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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Neatly tucked between several other ‘Work From Home’ offers, experience says that like most of the other ones it’s either already taken, or an outright scam. On the other hand, Sammy’s bank account’s state is equally as questionable. His fingers rap against the desk as he looks over the offer. 
 
      
 
    Looking for a young male for multiple one on one extended photography and private on-camera streaming sessions. Late teens to mid-twenties. Height must be below five feet tall. Soft, effeminate features preferred.  
 
      
 
    A photo and phone number must be included with the application to be considered. Post consideration I will send you a link to a video chat site to confirm information. Then more details will be shared and you’ll receive a reply in three business days.  
 
      
 
    You will be paid an hourly negotiable fee. Serious applicants only.  
 
      
 
    Sammy’s fingers rap against the desk as his blue eyes glaze down the offer. That’s an outrageous fee if this is a real offer. A groan wrestles from his throat. This all sounds really questionable, considering there isn’t a lot of information about the person offering such a personal job in the first place.  
 
      
 
    There’s an email attached. He clicks on that and eyeballs the blank mail, types ‘Application’ in the subject line and then deletes it entirely.  
 
      
 
    Presuming this wasn’t a trap and he wouldn’t be kidnapped and shipped off to auction after taking the job,  he was four foot eleven inches tall though. Only an inch below the requirements. ‘Effeminate’ features? Who decided that? Probably the person giving out the applications would choose after receiving his picture.  The camera and microphone he’s got cost him an arm and a leg, so it should be good for streaming?  
 
      
 
    He isn’t good with the technical stuff.  
 
      
 
    Then Sammy bites his nail, takes another look at that number and figures what the hell? Might as well give it a try. He titles the email ‘questions’. 
 
      
 
    Hello, my name is Sammy. I’m twenty-three years old, white, black hair, four foot eleven. I live in one of the cities next to you. I don’t feel comfortable sending a picture yet, I was wondering if I could get more information about you and what you’re asking applicants to do before I show you what I look like exactly?  
 
      
 
    Whoever posted something like this must understand how weird of an offer it is and why people would be hesitant; ‘give me your picture and then we’ll talk’ isn’t the most truth-worthy conversation starter. Either way, feeling a bit iffy about his bluntness, Sammy clicks send and waits.  
 
      
 
    Who knows how long that will take, assuming its real. In the meantime he gets out his phone and starts texting. 
 
      
 
    S: What are the chances of taking a random job that I'll end up dead in a ditch somewhere? 
 
      
 
    A: You’ll be better off than my job I’m sure.  
 
      
 
    Sammy smirks. Angela’s been a close friend and neighbor ever since he moved into this dump of an apartment. While having a massive group of friends was a responsibility he wouldn’t trust himself with yet, having something of non-romantic coherence with her made living in this place a touch less miserable.  
 
      
 
    On the computer screen, his inbox tab flashes red, indicates (1) message. He sets the phone down and saves his next text for later; Angela will understand.  
 
      
 
    Good afternoon, Sammy. 
 
      
 
    I understand your hesitation at the idea of giving so much information to a stranger. My name is Bryant. I’m thirty-two years old. I put up this job offer in hopes of finding someone who can satisfy my particular interests. If you can respond ASAP with the required information, I can begin the process of confirming it and detailing more about the job.  
 
      
 
    Alright, so it's not a bot or a fake site. That’s a good sign. Sammy leans back in his chair. ‘Satisfy my particular interests’ is a term that’s beyond vague. On the other hand the last part of that statement, responding as soon as possible…with the chance of pay like that does he want to risk wasting this guy’s time? 
 
      
 
    Sammy opens up another mail, fills in the required information with a fairly recent photo of him and Angela at the mall together and sends it all off. He doesn’t bother with his phone any further and the response comes in only a few moments—it’s only a couple sentences long.  
 
      
 
    Alright Sammy, if this is what you really look like you’ve definitely got the job and the look I’m looking for! Click here when you’re ready to meet for the confirmation process.  
 
      
 
    Sammy swallows and makes sure he’s in a relatively decent state. He’s wearing a smelly band t-shirt, but luckily smell can’t transfer through the microphone or camera.  
 
      
 
    The program that opens up takes a minute to download and install itself, but once it goes on he’s invited to a video chat from a random string of letters and numbers that he can’t comprehend. Funny, Sammy didn’t know what to expect when he saw the ad, but he wasn’t expecting something this… 
 
      
 
    Extravagant? Would that be the right term?  
 
      
 
    He accepts the invite, holds his shoulders back and waits as the video chat opens up to reveal, through a grainy filter, a man in a seemingly blank room with a sporty baseball cap held down over his eyes and part of his nose.  
 
      
 
    “Hey, no fair, you’re all covered up,” Sammy says, chuckling. 
 
      
 
    “My bad, sorry.” He flicks the cap up some and reveals his hard green eyes and a crooked smile.  
 
      
 
    Looks like this wasn’t much of a scam after all.  
 
      
 
    He waves nervously to the camera, not sure what exact etiquette is for meetings like this. He only hooked up the camera for the sake of playing some more moment tracker intensive video games, he never expected it to see any use. “Morning, nice to meet you. I’m Sammy.”  
 
      
 
    “I’m Bryant.” He nods and offers a quick motion of acknowledgment. It’s nothing more than a shorthand stab. “So, Sammy. As per my email, I’m gonna iron out the details to you and we’ll see if you’re still interested, how’s that sound?” 
 
      
 
    “Sounds good,” Sammy says and folds his legs in his chair.  
 
      
 
    “Alright, so first off this job doesn’t end at the first assignment, I’ll pay for every assignment we complete. More and more. But it doesn’t stop at one—unless you want it too. You’ll still be paid, etcetera. First I’ll be sending you a box of clothing, of a very specific type. You’ll put that on along with a wig and some makeup and you’ll take a couple of pictures for me. They’ll be for my personal use,—” 
 
      
 
    “Woah, woah, hold on.” Sammy held his hands up. “You’re not, like, gonna make me dress like a woman right?” 
 
      
 
    Bryant grins, sounding more amused than anything. “That’s exactly what I’m going to have you do, yes. Is there a problem with that?”  
 
      
 
    Sammy swallows. He’s never done anything like that before, and how does he know this guy is going to keep the pictures to himself? He scratches his arm, isn’t sure how to explain how conflicted he feels.  
 
      
 
    “If it’s any consolation, Sammy, you can always cut your face out of the pictures at first and we can move onto the more intense stuff later.” 
 
      
 
    At first, the thought makes him feel a little better, then he squints at the screen. “More intense stuff?”  
 
      
 
    “As I said Sammy, we stop when you want to.” 
 
      
 
    That’s of small comfort. Sammy can’t shake the feeling that Bryant’s got plans for more than just pictures. If he can stop at any time, then he should be able to call things off long before they get too intense, right?  
 
      
 
    “Alright. Alright, it sounds good so far, what else do you want?”  
 
      
 
    “Well, the pictures will—again—be for my own personal use. If you need any additional makeup or wigs, or if I tell you I need you to wear x or y, I will provide that for you. I will typically contact you every week with explicit instructions of what to do, what sort of clothing I’d like you to wear, when and where to take the pictures, though typically I would like you to, uh—surprise me outfit wise.” 
 
      
 
    “Why?” 
 
      
 
    “Feels more realistic.” Bryant’s smirk is more than a little chilling.  
 
      
 
    Sammy’s hands grip together in his lap.  
 
      
 
    “Okay, is there anything else?” 
 
      
 
    “Typically I’ll also want to contact you to just speak to you while you’re in the said outfit, about fifteen to twenty minutes a week. Nothing too explicit or sexual —” Sammy visibly calms at hearing that, Bryant just chuckles. “Yeah, don’t worry we’re not filming a porno here and I, frankly, would hate to just watch.”  
 
      
 
    And right back to creepy again. 
 
      
 
    “Any particular reason?” 
 
      
 
    Bryant shrugs nonchalantly. “Not particularly. Just to check in, catch up, etcetera.”  
 
      
 
    That sounds a shit-ton more reasonable. Sammy smiles and nods. “Alright, that all sounds good. Anything else?” 
 
      
 
    “Nope, not really.” 
 
      
 
    “What’s next then?” 
 
      
 
    “I need your address.” 
 
      
 
    …This is going to be a theme, huh?  
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 2  
 
      
 
    He ended up giving Bryant Angela’s address—and then texting her apologies and the like for the next half hour.  
 
      
 
    A: You’re gonna get me sent off to some slave auction in China aren’t you? = 
 
      
 
    S: I’m sorry I was too nervous to give him my address.  
 
      
 
    A: So you gave him mine?! 
 
      
 
    S: It was a security measure! 
 
