would say, “We have to finish the whole thing.”

      I was a lightweight. Those sleepovers often ended with me passing out, but I was at an age where I literally couldn’t get a hangover; I would just wake up around noon the next day feeling perfectly fine.

      But one day, I stood up to walk and there was a dull pain in my ass. My friend laughed at me and said, “It’s probably hangover shits.”

      I didn’t think much of it…

      But another time, I woke up with a taste in my mouth, a crusty substance around my lips. Again, I just assumed that I’d been drunk and spilled something and I was too sloppy to clean myself up properly.

      I always just assumed my night ended when I blacked out… but then one morning, I woke up wearing my sister’s panties; I didn’t even realize until I was in the bathroom, relieving myself.

      I was too humiliated to ask my friend if he knew what happened.

      But the next week, it happened again—this time, I woke up in my sister’s baby-blue prom dress. “What the fuck?” I said.

      My buddy laughed at me. I asked him why I was dressed like that. “You wanted to wear it,” he told me. “So you put it on.”

      I was humiliated. I ripped it off.

      Another time, there was a dried streak of white down my thigh, leading from my asshole. I was worried that I’d shit myself… but why was it that white colour?

      This went on for months—every weekend. I started dreading those sleepovers, because I had no idea what the hell was happening after I blacked out. One day, I was sure that there was dried cum all over my chest. “What the fuck?” I whispered, trying to clean it off.

      “Dude,” I said to my friend. “I don’t know what the hell happens every week, but whenever we drink, something weird is happening.”

      I saw that he was blushing. “Do you know?” I asked.

      “You like to put on your sister’s clothes,” he said to me.

      “What?”

      “Yeah, like… every time you have four or five drinks in you, you go and put her clothes on. And then you insist that I fuck you, and you keep insisting until I do it.”

      “You… what?”

      He was pale now. “I—I thought you knew.” He suddenly got super defensive. “You seduce me. I’m drunk too. It’s not like I’m getting you drunk to fuck you. Don’t pretend like you don’t know about it. Don’t try to make me feel like some sort of rapist.”

      I thought he was fucking with me, and then he said, “Last night you insisted I film it.”

      And he showed me the ‘film’. The movie started with me holding the phone, pressing record, propping the phone up to face the couch. I was dressed, again, in my sister’s baby blue prom dress. In the film, he was naked on the couch, erection sticking up. I walked over and sat down on it, moaning loudly. Then, I started bouncing on his cock. After bouncing for a few minutes, I got down and started sucking his cock like a horny porn-star.

      I was devastated. My whole body turned cold.

      In the film, I grabbed the phone and held the camera down between my legs, getting a closeup of my asshole as cum gushed out of me. I even fingered myself and licked that finger.

      My friend admitted that I was better than any girl he’d been with. But after that, I stopped talking to him, too embarrassed to even look at him. I had literally no idea how many times I’d fucked him and sucked him, and I had literally no memories whatsoever of our intimacy.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            COSPLAY: A TWO-PART STORY

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      You’re going to think that I’m really messed up in the head after I tell this story, and it’s probably true—I probably do need to start seeing a therapist, though they would probably have me institutionalized.

      I’m bisexual and was in the closet from my family and friends. I preferred women, but sometimes I would see a picture of a topless man and things would tingle inside of me…

      Anyway—that’s partially relevant to the start of my story, because there was a big comic convention coming to town, and my friends all planned on going in costume. They’d spent months working on their cosplay outfits, and I decided to be the ‘funny guy’ and dress up like a girl.

      I convinced them all that it was a joke, but really, I worked really hard to make myself look like a chick, and fantasized for months about the male attention that I was going to get at the con.

      The character was an adorable female from an anime, with a pair of black pigtails and a short skirt. I did everything: put on hip padding, breast padding (water balloons in a bra, so there was realistic bounce). I put on makeup, invested in a good wig, and I even did some voice training. I shaved my legs, put on perfume—all of it.

      I think my female friends knew that I was living out a little bit of a fantasy, but my male friends were convinced that it was a gag.

      I was so excited. I had a full weekend pass for the con, and planned to be there every day, all daylong. I just wanted to walk around and take it all in. I wanted guys to ogle me and take my photo—then I could go back to being ‘straight’.

      My friends were going to pick me up at 4:00 PM, a full hour before my dad got home from the gym.

      I should point out that my dad did not know I was bisexual, and he would not approve of me dressing like a girl, even for a costume event. He really did not like anything vaguely homosexual or in that stratosphere. I guess you could say he was homophobic; but he was born in a no longer existing slavic country where being anti-gay was the acceptable way to be.

      I’m not excusing his views, but I’m just letting you know: I was scared to death of being seen by him, so I planned to have a big buffer between me leaving and him getting home.

      He went to the gym for an hour after work every single day. He was a buff guy; other dads were intimidated by him, between his big muscles and his thick slavic accent.

      I had to be gone before he got home. He couldn’t see me dolled up.

      So I was ready to go for 4:00 PM… but my friends messaged me at 4:15 PM and said, “We’re running a bit late. We’ll be there soon.”

      I was terrified. Forty minutes went by and they weren’t there. My dad would be home in five minutes. I was considering getting undressed and cleaned up. “We’re one minute away,” my friend messaged.

      They were cutting it so close… I felt sick. I walked out to the driveway, taking my chances, hoping to just jump into the car when they pulled up.

      And thankfully, they pulled up before my dad. I tried to get into the car…

      But one of my female friends was having a strong independent feminist moment. She’d sat in the back the whole way to my house, and now felt it was her turn to sit in the front, and when my male friend didn’t want to give up his seat, an argument ensued. “Guys, let’s just go,” I said, standing on the driveway.

      The argument went on. And then came my dad’s truck. It pulled into the driveway. I nearly started crying from humiliation. I didn’t look over, but knew my dad was looking at me. It was an awful thirty seconds before they made a space for me and I shimmied in, and then we drove off to the con.

      My experience at the con… well, that’s a whole story in itself. But I’m going to skip ahead to a few days after the convention, when my dad said to me, “Who was that female friend of yours the other day?”

      I bit my tongue and tried to play it cool. “Mary Anne,” I said. “You’ve met her a few times, dad.”

      “No,” he said. “I saw her in the back seat. I mean that other girl, with the black pigtails.”

      I just froze. I felt ice in my veins. I tried to speak, but no words came out.

      Then, my dad said the most awful, hideous, tormenting thing ever. “You should take her on a date. If I was your age, I would be balls-deep in that vixen.”

