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    Chapter One 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Are you even listening to me?” demanded Christina.  I looked up to see her standing over me, her arms crossed below her generous breasts.  If she hadn’t been wearing an expression of annoyance, I might’ve marveled at how a girl like her had ended up with a guy like me.  She was blonde, beautiful, and had a body like a swimsuit model.  By contrast, I was short and slim, and nobody had ever confused me with a model of any sort.  “Or are you too busy playing that stupid game again?”  
 
    “I was listening,” I lied.  In fact, I’d heard only a word here or there.  Instead, I had been focused on my video game.  In my defense, though, it was a pivotal moment.  And besides, I could easily guess the topic of my girlfriend’s discussion.  “You were talking about Dr. Waters’ class.”  
 
    She frowned.  Of course, she had been talking about her favorite professor.  Most of her conversations concerned her women’s studies classes.  “Yeah – I’m not going to let you get by with that kind of vague response,” she said.  “What, exactly, was I talking about?”  
 
    “Um…oppression?” I guessed.  That was the usual topic.  “Misogyny?  I know – it was male –” 
 
    “You’re such a pig,” she said, sighing.  “Sometimes, I wonder why I’m even with you.”  
 
    Honestly, so did I, and it wasn’t just because she could do far better.  No – she obviously didn’t like men very much, and she spent the majority of her time complaining about chauvinism or male privilege or any number of other faults of my gender.  More than once, I’d fully expected her to simply throw up her hands in exasperation and declare the entire population of men to be hopeless.   
 
    She hadn’t always been been like that.  However, things had changed ever since she’d started taking Dr. Amelia Waters’ classes.  The woman was on the cutting edge of feminist thought, so it wasn’t altogether surprising that she’d gained something of a cult classic amongst our university’s female population.  Still, the way girls like Christina hero-worshipped the woman was a bit creepy.  They hung on her every word, and rarely thought very critically about what she had to say, which was often extremely biased and incredibly radical.   
 
    But she hadn’t, and after almost two years of being together, I was reasonably confident that she wouldn’t.  So, it was easy to ignore her many diatribes concerning social justice, and most of the time, my lack of attention skated under the radar.  Not this time, though.  She knew I hadn’t been listening, and she wasn’t happy. 
 
    “For your information,” she said, plopping down next to me.  “I was talking about how ridiculous it is that we haven’t had a female president yet.  Dr. Waters thinks the only reason the last election turned out the way it did was because of male fear.”  
 
    “Or because Hillary Clinton is about as likable as a brick wall,” I said. “No – less.  She’s just the –” 
 
    “And the other guy’s better?” she spat.  “I mean, he’s an unrepentant asshole who’s made his entire fortune by being a crooked snake.  I think the people are just afraid of a strong woman who doesn’t pander to the male ego, and because of that, men – and some women who’ve internalized society’s misogynistic culture – refused to vote for her despite the fact that she was an objectively better candidate.” 
 
    I looked back at the screen to see that I’d been killed in-game.  Sighing, I leaned my head back.  Sometimes, being with Christina was exhausting.  I was all for social justice.  I even considered myself a feminist, of a sort.  But she never switched it off.  It was all the time, and I would’ve gone crazy if I let myself listen to it any more than I already did.   
 
    “It was almost four years ago, Christina,” I said.  “Let it go.”  
 
    “Injustice doesn’t have a statute of limitations,” she persisted.   
 
    I looked at her, asking, “What do you want me to say?  Yeah – it sucks that Trump won.  I don’t like it.  But complaining about it isn’t going to change anything right now.  Besides, you basically just killed me.”  
 
    She followed my hand as I gestured to the screen.  “You died because you kind of suck at this game,” she said.  “And we have to talk about this kind of stuff, because if we don’t, we’ll continue to make the same mistakes.”  
 
    “Fine,” I said.  “Orange man bad.  Woman good.  Can I please play my game, now?”  
 
    “You mean the one with the oversexualized female characters who either wear skintight catsuits or run around half-naked?” she asked. 
 
    “It’s just a game,” I insisted.  “And besides, have you seen the guys in this game?  Even with a metric ton of steroids, no man could ever look like that in real life.”  
 
    “It’s all male wish-fulfillment,” she said.  “You want to be like the men.  While you’re playing, you subtly imagine that you are them.  And those are the kinds of guys who get the kind of women in that game.  It’s gross.”  
 
    I sighed, setting the controller down.  “Fine,” I said, turning off the television.  “What do you want to do, then?  What kind of entertainment is acceptable?”  
 
    “I’m not here to tell you what to do and what not to do, Riley,” she said, standing.  “I’m just pointing out what you’ve obviously chosen to ignore.  What you do with that information is up to you.  And besides, I have to go meet Emily.  She’s having trouble in Biology, and she needs my help studying.”  
 
    I suppressed a groan.  It wasn’t that I disliked Emily, my girlfriend’s best friend.  No – I thought she was great.  Except that, when the two of them were together, they were incredibly affectionate with one another.  Barely a minute passed without the two of the hugging or kissing or holding hands.  And while I knew it was just the way female friends acted toward each other, it still made me uncomfortable, primarily because Emily was an open bisexual who clearly found Christina attractive. 
 
    “Tell her I said hello,” I said, maintaining an even tone.  The last thing I needed was to start another argument with Christina, especially about Emily.  We’d fought about her far too many times, the latest fight occurring when I found out that the two showered together when they had sleepovers at Emily’s house.  That hadn’t ended well for me.  Our arguments never did.  So, I bit my tongue, adding, “I love you.”  
 
    She bent down, kissing me on the cheek.  “I love you, too, sweetie,” she said.  Before she turned to leave, she said, “Think about what I said.  I don’t want to dictate what you do, but I’d love it if you chose the right path on your own.”  
 