      
 
    A: For who!?= 
 
      
 
    Eventually, they settle on Sammy making it up to her the only way he knows (and can afford) how; Chinese takeout and a pirated movie streamed from the computer to the television in the living room.  
 
      
 
    They settle on some bad superhero flick they’ve seen a million times before already. Sammy sets up the stained wood living room table for the evening. When Angela comes over she’s already redressed from her typical two-piece suit to sweats with her brunette hair up in a messy bun.  
 
      
 
    Sammy opens the door and lets her in. She stumbles like the living dead. “How’s work?” It’s more a welcome for her to just emotionally unload — he can take one look at her hobbling gait and tell that it was a bad day.  
 
      
 
    Then again, how often do people say their day at work was a good one? 
 
      
 
    “Shit as usual.” Angela groans and moves past the entrance door and to the living room’s old flower print couch. She slumps down on it, takes one good look at the table and grins like the devil. Before the movie hits the fifteen-minute mark she’s already massacred a pint full of barbecue spare rib tips with white rice and two egg rolls, making her way down her third. 
 
      
 
    “So like,” She says between bites. “What's up with your newest gig?”  
 
      
 
    “I already said I was sorry, geez—”  
 
      
 
    “No, I mean, what should I be expecting in the mail?” 
 
      
 
    Oh, shit he would have to explain that wouldn’t he?  
 
      
 
    Not even just because she might think the clothes are for her, but why wouldn’t she have the right to demand further explanation? After all, if Sammy’s scared enough to give someone practically a stranger a bullshit answer, why shouldn’t she be forewarned?  
 
      
 
    Sammy didn’t think things through that far—he swallows air and thinks over how to answer for a moment.  
 
      
 
    “Don’t tell me it's like, human body parts or anything like that.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, shit no it’s uh—” Angela was cool right? She wouldn’t immediately exclude him for this right? After all, they’ve both reached a mutual understanding that this was strictly for the sake of work. He shouldn’t be frightened to tell her. 
 
      
 
    Yet he is. Why?  
 
      
 
    “It’s uh—just some clothes. Uniform requirement.”  
 
      
 
    “Oh, congrats.” She says plainly, licking her fingers of grease.  
 
      
 
    There’s a flicker of distrust in her eyes, and Sammy toys with the side of his mouth. Uniform requirement. Right. It’s around when the big action set piece has gone on about five minutes too long and Angela’s eyes have bored two steaming red holes into the side of his head that he fesses up. 
 
      
 
    “It’s may also be, uh, women’s clothing…” 
 
      
 
    “Huh.” 
 
      
 
    Angela uses her chopsticks to toy with the noodles and the world goes tensely quiet. Sammy’s hands are folding and unfolding in his lap. It's like a drill is being bored through him. 
 
      
 
    “Sammy, this is weird,” Angela says in a flat, but distantly concerned tone.  
 
      
 
    “It’s a photography session sort of thing, apparently.” 
 
      
 
    Angela gives him a plain look as if she’s called bullshit long, long before he even opened his mouth to speak. Then she dumps the now half empty carton of noodles on the table with a sigh of surrender, like she’s just given up everything.  
 
      
 
    “So like do you…need someone to help you do your hair and makeup?”  
 
      
 
    Holy hell, Sammy smiles, the weight of the world slumping off his shoulders. “You’d really do that?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, sure, why not. Could lend you some makeup, fragrances, maybe get you some hair extensions, you could be really cute, you know?” Angela squeezes his cheek and he laughs nervously, brushing her hand away.  
 
      
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
      
 
    “No problem.” Angela laughs and shoulder bumps him. “Now, you can tell me why you didn’t get any General Tso’s…” 
 
      
 
    The night ends with his wallet a little emptier and his heart a little lighter. Presuming that this isn’t a horrific scam or kidnapping set up, things are gonna go great. The next day Angela has to rush off for work and, for the sake of having another backup plan, Sammy spends the day scanning more work sites.  
 
      
 
    Really, he didn’t think she would offer to be so helpful. Either way, the future’s looking vaguely bright.  
 
      
 
    The day after, when he’s slept on the couch out of sheer boredom, he wakes up to heavy thumping on his front door. Sammy pushes past his gunk filled eyes and creaking bones to open the door. There’s Angela holding a massive cardboard box and bouncing up and down like she’s won the lottery.  
 
      
 
    How strong is this woman? 
 
      
 
    “It’s here, it’s here!” She’s cheering. A distant muffled cry from a disturbed neighbor dulls her mood, but she almost pushes past Sammy getting into the room. She dumps the box on the floor, clears the living room table of garbage — Christ, why is Sammy’s place always a fucking horrific mess — and sets the box up.  
 
      
 
    Sammy sort of just stares. It’s a bit overwhelming how Angela’s slotting into her newfound role. She’s pulling all the items of clothing, skirts and shirts and dresses and the like out onto the couch and putting it all on full display.  
 
      
 
    “Whoever this is they got good taste,” Angela says, with a click of her tongue and more than a touch of disappointment. “Any particular look you going for?” 
 
      
 
    Whew, that’s a conversation starter. Sammy scratches his head. How much did he know about ‘girly’ stuff? Not a lot. For the most part, his most active relationship with his ‘feminine wilds’ was getting makeup or perfume off the store shelves when his mother asked him too.  
 
      
 
    “Something cute. In fact,” he thinks, “Can you help me like, put together ‘cute’ outfits out of all this? I’m not…good with coordination.” 
 
      
 
    Angela’s huff of laughter is more a friendly jab than anything. “Alright…I’ll see what I can do.” 
 
      
 
    By the end of the night he’s stuffed his small closet full of girly outfits and been given more than a simple crash course on makeup, wigs and wig types, and oh god if he has to hear the terms ‘Fixing your lighting’ or ‘Blend, blend, blend!’ one more time he’ll lose his mind.  
 
      
 
    But, after about two hours switching between the mirrors and having Angela fuss about him, he’s got something. He thinks. He hopes. A stripped white and black tee and a black miniskirt, thigh high black stockings and some of those little black shoes that student girls wear. Back in school he never had to work hard to be called a girly boy when he was skipping out on gym with feigned stomach aches and pains, why have to start now?  
 
      
 
    Of course, Bryant didn’t really give him really strict instructions of what and how to look. Sammy’s never been too attached to the ‘gram’ or popular culture of pictures and looking fantastic all the time twenty-four seven. The vast majority of time spent online is time spent playing games.  
 
      
 
    So how ‘cute’ or outright risque does Bryant want these pictures to look? 
 
      
 
    “Alright, I think I’m about done.” 
 
      
 
    “You sure?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” Sammy says.  
 
      
 
    “Here, you need to take a picture right?” Angela tosses a hand over Sammy’s shoulder. “Pose with me, it’ll look really girly if we take a picture together and make a silly face.”  
 
      
 
    Oh, that’s nice. When was the last time he took pictures with anyone? He hasn’t had much of a social life since he got fired from his last job, and he sure as shit didn’t have much of one before that either. He and Angela move close together on the bed, then frantically find a lamp because fix your lightning, and then take a picture together. 
 
      
 
    Angela does duckface. He just smiles.  
 
      
 
    Angela leaves shortly after, giving him a hug and a ‘good luck’.  
 
      
 
    He’s alone. 
 
      
 
    Sammy takes more pictures, out of sheer fear that that one won’t be enough. He does one of him sitting on the bed. He does one of looking doe-eyed into the camera, guys like that overly wide-eyed cutesy shit, right? Another of him in front of the mirror.  
 
      
 
    He attaches all the pictures to the email. There’s a chill settling in his stomach, does he want Bryant to know about Angela or the extent of the help he’s getting? How particular is he? Well, clearly not enough set solid rules and a foundation of what Sammy should be doing early on. He attaches the picture and presses send.  
 
      
 
    Then comes the waiting game as he slips into something more comfortable. Some sweats, though he leaves his hair alone. Angela’s styled it into some sort of curly bob cut and he’s too nervous to touch it. He can hardly wrap his head around the makeup stuff, much less the hair.  
 
      
 
    His inbox pings.  
 
      
 
    B: Not bad at all. Stream on Thursday then? 8 am. 
 
    S: I did the pictures right, right? 
 
    B: Nothing to complain about. 
 
      
 
    Which isn’t a ‘no’. It’s enough for now, but it sucks to not just have the affirmation that the picture is good. Sammy tisks, rolls onto his side and takes what Bryant can give him. 
 
