
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
   From the looks of the sidewalk behind me, I haven’t been followed. Good, I swallow down the rest of my nervousness and proceed to the clothing store. Whatever I’m wearing now is enough, though I might be sweating a tad; the wig should be enough to mask the fact that I’m a girl. Just a normal girl…
 
    
 
   But I’m not. My name is Jason and my dick is sitting right between my legs, a constant reminder that I’m not a girl, I’m not someone’s pretty little baby. I’m a grown man, and I’m walking into a clothing shop and buying skirts and t-shirts with sassy words on them and wearing wigs to get away with it lest my co-workers, or anyone who knows me for that matter, finds out. 
 
    
 
   I take the items from the racks and head into the dressing room. I pull off my clothes, ignore the parts of my body that I’m continuously finding to either be weird or inconsistent with my image of myself; the knobby fingers and not so smooth skin. 
 
    
 
   I picked out blue and white striped shirt and the blue skirt - with the black stockings to cover up my legs that I was confident would never pass.  
 
    
 
   It’s the closest a guy like me would ever get. Too much of a spineless wimp to just full blown jump out and get the transition, but too little of spineless wimp to do things like this.
 
    
 
    I took a picture of my pretty slim looking body in the mirror; I was too petite to be sexy to women, wasn’t well endowed enough to impress men. Just a little stick like figure with a butt on the slightly side. But with a dress and my hair done up like this? I could pass as something vaguely attractive.
 
    
 
   With one last round of pictures, pocketed the phone, paid and headed towards the door, happy enough. 
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I was settling down for the night; I didn’t have work tomorrow. 
 
    
 
   Then my phone vibrated; I reached for it. Someone texted me. My tongue stuck to the roof of my mouth; it was a picture of me, undeniably me, walking down the street in my girly outfit, my effeminate clothes, my wig. 
 
    
 
   I tried to text back, ‘who is this’. Then more came. So many more. More that I didn’t think anyone would ever even have. Pictures of me at the cashier, pictures of me in the dressing rooms themselves, at many different stores. I tried to swallow, but my throat closed up. 
 
    
 
   How could I excuse this behavior, disenfranchise whoever had this proof of me to begin with? The only thing I could think of was to say it was a girlfriend or a sister and that would never convince anyone, not anyone who could recognize my face under the wig or cheap makeup.
 
    
 
   Then, the last picture. This one of the very same bags I had days prior now sitting in my closet like a guilty verdict that I chose to ignore. Someone had been in here, in my apartment. Someone knew what I did in my spare time, about the wigs and the outfits, about everything.
 
    
 
   The phone rang without another second wasted. I picked it up without waiting a second. Nothing had changed about my place while I was out, nothing had been out of place. Whoever the photo of my bags was someone who had access to my home. 
 
    
 
   I wanted to know who. 
 
    
 
   “Hello?” I spoke as bravely as I could. 
 
    
 
   “Here’s the plan,” It was a man’s voice. “If you don’t want these pictures to leave my hands you’re going to head to the same store you went to yesterday. You get in the third dressing room, put on the bag of clothes you find there, and wait for me.”
 
    
 
   “Wait, hold on, why are you doing this?”
 
    
 
   “If you have time to be talking to me, you have time to get to the store.” 
 
    
 
   “I don’t have any money.”
 
    
 
   “I never asked.” 
 
    
 
   “So I show up, then you’ll give me the pictures?” There was no way it would be that easy; that came through in my voice. A moment’s pause, then he responded. 
 
    
 
   “I’m a man of my word.”
 
    
 
   There was no way a deal like this was that clear cut. “Hold on - what do you want from me?”
 
    
 
   The voice on the other end laughed, then with a click I found myself alone in my apartment, terrified down to my fucking bones. Someone knew. I swore I took every precaution and someone knew. I would have to go and face them in real life, and there was still no guarantee that they would give me back the pictures. 
 
    
 
   Who could I turn to to help me out? No one, obviously. Because I never told anyone I was a cross-dresser to begin with, hence why he was a danger. This person could ruin my life, ruin the entire history and reputation I cultivated that, while not hyper-masculine, was fragile to this sort of thing. 
 
    
 
   I was alone in this. I shoved my phone in my pocket and tossed on a jacket. 
 
    
 
   And not just any person either. A stalker. Someone who clearly followed me around enough to learn my habits, enough to pick me out of a crowd without much effort. Enough to follow me around without earning my suspicion.  
 
    
 
   Walking there, just fifteen minutes away it was as if everyone had become a suspect. Everyone I passed by on the way there caught my eye, who could it be? Who was following me and trailing me for so long - it must’ve been weeks, if not months, worth of photos. Where had I gotten so sloppy that someone was able to get all that information without my knowing? 
 
    
 
   The store came into view. No sign of anyone who could be my peeping tom (as it were). I pulled my baseball cap down that much further, shoved my hands in my jacket and walked into the clothing store, doing my best to look out of place and awkward. I never went into places like this when I was dressed ‘normally’, as far as the rest of the world knew, Jason Conners pulled his clothing out of thin air like a fucking wizard. The idea of being caught in this store, called out but someone who not only recognizes me but knows me?
 