    And then she was gone.  As much as I wanted to think the way she wanted me to think, I just couldn’t.  So, I picked up the controller, turned the television back on, and went back to my game.  Before long, I was shooting aliens with my online friends again.  However, her words had found their way into the back of my mind, where they ate away at my assumptions.  Each time I saw one of the oversized men in the game, I wondered if I really did subconsciously wish I was one of them.  And when I saw the half-clad women?  They were obviously there for titillation.   
 
    Was Christina right?  Was I part of the problem?  I didn’t think so, but I had bought the game.  I did play it.  And I never once considered how inappropriate it was.  Once I realized that, I couldn’t in good conscience keep playing it.  So, I said my goodbyes and turned the game off.  Instead, I opted to study for my own upcoming finals.  Nobody could call that sexist, I was sure.  I was safe.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The next night, Christina and I were lying in bed, our lips locked together as our hands explored one another’s bodies.  Obviously, I’d have preferred to take the next step into full-on lovemaking, but Christina enjoyed foreplay.  And I enjoyed making her happy.  So, since we’d gotten together, I’d endeavored to give her what she so plainly wanted.   
 
    My hand slipped beneath her panties – she only wore a pair of cotton underwear and a tee-shirt; I was, by contrast, wearing just a pair of old, striped boxers – I noticed something very different.  She hadn’t shaved.   
 
    Now – I’m not one to insist that women shave their pubic hair.  I’m equal opportunity where that’s concerned.  Whether it’s a landing strip, a big seventies bush, or completely bald, I don’t care.  But I’d never been with a girl who didn’t shave her legs, and until that moment, I’d never expected Christina to break that particular barrier.  For most of our relationship, she’d been fastidious about her grooming habits.  So, when I felt the prickles of hair beneath her underwear – and as my shins rubbed against hers – I stupidly reacted, and poorly. 
 
    Pulling an inch or so away, I asked, “Forget to shave?”  
 
    I knew I’d made a mistake the instant the words were out of my mouth.  “Seriously?” she said, pushing me away.  “Jesus.”  
 
    “What?” I asked as she sat up and swung her legs off the bed.  I couldn’t help but stare at her legs.  They weren’t hairy, but it was clear that she’d made a distinct choice not to shave.  “I just asked a question.”  
 
    “A question loaded with misogyny,” she said.  “I mean, for fuck’s sake, Riley – I never talk about your hairy-ass legs.  But a few days after I decide I’m not going to conform to society’s expectations for female grooming standards, you have to make a big fucking deal about it.  It’s like Dr. Waters keeps saying – even the good men are fucking pigs because our culture tells them it’s normal.”  
 
    I was taken aback.  One second, we’d been on the verge of having sex, and the next, she was lecturing me on male chauvinism?  It wasn’t altogether unexpected, but it was frustrating.   
 
    “I…it’s just…I mean…I don’t care if you shave or not,” I said.  “I was just making a comment.”  
 
    “A comment designed to make me feel bad about it,” she said.  “It’s not your fault.  I know it isn’t.  But I just wish you’d understand what it’s like to be a woman in this world.  Nobody ever just expects men to shave like that.  It’s so fucking sexist.”  
 
    “I…I would shave if you wanted me to,” I said, hoping to salvage the situation.  I still had designs on sex, and I hoped that the overture would help patch the bridge between us.  And for a second, when she smiled, I thought it had.   
 
    “Okay,” she said. 
 
    “So, you’re coming back to bed?” I asked.   
 
    “No,” Christina said.  “You’re going to shave for me.” 
 
    “What?” I said, stuck nearly dumb.   
 
    “You said you would do it if I wanted you to,” the beautiful blonde said.  “Well, I do.  I think you’d be sexy with smooth legs.  Chest and underarms, too.  Come on – I’ll help you.”  
 
    “But –” 
 
    “I know,” Christina said, cutting me off.  Her smile faded in the space of an instant.  “You weren’t serious, were you?  You had no intentions of doing what I want.  You were just trying to placate me so I’d play with your little thing.  Well, I’m not.  I refuse to let you dictate how I –” 
 
    “I said I’d do it if you wanted me to,” I said, interrupting her.  I got out of bed.  “And I will.”  
 
    “Well, good,” she said.  “For a second, I thought you were going to try to wriggle out of it.”  
 
    “I thought you knew me better than that,” I countered.  “Now – let’s do this.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    My best friend, Brad, tilted his head back, cackling.  I’d just told him about what I’d done for Christina.  I had removed every stitch of body hair except for a thin strip above my penis.  And while I’d never been a particularly hairy guy, the difference was dramatic – especially since she insisted that I use some of her lotion to “soothe and soften” my skin.  It had left my body feeling like it was coated in soft velvet and smelling like flowers.   
 
    “That’s not a real laugh,” I said, hoping against hope that none of his fraternity brothers had heard my story.  Most of the time, when I visited Brad, with whom I’d been best friends since grade school, they ignored me.  But even so, those alpha males knowing about my smooth skin would’ve been humiliating, so I was paranoid about them finding out.   
 
    “Dude,” he said.  “It’s totally real. I can’t believe you did that for her.”  
 
    “I thought it was the only way to calm her down,” I argued.  “She was getting going on one of her rants, and I was really horny, so…” 
 
    “So you shaved your legs,” he said.  “No – I get it.  You’re whipped.  It’s fine.  I mean, she’s fucking hot, so I get it.  I’d probably shave for her, too.”  
 
    “Really wish you’d quit making fun of me,” I said.  “She kind of had a point, you know.  I mean, nobody ever just expects guys to shave like that.  Nobody really expects us to make any kind of effort at all.  But girls?  They’re supposed to be soft and smooth, and they’re supposed to smell good, too.  I just think it’s a double standard.”  
 