      
 
    S: I’ll see you on Thursday then! :D 
 
    B: ;) Its a date! 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 3  
 
      
 
    He wakes up, rolls off the couch, reads the time on the computer screen and screams loud enough to for Angela to run in. That’s a nice reminder that he needs to learn how to lock a fucking door. He explains to her; “I have to stream to Bryant—I have to get ready—” 
 
      
 
    Angela nods, rolls up her top-suit sleeves and gets to work through another makeup session with him. Bryant specifically asked for the same outfit and he forgot what she did the first time. He can see the flicker of rage in her eyes as he explains that part. This time is quicker though. If it weren’t for the fact she only had to work a half day today, he’s pretty sure she’d have him take notes.  
 
      
 
    He guiltily shows some independence and gets the clothing on himself, though Angela is sure to come over and pull and tug things into a relatively better state.  
 
      
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
      
 
    “I bless you daily, I swear.” 
 
      
 
    “You do, thank you,” The clock reads seven fifty-five. “You’ve got work in five.” 
 
      
 
    She screeches, slings her purse back over her shoulder and runs out of the door, heels clicking the whole way.  
 
      
 
    When the door slams he’s alone again and slipping back into his chair. The room is still a hot fucking mess, he has to scramble to put the goddamn camera back on. Why is his time management so absolute crap?  
 
      
 
    Sammy promises himself as the video chat loads up that if he actually gets paid from this, the first check he’s getting is going to bills and — if it can cover more — getting his life more relatively ‘together’.  
 
      
 
    The window comes up, flickers in and out of selected focus before finally fully loading and then—there’s the man of the hour. Bryant comes into a partially grainy view wearing…precisely the same thing he wore last time. Sammy rolls his tongue over his teeth and wonders if he should bring that up. Then does so anyway in lieu of a good morning. If Bryant is the sort of guy to openly advertise wanting to take pictures of guys dressed as girls, he has to be used to some ribbing.  
 
      
 
    When he does though. An easy smile spreads on Bryant’s face.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, this?” He pulls on the shirt—Sammy can take just by looking at how the muscles on his arm bunch and move that the man is indeed, fucking stacked. Good question what the rest of him looks like though. He has a feeling he’s not gonna know for some time. “It’s my gym attire. I schedule to see you right after I’m done teaching there.” 
 
      
 
    Ah. That makes more sense.  
 
      
 
    Wait, holy shit teaching?! 
 
      
 
    “But if we’re talking outfits you’re looking cute.” 
 
      
 
    “Heh.” Sammy doesn’t know if he is or isn’t. What would he consider a cute girl to be?  
 
      
 
    Angela maybe?  
 
      
 
    “Thank you. I worked hard on it.” 
 
      
 
    “And you look great in it, unlike me. I stink of sweat…” Bryant chuckles. Sammy can’t help but smirk.  “Can you do me a favor?” 
 
      
 
    “Hm?” 
 
      
 
    “Can you like, step back or push away or whatever, and do a little turn for me?”  
 
      
 
    Oh, that’s easy. Sammy takes the sound off of headphones only and onto speakers, pushes his chair back and hopes he doesn’t trip or fall on any discarded take out cartons or anything embarrassing like that.  
 
      
 
    He gets up and turns around in place for him. The skirt flutters a bit. He feels like he’s on display. It’s weird, but it’s a nice feeling considering he supposedly looks ‘great’.  
 
      
 
    Then the single word, “Beautiful,” comes over the speakers and his heart leaps to his chest and he has to hope his face isn’t turning bright pink. He hides it by turning around and fumbling with his chair—then there’s more. “Nice long legs too. Very shapely,  do you run?” 
 
      
 
    Not yet, not yet he hasn’t. Holy fuck. He digs his hands into the chair and pulls it back and back and back until his ass hits the front of the desk and he has to scramble back into the seat like a child trying to get into a bar stool.  
 
      
 
    “Okay. Okay.” Sammy says, pretending like things on his desk were jostled somehow by him hitting it.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, breathe Sugar.”  
 
      
 
    Sugar now? 
 
      
 
    “Okay, stop!” Sammy says, jumping hard enough to bump his knee against the desk and the string of explicative doesn’t stop for a raw ten seconds. Not helping by Bryant’s laughter filling the room until he can get it together enough to put him back on headphones—with Bryant watching his every move and calling him out on it between his guffaws. 
 
      
 
    “You cannot do that." 
 
      
 
    “Do what, cutie pie?”  
 
      
 
    “Can’t just freaking compliment me like that.” 
 
      
 
    “Why, you like it? I personally think it’s nothing, but if it’s something you like I can do it more.” He laughs his way through half a sentence before starting again,  “You’ve got such a cute little body. You know I’m six five? I’m curious how much I outsize you. You think you could press your hand against mine and just feel so fucking small.” He pauses, “Wait no, that’s actually kind hot—”  
 
      
 
    “Stop,” Sammy says. Not because of actual embarrassment this time, but because the idea of meeting Bryant anywhere dressed as a girl is a mortifying thought. 
 
      
 
    “No, follow me here, you standing on my shoes and not even coming up to my shoulders. Whew. Me looming over you, you can’t escape if you tried—”  
 
      
 
    “I mean it!” Sammy says, for the first time feeling genuinely threatened. But the shout comes out louder than he thought and the delighted, self-satisfied grin quickly drops from Bryant’s face. 
 
      
 
    “Fine, fine.” He’s wearing the sort of face and voice that a teenage boy does when he gets caught doing something he shouldn’t—and can’t deny it. His recovery time is quick though and he breaks out into more smiles, “So, how have you been doing with the clothes so far—I don’t remember sending you that wig.”  
 
      
 
    “It’s my hair.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s so cute, you did it?” 
 
      
 
    “My neighbor’s been helping me.” 
 
      
 
    Ah, there’s a pause.  
 
      
 
    “Is that the girl in the photo you sent me?” 
 
      
 
    Sammy’s stomach twists. “Yeah.”  
 
      
 
    “Ah.”  
 
      
 
    More pause. Bryant’s pulling a face. Sammy has to not twiddle his fingers.  
 
      
 
    “Learning from her I hope.” 
 
      
 
    Thank God, a change of topic. “Oh, yeah I’m learning a lot, she’s got me sitting here watching a bunch of online makeup tutorials and dressing tutorials and there’s a whole playlist on hair and stuff…” He says it while shaking his head because it all feels impenetrable to him. But hearing it brings the smile back to Bryant’s face.  
 
      
 
    “Good. You should learn all you can. Preserve your good looks and cute legs.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t-” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not.” 
 
      
 
    “But don’t.” 
 
      
 
    Really, it’s not like he can do much about it if Bryant does keep teasing him. He’ll be out of a job if he quits and bills don’t care for pride.  
 
      
 
    “Uhm, Bryant I don’t mean to make things awkward.” 
 
      
 
    “Check’s in the mail by the end of the day.” He said, practically reading his mind.  
 
      
 
    Right. Okay.  
 
      
 
    “Also, we’re gonna stream every Thursday at eight, I’ll let you know if that changes.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay.”  
 
      
 
    Good to be back to business.  
 
      
 
    “I also intend on keeping you up on your lessons too, just so you know. There will be a quiz.”  
 
      
 
    Oh, god damn it.  
 
      
 
    Bryant eventually says his goodbyes, and Sammy immediately tears the outfit off and dumps it somewhere—and then gathers it back together along with another discarded and unwashed pile of clothes because of that obnoxious promise he made to himself. 
 
      
 
    The day becomes a waiting game as he impatiently cycles through the same three video games for hours on end and falls asleep in his chair. A dumb idea, because when he wakes up at three in the morning he’s got a backache like the Devil’s been riding his ass.  
 
      
 
    And then the thought of ass riding and Bryant’s meeting hits him and he’s groaning, rubbing away an upcoming headache. 
 
      
 
    Bryant did promise they would do more intense things.  
 
      
 
    Can he handle the idea of meeting Bryant in real life? What would be requested of him? How much is he getting paid anyway?  
 
      
 
    He gets up.  
 
      
 
    If it’s a ruse he’s out of a week’s worth of work and still in debt with rising bills to pay. If it isn’t a ruse he has to end it soon.  
 
      
 
    Whether or not the check comes he has to get his life into something more…reasonable. He can’t just wait until the roaches who no doubt dip into the take out cartons, finally decide to start eating him instead.  
 
      
 
    He gets to work cleaning the place, shoving the piles of clothes into bags and finally clearing out the area around the dining room. It’s a single bedroom, single bathroom and something resembling a kitchen apartment, so the work isn’t too much. After the first ten minutes, it molds into something resembling enjoyable. He even opens up the windows to let a little of that oh-so-healthy urban summer air in.  
 
      
 
    Despite the obviously questionable nature of the work, at least it's serving as some sort of swift kick in the ass. Helping him get up and get stuff done. Or maybe that’s just fear that if this goes too far he’ll end up with his face pressed into a pillow and Bryant’ s cock up his ass because he can’t make rent without him. 
 