    
 
   God, I can’t find this guy fast enough. 
 
    
 
   Luckily, he finds me. A solid hand grasps my shoulder. I whirl around, breathless and the phone screen is shoved in my face; the image of myself disguised as a woman shown clear as day in front of me. I reach up to grab the phone and the man points back towards the dressing rooms. 
 
    
 
   I shoot him a look with as much vitriol as I can manage. Then, right past him I see a woman turn and glance towards us. Nothing on Earth could’ve put me out faster. 
 
    
 
   His smile needles at me; I don’t even recognize his face, but how could I publicly fight him? 
 
    
 
   The interaction in and of itself was causing some heads to turn. Confronting him now means more people are going to look, more people who might potentially recognize me in the future - in woman’s clothing or out of it. Without another glare I head back to the dressing room. It’s a small miracle that no one’s nearby to make this any more awkward then it needs to be. 
 
    
 
   The room is spacious, enough so that there’s a bench against the furthest wall from the door. That’s where the covered in pictures of flowers and strips of pink couldn’t be any more frilly or stereotypically feminine if it tried.
 
    
 
   I cracked the top of the bag open. Curious of what would be inside and sickened at everything that was going on. Dressing like a woman was something I did of my own accord - now someone was forcing me to do it. The spark was there, but it was perverted now. Someone else was taking pleasure in something I privately enjoyed. 
 
    
 
   Basic examination proved it wasn’t clothing from this store - nothing I was daring enough to buy anyway. Lingerie, bright pink frilly lingerie with flowers and lacy strings and fancy clasps and little pieces. Beneath those, a solid black wig. I shut the bag closed, leaned back against the wall and let myself just breathe for a moment. 
 
    
 
   What the hell? 
 
    
 
   I took off my clothes piece by piece, letting them drop to the floor. There was a distinct buzzing in my flesh, as if every part of me knew what was about to happen. I was going to get fucked in a clothing store room; there was no way any one would go to this much trouble to just embarrass a cross dresser. 
 
    
 
   I put the clothes he brought for me on. Piece by piece. It was like he picked out everything I liked; all the girly, frilly designs I secretly wanted to wear out in public.  When I fit the wig on everything felt right. This was exactly what I would wear, what I would pick for myself. 
 
    
 
   It brought the bile to my stomach. How long had this person been following me?
 
    
 
   The door of the dressing room is swung wide open. There he is, bright blue baseball cap, tight white t-shirt and washed out jeans. The sort of guy I’d find myself smacking shoulders with at the sports bar every other Friday night. He took one look at me and nodded, “Gorgeous.” 
 
    
 
   Gorgeous. Gorgeous, me? No one ever called me that, ever. With my knobby fingers and weird body. Men just don’t say words like that about other men. Gorgeous. 
 
    
 
   I wanted to ask what this guy was smoking, but he stepped into my personal space until I was looking straight up at him; he was taller than me, wider then me, until I was craning my neck and completely trapped between him and the dressing room table. 
 
    
 
   “Hey sweetness.” He pressed his nose against mine. One of his hands swept around my waist. The other pressed against the flat of my stomach, toying with the hem of the shirt he bought for me. “I bet you waited a long time for a guy like me to come around?” 
 
    
 
   How fucking stuck up could one guy be? I turned my head away. Damien clearly wasn’t deterred. He focused his mouth on my neck; suckling a trail there to my collarbone. His hands cupped and squeezed my ass, his full palms wrapping around both cheeks. 
 
    
 
   “Damien is this—”
 
    
 
   “Excuse you?” He cocked his head to the side, squinting at me. “You’re aware I’ve been very patient with your whole nonsense thus far, aren’t you? Walking in and out of girly stores, dressing like an outright slut. Fat girly ass running around my neck of the woods, and now that I’m finally giving you what you want you start shying away?” 
 
    
 
   But, I hadn’t…said anything? 
 
    
 
   Damien whirled me around and made me face the wall. The skirt was torn off my body with a loud ripping sound, he bent me at the waist. Then there was a pause. “Not enough.” He said, and put me up on the table completely, I crawled up and away - wished I could go further, but he stopped me with an arm around my waist. “Perfect.” He said. 
 
    
 
   His hand slapped against my ass and I went weak in the knees; my legs shook underneath me, my head felt like someone was stuffing me full of cotton. “Slut.” He said, then grabbed my ass with both hands again, this time squeezing harder. My hands turned to fists against the smooth wood; no one’s ever treated me like this. No one’s ever done this to me and I’m just lying down and accepting it because this guy says I have to.
 
    
 
   “Damien-” I begin to speak, but I’m cut off with a shudder from an absurd and alien feeling I’ve never had before. Wet slick dripping from a bottle, all over my ass, between my cheeks in places where no one should be. I can tell just by feeling it that its either baby oil or lube and I don’t like imagining which one. A lump in my throat stops me from talking. 
 