      My dad said inappropriate things sometimes… but this was, by far, the worst… because he was talking about me. And he kept going. “That little skirt, that tight ass. You better get on that before one of your gay friends goes for her.”

      “O—Okay, dad,” I said, and I practically ran to my bedroom.

      My father had ogled me, fawned over me—and maybe even had some twisted fantasy about me. I tried not to puke. His words were probably the most traumatizing words I’d ever heard in my life.

      And they stuck with me, apparently.

      It was a month later when I was home alone for a weekend and decided that I really, really wanted to lose my virginity, and I wanted to lose it with a man. I made an account on a gay hookup site, uploading pictures of myself at the cosplay convention. I made it clear that I was looking for a meaningless hookup. Guys started messaging me instantly. I told them that I was home alone for the weekend, and that very night, a guy asked me, “If I come over in an hour, can you be in that cosplay costume?”

      The worst part of my story comes now.

      The man was almost sixty-years-old. He was almost exactly my father’s age… from the same country as my father… and he looked a hell of a lot like my dad in certain pictures.

      Still, I invited him over. As soon as he arrived, he started kissing my neck and feeling me all over. Within minutes I was down on my knees, sucking my first cock (it was very large compared to mine). Then, he took me into my bedroom and took my virginity from me on my bed, using every inch of his shaft inside of my asshole. He growled at me, “Call me daddy, slut.”

      So I called him daddy. I moaned ‘daddy’ over and over while he thrusted into me. He made me cum all over my anime skirt. He left a red mark around my throat (with his hand), so I had to wear a scarf for three days—not to mention all of the hickeys.

      He pumped me so hard I couldn’t walk the next day.

      And afterwards, I begged him to do it again and again. I guess I have what they call ‘daddy issues’. And, like I said, I probably need therapy to unwrap whatever is going on in my head.
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      I married my wife right out of high school. I lost my virginity to her, but she couldn’t say the same thing. In high-school (and even middle-school) she made a point of being every guy’s ‘first’. She was extremely promiscuous, and I will admit that it was almost a dealbreaker for me, knowing she’d been with almost thirty guys before we started dating.

      But she settled down with me; she told me she got all of that out of her system… but every now and then, her sexual history would sneak its way into a conversation, making me feel… awkward.

      I found out five years into our relationship that my wife had been in a threesome with two guys shortly before we started dating. She even admitted that one guy was in her ass while the other was in her pussy.

      She admitted a year later that she had once sucked two guys off at once: both men in her mouth together. She told me that the men were bi and fucked each other as well as her. “It was really hot, actually,” she said to me, blushing.

      And another time, she admitted that she’d slept with five different women before we started dating. “What did you do with them?” I asked, dark red.

      She shrugged her shoulders. “I ate them out. They ate me out. We fingered. Strap-ons. Stuff like that.”

      And I started to become insecure. I couldn’t help but notice that my wife hardly ever had orgasms. She always seemed bored during sex. And then, every so often, she would randomly tell me about some crazy sexual experience she once had (she would usually only tell me after a few drinks), and I was starting to wonder if she regretted marrying me: a totally vanilla virgin square.

      “A guy I used to sleep with added me on Facebook the other day,” she said to me one afternoon.

      “What guy?” I asked.

      “Remember Morgan?”

      “No,” I said.

      She shrugged her shoulders. “I declined the friend request; I don’t think that’s appropriate. He was obsessed with having sex in public.”

      “You had sex in public?”

      She blushed and nodded her head. “In parks, train stations, bathrooms—and even in Mrs. Clarkson’s classroom.”

      I hated those stories. I hated that there was so much about her that I didn’t know.

      The worst story was the one about her bi friends who fucked her while fucking each other. She brought it up more than once—and she was always bringing it up when we were getting intimate. And then she would ask me questions like, “Have you ever fantasized about being with a man?” I would, of course, tell her no—but she would ask again a few weeks later, as if she was trying to push the idea.

      “Haven’t you ever wondered what it’s like to suck a hard cock?”

      I suspected my wife was getting bored of our relationship and she wanted to spice it up. It really seemed like she wanted me to sleep with a man, though I can’t say I understand why; it was some sort of strange fantasy she couldn’t let go of—and that memory of watching her bi friends fuck was like some often replayed life highlight.

      One night, she said, “There’s a guy at work; he’s bi and recently single.”

      “So?”

      She shrugged her shoulders. We watched some TV. It was quiet for a while, and then…

      “If you slept with him, I wouldn’t consider that cheating,” she said.

      I felt sick. “I’m not bi,” I said.

      “How can you really know unless you try?”

      “Why would you want me to try it?”

      “I don’t. I don’t care either way. Like I said—it’s not cheating to me. It’s not like I can provide that for you, so it’s only fair if you can get it if you want it.”

      “And if you slept with a girl, would that not be cheating on me?” I asked.

      She looked at me. “If you want me to sleep with a girl, Ian, I can sleep with a girl and you can watch.”

      I felt dizzy. I didn’t like this resurfacing promiscuity; it had gone away for a decade; she was seemingly happy for so many years, but now she had fantasies in her head.

      I must admit that I did like the idea of watching her with another woman, though the same thought filled me with a terrible anxiety.

      But her having a lesbian experience wasn’t what was on her mind; she was thinking about me with her coworker.

      I said nothing. It made me deeply uncomfortable to even talk about it. I tried to think if I could do it, to make her happy, but the thought of another man touching me was just… nauseating.

      Two days later, my wife messaged me from work. “I just talked to Kevin, and he’s interested.”

      “In what?” I said.

      “You know. You.”

      She was putting the wheels in motion; she was organizing this whole thing. I was starting to feel angry. I was starting to feel betrayed, like she was doing this to make me uncomfortable. When she agreed to marry me, she knew that I wasn’t a sexually adventurous person… and now, she needed to respect that.

      We talked about it that night. “It’s not as weird as you think,” she said. “He would stop if you needed a break. He would be gentle.”

      I reluctantly—and I mean very reluctantly—agreed to ‘try it’.

      I regretted it right away. For days, I was overwhelmed with the worst anxiety of my life. And it came to a climax when I came home from the store to see my wife’s bisexual coworker, Kevin, sitting on our couch, talking to my wife.

      They both smiled at me. Then, my wife jumped to her feet and got me a drink.

      It was so surreal, like I was having a dream. I sat down and we had drinks together, as if it was a totally normal and not at all sexual rendezvous. We talked about upcoming vacations and they talked a bit about some promotion at work that was up for grabs. Nobody ever mentioned ‘the arrangement’… until my wife came out from the bathroom and said, “Ian, can you come here for a minute?”