      
 
    He shudders.  
 
      
 
    There’s a telltale ding around noon, meaning something’s been delivered directly into his mailbox. His heart leaps to his chest, he gets some god-willing not smelly clothes and rushes downstairs to see if it’s all been a ruse or a scam. 
 
      
 
    There’s an envelope, and he tears it open. A check for… 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck?”  
 
      
 
    He says out loud.  
 
      
 
    Holding the check is what makes the past week feel real. From what he can see it's an actual honest to god legal check, the number across the line makes his eyes pop and he hustles out of the building. It's way more than he expected, and more than enough to help cover his racking bills and late rent. 
 
      
 
    Putting it into the account as same day cash and cashing enough to pay the bills is the real kicker. The check is real, the money is real, everything that has happened in the past week is all real and holds the potential to help him and increase the value of his life.  
 
      
 
    Heading home he’s struck with thoughts about Bryant.  
 
      
 
    Why is Bryant asking him to do all this? It's a purely professional curiosity, to be sure.  
 
      
 
    Bryant looks healthy enough, tan and beefy, no way a man with shoulders like that doesn't work out and live a generally 'healthy' life. He can hold a conversation, even crack a few jokes -- though it is pretty clear his sexual...proclivities don't align with the norm. That shouldn't affect how he conducts himself in real life though. Then again, he's never placed the camera to show his lower body. Is he disabled in some way?  
 
      
 
    Why does Bryant do this if not for immediate sexual gratification? And what would make someone want this sort of service in the first place? There was always that lingering danger that he was some sort of weirdo waiting for his time to strike and Sammy couldn’t help but have the feeling that it was more a countdown than a risk. But he also made it very clear: Sammy could put an end to this anytime he wanted to. 
 
      
 
    Huh. 
 
      
 
    What a weird guy. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    The next couple of weeks are spent settling into a pleasant rhythm. First, with Angela—receive a box, make more outfits for the closet, practice makeup, take pictures make cute eyes at the camera and send them off to Bryant.  Then stream with Bryant, exchange smiles and nervous chuckles while he shows more and more that he's got an absurd amount of charisma when Sammy isn’t chiding him for being a teasing jerk bag. Though, that could also be the checks and the new lease on life talking.  
 
      
 
    The apartment doesn’t smell like shit for once. The unspoken and oft-forgotten benefit of this sort of work: a lot of free time.  Meaning time to save up the money properly and watch it grow all nice in his bank account. Time to review those video as a just in case and time to head out and actually enjoy life.  
 
      
 
    Sammy doesn’t have much to wear besides sweats and all those girly clothes Bryant makes him wear, but the idea of actually going out and buying some is fucking obnoxious. He spends enough time inside studying fashion. So instead he heads out and buys bubble tea looking like he actually does go to the gym…and does nothing. All he does when he goes out is get some bubble tea and head back home feeling vaguely accomplished.  
 
      
 
    It’s nice to get out.  
 
      
 
    Another week starts and Sammy can almost do his make up himself. Which is good, because Angela’s gone from being a helpful voice to a snide, chastising one and its beginning to wear on his nerves.  
 
      
 
    “How do I look?” 
 
      
 
    “Like you actually know what you’re doing.” Angela chuckles.  
 
      
 
    It’s ribbing, but it still aches to hear. Sammy doesn’t know why though, it just feels like someone’s insulting his…"craft" as it were. 
 
      
 
    Craft?  
 
      
 
    Well, yeah.  
 
      
 
    He studied and everything. Why can’t makeup be a ‘craft’?  
 
      
 
    Either way, he’s got his hair still looking relatively decent. At least, those are the words Angela uses, and after he’s ceremoniously kicked her out—politely and before his patience dissipates—he takes the usual pictures and sends them off to Bryant. That’s done for the day. Maybe for the stream, he can do the makeup himself and not be bothered with Angela’s bitchy—he sniffs, feeling a twang of regret.  
 
      
 
    That’s rude.  
 
      
 
    She’s been late to work to help him. He probably wouldn’t have done the same for her. He should be nicer to her. 
 
      
 
    In any case, he’s about to take the outfit off when his phone buzzes. A text from Bryant that simply reads, 'Not enough'.  
 
      
 
    Oh. Guess he needs to work on that makeup some more than. Or better yet, before he puts in unnecessary work he should just ask what Bryant means. It’s not like the giant brat censors himself.  
 
      
 
    S: More pictures then? Or is there something wrong with my makeup? 
 
      
 
    Sammy pulls the phone back and makes a kissy winking face with his finger pressed to his cheek. Hope he looks cute enough here— 
 
      
 
    B: No, I mean like up your skirt. 
 
      
 
    Woah, wait, what? 
 
      
 
    S: Why? 
 
      
 
    B: Because I want to see. 
 
      
 
    Of course, he would. Right. Reality kicks in again, things would eventually have to get more intense right? How satisfied would Bryant be with just receiving half-assed pictures of a guy dressed as a girl? He swallows. Is he ready for this sort of jump?  
 
      
 
    Another beep on his phone. He prays its a ‘never mind’. 
 
      
 
    Instead, it’s ‘Make sure you’re wearing those cute panties I bought for you!’ 
 
      
 
    Ugh, of course. He fishes those out, wishes he threw them out. They’re all in floral print and if they were on a girl maybe they would be reasonable, as it stands he’s still a man. There’s no chance in hell they’re going to look good on him.  
 
      
 
    He manages out of his boxers. The cold air of his apartment seems sharper somehow as he looks at those pink things like a damning piece of evidence. He swallows. Sending in more job applications is a must after this. 
 
      
 
    He gets the panties around his legs and works them up until there’s on snuggly—he takes a sharp breath. Do all girls panties feel like this? His balls are in heaven, he feels like someone’s constantly, gently running their hand up and against his backside, even though the stretchy material at the top is straining against his now hardening cock. 
 
      
 
    Woah, what the fuck when did that…? He looks down and his skirt is tenting, not much but still its raised up and he doesn’t like the sight of it. Who would find this hot? It’s all so fucking weird, he shouldn’t be wearing this and wearing these shouldn’t feel good—he wants to scream but the idea of bringing Angela back in is another burst of horror.  
 
      
 
    It’s like finding out you like a creepy type of porn. In fact, it's exactly that. This is sissification. Cross-dressing is one thing, but now Sammy’s found his dick is now an active participant.  
 
      
 
    S: Do I have to? 
 
      
 
    B: Yes.  
 
      
 
    B: Before the end of the hour. 
 
      
 
    It’s twenty forty-five.  
 
      
 
    S: It’s standing up can I get some time to get rid of it? 
 
      
 
    B: Take it now and I’ll give you another hundred on the check. 
 
      
 
    Fucking Christ.  
 
      
 
    Sammy takes in a sharp breath. 'You can stop anytime you want to' plays over and over again in his head. If he just does it really quick maybe it’ll be less weird, like ripping off a band-aid. He takes in a deep breath, makes sure the phone is at the right angle, and then catches himself in the reflection, has to screw his eyes shut before taking the picture.  
 
      
 
    Seeing the image, it’s the sort of shit that definitely would constitute a crime if someone had done it to him. Ass on display, cheeks hardly covered by the tiny fabric of the underwear, cock swelling against the fabric, skirt bulging with evidence of distinct non-female parts.  
 
      
 
    Would Bryant would be pleased with this? Or did he expect things to go further and further, pushing little by little, inch by inch until Bryant had him doing filthy stuff that he would never have done if he didn't accept the job?  Wait, of course, he would. What else would ‘more intense’ possibly mean?  
 
      
 
    Sammy sends it and flings the phone onto the bed, sinks into his gaming chair with a resounding sigh.  
 
      
 
    That was exhausting. 
 
      
 
    But now he’s got a problem, and it’s not going away. He takes in a deep breath, turns to the computer and tries to find something filthy to work as wank material. The more masculine the better. Fuck, when was the last time he got a boner this hard? The past couple months have been complete boredom and at best just solid stroking. Nothing’s been going on down there for a while.  
 
      
 
    He needs to take these panties off—as good as they feel they are restrictive as fuck.  
 
      
 
    He reaches down, tries to get his hands on his cock and misses, grabs it with the panties instead and fuck if that fabric ain’t the softest thing he’s had on his cock in goddamn forever. Sammy lets out a pleased sigh, leans back in the chair and for the first time in a long time, he starts jerking off.  
 