    “It’s just how the world works,” Brad said, throwing his arm over the back of the chair.  He and I were almost complete opposites.  Once, we’d been two peas in a pod, but then, when puberty had reared its ugly head, he’d left me behind in almost every respect.  Seemingly overnight, he’d grown into the very image of all-American masculinity.  Tall and broad-shouldered, with a square jaw and a deep voice, he was everything I knew I would never be.  And for a while, I’d been quite resentful of him.  However, he’d stuck by me, and in fact, he had been the sole reason any of the “cool” crowd tolerated me during high school.  I alternated between being jealousy and gratefulness for his friendship.  But he never wavered in his friendship.  “Chicks like being pretty.  And we like that about them.”  
 
    “But that’s kind of her point,” she said.  “Girls like it because they’re told they should.  And we like to keep them there because it’s what we’ve always done.”  
 
    He barked a harsh laugh.  “You’re sounding like one of those feminazis that stalk the quad everyday,” he said.  “You know?  Those butch lesbians with pink hair?  The ones that became feminists because they were rejected by every single guy they’ve ever liked?  Yeah.  Them.”  
 
    “That’s not the only reason they think what they do,” I said. 
 
    “But it’s one of them, man,” my friend said.  “You know it is.  They’re bitter and angry, and they just want every woman to be just as miserable as they are.  You notice how none of them are hot?  And not even in a grungy, tomboy kind of way.  They’re all whales who’ve substituted an ideology in place of a personality.  They’re no better than those people whose whole lives revolve around smoking weed.  I mean, I like to smoke as much as the next guy, but it’s not –” 
 
    “Fine,” I said.  “You’re right, okay?  I don’t want to listen to you go on about weed culture again.  I get enough rants at home.”  
 
    He laughed.  “You know what your problem is, don’t you?” he asked. 
 
    “I have to pick only one?” I asked. 
 
    “Seriously – you should’ve just pledged with me,” he said. “You’d be living here at the house instead of off-campus with that girl.  I know your mom and dad are paying for that apartment – and it’s nice – but you’re kind of isolated out there.  If you want, I could talk to Chase about getting you in here with minimal ceremony.  He likes you okay, and –” 
 
    “He likes making fun of me,” I said, referring to Chase Wallace, the president of Brad’s fraternity.  I’d yet to see him without him teasing or punching or otherwise bullying me.  He hid it behind playfulness, but I knew his type.  I was smaller than him.  Weaker.  And he knew I’d take it because I simply didn’t have the means to resist.  The last thing I wanted was to live in the same house as him.  “I don’t want to join your frat, Brad.  I’m happy living with Christina.”  
 
    He shrugged. “If you say so, man,” he said. “Just trying to look out for you.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “I think it makes perfect sense,” said Christina, sitting nearby as I lay on the table.  I was naked, which was the source of my discomfort.  Or maybe it was the portly girl with jaw-length hair and a plethora of tattoos up and down her arms standing over me.  She held a strip of cloth coated with warm wax.  As she settled it onto my groin, Christina continued, saying, “You can learn so much by taking Dr. Waters’ class.”  
 
    “Can we not talk about this right now?” I asked, bracing for the pain I knew was about to come.  The girl – Christina’s cousin, Jessica, who did bikini waxing for a living – smirked before ripping the cloth off.  With it came the hair beneath, root and stem, and I let out a loud yelp.  “I’m kind of…preoccupied.”  
 
    “I told you that guys don’t do will with this kind of thing,” said Jessica, looking at her cousin.  “They have such a low threshold for pain.”  
 
    “I’m fine,” I growled.  I had already endured waxing on my legs, chest, and underarms, and she was just finishing up by removing the hair around my genitals.  It felt like my skin was on fire, but I did everything I could to keep that pain from affecting my voice when I said, “Just get it over with.”  
 
    “You’re going to look so sexy,” Christina said.  “I’m so glad you agreed to let Jessica do this for you.  Now, you won’t need to shave as much.”  
 
    It was all I could do not to roll my eyes.  How I’d let myself get talked into submitting to the waxing in the first place was still something of a mystery to me.  A couple of days after shaving, I’d been complaining about how much the growing hair itched, and then, suddenly, I was agreeing to visit Christina’s cousin to get it all taken care of.   
 
    “You know what he really needs?” said Jessica, placing another strip.  As she ripped it off, she continued, “Electrolysis.  You know we do that here, right?  I mean, I’m not certified yet, but my partner is.  She could have him permanently smooth.”  
 
    “Maybe later,” Christina said.  Then, to me, she said, “I already signed you up for Waters’ class, by the way.  It’s going to be so much fun.  I mean, you do need an elective, right?  This can help.  And who knows?  You might like it enough to switch your minor over or something.”  
 
    “Yeah,” I said, gritting my teeth as Jessica ripped yet another strip off.  I hated that she’d signed me up without asking, but, naked and on the verge of tears was not the state I wanted to be in when I started an argument with my girlfriend.  So, I just said, “It’ll be great.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The next semester, as I sat in the classroom next to Christina, I found myself feeling distinctly out of place.  Part of it was the fact that, as far as I could tell, I was the only male in the class, and I’d gotten more than enough dirty looks to make me feel somehow ashamed of that reality.  It didn’t make any sense, but it felt like each and every one of the girls in the class somehow blamed me for the many crimes of my gender.  The other part was that, as soon as we’d gotten into class, Christina had all but ignored me for Emily.  Even as the start of class drew near, they had their heads together and were giggling about some inside joke.  I wasn’t jealous, but I couldn’t say that I enjoyed feeling like a third wheel in my own relationship.   
 
    Finally, the professor, Dr. Waters herself, swept into the room.  To me, she looked like a taller, thinner, and decidedly less inviting version of Diane Keaton’s character, Annie Hall.  She had the vest, the tie, the kakhi slacks – even the hat.  If she’d been slightly more attractive, it might’ve been endearing.  However, she was afflicted with a permanently sour expression, and that, combined with the fact hat she had something of a pinched face, made her extremely unappealing.   
 