    
 
   “…Spend all your time probably hoping a guy comes along and fucks you. Stuffs this full of dick ‘til you can’t walk.” He slapped my ass again, laughing and muttering to himself like a madman. What had I been thinking coming out here? That I could somehow save my standing in the community by preserving this?
 
    
 
   I knew, somewhere inside me I knew it would end up like this. Who wouldn’t after finding the bag full of sexual clothing?  But I didn’t stop him, I didn’t contact anybody. I just came here like I was told, now I had a cock pushing at my lubed up ass. But my own cock is harder than its ever been, peeking hard between my legs.  
 
    
 
   I was going to take a dick like a woman. 
 
    
 
   The first pressure of his head against my entrance made me tense up, which made the first breach infinitely worse. My teeth clenched until he made it past the ring of muscle. Then I released an uneasy breath I didn’t know I was holding.
 
    
 
   He grabbed my waist and thrust in without any other preparation. It took all my strength not to scream to the high heavens. He was stretching me out in ways I’d only dreamed of stretching out women before. That was probably why he was getting to do this to me now; I dreamed of doing it, spent times playing around in frilly dresses. He took charge and took control of my body. 
 
    
 
   His nails pressed tip first into the sides of my waist. I had a girlfriend who did that once during sex. Keyword; had. I choked out that I didn’t like it, Damien growled that he didn’t care and thrust into me again. I felt his hips flush against mine; a man was bottoming out in my ass. I wasn’t gay, why had I let this go as far as it did? 
 
    
 
   “Fuck.” I swore out, eyes going wide. That one…that one felt good. My head hit the bench. 
 
    
 
   I wasn’t gay. I’d fucked women before, I wasn’t supposed to feel good from this--
 
    
 
   “Please,” I huffed out, before he thrust into me so hard the breath tore from my lungs in a scream I couldn’t even hold back. 
 
    
 
   There’s no way the entire store didn’t hear that, that anyone who knew me didn’t hear that, but I couldn’t stop myself. My cock bobbed between my legs as he thrust himself into me, each and every time knocking the breath out of my lungs. 
 
    
 
   Then a strange feeling like someone was burning me started at the tips of my toes, then before I could even warn him I was cumming. My thighs tightening up and body rocking on his cock while I came from being fucked. 
 
    
 
   “Holy—fuck-” Damien grit out, his own thrusts becoming erratic. I wanted to shove my face into a pillow just to stop how filthy I sounded. What if someone recognized me? Recognized my voice? Damien didn’t care, he growled almost violently as his thrusts sped into wild abandoned and the first flash of his orgasm shot into me. 
 
    
 
   The hot flash came though me again and again. Like some brilliant revelation I couldn’t stop happening; mainly that I was enjoying this, enjoying the embarrassment, the domination. Though I swiftly killed the plea for more when I remembered my position. 
 
    
 
   He pulled his cock free. One of his hands drew circles on the bruised side of my waist. His eyes were looking at my ass, what he’d done to me. I closed my own, to avoid looking at him. When did the embarrassment end? 
 
    
 
   Eventually his hands left me, he pulled up his pants and left without a word. I sat there, exhaustion worming its way into my bones until I released the position and dressed myself, not thinking about anything. My mind floating in some sex fueled haze. 
 
    
 
   I sat there, cold and alone with another man’s cum. Another man’s seed, slipping out of my now fucked open hole. My tongue is stuck to the roof of my mouth. Who lets this be done to them? No matter what their proclivities are?
 
    
 
   I threw whatever I could together for outfit on - didn’t bother to think whether or not it all ‘fit’ together or if people would code me male or female.
 
    
 
   Every eye in the store was laser focused on me and every face was twisted in disgust as I passed. I held my arms around myself defensively and rushed to leave with some fragment of my dignity still intact. Whatever tiny fragment it was now, with another man’s semen dripping from between my legs. 
 
    
 
   I head straight home, enter the house and immediately tore every piece of clothing I had off of me. Wig too. All of it, discarded to the floor in a trail to the bathroom shower. I didn’t even think of it, I just set it on high enough heat to melt my brain and let it go. 
 
    
 
   ‘Sorry baby. Just got home.’
 
    
 
   It was the same number as the man who fucked me earlier. This was a horrible fucking idea, but if I block him won’t he start acting out? He knows damn well where I live, where I shop, everything. Am I genuinely going to risk angering this guy?
 
    
 
   ‘That was the nicest ass I’ve fucked in a long, long time. Did you enjoy it?’ 
 
    
 
   My thoughts flashed back to the shower, how my cock got achingly hard between my legs when I thought of him brutalizing my hole again. When the aching stretch of my thighs were a strong reminder of how I’d been violated. Even now my brain screamed that maybe I was gay and should stop playing. The top of my head was hot. What the hell was today? 
 
    
 
   ‘Can’t wait for next time ;).’
 
    
 
   A cold feeling pooled into the pit of my belly. I never did get those pictures back or delete them, did I?
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