      
 
    When was the last time he got off? He couldn’t remember exactly, all he knows is it was after waking up in a cold sweat and he spent his time mainly tossing and turning to ignore it rather than do this. Now he’s in his chair, legs spread, panting like he’s a bitch in heat with his cock still in his panties and stroking himself off with them. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck me, fuck me—” He swears, his climax is coming fast and he doesn’t even know who he’s asking to fuck him. The image of Bryant occurs in his mind, without him intentionally conjuring it. Big, encapsulating, unable to escape that absurd size and raw animal strength of him—Sammy can’t get his hand off his cock quick enough. He lets go out of sheer shock that the image hit him, but orgasm has him shooting across the floor and damn near to the wall.  
 
      
 
    Holy fuck.  
 
      
 
    Sammy sits there, leaned back in his chair. The tenseness and nervousness that had long plagued him evaporated for a moment. Then it all comes crashing back in and he can’t get out of these girly clothes fast enough. He practically tears them off before shoving them in the hamper and never wanting to look at them again — never wanting to remember what just happened and or how it happened or who it happened with.  
 
      
 
    Sammy rubs his hands over his face.  
 
      
 
    This past month… 
 
      
 
    Whew, what a story.  
 
      
 
    He finally manages to pull himself from the chair for something other than outrage and finds his phone flooded with text messages.  
 
      
 
    B: Holy fuck that’s cute.  
 
    B: Need to shave though. 
 
    B: Like really, no one as tiny as you has a right to have a hairy ass. 
 
    B: Like ew.  
 
    B: Too cute for that ;) 
 
    B: But damn that’s fuckin’ hot.  
 
    B: Holy shit is that precum, did you stroke yourself before you took this pic, fccccck 
 
    B: Fccking shit look at me, look at wht u did— 
 
      
 
    After Bryant’s partially deranged rant of his attractiveness, there’s an attached image of him, in black, tight boxers with the largest bulge Sammy’s ever seen. His throat tightens. His cock would absolutely dwarf Sammy’s and the idea of that isn’t just the strongest mental image he’s had all day, but it brings his cock twitching back to life.  
 
      
 
    “Fuck!”  
 
      
 
    He deletes the picture as quick as he can, sends a quick ‘don’t do that again’ text, puts on airplane mode and abandons the phone.  
 
      
 
    He just can’t right now 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    Streaming day is two days away and Sammy is lingering on his bed with three cartons of half-eaten Thai. A moment of concern found him when he’d realized this was the same sort of thing he did before he came into money, but look where getting the job ended up at.  
 
      
 
    He’d been given every warning, a stern allowance to leave at any time he’d wished and yet yesterday served as a massive wakeup call that things may have progressed too far. All of it, way too far and beyond anything he’d have thought it would and more and more it was looking like it was time to walk away. To where though, when Bryant’s money was the best shot in the arm he’d had for so long that living without it seems next to impossible.  
 
      
 
    On the computer across the room is a browser with fourteen different job sites open, all of them reporting on the same jobs that he’s applied to, all of them apparently ignoring him. No callbacks, no mail backs, no one’s talking to him.  
 
      
 
    There's still no chance in hell of obtaining a better job than this. 
 
      
 
    Bryant is his best bet for sustainable living, as is.  
 
      
 
    If he were to lower his standard of living, then perhaps? But what would that even look like? Eight maddening hours in a cubicle taking shit from stupid customers, answering the same three questions over the phone with bad pop music blaring in the background?  
 
      
 
    Dear lord, no. Not again. 
 
      
 
    Sammy swipes his hands over his eyes.  
 
      
 
    The worst part is that he’s not sure what, in that godforsaken conga line of ‘what the fuck’, is setting him off the most. 
 
      
 
    Feeling so good in those panties, getting off the hardest he’s ever had in his life to the image of Bryant — or the literal image Bryant sent to him of his thick, strong cock—  
 
      
 
    Sammy coughs hard, rolls out of bed. Nope. Not today Satan. But falling hurts, and he finds himself scrambling back into bed, complaining about the cold.  
 
      
 
    Alright, sure. Muse the idea that perhaps Sammy wasn’t the most masculine of men. He was definitely not Hercules, he wasn’t bringing home ten out of tens every night for a rough session, he wasn’t knockin’ back beers with the boys every Friday, whatever.  
 
      
 
    However, there had to be a midway point between that and where Sammy was and being a sissy=. Sure he didn’t do sports or gym, but he attended. He kissed girls before. He’s had a stiff drink, loathed it, and kept going for appearance's sake before.  
 
      
 
    A headache brewed in his temples and he rolled back and forth in bed, wondering what the hell he was going to do about all this. It was just supposed to be a simple photography session with the chance of something more, not a god damn crisis. Then over the course of a month is all slowly began to accelerate, from taking weird pictures and having stream dates to downright photo pornography and dick pics.  
 
      
 
    Then Sammy had an idea so brilliant he wondered if he could sell it; why not simply do the same thing, in reverse? Slowly acclimate himself back into stereotypical masculinity and male culture? Go to bars, flirt with girls, be a perv, get into a drunken bar fight, go to the gym and pump iron, like the ‘real men’ that Sammy was taunted and told he would never probably do?  
 
      
 
    Failing that he could always scream his head off and abstain from sex altogether. Yeah. That’s a good plan.  
 
      
 
    Sammy felt a little better, then realized that being in a bar would mean potentially mingling, talking with people. Unpredictable people with their judgments and privately, quietly made decisions that you can definitely see in their eyes, but will never hear leave their mouths.  
 
      
 
    Could he handle that? Being alone in a bar with no one to turn to for the sake of just getting drunk to feel a bit of masculinity coming back to him? 
 
      
 
    No. 
 
      
 
    Sammy’s head hits the bedspread and he groans. This is all Bryant’s fault if it weren’t for his stupid kink—. 
 
      
 
    Sammy’s phone, relocated to the floor thanks to his bed rolling and crawling hijinks, vibrates noisily. A text. He looks at it like it just sprouted wings.  
 
      
 
    Could be a lot of things. Could be nothing. Sammy swallows and reaches for it and pulls up the newest text. It’s Angela—! 
 
      
 
    A: Lemme tell u bout this bitccch at workk who had the fccking nerve to test me 2day— 
 
      
 
    Sammy doesn’t bother reading anything else. 
 
      
 
    S: Tell me about it at the bar. 
 
      
 
    A: Ugh really 
 
      
 
    That catches him off guard. Sammy doesn’t even know what she’s feeling at this point, but he feels a sense of guilt. Should he not have asked her? Even if she did seem so excited to go—he spent the last couple of weeks relying on her for everything work-related. Had things reached a point where he was pestering…?  
 
      
 
    S: Alright, nvm then.  
 
      
 
    A: K. Gl. 
 
      
 
    Guess being with a woman who was only a friend would kind of ruin the whole point of the dynamic. Sammy wipes his face, sighs. He gets into some jeans and a sweatshirt and looks at himself in the bathroom mirror. No square jaw or even a hint of stubble. Really big blue eyes and almost doeish. He tisks.  
 
      
 
    The best thing for him to do to get out of this rut is to head to the bar and just let the manhood wash over him. That was the plan anyway. He heads out, the nearest bar is two blocks away. Pretty hole in the wall place, with a bartender who looks like he’s spent more time in a butchery than serving drinks. When he enters, a couple of people look up at him and then get back to their own drinks. Fair enough. It’s not too late. The local crowd hasn’t gotten rowdy yet. 
 
      
 
    He finds a seat away from most of the crowd and looks at the menu. Takes only a minute for him to put it down vaguely disappointed. He can hardly tell what any of this stuff is and who the hell would drink beer? If Sammy had his choice everything would be either relatively sweet or savory, beer is just gross.  
 
      
 
    Then the bartender slides a drink in front of him, something in one of those martini glasses, it looks colorful enough and is garnished with a flower and mini umbrella. He twists it around and smiles, its actually kind of pretty. “Thank you.” 
 
      
 
    “Not me.” The bartender points to a man making his way over across the room and to the stool beside Sammy.  
 
      
 
    “Hey there.” He takes a seat, flashes a smile.  
 
      
 
    Sammy can’t help but smile back, “Hey.”  
 
      
 
    “How’s your night goin’ so far? First place or you windin’ down?” 
 
      
 
    “Just got here, I used to drive past this place on my way to work, but I got a new job. Made me wanna…explore some stuff I hadn’t before.”  
 
      
 
    “Oh, cool. Change of pace is always nice, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah.”  Sammy voices rails off, is this how being a guy feels? It feels nice. The drink tastes sweet and fruity on his tongue, he finds himself licking it off his lips before he realizes the other guy is staring at him and that he should probably focus on making conversation. “So, I’m Sammy.” 
 
      
 
    “Jack.” 
 