      She took me into the bathroom and handed me a razor. “What’s this for?”

      She asked me to shave my legs. She put out a French-maid costume and told me to put it on “for our guest”. I was humiliated. I told her I didn’t want to do it. She suddenly had a sad puppy-dog look in her eyes, and she said, “Please don’t embarrass me, Ian.” Which was ironic, because she was certainly embarrassing me.

      So I did it… I guess I’ve always been a bit submissive. I guess I’ve always been too afraid to disappoint people that I don’t really think about myself.

      I shaved my legs and put on the costume, and then I called my wife into the bathroom. She lit up. “You look so cute, Ian. He’ll love it.”

      “This is humiliating,” I told her.

      And her face turned red and she said, “Good.” It was the weirdest response. She was so turned on by the fact that I was humiliated.

      She led me to the bedroom. Kevin was already there, naked. I stood there, frozen. My wife took me by the hips and guided me to the bed, giggling. Kevin laughed with her, as if this was some sort of gag to them.

      My wife bent me over and mashed my face into his crotch, and I knew I was supposed to suck him—so I opened my mouth and he crammed his fat flaccid dick inside.

      My wife gently rubbed my back and gently spanked my bottom. “I told you he would look like a girl.”

      I did everything they asked me to, because I was trying to impress my wife. I wanted to make her happy, even if this was what she wanted. I sucked him for about ten minutes, and then the two of them positioned me on my hands and knees. They both spanked me on the bum. My wife tried to prepare my butthole with her pointer finger. “You’re doing so good,” she said, as if she was talking to a toddler.

      Her coworker plugged my ass and fucked me. The whole time, my wife kept saying, “Moan like a girl for him, Ian. Just try it. Try moaning like a girl!”

      Her coworker did not last long inside of me. It was only a few minutes later when I felt him gushing warm, thick goo into me. And I think the worst part of it all was when my wife leaned in and sucked the tip of his cock to get the last drop out; that, somehow, felt more violating than him fucking me.

      And I told her after her left that I didn’t like her sucking his cock. “That felt like cheating to me.”

      She apologized and explained that she just wanted to taste me.

      A week later, she arranged to have a girl come to our house—not someone she knew, but an escort she found online. She asked me to sit in the corner and watch her with the escort, so I did. It was actually really hot, seeing my wife being eaten out by another woman—and then watching my wife tongue-deep inside of another woman.

      It seemed like the start of a very exciting new chapter in our marriage, and then my wife made a confession to me: “I’ve been sleeping with Kevin for the past three years, and I think I want to explore a relationship with him.” So she left me. I don’t know why she felt the need to utterly humiliate me before revealing she was cheating, and leaving me… but that’s the way it goes sometimes.
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      I won’t bore you with my life story. I won’t bother trying to establish how I started wearing panties occasionally, but from time to time, when my sister was out, I would go into her bedroom and snag her clean panties and put them on under my clothes. If I was home alone, I would put on a dress or a skirt, and sometimes I would just play video games or watch TV for a bit, dressed like a girl.

      I was straight. I liked girls. I was fine being a guy. But sometimes… being in girly clothes was nice.

      And sure, sometimes I would go on Omegle, cropping out my face, and I would let guys jerk off to me as I pretended to touch myself. I should point out that I’m a bit autistic, and I’m sure the ‘kick’ I got out of it had something to do with that.

      I didn’t like watching guys jerk off, but I thought it was funny or entertaining or something.

      Anyway—

      I had nothing to do one day, so I went into my sister’s room and put on some panties. I got dressed in running shorts (it was a hot day out) and a tank top, and I decided to go out for a walk. Sometimes I just liked to walk around in the park with panties under my clothes, feeling naughty knowing that I was the only one who knew…

      Don’t ask me why I did it, because I don’t know.

      I ran into a friend at the park, and he asked if I wanted to get an iced coffee at the new cafe that opened in town, so we went together. There, we ran into more friends. We ended up going to play basketball, and then one of my friends revealed a case of beer that he snagged from his parents, so we went to a nearby playground (kids never used it) and drank the beer.

      Then a few of us went to the mall because Chris wanted to get a New York Rangers hat to replace his Leafs hat. “I just can’t cheer for that dumpster fire team anymore,” he said.

      At the mall we got some food. We tried to flirt with girls. We went to the new arcade and played a few games, and then my phone buzzed.

      “Fuck,” I groaned. It was the coaching gig I signed up for, and I’d totally forgotten about it. I agreed to be the assistant coach for a tennis program for beginner adults. It seemed like such a nice day—too nice to waste it working… but I had no choice.

      I had to say goodbye to my pals. I went straight to the tennis center. I borrowed a racket from the pro shop, since I didn’t have time to swing by my house.

      I coached the lesson, which was more gruelling than expected, because it was so hot out, and we were playing outside, in the sun, and I had to demonstrate proper service form over and over and over. I was dripping with sweat.

      My clothes were wet with sweat, and my friends were asking me to meet them at the movie theatre to see the new Mission Impossible flick; they’d already bought me a ticket.

      But it was fine, because the tennis centre’s pro shop had just gotten a fresh shipment of club gear, and because I was a coach, I got a shirt and a pair of shorts for free, so I decided I would just change quickly.

      I went into the changing room with the fresh clothes, still with tags on them. I undressed and then began pulling the tags off of the new clothes.

      Then, I noticed looks from my students. I paused, looked down, and remembered in that moment that I was wearing pink lacy panties.

      I pretended like everything was normal. I slipped into my shorts and put the shirt on and I zipped out of the changing room…

      But at least three guys saw me, standing in panties…

      Four days later, I had to face them again. I tried pretending like nothing happened. When it was my turn to talk, I saw their faces turn a slight shade of red. I knew that they were thinking of me wearing panties.

      I knew they’d probably talked about it… maybe even told some friends. Luckily, I didn’t really know any of them; they were strangers outside of that tennis centre. I tried hard to convince myself that there was no need to die of humiliation…

      And then I got the friend request that night: ‘Anthony Peters wants to be your Friend on Facebook.’ “Fuck,” I groaned; he was one of the guys who saw me in that changing room.

      As soon as I accept his friend request, he messages me. “Thanks for the lesson today,” he wrote.

      “No problem.”

      “I ordered a pair of training shorts, but they’re too small for me. I was wondering if you want them—you can have them for free?”

      “Sure, thanks,” I said.

      The next lesson, he gave me the shorts: they were tiny. I didn’t even know they made men’s shorts that tiny. I awkwardly said thanks. Later, he messaged me on Facebook. “Do they fit?”