    Suddenly, I realized that I was doing something that Christina had often claimed all men did.  I’d always refuted the claims that my gender always judged women by their looks, first, and their character second, but I couldn’t deny that my natural dislike of Waters stemmed from her unattractiveness.  With an effort of will, I slammed the door on that line of thinking and tried to open my mind.  It wasn’t easy, and I was only partially successful, but I wasn’t above patting myself on the back for what little I accomplished.  So, as the class settled down, I felt good about myself for recognizing my own faults and trying to correct them. 
 
    That lasted about two seconds. 
 
    “Men are the most dangerous force in this world,” the thin woman said, setting her satchel on the desk at the front of the classroom.  Every female eye was gazing at her in admiration.  “And as such, every effort should be made to curtail their violent, toxic nature.  I recently tweeted that, aside from a select few who would be used for breeding stock, the world’s male population should undergo castration before hitting puberty.  Today, we’re going to be discussing how that would make the world a better place and why the male elite refuse to accept that it’s necessary.”  
 
    I sank down in my chair as she went on about how testosterone is the root of the world’s evil.  Every evil thing in history, according to this woman, was the result of a man thinking with his hormones.  She gave so many examples that I almost began to believe it myself, and when the class was over, I couldn’t help but feel a little guilty for being born with such venom coursing through my veins.   
 
    Still, even as I withstood that barrage of feminist propaganda, I maintained at least a shred of context.  Men weren’t alone in doing terrible things.  The other half of the population were just as guilty.  I had even read that female world leaders were nearly twice as likely to go to war as their male counterparts.  If that wasn’t proof that men and women were equally to blame for the world’s ills, I didn’t know what qualified as such.   
 
    After the class had ended and my classmates had begun to file out of the classroom, I was lost in thought as I packed my laptop into my bag when I heard the professor’s now-familiar voice coming from right beside me.  I looked up as she asked, “So – who’s this pretty, little thing?”  
 
    “That’s Riley,” said Christina, beaming at the teacher who was towering over me.  “He’s mine.”  
 
    I saw Emily roll her eyes.  She thought nobody noticed, but I did.   
 
    “Pretty and smart enough to take my class?” Waters said.  “What a catch.  So petite, too.”  
 
    Christina gripped my arm, dragging me to my feet.  Suddenly, I realized just how tall Dr. Waters was.  I was used to women being taller than me – after all, I wasn’t even five-and-a-half feet tall – but the professor towered over me in a way that few women did.  And it made me feel even smaller.   
 
    “I got him to take the class,” Christina pointed out.  “He recognizes his own privilege, and he wants to learn more.”  
 
    “Does he, now?” said Waters, a thin smile playing across her lips.  “How nice.  Remember, Chris – it’s not enough to know what’s going on.  You have to commit to challenging the status quo.”  
 
    “I am committed,” said my girlfriend.  “I swear I am.”  
 
    “Good,” stated the professor.  “I expect great things out of you.”  
 
    And with that, she strode away, he steps long and firm, and I realized for the first time that I hadn’t uttered a single word.  Instead, the two women had spoken about me like I wasn’t even there.  For some reason, that irked me.  However, I didn’t say anything.  I didn’t think I had the right.  So, after Christina and I had gathered our belongings, I followed her out of the class.  Waiting for us was Emily.   
 
    The stockier girl leaned in, kissing my girlfriend on the lips.  “Hey,” she said.  “We’re going for coffee.  You coming?”  
 
    She shrugged.  “Me and some of the other girls from class,” she said.  “You can bring your partner if you want.  Nobody cares.”  
 
    “Thanks, but we’ve got to go,” I said.  “I’ve got another class in an hour, and –” 
 
    “We’d love to come,” Christina said, gripping my arm tightly.  She squeezed it pointedly.  “Right, hun?”  
 
    “Um…right,” I said.  “Sure.  Let’s go.”  
 
    “Glad we have your permission,” deadpanned Emily.  And I wanted nothing more than to…what?  Slap her?  No.  That was just me feeding into the paradigm of male aggression.  Tell her off?  That wouldn’t be right, either.  Women should feel free to say what they wanted without a man telling them they’re wrong.  So, what?  How could I respond without being exactly what they expected me to be?   
 
    The simple fact was that I couldn’t.  So, I just nodded, smiled, and said nothing.   
 
    “I like that,” Emily continued.  “Boys should be seen and not heard.  That’s what I’ve been teaching my partner, at least.  He’s learning, but it’s taking a long, long time to drill that through his thick skull.  I see you’ve got Riley here trained better than that.”  
 
    “He has his moments,” Christina said.  “As you know.”  
 
    The two laughed, but I had no idea what the joke was.  So, I just stood there, smiling like an idiot until one of them agreed that we should get going.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Christina was well into one of her long-winded complaints about my gender when my attention began to wander.  She was surrounded by three of our classmates – Emily, of course, a blonde named Karen, and a girl with bright, red hair named Simone – who either nodded at or verbally agreed with every single point she made.  It didn’t matter how silly or outlandish; they were deep within their own echo chamber, and there wasn’t a dissenting opinion in sight.  Once, when they were talking about the wage gap, I’d tried to point out that it was partially the result of women working less, and I’d been shut down without hesitation.  So, I’d learned to keep my opinions to myself, more or less.   
 
    “She’s a visionary,” said Emily, referring to our professor.  “I just wish she’d get a little more mainstream traction.  Her ideas are really what this country needs to get us out of this funk.”  
 
    “She got some attention when she retweeted that politician,” pointed out Karen.  “You remember, right?  It was last year.”  
 
    “She wasn’t a politician yet, though,” corrected Simone, taking a sip of her decaffeinated, soy latte.  “This was before she ran for congress.”  
 
    “Right,” my girlfriend said.  She took her own coffee black.  I suspected it was an attempt to seem stronger, but she just claimed she liked it better that way.  And who was I to argue with her personal taste?  Even so, I couldn’t fail to notice the slight wince at the bitter taste every time she took a sip.  “But that got some attention, though.”  
 
    “Not the kind anyone wants,” Karen said.  “The media dragged her name through the mud.”  
 