      
 
    “Nice to meet you, Jack.” Sammy presents one of his hands for shaking, Jack chuckles and takes it. Geez, how long has it been since he’s made a new friend? Too long. He needs to get out more is what he needs. Maybe if he felt more attachment to people like Jack, normal people, not weirdos on the internet looking for slave boys, he’d be out of his predicament. “So, what about you? Why’re you here?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I usually come here after work. Closest place, cheap drinks, bartenders nice—ignore the scars.” 
 
      
 
    Sammy chuckles at that, sweeps a hand through his hair.  
 
      
 
    “I think they look kinda cool.”  
 
      
 
    The bartender half smiles, looks away. Sammy wants to giggle at that; he’s embarrassed=.  
 
      
 
    “I think you look cool.” 
 
      
 
    Holy shit. “Really?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, you’re definitely the hottest girl here.” 
 
      
 
    Woah, wait. 
 
      
 
    Wait, wait—wait—no!= 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, just like, you’re beautiful.” Jack shrugs, then takes a sip of his own drink with his eyes flashing between Sammy and the bar.  
 
      
 
    It takes a full ten heartbeats for Sammy to manage out, “I’m a man.” 
 
      
 
    Jack sets his drink down with a face that calls bullshit.  
 
      
 
    “I’m serious, can you not tell by my voice?” 
 
      
 
    Jack shakes his head, eyebrows raised.  
 
      
 
    He couldn’t even pass as a man in a bar and — Jack wasn’t trying to be friendly, he was chatting him up!  
 
      
 
    “Even then,” Jack keeps going with a nervous chuckle, “I mean, change of pace is= always nice and…you’re the prettiest boy I’ve ever seen.” When Sammy gapes in disbelief, he turns to the bartender. “I mean, look at him. He’s cute right?”  
 
      
 
    The bartender nods, pulling a face like he didn’t want to admit it but had to.  
 
      
 
    Sammy deflates. It’s like the whole plan backfired, he tries to find the words to speak, to vocalize a sense of discontent, maybe even curse the guy out but all that comes out is a disgruntled sigh. He gets up, pushes the drink away, and storms to the exit.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    Sammy drove home with hot tears streaming down his face. When he crookedly parked a block away from his apartment and finally made his way upstairs, he locked the door behind himself, leaped onto his bed and cried himself to sleep.  
 
      
 
    Why?  
 
      
 
    Why hadn’t he been born destined for big muscles and massive height and a huge cock and all those things that guys love to brag about having? Or some sort of swell of sustainable wealth that would mean he wasn’t trying to sustain a nine to five? Or at least the ability to grow some fucking facial hair?  
 
      
 
    Why was he stuck living in squalor in every facet of his life? 
 
      
 
    When morning came, Sammy shut the window curtains and stayed in bed. If he cared to keep this gig, he would have to stream with Bryant tomorrow and he couldn’t deal with that. Finding a job by the end of the day was essential or else… 
 
      
 
    Finding a job by the end of the day was essential. Period. No stops. Not a million bucks a year. Just something.  
 
      
 
    When nine a.m. rolls around he’s back on his feet again. Washing up before heading out is a struggle, seeing the stubble-less, pale, clear-skinned image of himself staring back at him. The red puffiness in the eyes and how absurdly large his eyes seemed, all of it was compounding into making him want all mirrors to simply disappear. Then came the rest of his body, his thin wrists, his tiny waist. No hint of fat on it from all that fast food and lying around? Why?  
 
      
 
    Did he just not eat as much as he thought he did or did his body have the magical thing every girl wanted, but for him was a ‘blessed with suck’ kind of deal? He ran his hands up and down his stomach and as he reached the top he felt the outlines of his ribs and pulled his hands away in stark, heart-stopping fear. 
 
      
 
    Too much.  
 
      
 
    This was way, way too much and out of the question to continue. Sammy got his phone—making sure to ignore any texts or messages that anyone might have sent him—and looked for the nearest, high-quality gym he could head to. He couldn’t live like this anymore, it was time to make a really big change while he still had the drive and opportunity.  
 
      
 
    There was only one gym in operating within a reasonable distance that offered on the spot nutritional diet help and things that he would need to change his body’s physique: Workout Works. A cozy little thing only a couple blocks away from his house. He moves to get dressed, but there’s a problem— 
 
      
 
    The only underwear he has that’s clean is a pair of baby blue and white striped panties — silk just like the last ones. Sammy pauses, wonders for a moment. No way does any self-respecting man go to the gym is fucking panties, but wearing some dirty old chewed out things is just ick and out of the question.  
 
      
 
    What are the chances he’ll have to get naked at the gym, today? Like he’s probably not going to get a workout plan and start that same day, he needs a subscription and stuff right?  
 
      
 
    He slides them on, sighs as the fabric embraces his balls — it is so, so soft. He bites his lip, hopes no one notices the brightly colored fabric and gets on the rest of the clothes.  Sweat jacket, t-shirt, last pair of jeans and he’s out the door in less than five.  
 
      
 
    Sammy thinks it through; he can work with this nutritionist, find a job and grind it out. Cutting down on the takeout will help make the financial transition easier. He can do this. He can fix this. Then he can get silk boxers and not feel so weird.  
 
      
 
    The gym is situated on the street corner two blocks away from a sandwich store. How he’s never paid attention to the place is anyone’s guess. The roof of the building is neon yellow with an overly tacky and over the top cartoon dumbbell sign reading ‘Workout Works’. Full foot to ceiling windows so anyone can see in, and as he approaches he notices the sheer amount of guys in there. 
 
      
 
    Sammy’s mouth goes dry and he starts slowing down.  
 
      
 
    Everyone knows they should go to the gym, most people just sort of either work out at home or don’t go, citing not enough time or disinterested or money or whatever and only pop up when their physical health is a concern. The guys that are in here now? Total difference.  Guys twice his height, twice his weight in raw muscle. Workout gear. Sweat. Big guys who look like the gym isn’t just a place, it’s a dedicated change in lifestyle.  
 
      
 
    Sammy takes a deep breath. If he can look like he was half as buff as one of those guys, he can see his life totally changing around for the better. He’ll have more energy, more strength, he’ll stop being confused for a woman. 
 
      
 
    That last one motivates him back into moving and he enters. He’s expecting everyone to stop what they’re doing, quit running on their treadmills or lifting, and just eyeball him until he feels too awkward to move. Doesn’t seem that way, in fact most of them don’t even seem to acknowledge him. Too consumed in their actions or their equipment to notice. Sammy’s stomach unties its knots.  
 
      
 
    He can do this. 
 
      
 
    …He can’t find the Nutritionist's office. Do they have offices? Sammy’s never been to a gym before—with the exception of the classes he used to sit out.  
 
      
 
    Sammy wanders around, past lines of dumbbells and weights and all sorts of contraptions and machines that, if someone told him were medieval torture devices for the modern era, he’d have believed them. It’s towards the back, where there’s a light vapor gathering in the air that he makes too sharp a turn and runs face first into another man’s chest.  
 
      
 
    “Oh—sorry, I didn’t see you there.” 
 
      
 
    The voice is deep and rumbling and Sammy can feel it and everything about it is so—  
 
      
 
    “You lost?”  
 
      
 
    Sammy opens his mouth to speak and all that comes out is a smattering of different syllables before he coughs, takes a deep breath and re-adjusts himself.  “You uh—” Good lord, the man is huge, everything about him is just bigger and stronger. His hair is done up in a collection of long braids that run from his head to the swell of his back. There’s a strong, black cross tattoo on the right side of his bulky chest. He looks like some sort of warrior breed. Could Sammy get that big? He doubts it…”W-where’s the Nutritionist? I’m new here, I don’t really…” He trails off. 
 
      
 
    The man grins ear to ear. Sammy’s heart skips a beat. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll get him for you, wait here alright?”  
 
      
 
    Sammy nods, the man slaps a hand down on his shoulder. He means it to be friendly but Sammy can feel the vibrations in his teeth. He lingers in the hallway, shoves his hands into his sweat jacket pockets and feels entirely out of place. The more he looks and runs into, literally sometimes, these tall, incredible looking guys whose muscles look like they’ve been carved and not worked out and made, the more doubt blossoms in him. 
 
      
 
    Could he ever hope to be half as much of a man as that guy was? 
 
      
 
    “Thanks, Theo.”  
 
      
 
    Wait, no. That doesn’t sound right. Sammy snaps out of it and his entire body goes still. That sounds too familiar and it is terrifying him that he can’t immediately place the voice. 
 
      
 
    “You know I—” The voice stops momentarily, then down the hallway. “Sammy! Small world!”  
 