      “Totally. Thanks again.”

      “Can I see a pic?”

      My stomach churns. Why does he want a picture? Why can’t he just drop it? He did a nice deed and now he needs some sort of vindication? I put the tiny shorts on and snapped a picture, sending it to him, feeling awkward about it.

      “Cute,” he wrote.

      That comment made me lightheaded. Cute? Why did he say cute?

      “You should wear them at the next practice.”

      “I’m not sure I could wear them for work. They hardly cover my ass.” I included a laughing emoji to be polite.

      “That’s the best part,” he wrote.

      Was he hitting on me?

      He asked for a picture of the backside. Awkwardly, I sent him one. Then, he replied by complimenting my ass. “Seriously, bro. Your ass is great. Every dude wishes they had an ass like that.”

      Now, I was blushing. This was so weird. I was being hit on by a guy… and I was letting it happen.

      “Can I give you some other stuff that doesn’t fit?” he asked.

      “Sure.”

      After the next practise, he gives me a whole bag full of stuff. I blush and thank him. He’s dark red. Later, he messages asking for pictures.

      But it’s not just fitness clothes. At the bottom of the bag, he included lingerie—like, women’s lingerie: lacy, strappy, with bra-cups and inserts.

      I sent him a few pictures of me wearing the running gear. “You accidentally gave me some of your girlfriend’s stuff,” I wrote.

      “Oops,” he wrote. “You can try that on too if you want haha.”

      I felt dizzy.

      After a few minutes, he wrote. “If you try it on, send me pics.”

      And for some reason… I did it. He sent back ‘hot’ emojis—you know, the red-faced sweating guy. So I kept sending him pictures. I even went to get some sexy clothes from my sister’s room, and I sent him pictures of me in those too.

      Then, he asked me, “Do you ever change in the handicapped change room?”

      “Sometimes.”

      And I knew it was an invite. I had a racing heart for the next week, until the next tennis lesson was over. Then, I went into that handicapped changing room. He came in after me and locked the door. Then, I took off my tennis gear, revealing the lingerie he gifted me. I sucked his cock in that changing room, but we didn’t go further than that. I let him cum on my lingerie-clad chest, and then I covered myself up, and we both went our separate ways.

      That went on for a while, until one of my bosses came up to me and awkwardly said, “We have rules against being, uh, intimate in the tennis center, during working hours.”

      I lied and said I had no idea what he was talking about. He just blushed and said, “Okay, well, I guess I’m just letting you know.” Later, I found out that some youth group in the next changing room over heard a lot of moaning and thudding. Oh God, it was so humiliating, finding out that pretty much everyone knew that I was taking it in the ass after practice twice a week.
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      I needed a job and it was all I could get with no work experience. I didn’t mind flipping burgers, to be honest—but I really hated the company outfit; I always felt like such a loser in that blue button-up and hat, with my shirt tucked in… There was literally nothing cool about it.

      The job was cool though, because my coworkers were all my age, and a few of them were cute girls. There was one girl I was determined to turn into my girlfriend. I spent a month building up the courage to ask her out.

      Rejected. “Sorry, I’m just not dating right now.”

      Shit.

      I waited a week and then tried again, trying to flirt with her as much as possible. I really tried to break through to her. I was sure that I could get her to abandon her singleness for me.

      She rejected me again.

      Shit.

      Still, I tried again—and again. “You’re really sweet, and if I was going to date a guy, it would definitely be you,” she told me. “But I was in a bad, toxic relationship a few months ago, and I just need time to recover.”

      “I get it,” I smiled. And I tried again a week later.

      Rejected… again…

      And then, one day, while I was eating my free lunch at a table near the checkout, I saw a man strut up to my work crush. He started flirting with her, and I found myself with a grin on my face, knowing that she was going to reject him. He was surely about to ask for her phone number… poor fool.

      And it happened: “Can I get your number? I’ll take you fishing after your shift.”

      I was sure it was coming: the big, fat rejection. But instead, she said, “Okay.” I listened to her rattle off her phone number, which she’d kept from me for months.

      She didn’t even know the guy! He was just… a stranger to her! Sure, he had big muscles and a stubble-beard and a charming smile.

      My crush had lied to me; she wasn’t revelling in her singleness… she just didn’t like me. I gave her the ‘ick’.

      I was so upset. I did my best to pretend like I hadn’t heard anything.

      My work crush had never even added me to her Instagram or Snap… but she instantly added this guy. How do I know? Well, before the man left McDonalds, I walked over to his car and managed to spot some personal information. His name was written on an envelope on his dashboard. I managed to find his Instagram by searching his name, and just a few days later, he posted a story where he had his arm around her—and he even tagged her in it. When I clicked her name, it just said, ‘This profile limits who can view it.’

      How repulsive was I? In a matter of days, she’d jumped into a relationship with this dude!?

      I was so frustrated. I was so mad that she lied to me with her, ‘I would totally date you if I was dating’ bullshit. It made me so mad.

      I guess I should point out that I memorized her phone number when she gave it to the guy; I had it saved in my phone. And now, I had some pent up rage and a plan in my head.

      I never said that I was the good guy in this story. In retrospect, I acted like a complete asshole.

      I shaved my legs and put on my sister’s clothes (she was older and had moved out for college, leaving some stuff behind). I took pictures of myself, posing provocatively, with my face cropped out. In those pictures, I really looked like a girl. Then, I added my crush’s ‘boyfriend’ on Instagram and I started DM’ing him. He asked who I was, and I lied and said that we’d met at basketball camp a couple years earlier (I knew he’d gone from creeping his LinkedIn, which listed the camp as ‘relevant experience’ for some reason). We got chatting, and one night, I sent him one of those provocative pictures. “Hehe, I’m a bit drunk,” I wrote.

      “You look cute,” he said. So I sent him more… and more. Then, he said, “I really want to see your beautiful tits.”

      That’s when I admitted to him that I was a ‘trap’. It was supposed to be the big humiliating revenge ‘gotcha’ moment, and then I was going to send the DMs to my crush (now ex-crush) and tank their relationship…

      But he said, “Then send me a picture of your cute cock.”

      I was stunned. I felt the colour draining from my face.

      I sent him some more intimate photos, and began to send me photos of him jerking off. We exchanged photos for days. He started begging me to meet up with him. He was constantly telling me about his fantasies, his dreams of fucking me in the ass.

      We must have exchanged… a thousand photos in a week.

      I wasn’t attracted to him. I didn’t even get off dressing like a girl. I was just doing what I had to do to carry out my plan.