    “What did it say?” I asked, trying to sound as innocent as I could.  “The tweet, I mean.”  
 
    Christina patted my arm, saying, “It’s so sweet when you act like you’re interested in politics.”  
 
    “I’m not acting,” I said.  “I really want to know.”  
 
    “The politician – I think her name was, like, Gretchen something-or-other; it doesn’t matter, though – she was working as some kind of economist or businesswoman or something, and she made some tweet about how men have had plenty of opportunities in leadership, and they’ve screwed it up completely,” said Simone.  “She implied that it was time we gave women a shot.”  
 
    “That doesn’t sound bad,” I said. 
 
    “No,” was my girlfriend’s response.  “It doesn’t sound bad at all.  In fact, it’s precisely what this country needs.  But all the media could focus on was the way she said it.”  
 
    “Well, she didn’t exactly try to make it a little more palatable for the mainstream sheeple,” said Karen, pushing her blonde hair behind her ear.  “She just said that maybe we shouldn’t let boys run for office.  Like, that’s almost a quote.”  
 
    “Oh,” I said.  “That’s a little…different.”  
 
    “Damn right it is,” said Karen.  “If she’d have just tried to explain the point rather than tweeting like it was some kind of bumper sticker, she might’ve made a little more headway.  But it lampooned her political career.  And when Dr. Waters retweeted it, the media latched onto her as proof of that what’s-her-name’s radicalism.  It hurt the cause more than it helped.”  
 
    “Honesty is never a bad policy,” said Emily.  “Maybe it is time we stopped letting boys hold office.  Or vote.  Or do anything of consequence.  They’ve had control for hundreds of years, and look at where that got us.  A world at constant war, a poisoned environment, women who can’t walk down the sidewalk without fearing rape…I could go on and on about how shitty it is.  I can’t help but think it’d be different if women were in charge.”  
 
    All the other girls agreed, and I nodded.  However, I couldn’t stop myself from losing interest.  It was all just more of the same, and I wasn’t really in the mood to hear the girls talk themselves in circles.  So, I let my eyes wander around the coffee shop, and I amused myself by studying the patrons.  It wasn’t until Christina nudged my ribs – with quite a bit of force, at that – that I realized that the other girls were gathering their things to leave. 
 
    After we all said our goodbyes, and Christina and I were finally alone outside, she wheeled on me, hissing, “You are such a fucking embarrassment!”  
 
    “W-what?” I asked.  “What did I do wrong?”  
 
    She shook her head in disgust.  “You know exactly what you did, Riley,” she said, pushing me into a nearby alley.  “You humiliated me right there in front of my friends.”  
 
    “I…I’m sorry,” I said.  “I didn’t mean to.  I just didn’t know about those tweets and –” 
 
    “The tweets?  What the hell are you talking about?” she asked.  “I don’t care that you don’t know politics.  I think it’s kind of cute.  But that’s not what this is about.  You were sitting right there at the table with me, and you were ogling the other women in the fucking coffee shop.  Not even trying to hide it, either.  I mean – this is exactly what I’m always talking about.  You probably didn’t even realize you were doing it.”  
 
    “I…I wasn’t…I mean…I was looking at everyone,” I said.  “I was kind of spaced out, and –” 
 
    “Please,” was her response.  “I swear, sometimes I wonder why I even put up with you.  Or any man, for that matter.  No control whatsoever.  I mean, honestly – you’re a fucking monster.  You all are.  And you don’t even know it.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Please,” I said, clasping my hands together as I sat on the couch.  I was a hair’s breadth from falling to my knees.  “Just reconsider, Christina.  I’m begging you.  I’ll do anything.”  
 
    She looked me up and down, and I could see the obvious disdain there.  For the past week, we’d been arguing almost nonstop.  Or rather, she’d been berating me while I apologized and begged for forgiveness.  It didn’t seem to matter that I hadn’t meant to let my eyes stray to other women.  Nor did it matter that I had never once shown any propensity for cheating.  No – all that mattered was that I was a man, and, obviously, that meant that I couldn’t control my baser urges.  No further proof was needed than the fact that I’d been “ogling” other women right in front of her.   
 
    Suddenly, her expression changed.  “Anything?” she asked. 
 
    “Anything,” I echoed.  “I love you.”  
 
    “And if I asked you to prove it?” Christina asked.  “What would you do, then?”  
 
    “Whatever you want me to do,” I said, finally seeing a light at the end of the tunnel.  I meant it, too.  I would do almost anything to end the week-long argument. 
 
    “Okay,” she said.  “Then wait here.”  
 
    Confused, I sat on that couch, waiting as my girlfriend disappeared down the hall and into the bedroom we shared.  Looking around, I couldn’t help but notice the apartment’s décor.  We had decorated it together when we’d moved in, but that was a polite way of saying that she’d taken charge of everything while I simply agreed.  The result was a long way from what I’d imagined when thinking of what my first apartment would look like.  Like most teenage boys, I’d dreamt of a swanky bachelor pad with leather reclines, a giant television, and plenty of friends to keep it occupied.  What I’d gotten was pastels, a white couch, and a tiny television that was chosen more because it fit the space where she wanted to put it than because it would be easier to watch.  And other than Brad, I had no friends.  And even with him, the visits were scarce.  No – Christina was all I had, and I couldn’t bear the thought of losing her.  I would do whatever it took to stay with her.  Full-stop.  No caveats.  Just an honest realization. 
 
    And it was strongly challenged when she brought a small box into the living room and set it down on the coffee table.   
 
    “What is this?” I asked, picking it up.  It appeared to be some kind of plastic contraption, the purpose of which was a complete mystery. 
 
    “It’s a chastity cage,” she said. 
 
    “Like what they made women wear in the –” 
 
    “Just stop talking,” she cut me off.  “It’s for your thing.  We put it in this cage and lock it.  I’d have the only key, which means that I would control when and where we took it off.”  
 