      
 
    That voice sent chills down his spine, he turned around hoping and praying it was a case of mistaken identity for the both of them, but there was no chance in hell it could be anyone else. Black wifebeater, low sports cap and all, there was Bryant, wearing a grin like he just got the better part of a devil’s deal. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    Bryant slaps Theo’s shoulder one more time and gives him a shared chuckle. Sammy stares wide-eyed. What were the chances, the million in one chance that the man he’d been working to try and get away from and avoid ended up being the one he was working toward?  
 
      
 
    What were the chances that Bryant lived in his city, worked minutes away in a building that Sammy didn’t walk into only because he didn’t think it meant anything before now?  
 
      
 
    No, this has to be some sort of trick. 
 
      
 
    Bryant approaches him, still wearing that God-forsaken grin. 
 
      
 
    “Good to see you.”  
 
      
 
    Bryant reaches out and Sammy recoils. The smile fades away, his face becomes something unreadable.  
 
      
 
    “Where’s the Nutritionist?” 
 
      
 
    “That would be me.” Voice even this time, controlled.  
 
      
 
    Sammy’s mouth feels sticky. All of the apprehension comes back in painful waves. “Right, of course, you are.”  
 
      
 
    There’s an uncomfortably long pause, that Sammy spends staring at the entrance to the showers—where he’d accidentally bumped into ‘Theo’. It gets to the point where Bryant’s patience must run thin and he restarts the conversation.  
 
      
 
    “So I figure that you’re here to do some running?”  
 
      
 
    “No,” Sammy says, why would he even— 
 
      
 
    ‘Nice long legs too. Very shapely,  do you run?’ 
 
      
 
    “I don’t run.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh? You look like you’ve been running all your life, honestly.” Bryant’s eyes slide away before snapping back. “In any case, if you’re not here to run—” 
 
      
 
    “I’m here to train.” Sammy swallows down all the weird things he’s feeling. “I’m looking to bulk up.” 
 
      
 
    Bryant’s smile comes back. “Why? You look great—” 
 
      
 
    There’s no chance in hell that he doesn’t know what he’s doing. Sammy pouts and loathes how much he enjoys the praise. “Stop it.” 
 
      
 
    “You look amazing, to be honest with you.” 
 
      
 
    Amazing. Sammy’s stomach does back-flips. Amazing=. This weak little body of his is apparently amazing to this man who works with outright Adonis’. He must be lying, he must be— 
 
      
 
    “I don’t--I don’t want to look like a girl anymore,” Sammy says, knowing the other half of that statement is implied: I don’t want to work for you anymore either.  
 
      
 
    Bryant's voice drops to something more concerned. Perhaps he’s picked up on the subtext of the conversation. “Why not?” 
 
      
 
    Sammy groans from the pit of his stomach. This entire situation got too complicated for mere words to describe, he can’t deal with it anymore. Sammy pushes a hand against his face and shakes his head. If there’s a God he’s got one fucked up sense of humor, this isn’t even funny anymore. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t like it.” 
 
      
 
    “What about it don’t you like?”  
 
      
 
    Sammy goes silent again. There are so many things he doesn’t like about his body that if he were to stand here and name them, they’d be here all day— 
 
      
 
    Bryant steps his hand on Sammy’s shoulder, pulls him straight out of his thoughts. “Hey, let’s head to my office.”  
 
      
 
    Sammy backs off again and Bryant talks like he’s out of time and concern. “I need to at least see why you hate your body so much so we know what to fix.” Sammy still eyeballs him. Bryant has other plans, he just knows it. This is the guy who slowly led him into sending out pictures of his cock in silk panties and sent him dick pictures. No chance this man’s got innocent thoughts in his head.  
 
      
 
    Bryant shuts his eyes. Sighs. Tries again. “I promise, I won’t touch you or anything, alright? You, your…job, and this= are completely different things. Now, lets head to my office and stop having this sort of talk in the hallway where everyone can hear us.” 
 
      
 
    Sammy’s tongue rolls in his mouth and he sighs, nods and follows Bryant deeper into the building. Past the showers, past the rooms labeled ‘private workout’, to an ‘Administrative Office’ in the back.  
 
      
 
    “I thought you were the Nutritionist.”  
 
      
 
    Bryant opens the door and lets Sammy in first.  
 
      
 
    “I also co-own the place with Theo.” 
 
      
 
    He flicks the light on. It’s an office alright, with cream-colored walls and three different low hanging lamps providing faint lighting that bathes everything in a dark orange glow. There are at least three different desks pushed into different corners of the room, one of them’s stacked with papers, one of them’s completely clean and the other one has three computers on it. Wonder which one’s his.   
 
      
 
    Bryant opens a door on the right-hand side of the room, revealing a mirror on the inside.  
 
      
 
    Sammy stands in front of the mirror, his body between Bryant’s and his own. He can see for comparison all the differences and changes he would want. At least a foot and a half in height, for starters. What height did Bryant say he was again? Tall enough that even in the gold paint chipping foot to head mirror, Bryant ends up getting cut off.  
 
      
 
    Bryant must also sense that he’s uncomfortable because the taller man grabs one of the chairs and takes a seat directly behind him. Feels even worse knowing he’s barely taller than Bryant when he’s sitting down. Is there any wonder he didn’t participate in sports? What good could this body do and what strength could it possibly have?  
 
      
 
    Sammy sees the tears in the mirror before he can get to them himself. Bryant notices too, stops whatever he’s preparing to do and sets a hand on Sammy’s shoulder.  
 
      
 
    “Hey, come on,—” 
 
      
 
    “Sorry.” Sammy coughs. He totally wasn’t crying, nope, no way.  
 
      
 
    Bryant raises a hand to swipe at his cheek and he slaps it away.  The room goes silent while Sammy recomposes himself.  
 
      
 
    “Alright,” Sammy says, and then slips off his sweatshirt. Bryant takes it and sets it aside, silently.  
 
      
 
    “I really don’t see a problem.” 
 
      
 
    Sammy’s half a mind to snap at him again, he looks like a girl with no breasts, just flat with no abs or anything. If he breathed in too much, he could count his own ribs — ever since he was a kid he was like this. Not participating in gym class out of sheer disinterest in sweat and struggle, not building any muscle but not getting any fat either.  
 
      
 
    Now he’s scrawny and can’t do anything about it—and Bryant, who could possibly help him, doesn’t see the problem.  
 
      
 
    “I want a body like yours.”  
 
      
 
    “Why?”  
 
      
 
    Impossible to not feel a hint off settled, at how Bryant’s body eclipsed his in the mirror, hat dipped low with the brim showing only his intense focus on him. Watching how Bryant’s hands work, drawing calloused thumbs down Sammy’s sides, dipping low to his waist to massage his hips.  
 
      
 
    Sammy shifts, Bryant pulls his hands back up and his fingers brush hard against his nipples. The noise that escapes Sammy’s mouth is ungodly, high pitched and mortifying. He clamps both his hands down.  
 
      
 
    “No, no — I wanna hear that, come on.”  
 
      
 
    More touching now, as Bryant drops all pretense of professionalism. His thumbs rubbing Sammy’s nipples in circles. 
 
      
 
    “Fucking hot—fucking—”  
 
      
 
    “I’m not,” 
 
      
 
    “You are,” Bryant growls, his mouth finds the side of Sammy’s neck and starts sucking there. Sammy reaches back, clutches onto Bryant’s thighs. His cock is stirring to life in his panties. Bryant’s calloused fingers don’t stop circling but begin gliding downward back to those hips.  
 
      
 
    “Holy shit—”  
 
      
 
    Bryant reveals his silk panties in the mirror. The sight of his tenting cock, the clear and obvious sign of equal arousal and Sammy suddenly wishes he hadn’t come to the gym to try and be masculine. At least now he wouldn’t have this staring him in the face anymore, he didn’t want to have to deal with this.  
 
      
 
    “I’m not, I didn’t mean to wear them-”  
 
      
 
    Bryant doesn’t seem to give a shit either way. His eyes narrow as if he’s a predator that just caught its prey. “Bend over, face on the floor—I’ll pay you, I’ll pay you.” He says breathlessly. Sammy pauses. His heart shoots up to his mouth. “I won’t fuck you, I promise—’m just gonna grind my cock against you—h-hold still.”  
 
      
 
    Sammy locks eyes with him, hopes his seriousness is getting through to him. Then he sighs, unable to find it in him to put up any more fight and lowers himself until his cheek is resting up against the carpet and his palms are stretched out on the ground beside him and his ass is in the air. It’s one thing to have clearly seen it, Bryant’s long, hard cock standing strong and wanting… 
 
      
 
    It’s another feeling entirely to feel the heated length of cock pressing up against his ass, and then feel it sliding between his cheeks. Sammy inhales hard, drags his nails down the carpeted flooring. His breath stutters when Bryant’s cock begins grinding — this isn’t what he came here for.  
 