      I begged him to dump his girlfriend so that we could be together.

      “I want to try being with you first,” he told me.

      “That would be cheating,” I told him.

      “I just want to see that you’re real before I pull the trigger and fuck up my life.”

      I panicked, because he was pestering me more and more to meet up. He wanted me to suck his cock. He wanted to cuddle with me in his bed. He wanted to fuck me senseless… but I just couldn’t do it, so I took screenshots and sent everything to my coworker.

      Then, an hour later, he started messaging me. “What the actual fuck!? How could you do that!?”

      I blocked his number and went straight to pretending like I never did anything at all.

      The next day, my ex-crush asked if I would take her out for a coffee. “I just need someone to talk to,” she said to me.

      “Sorry, I’m actually super busy,” I told her. And she turned pale; it was a rejection she wasn’t expecting—and it felt so good to be the one to turn her down.
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      This happened a few years—obviously before my band split up.

      We were playing live shows two or three times a week—usually grungy bars, rural roadhouses, the odd small-town music festival. I was playing bass.

      There was a running joke in the group, about me always stealing the guitar player’s groupies after shows. Sure, we were getting a lot of action; we would drink before shows and party fairly hard after the show was finished, and alcohol and musicians are usually a womanizing sort of combo.

      It’s not like I tried to steal our guitarist’s female interests; it just always ended up happening. He would start flirting with some girl; he would get her all warmed up… and then somehow, she would end up chatting with me. It didn’t help his case that he was always slipping away—for a smoke, to piss, or to text his buddies. He would leave these girls standing around, all warmed up and excited, and then it wouldn’t be long before they would turn to me.

      It helped that I was almost a whole foot taller than him, with quite a bit more muscle mass. He was a scrawny guy and could hardly lift his amp by himself.

      Anyway—he was never really salty about it. He was a bit annoyed a couple of times, when the drummer told him I took the girl he was flirting with back to my hotel room. But even when he called me an asshole, he did it with a grin on his face.

      And I really tried not to snipe his girls; I didn’t want him going to bed alone. But sometimes, I wouldn’t even know he was flirting with some chick, and I would swoop in and steal her away. I had a tendency to work fairly fast.

      Then came a night when I didn’t have to worry about ruining his game, because he told us all, “Tonight, my younger brother is coming out to watch us, so let’s all be on our best behaviour.”

      His younger brother had just turned eighteen and was still quite ‘innocent’, so that meant no cocaine, no flirting with hoes, no getting blackout drunk…

      And for our guitar player, that meant no flirting with girls (his family was muslim and he didn’t want his parents to find out that he got around). So basically, I could hit on whoever I wanted and not have to worry about stepping on any toes.

      Before the show, I had three drinks to quiet the stage fright. Once I was properly lubricated, we played an hour-long set, which went fairly well save for a few stumbles. Right after, the part started; with the stage fright gone, we were able to relax and focus on drinking…

      I should point out, though it’s not relevant to the story, that three of us ended up in AA years after this. Partying is fun and cool when you’re in your twenties, but it becomes an ugly habit after that…

      I was a few drinks deep, scanning the bar, grinning ear-to-ear because there were so many beautiful women there (the opening act was some lame hair metal revival band, so they brought in lots of girls). I already knew that I would easily be going home with one of them.

      I remembered that I had to be on my ‘best behaviour’, but I couldn’t quite remember why; the guys were always telling me to be on my best behaviour (I was arrested once after being caught by a cop with cocaine in a bar bathroom, long story). I knew that meant no spanking girls on the ass or trying to ‘play’ girls (I won’t get into the ‘art’ of playing women but it tends to piss a lot of people off while manipulating emotions).

      I know what you’re thinking: this guy is an asshole. Well, yeah, I used to be a bit of an ass, but I was a charming ass… and I’ve sorted myself out since those days. I’m a much nicer guy to be around these days.

      One girl was all over me: a little redhead who had detached herself from her friend group to hang out with me. I tried taking her back to the band table, but our drummer quickly stood up and said, “No girls tonight, bro.”

      I rolled my eyes and tried to sit down anyway, but he got really tense, very suddenly. “Seriously, bro.”

      I rolled my eyes again, but decided to walk away, with the girl. I decided that I was going to ditch my band and get laid, because that seemed like a hell of a lot more fun than ‘behaving’ myself, especially after a great show like that one.

      So I took the girl to the bar, bought her a couple of drinks, got a bit handsy, and then she told me she had to use the bathroom. She slipped away, and then I waited… after ten minutes, I sauntered over to the bathroom area, and I heard the sound of puking.

      “Shit,” I said. I knew it was her. I had a feeling she wasn’t much of a drinker, and in trying to keep up with me, she made herself sick.

      I felt bad… but my big worry was that I brushed off my band and was going to end up with nothing. Maybe I should have just behaved myself like they asked me to. Maybe I should have just sat at the table and nursed a beer and made everyone happy.

      Now, I felt the need to find another girl, to have a good time. I flirted with some more girls, and there was definitely potential with a few of them, but they came on to me too strongly, and that was, quite honestly, a put-off.

      I was in the prime of my attractiveness and I was having sex with at least two different women each week. I’d gotten to the point that there was no excitement in something easy…

      So when I saw the quiet, shy young woman standing in the corner, I perked up. When she saw me looking at her, she instantly darted her eyes away.

      She had dark hair, deep-brown eyes, and a darker skin tone—maybe a tan or some middle-eastern ethnicity. I approached her, noticing she was wearing one of our band’s t-shirts. I grinned—maybe this would be easy… or maybe she would put up walls and make it a bit more interesting.

      I chatted her up. She was quiet at first, turning red all over. “I love your hair,” I said.

      “Thanks,” she said, very, very softly.

      I asked her what she thought of the show. She smiled and nodded her head. I asked her if she’d seen us play before. She shook her head. I asked her how she heard about us, and she just turned dark red.

      Then, I went back to complimenting her. She was proving tough to crack—too shy to even spit out a sentence—but I found out why a minute later, when I asked her to tell me her name.

      “Ayesha,” she said, and I instantly detected that masculine twang in her voice.

      I was hitting on a trap!

      The girl before me was not all-woman under her skirt. And normally, that would have been my cue to smile and nod and slip away. But now… there weren’t many decent remaining options in that bar. It was getting late, most of the women had ducked out to go to the nightclub down the road—or they’d just gone home to get some sleep.