    “And…why?” I asked.  “What’s its purpose?” 
 
    “Peace of mind,” she said, standing over me with her hands on her hips.  “We lock you in that thing, and you can’t get hard.  That means you can’t go sticking your little dick wherever you want – not without my permission.  No more late-night masturbatory sessions.  No more reason to watch porn.  No more –” 
 
    “That was one time, Christina,” I said.  “I haven’t watched porn since.”  
 
    “And you never will again, if I have my say,” she stated.  “But this is all academic.  Either you wear this for me, or we’re done.  I’m not going to be with someone who doesn’t respect me.” 
 
    “I do respect you,” I said. 
 
    “Then you’ll do this for me,” was her response.  “I need to know you can’t stray.  I need to know, Riley.  Right now.  Do it, or I start moving out.”  
 
    Of course, I agreed.  I didn’t really have much of a choice.  When everything was said and done, I couldn’t imagine losing her.  And I think she knew that.  So, after I agreed to her demands, she had me strip down to nothing.  It took her only the space of a few seconds to get the thing on me, and when she did, I couldn’t help but remark, “It’s so tight.”  
 
    “You’ll get used to it,” she said, poking it.  The added weight made my compressed genitals swing. 
 
    “Did it have to be pink?” I asked, looking down at my plastic-encased penis.  It looked so small shoved into that contraption.   
 
    “It does,” she said.  “Now, put your pants on.  Or don’t.  I’m not opposed to looking at that cute, little thing all day.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I didn’t really get used to my cage – not at first, at least.  It was always there, reminding me just how trapped I’d become in my own relationship.  I wasn’t blind to the reality that what she was doing was unhealthy.  I knew that I should stand up for myself.  I realized that I should simply leave.  But it was more complicated than just breaking up with her.  Or that’s what I kept telling myself in an attempt to justify my captivity.   
 
    And God, I never knew how often I got an erection until that plastic device prevented them.  At night.  During the day.  Morning, noon, and evening – it was a constant barrage of pinching discomfort.  And when I complained, Christina just smiled and said, “You said you’d do anything.  Well, this is anything.”  
 
    It also seemed that, with me locked up like I was, her amorous attentions ratcheted up about six notches.  Rarely did a moment alone pass without her hands finding my body.  It was like she couldn’t get enough of me, and as frustrated as I was, I couldn’t get enough of her, either.  So, as I sat in class, her hand on my thigh, my arousal was in such a heightened state that I couldn’t think of anything but sex – which was ironic, because that’s what Dr. Waters’ lecture concerned. 
 
    “Men use it to control us,” she said.  “To put us into these little boxes where we have to be pretty to get their attention.  It’s about dominance.  Control.  Penetration is power.  They know it, too.  Goddess, they know it.”  
 
    A girl on the other side of the classroom raised her hand.  I vaguely knew her as Brittany, but only because she always had something to say about Waters’ lectures.  Because she often disagreed with the woman, Brittany was the class pariah.  She got even more dirty looks than I did.   
 
    “Yes, Brittany?” Dr. Waters said, nodding.  “What do you have for us today?”  
 
    “Just a question,” the girl responded.  She was a tiny thing, with a broad face with too big of a nose.  “What’s the alternative?  I mean, it’s biology, isn’t it?  They have their equipment, and we have ours.”  
 
    “Equipment?” Waters asked, her tone condescending.  “You’re not a child, Brittany.  You can call them by their proper names.  Penis.  Vagina.  That’s what they are.”  
 
    “Fine,” Brittany said.  “They have penises.  We have vaginas.  To make babies, they have to put their penises into our –” 
 
    “Not true, anymore,” the professor said.  “With the advances in science, men are largely unnecessary to the process of reproduction.  They’re only good for their genetic material.  Everything else is just an archaic expression of dominance.”  
 
    “What’s the alternative, though?” Brittany asked. 
 
    “To heteronormative sex?” the teacher asked.  “Since you’re so hung up on ‘biology’, I’ll give you one that is supported by such.  Anal sex, for men, is at least as pleasurable as vaginal intercourse.  They have a G-Spot and everything.  So, why is it that it’s seen by our society as normal for men to be the ones thrusting away?  Why can’t we?  We have plenty of tools at our disposal to make it quite enjoyable on both ends.”  
 
    “You mean…like…a strap-on?” Brittany asked, clearly uncomfortable with the topic.  “That’s gross.”  
 
    “Is it?” Waters asked.  “I disagree.  I think it’s a beautiful thing when a man is secure enough to let his significant other penetrate him.  It shows that he doesn’t care about society’s demands.  It shows that he’s open to a different way of thinking.  But despite the obvious advantages, it’ll never become the norm.  And do you know why, Brittany?”  
 
    “Because it’s unnatural,” she said. 
 
    Waters laughed.  “No,” she said.  “It’s normal.  Why else would it feel so good, right?  No – it will never become the norm because men will not cede the control of penetration to a woman.  It’s a naturally submissive position, getting penetrated, and they are terrified of it.  That’s why they won’t do it.  That’s why they’ve convinced themselves – and their partners – that it’s unnatural and humiliating.  It’s self-preservation at its finest.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “She has a point, you know,” said Christina.  If I had been honest with myself, I would’ve admitted to seeing it coming.  However, I was deep within a well of denial, so it came as a bit of a shock when she said, “About anal play, I mean.  Lots of guys like it.”  
 
    “Do they?” I asked.  It had been a couple of days since Waters had mentioned it, and the topic had been the center point of my partner’s post-class conversation with her friends.  “It seems…um…I mean…” 
 
    “You’re scared,” she guessed.  “It’s understandable.  I was scared before I had sex the first time.”  
 
    “I’ve had sex,” I said. “This is different, though.”  
 