      
 
    He came here to bulk up, not be Bryant’s bitch. Then he saw his body in the mirror and his fire just burned out.  
 
      
 
    Bryant’s thrusts knock him out of his thoughts and force him back to the real world. They go from soft and testing, enough that Sammy can feel the brush of his flared head against his twitching virgin entrance to rough with deep, throaty growls that draw something tight in Sammy’s gut.  
 
      
 
    The word ‘no’ hangs on his lips and never comes out, shoots back down his throat when he sees the sight in the mirror. His thin little body pushed to the ground mostly naked with panties at his knees, and a big, strong man thrusting his hardened cock against his back. Bryant’s hands holding him, thumbs and fingers pressing bruises into his sides. The gentle knocking of his body against the carpeted floor and the noticeable burn of his knees and cheek. 
 
      
 
    “You’re so fucking soft Sammy, so soft, be good for me, be good—”  
 
      
 
    One of Bryant’s hands relocates to his cock and Sammy hides his face, unable to believe that he’s letting things go this far. Then he sees it and everything becomes absurdly clear and mortifying all at once.  
 
      
 
    With a deep, guttural noise Bryant cums across Sammy’s back. 
 
      
 
    Sammy blinks, shocked at his own leaking cock, at the entire experience, at the lack of panic he feels now that it is over. It occurs to him, in a moment of silent horror, dawning on him like a creature in the night; he doesn’t want to live in a body like Bryant’s, he doesn’t want to look like more of a man.  
 
      
 
    He wants a man.  
 
      
 
    “Oh god, I’m still hard—Sammy, please, I’ll give you one thousand and we can stop but just let me—let me—”  
 
      
 
    One thousand dollars is enough to pack the fear away. There’s only one prevailing thought on Sammy’s mind; Do it. Do it and never have to deal with anything like this ever again. Sammy’s hands cover his face as Bryant breaks from him to reach into the desk beside him. In the mirror, Sammy can see the label reading ‘lube’ long before he feels Bryant’s newly slickened fingers poke at his entrance.  
 
      
 
    When they do though, his body goes chillingly still. Sammy’s head is dashing through a million thoughts a minute; Is the heat drawing tight in his lower stomach disgust or extreme arousal at everything occurring? Or perhaps it’s because of the sight of a massive muscular, powerful alpha preparing to take what he wanted with no qualms?  
 
      
 
    The first thick, calloused finger pushed in. Sammy whimpered, mortified, having second and third thoughts before the movement began, slow and measured at first—Bryant’s need to fuck temporarily chained back by trained self-control. How many others had Bryant done this sort of thing with? Who knows. Maybe he has one sexually confused guy on this floor crying his name every morning.  
 
      
 
    Would explain the lube.  
 
      
 
    Then Bryant’s finger brushed inside against something, lord knows what, and Sammy’s breath left him in a pleased sigh. They both froze, locking eyes in the mirror of just knowing that this was going to happen and occur;  Sammy was now just as into it as Bryant, they were going to fuck on his gym office floor.  
 
      
 
    “Oh god.” Sammy whispered, “Oh God—” Bryant’s finger worked faster, thrusting harder and quicker into and out of his pink puckered hole until Sammy’s pleas for more could be heard down the hallway. “Please, please—more! Fuck me—”  
 
      
 
    The more Sammy’s newly made sissy ass adjusted, the quicker came the little desperate pants and pleas for more and more. Bryant’s hand worked, first with one finger, then two, then three. Heat pooled in his stomach, his little sissy cock strained above the panties pulled to his ankles.  
 
      
 
    Bryant’s cock head pressed against his ass, a spike of nervousness jumped into Sammy’s heart — could he even take something, it looked so thick in the mirror. Like a soda or pill bottle.  
 
      
 
    The head pressed against his entrance. Sammy’s teeth grit as he watched that cock disappear into his ass. Slow, shallow thrusts to open up that tight, tense ring of muscle where his fingers couldn’t. The pain didn’t cease, but the pleasure mounted until Sammy found himself groaning deeply again. “That’s right, use that tight sissy ass—fuck me, fuck me—”  
 
      
 
    Bryant steadied one hand on the small of Sammy’s back, the other on his waist. His thrusts grew faster with every passing one. Sammy’s head swam, drowning in pleasure. Past all the thoughts of need and want was one burning question; Why hadn’t he let men use his body like this before? 
 
      
 
    Soon the smacking of Bryant’s balls against his ass was filling the room. “Fuck me, fuck—harder, harder—” Sammy’s pleas melted into sobs. He never wanted this to stop. 
 
      
 
    The image in the mirror was of a drooling slut, on all fours getting his ass torn in two by a massive tanned cock, thrust in and out of his hole with no abandon. Pleasure laced and lined all through Sammy’s body, shivers and shakes overtaking conscious movement until he was pushing his needy ass back into Bryant and on the verge of tears, pleasure overwhelming his senses.  
 
      
 
    The roughness of carpet rubbing against his knees, face, and ass. The raw power and strength on display as the dim lights made the sweat on Bryant’s body even more clear, shining in the mirror. Filthy, wet sounds of sweat-slick hips slapping together. Sammy wanted to weep, why didn’t he do this sooner? 
 
      
 
    “Cute little slut. That’s right—that’s right, take that fucking dick.”  
 
      
 
    Bryant stopped moving his hips and Sammy cried out, thrusting his own trembling hips back weakly in an unsteady motion. What little he could get going was a stuttering mess. This wasn’t enough — he needed Bryant’s strength and stamina ruining him, fucking him open like he was meant and built for it.  
 
      
 
    “Come on, show me you want my cock pounding in and out of you.”  
 
      
 
    Sammy moved quicker, as quick as he could, it still didn’t compare.  
 
      
 
    “Please,” He eventually cried, “Please fuck me, fuck me like you own me, I want that dick—”  
 
      
 
    “You want it?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes!”  
 
      
 
    Bryant grabbed Sammy by both his hips and thrust in earnest, pushing his cock into the base and pulling out until it was hanging in by the tip, before going in again. Faster and faster, his hard cock shoving all of itself into that soft, tight sissy hole over and over again. Sammy’s hands went from scraping against the carpet to reaching back, spreading his ass open. Anything to get that incredible dick deeper inside. Anything to get more of that hot white pleasure soaking in him. 
 
      
 
    “You like it when I fuck you like you don’t matter?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, sir, I love it sir, I love being a little whore, sir.”  
 
      
 
    Sammy gasped, the initial trembles of orgasm shocking him with the raw strength of it, then devolved into wordless, mindless moaning as he stained the carpet with his cum. His twitching cock eventually calming down, bouncing with the tip brushing against his panties with every rough thrust.  
 
      
 
    “Fucking slut.”  
 
      
 
    Sammy wanted to weep, it was so good. Had he known how much pleasure he would be able to feel from this, he’d have offered up his body so much sooner.  
 
      
 
    Bryant didn’t finish, his hips keep going. Thrusting hard and fast and deep and taking all he wants from Sammy who couldn’t help but give. The tight little ass shook whenever his cock slammed into it. Sammy’s voice devolved into messy desperate things, “More, can’t—don’t stop—” He entered a heated trance of desire of watching Bryant use him, listening to the smacking of their hips together and how his moans would echo down the tiled halls.  
 
      
 
    Did everyone else know he was getting used? Would he walk out of here just to find twenty plus strong, tall alpha males all lining up to abuse his tiny twitching hole? Sammy hoped so, watching that thick cock penetrate him over and over again until the tingles of orgasm brought him crashing down again, “Bryant, please! Don’t stop!”  
 
      
 
    He came again. 
 
      
 
    Then Bryant let out a deep groan, his thrusts went from steady and strong to more and more erratic.  
 
      
 
    “Slut, fucking sissy whore—” Bryant shouted, hips stuttering as he growled through his orgasm. Wave after wave of hot, thick cum stuffed Sammy’s hole, left him shaking and heated to the core. Bryant’s rode out his orgasm, grinding out his cock and draining it deep in Sammy.  
 
      
 
    When Bryant finally pulled free and started recomposing himself, Sammy slumped to the ground. Every inch of his body felt exhausted, used. His knees and cheek burned from where they’d been rubbing against the carpet, his ass and cock felt sore. He felt…liberated.  
 
      
 
    Strange, chasing this feeling, he never thought he would find it lying against the floor, mostly naked, with girl’s underwear—now stained with semen, around his knees. Ass full of Bryant’s cum. 
 
      
 
    Bryant chuckled knowingly. 
 
      
 
    “Well, congrats Sammy. You’re in for a payday.” 
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