      The only remaining girls in the bar were… five and under, and I don’t mean age: chubby chicks, weirdos with purple hair, girls with a bit too much hair on their brow…

      Maybe this trap was a nice challenge. Maybe I could… just see if I could win her over. It’s not like I had to sleep with her. It’s not like I had to do anything my bandmates would call me ‘gay’ for. I was just going to… flirt with her and see if I could get her to want me.

      So I chipped away at her. I bought her a drink and I chatted with her. I said, “I hope you don’t mind me asking, but are you trans?”

      She blushed and nodded her head, and I said, “That’s awesome.” And then she started to loosen up more. She told me that this was her first time out as a woman. I asked her how long she’d been transitioning. “Secretly for about… a year. It’s getting too hard to hide the body changes, so I’ll be coming out to everyone soon.”

      She wasn’t even out!

      I was venturing into dangerous territory, but I was determined to just see if I could get her to nod when I said, “Want to get out of here?”

      And when that time came, she paused. She stared into my eyes. She looked around the bar. Her skin turned pale. I had a feeling she was a virgin. She was now weighing her options.

      “I’ll make you feel like a woman,” I smiled, heart skipping a beat.

      “O—Okay,” she said.

      I took her by the hand and led her out of the bar. We had a hotel just at the end of the block. This was my chance to bail, to politely tell her that I couldn’t fuck her. I could just tell her that I remembered I had work in the morning…

      But I stayed with her, heart racing, now entertaining a curious thought: could I do it? Could I go through with it? I’d never been with any biological male before. I wasn’t sure that I wanted to be…

      But she was cute. She smelled nice. And my drunken brain was thinking: hell, maybe she knows her way around a cock better than any biological girl possibly could!

      So we ended up in my hotel room. We locked the door and we made out. We kissed for a long time: over an hour. It was a lot of kissing, but I was waiting for her to take it to the next level; I was waiting for her to go down on me—but she wasn’t.

      Finally, wanting to get off, I looked her in the eyes and said, “Blowjob?”

      She blushed. “Really?”

      I shrugged my shoulders and winked.

      So she reached down, lifted up her skirt, pulled her panties aside, and let her fat brown cock fall out. I froze. Did she think that I was asking to suck her cock?

      I wanted to tell her that I meant her sucking me… but for some reason I couldn’t talk; I was frozen. Her cock was big… bigger than mine, and that was somehow intimidating; I suddenly felt so… submissive. I just stared at it, heart racing.

      She stared at me, waiting. Her cock was throbbing. And for some reason… I ended up on my knees. I took a deep breath and I grabbed it. I figured, why the hell not? She looked and smelled like a girl. She was soft and sweet. Nobody ever had to know—and I liked to think of myself as an open-minded person.

      I sucked her dick. It was a bit weird at first… but strangely, it never really felt gay—maybe because her cock smelled like flowers and tasted a bit like vanilla. There really wasn’t anything masculine about it—even her little bush of dark pubic hair didn’t seem masculine at all.

      After sucking her, I got up onto the bed. Before I could roll over (so she could sit on my cock), she climbed onto my back. I laughed nervously. “W—What are you doing?” I asked.

      “Fucking you,” she said with a cute voice—and a moment later, it was true: her cock was in my ass. I was silent, gripping bed sheets with both hands. I clenched hard, but she didn’t seem to care; she pushed her long cock into me and started pumping me slowly.

      I relaxed after a minute. Hell, it actually felt good. “Fuck yeah,” I groaned. “That feels awesome.” I was a bit embarrassed to admit out loud that I liked the feeling of a dick in my asshole… but I liked it; I could see what all the hype was about with the gays.

      I let her fuck me for about thirty minutes. She came inside of me, and then we dozed off together. It was weird, waking up in the middle of the night with cum leaking out of my asshole. I can’t say it’s an experience I’d ever had before.

      I snuck out in the morning before she woke up. With sober clarity, I realized that I’d done something that I couldn’t take back—something that my friends would almost surely mock me for if they ever found out—and I felt seriously determined to ensure that they would never find out.

      But… they found out, because it turned out, the trans girl was the guitar player’s little brother. Our guitar player had no idea that his brother was trans, and that night, she was going to come out to him at that bar, but she ended up chickening out; she watched the show from the corner of the venue, and she was trying to build up the courage to talk to him, and then I approached her and started chatting her up, and then one thing led to another.

      And a few days later, when she did come out to her brother, she foolishly mentioned that she’d hooked up with me at the show. It wasn’t long before everyone in the band knew that I hooked up with the guitar player’s trans sister.

      So the running joke got a whole new angle. Now, I was really stealing all of his girls.
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      We had only been living in that new town for a few months, and we knew nobody. My wife was starting to stress out that our daughter wouldn’t have any friends, because we couldn’t seem to figure out how to wriggle into any of the friend groups around town.

      Then, one afternoon, I was standing in line at the local liquor store when I overheard a customer talking to the cashier, saying he’d just moved to town. He looked to be about my age, and he seemed like a chill guy, so I nodded to him and said, “I just moved here too.”

      Then, a week later, I saw him again, this time walking around the local fair with a kid the same age as our daughter, so I approached him again. We talked for a bit, and then his wife walked up.

      She was smoking-hot: blonde, model-like features, wearing the world’s tiniest short-shorts. I tried not to look at her cleavage when I was being introduced.

      My wife came over, and I introduced her to them, and after a minute, we were all talking about meeting up.

      The next evening, we drove to their place: a farm not too far from our own little acreage. They had just moved from a major city with plans to start an equestrian facility for boarding horses and riding lessons. The husband was a carpenter and had done an amazing job on the stable where their own horses now lived.

      They got us drinks and we hung out in their large barn, which had been partially converted into a sort of bar-hangout space. We had drinks while our kids played around. Then, the husband took me on his side-by-side to show me his plot of land. He told me about their plans to create riding trails and pastures and whatnot.

      He admitted to me that they got a bunch of money from a rich grandpa who croaked. “He left us a few million,” he said. “This time last year, we were flat-broke.”

      And I don’t want to sound like an ass, but you could tell that these people hadn’t been wealthy for long. They weren’t exactly… classy. They smoked weed in front of their son. They drank heavy—way more than we could drink. They would bicker in front of us from time to time, and sometimes those little spats would turn into ugly fights. I’ll just say it: they were trashy people who came into money…

      But that being said, we liked them; we weren’t wealthy ourselves and had always been friends with people who were more ‘blue collar’. We started hanging out quite a bit—at least once per week.

      Then, one night, while in bed, my wife said, “I think they’re swingers.”

      “What are you talking about?” I said.