    “It’s not,” was her predictable response before launching into an almost word-for-word repeat of Waters’ explanation.  I’d already endured it once, but hearing it come out of my girlfriend’s mouth was a little disconcerting.  More, seeing how excited she got when describing how pleasurable it was supposed to be for men was almost terrifying.  When she’d had finished, she added, “And I think the only reason you’re afraid of it is because you think you’re supposed to be.”  
 
    “Maybe,” I admitted. 
 
    “So, you’ll do it, then,” she said.  It wasn’t a question. 
 
    “No,” I said. “I’m sorry, Christina.  I’m just not comfortable with it.”  
 
    “What if I took you out of your cage?” she asked.  “As a reward for trying something new, I mean.”  
 
    I didn’t immediately answer.  In the few weeks since she’d put that cage on my genitals, she had only released me a few times, mostly for cleaning or, on one occasion, so I could get freshly waxed.  I hadn’t had a proper erection in nearly a month, and the result was that I was extremely sexually frustrated.  Any mention of getting out of that cage was enough to cloud my judgment to the point where I’d agree to almost anything.   
 
    But this wasn’t just anything.  This was anal sex.  For all my life, I had equated that act to homosexuality.  Any man who enjoyed such a thing was so clearly gay, and even when Christina had showed me videos of men being “pegged” by beautiful porn stars, I couldn’t escape the notion that they were somehow less masculine than other men.  It didn’t matter that they were all big and strong with penises the size of a woman’s arm.  No – they were gay.  Or sissies.  Or some other derogatory label.   
 
    And now Christina wanted me to join their ranks.  To say that I was taken aback would’ve been an understatement.  But with release – both the literal removal of my cage as well as the sexual release I craved – on the docket, I couldn’t really refuse. 
 
    Then there was the disappointment that would’ve probably followed.  I was still terrified that Christina would leave me, and I’d been walking on eggshells trying to prevent that from happening.  I was certain that any refusal on my part would nullify that effort.  So, predictably, I agreed, adding, “But if I don’t like it, we stop, right?”  
 
    “Of course, sweetie,” she said.  “I’ll go buy some toys right now!”  
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    A few days later, Christina and I were in bed making out when she pulled away, saying, “I wanted to show you something.”  
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “Remember the other day when I said I was ordering some toys for us?” she said.  “Well, I got some, and they came in.  I think it’s time we put them to good use.”  
 
    “Oh,” I said.  “Can’t we just…you know…make out some more?  I could even eat you out.”  
 
    She gave me a small smile.  “As much as I like your efforts in that department – and I do – I really think it’s time you had some pleasure, too,” she said, pushing away.  She stood, then disappeared into the bathroom.  When she returned, she had a finger-width cylinder in one hand and a small bottle in the other.  “Get naked and on all fours.”  
 
    I was moving before she even finished the order.  It as a rare occasion when I stopped to question her instructions, and even with as hesitant as I was about the whole situation, I couldn’t make myself disobey.  So, soon, I found myself exactly where she wanted me – naked and exposed and feeling more than a little vulnerable.  I actually flinched when she touched my smooth, bare ass.   
 
    “So jumpy,” she said.  “It’s okay to be nervous.  Just relax, sweetie.  You’re going to like this.”  
 
    I looked back to see that she’d removed her top.  Her bare breasts – so full and perky – were magnificent.  More, though, I could see that she was flushed – a sure sign of how excited she was.  In her hand was the cylinder; upon closer inspection, I saw that it was sort of curved with one bulbous end.   
 
    “I…I’m not sure about this,” I said.  “Maybe we can do this another day or something.”  
 
    She grinned.  “Don’t be silly,” she said, gripping the flesh of my rear end and squeezing.  “Now that I’ve got you where I want you, I’m not letting you go.”  
 
    I couldn’t ignore the lust in her voice.  When she was that worked up, she wasn’t likely to take no for an answer.  I could only grip the sheets and hope it was over sooner rather than later.  However, if I was going to submit to her fantasy, I wanted to at least reap the benefits.   
 
    “You said you’d take off my cage,” I said. 
 
    “Oh,” was her response.  “Right.  Let me do that, then.”  
 
    A second later, she took the key off a chain around her neck, slipped it into the tiny padlock that was the only barrier between my penis and freedom, and removed the cage.  As soon as she brushed against my cock, it sprang to attention.   
 
    “Somebody’s super sensitive,” she said, grinning.  “That’s good.  Really good.”  
 
    I can’t quite explain the feeling of being free after weeks of captivity.  The cool air, the promise of pleasure, the sheer ecstasy of knowing that, with a few quick pumps, I could have a real orgasm – it was all so damned overwhelming that I hardly even noticed when Christina began massaging my rectum.   
 
    “You like that, don’t you, baby?” she asked.   
 
    “Mmhmm,” I moaned.  It wasn’t unpleasant, but I knew how she’d want me to respond.  And being as how the whole thing was for her, I gave her what she wanted.  Still, when she slipped the first lube-coated finger inside of me, I couldn’t help but flinch away.  She held me fast and firm, though, and her finger remained planted firmly inside me.   
 
    As Christina worked the digit in and out of me, she cooed at me to relax.  To take it like a good boy.  And I did.  In fact, it wasn’t long before I started to take her advice and let go of my tension.  When I did, I was surprised to find out that it was more enjoyable than I could’ve anticipated.  But part of that might’ve been due to my newfound freedom.   
 
    “Okay – I think you’re loose enough for the toy,” she said, pulling her finger out of me.  It came out with a wet pop, and I felt a little sad when it did.  Something whirred behind me, and, before I could react, she’d pushed the vibrating toy inside of me.   
 
    I couldn’t help but gasp.   
 
    “I knew you’d like it!” she squealed.   
 
    I did.  Sort of.  It wasn’t so much that I wanted to like it.  I didn’t.  But the toy was being used for its intended purpose, and it had been designed well.  As a result, I couldn’t stop myself from squirming each time it hit a certain spot.  And each time it did, I felt a surge of pleasure course through me.   
 