      “Well,” she said. “When you were out with Adam, Melissa asked me about our sex life. I didn’t really tell her anything, but out of nowhere, she said that they’re into some wild stuff. Those were the words she used.”

      “What does that mean?” I asked.

      “I didn’t ask. I got all shy and just went quiet. But I think she was kind of insinuating… we do swinger stuff with them.”

      “What does that mean? What is swinger stuff?”

      She shrugged her shoulders. I laughed awkwardly. “You would never want to do anything like that, right?”

      She shook her head, but she was blushing, and I found myself wondering if she had considered it. Adam wasn’t a bad-looking guy; he was fairly jacked from working with his hands. I didn’t like to think that my wife had fantasies about other men.

      But Melissa was a beautiful woman… Maybe her model-like body had crept into my mind before…

      A week later, after we had drinks at their house again, my wife suddenly had more details for me. “She said that he just likes to watch.”

      “Who? Adam?”

      “Yeah. He likes to watch his wife with other people,” she said, turning dark red.

      “You mean… me?”

      “I think she was insinuating… both of us.”

      I felt awkward. My wife was dark red. We talked about it for a while, and then my wife shocked me by saying, “If you want to do it, we can do it.”

      Fast-forward two weeks. My wife had talked to Melissa about it, and suddenly, it was happening. We were having drinks in their barn, and then Melissa suddenly asked me if I wanted to see her kissing my wife. I laughed nervously and said, “Whatever.”

      And then they were suddenly sharing a kiss, in front of me and Adam. Adam slouched into his big reclining chair and took a big puff from his blunt. I sat stiff, wondering if I was okay with any of this. My wife had never kissed anyone but me since we met a decade earlier.

      But… it didn’t feel like cheating, because she was a girl.

      “Suck her titties, babe,” Adam said casually from his recliner. And then a moment later, my wife’s breasts were out, and this blonde model-like woman was sucking my wife’s nipples. They were both nervously giggling. Still, it didn’t feel like cheating, because we were all there, consenting… but I wasn’t a swinger, and I didn’t like this swinger stuff.

      It was kind of hot watching my wife suck a woman’s nipples though.

      Then the panties came off, and we sat and watched them going down on each other. This was far more sexually adventurous than anything we’d done before. My heart was racing. I had a feeling we were going to regret this. I knew this was going to create tension somehow… but I was too passive to intervene and put an end to it.

      Suddenly, Adam turned to me and said, “Get in there and fuck them, man.”

      It was weird taking my cock out. I fucked my wife while she ate out Melissa. Then, Adam asked me to fuck his wife. She spread her legs out. My wife looked at me; I looked at her. There was a silence, and then she said, “It’s fine. I want you to do it—with me.” So I turned to Melissa, and my wife took my cock and helped me to penetrate her. I fucked her, and then I went back to fucking my wife. It felt so dirty… so wrong… but the adrenaline was intense. I didn’t last very long.

      The whole time, Adam sat and masturbated onto himself.

      That night, we had a long conversation about what we did. “What did you think of that?” my wife asked me.

      “It was kind of weird, but it was fun.”

      “I liked it,” she told me.

      “Okay—and that’s fine. It was fun and nobody’s feelings got hurt. Everyone benefited. It’s all good.”

      A week later, we all did it together again, this time in their bedroom. I got a blowjob from Melissa and my wife, together. Then, Adam asked me to fuck his wife in the ass—something my wife had never allowed me to do. My wife helped me penetrate her. It was amazing. It was hot. I couldn’t believe Adam had no desire to join in (I wouldn’t have let him touch my wife anyway). I found out from my wife (who was told by Melissa) that Adam couldn’t get hard for sex. He hadn’t fucked her in years, and only got off on watching his wife with other men and women.

      I thought it was all very strange, but I wasn’t about to start complaining; I was having weekly threesomes. I got a blowjob from two girls at once!

      Adam and Melissa started to become much more open with us. They started telling us more about their sexual history, about the other couples they’d had sex with before. Adam pulled me aside one day and showed me a video on his phone, of Melissa being taken by a well-hung trans-woman.

      The trans-woman was fucking Melissa so hard that she was screaming wildly. The whole bed was rocking. “It was the most intense fucking I’ve ever seen,” Adam told me with a grin.

      I was silent, nervous… shy. This was all so far out of my element. He kept showing me the video, even showing me parts where the trans girl held his wife down and face-fucked her, and parts where she anally dominated his wife until she had tears in her eyes.

      “We should get her out,” Adam said.

      I blushed. I didn’t want to sound rude. I decided not to say anything and hopefully my silence would be enough of a clue for him to know that I wasn’t at all interested.

      Week after week, our hangouts would turn into threesomes, with Adam watching. My wife and I had a lot of fun with Melissa. And we thought that they were having fun too. Then, one night, my wife said to me, “Melissa thinks that we’re too vanilla. I think we’re boring them.”

      “What? Why?”

      “Well, you know that they do a lot of far-out stuff. I guess we’re just a bit… dull for them. I have a feeling they’re going to find another couple to mess around with.”

      “What makes you think that?”

      “She asked me if you would be into doing some bondage stuff. I told her no, and she seemed disappointed. Then, she asked if you would be into letting another man in, and when I said no, she seemed really… bummed out.”

      My heart was racing. “W—Would he touch you?” I asked.

      “I don’t know. I don’t think so, but I don’t know.”

      We talked about it, and the conversation ended with me saying, “I’m open to it.”

      A week later, we showed up at their place, and there was another man there: a buff, scrappy-looking guy wearing sunglasses. He said very little as we sipped drinks. Then, Melissa giggled and went over to him, waving my wife over. “Let’s suck his dick together.”

      I tensed up. I told my wife I didn’t want her to do it, so Melissa stuck the stranger’s cock. My wife looked embarrassed—by me… and that made me feel lousy. I let my guilt get the better of me, and I said, “It’s okay if you do it.”

      She looked nervous. She blushed. She pressed her lips thin. Then, she joined in, slowly. She put her lips around another man’s penis, and she sucked while I sat next to Adam, watching.

      And it got worse: when it was time for sex, nobody even asked if I was okay with my wife being penetrated; he just penetrated her and started thrusting—and the worst part was when my wife started moaning. She was enjoying the raw, unprotected cock of another man.

      I was so overwhelmed. I felt sick. But I said nothing, because… it only seemed fair, since I’d been fucking Melissa for weeks. I tried not to let it feel personal. I tried to convince myself that this was just… what we were doing, together, for fun, and we still loved each other and only each other.

      But I wasn’t a cuck. This wasn’t… my thing.

      I hated every minute of it. And for days, I felt so ashamed of myself for letting it happen. I couldn’t understand how Adam got off on that, and now, I wasn’t sure how I would ever look at my wife again… because she seemed fine with it; she was blushing for days—glowing even. I knew that she liked it—and I hated that.

      And it just didn’t seem fair to go to Adam and Melissa and say, “I want to keep fucking your wife, but stop letting guys fuck mine.” So on the weekend, it happened again: another man took my wife in front of me while I was with Melissa. It was, once again, awful, hearing my wife’s moans and groans—sounds she rarely even made with me.

      I made the mistake of looking down, and watching his reddened cock sliding in and out of her wet pussy, seeing her clenched cunt outstretched around his fat girth. Oh God, it was so awful.

      Then, Adam pulled me aside and said, “What do you think of this? Gangbang. You and me watch, and we get, like, ten guys over to fuck the girls.”

      I shook my head. “I can’t do that. I—I don’t think I can do this anymore. I can’t watch guys with my wife.”

      He looked annoyed, as if I’d just personally insulted him and his lifestyle. “What’s your problem?” he asked.

      “I just don’t like it,” I said.

      “It’s hot,” he said. “It’s not like she’s going home with these guys.”

      “I just don’t like it,” I reiterated.

      He sighed. “Okay. Next week… I’ll get another girl here. Your wife, my wife, another girl, and you. What about that?”

      I hesitated. I felt so guilty accepting the offer… but it was much more appealing. “Fine,” I said. “I can do that.”

      I didn’t mention it to my wife. I didn’t tell her the plan. So she was surprised when we showed up the next weekend and there was a young woman sitting with Adam and Melissa.

      We got to drinking. We chatted. Nobody mentioned sex, but we all knew that was the plan. A couple hours went by, and then Adam said to my wife, “Kiss Lucy. Use lots of tongue.”

      They kissed. It was hot. I still felt guilty about being totally fine with this but putting my foot down on the inclusion of other men.

      Melissa got in. The girls took turns kissing each other and rubbing each other. They Melissa and Lucy went down together on my wife, which was admittedly very hot. My wife moaned and grabbed her breasts and squeezed and I made the mistake of looking over at Adam, who was stroking his reddened penis.

      I went in and took out my cock and let the girls suck me. The new girl could suck like no other; the way her lips pressed around my shaft… my God! She was unbelievable! Her tongue sliding around… her hand clenching my shaft just right…

      I then fucked Melissa, penetrating her asshole, which she seemed to prefer over her pussy. I thrusted hard into her—and then I felt something. I looked back and saw the new girl behind me, blushing, smiling. I looked down and saw that she was trans—with a large, thick cock. Then, I recognized her from Adam’s video.

      Now, she was wriggling her cock into my asshole—and she was already wet from fucking my wife (I hadn’t even noticed). My wife was blushing and grinning, watching as a trans-woman entered into me.

      I was in the middle of that fucking-sandwich. She pushed hard into me and I yelped like a scared dog. I felt her thick meat inside of me. I felt her veins throbbing. I felt her fat swollen tip slithering deep. Oh God, I felt everything!

      She fucked me while I tried to fuck Melissa—but I could hardly move. I was stiff all over. I was so tense. This was so… humiliating. My wife was watching me get fucked by a trans-woman. Adam, my only friend in town, was watching me get fucked by a trans-woman.

      It went on for a while—close to an hour of constant thrusting. I even heard giggling in the room, though I can’t say who was laughing… maybe Adam… maybe my wife. Lucy switched to my wife for a few minutes, fucking her with rough intensity—harder than I could fuck her. My wife screamed and I stood there, stunned, trying to process all of this. Then, she was back inside of me, and that’s where she stayed until she finished.

      I had cum inside of me, which wasn’t a dream of mine. Pretty much everyone I knew in town had watched me getting fucked by a trans girl. I was so humiliated—humiliated enough to tell my wife that I wanted to stop seeing Melissa and Adam—so we stopped seeing them after that. We made up excuses as to why we couldn’t come out for a few weeks, and then they stopped asking us to come. Surely, they’d found another couple to mess around with.

      And that whole experience… it’s something that we don’t talk about ever. I’ve never brought it up, and my wife has never mentioned it. Our sex life returned to normal: standard vanilla husband and wife sex. Though I do still sometimes think about how those other men dominated my wife; I really do regret letting that happen, because now I’m always wondering if my wife really liked it, and if she thinks about it…

      Even thinking back on it all—it seems so surreal. I really can’t believe we did that.
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        JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST!

      

      

      Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

      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!

        Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser:

        http://eepurl.com/O3CKz
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      So many people email me to ask about real-life feminization. Well, it just so happens that I’ve worked out a whole new course, available exclusively on Patreon. Join the ranks of many deeply-satisfied students, share assignments, and become the femboy of your (and many, many men’s) dreams.

      Join Femboy Academy on Patreon
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      I really hope that you’re enjoying my work! I’ve been fortunate enough to make this my full-time job for the past couple of years, though it hasn’t been easy. There’s a lot of financial uncertainty as a full-time self-published writer.

      I would feel tremendously blessed if you would venture on over to my Patreon page and consider supporting me there. I think you will be excited by what I have to offer: a community, free book chapters, pictures, contests, commissions, free stories, advanced releases, and much more. It’s the only way to get your hands on these exclusive titles:

      

      
        
        THE PUNISHMENT

        FORCED

        TWINS

        LORI’S LAST FUCK

        THE GIRL TWIN (A Full-Length Novel)

        TRANS CAM WHORE

        GETTING READY FOR PROM

        DUBIOUS CONSENT

        PETRA’S FRISKY PHOTOSHOOT

        JILLIAN’S 14 INCHES

        THREE WISHES

        HIS BIGGEST FAN

        TRUTH OR DARE

        ONLY GIRLS GET A RIDE

        WEREWOMAN

        ROOMMATE DARES

        GETTING THE JOB

        MASSEUSE

        HIS NEW GIRLFRIEND

        CHEER FOR THE TEAM

        SWAPPED BY A GENIE

        SHAMELESS SHEMALE

        GENDER SWAP ON TOP

        ABDUCTION DREAMS

        NEW GIRL IN TOWN

        THE OPERATION

      

      

      
        
        And for as little as a dollar per month—is that even a quarter cup of Starbucks coffee?

        Be the gorgeous, filthy doll you know that you are and come hang out with me:

      

      

      
        
        https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent
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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 two hundred and fifty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over.

      And yes, Nikki is a trans girl; she began transitioning in her early teens.
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