    I came within a couple of minutes, spewing my load all over our sheets.  Christina clapped for me, exclaiming that Waters was right.  And I couldn’t disagree.  Nor could I really argue when our sex life started to center around my anal stimulation.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Christina gripped my hips, thrusting her strap-on deep inside me.  I pushed back, wanting to get it as deep as possible.  My plastic-encased penis was limp and leaking cum from the last orgasm I’d had, but I was well on my way to another.  Christina, for her part, was doing everything she could to make it happen sooner, rather than later, pounding in and out of me with the rapidity of a jackhammer.  With the dildo repeatedly hitting what she kept calling my “love button”, I knew it wouldn’t be long before I was screaming in pleasure.   
 
    “Harder,” I murmured.  “Harder!”  
 
    She obliged, slamming it into me, and that was all it took to completely destroy the dam holding back the river of my ecstasy.  I screamed – a high-pitched, quivering, and wordless moan – as the pleasure arced through my whole body.  My toes curled.  I buried my face in the pillow.  And my every muscle clenched as the orgasm rocked me.   
 
    Finally, after a few minutes, Christina slowed the rocking of her hips until, at last – or too soon, given the fact that, if she’d kept going, I would’ve experienced yet another wave of ecstasy – she pulled out.  I collapsed to the bed, feeling the wet spot underneath me.  I didn’t care, though.  I was too satisfied.  To exhausted.  To spent.   
 
    Christina gave my ass a quick squeeze, saying, “I’m going to get a shower, babe.  Do me a favor and clean up, yeah?”  
 
    After she unbuckled the dildo strapped to her groin by a leather harness, she threw it on the bed next to me.  A second later, she was in the bathroom.  As I heard the faucet turn on, I couldn’t help but think of how far I’d come in the space of a couple of weeks.  The first time she’d used a toy on me, I’d been reticent and nervous, and I’d been adamant that I wouldn’t enjoy it.  But now?  I was lying in bed, well-fucked and half-wishing she’d kept going.   
 
    The rapid progression of my addiction to anal sex was a curious thing, but it was understandable enough.  After all, it did feel good.  And she liked it.  Combine those two things together, and it wasn’t difficult to work out why sex, to us, had become exclusively about me taking it in the ass.  It was a rare occasion when she actually touched my penis, and, curiously, I didn’t really miss it.  Not as long as she was meeting my needs in other ways.   
 
    And God, she was.  My pleasantly aching ass was proof of that.   
 
    I reminisced about my situation for a few more minutes before, at last, recovering enough to push myself out of bed and strip the sheets.  I set the dildo aside for later cleaning before thrusting the sheets into a hamper and retrieving fresh ones from the nearby closet.  By the time my girlfriend had finished showering, the evidence of our lovemaking was completely gone.   
 
    Still naked and damp from the shower, she stepped close to me, kissing me full on the lips.  Gripping my ass, she pulled away, saying, “You are so fucking sexy.  I could fuck that ass of yours all day.”   
 
    “I’m ready if you are,” I said, grinning.  “But we’re going to have to put a towel down or something.  I’m not cleaning another set of sheets.”  
 
    She laughed.  “I wish I could,” Christina said. “But I’ve got to run over to Emily’s for a little while.  She’s got this physics test coming up, and she’s not even close to ready.”  
 
    “After, then?” I asked. 
 
    “You are insatiable!” she said.  “But no.  I’ve got to go to the gym.”  
 
    I sighed, sitting on the bed.  “I never see you anymore,” I complained.  “Unless we’re at class or…you know…doing sexy stuff, you’re never around.”  
 
    She sat next to me, putting her hand on my thigh.  I was still naked, and I felt so incredibly vulnerable.  But she’d made it clear that she liked the idea of me walking around the house naked.  So, I did it as often as I could because I liked making her happy, and, over the weeks, I’d discovered that I kind of liked it as well.  However, whatever exhibitionist streak I had was well-hidden by my irritation.   
 
    “I’m busy,” she said.  “With class and everything, it’s all I can do to give you the time I am.”  
 
    “I know,” I pouted. “It just doesn’t feel fair.”  
 
    “You know what?” she said, her voice suddenly brightening.  “I have an idea that could solve the problem.”  
 
    I narrowed my eyes, glancing at her.  “What?” I asked. 
 
    “You could work out with me!” she said.  “I mean, it could be fun, right?  Getting in shape together?”  
 
    “You mean me getting in shape,” I said.  “You’re already there.”  
 
    “Don’t be like that,” was her response.  “I’m serious.  It’ll be fun.  We could make a whole thing of it.  You could work out with me.  We could diet together.  It’ll be great.”  
 
    “I…I guess,” I said.  “Yeah.  I guess that’ll be fun.”  
 
    “Great!” she said. “I’ll buy you some gym clothes this afternoon, and we’ll start tomorrow.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Over the next two months, I worked out with Christina four times a week, and that, combined with my adherence to her vegan diet, gave me quite a different body.  However, the gains I experienced weren’t exactly what I’d imagined them being.  I suppose that, like all guys, I’d dreamed of ending up looking like Thor or something.  Bulging muscles.  Square jaw.  That kind of thing.  Never mind that my body wasn’t really built like that in the first place; I just assumed that, with enough hard work and dedication, I’d get somewhere close.   
 
    And maybe I would have, if I’d done the right sort of workouts.  As it was, though, Christina insisted that my exercises be confined to the lower body.  I couldn’t count the number of squats or lunges I did.  Nor did I even begin to tally the number of steps I’d climbed.  But they worked their magic, and, before the first month had turned into the second, my legs had become quite shapely indeed.   
 
    Then there was my butt.  I don’t know how to describe it, except to call it round.  It wasn’t fat or anything, but to me, it looked a little out of place.  I mean, I had this slim waist, and then, all of a sudden, it flared into a bubble butt that was as round as any woman’s.  And its size and shape was only accentuated by the fact that Christina insisted that I wear yoga pants to the gym.   
 
    More than once, I’d been mistaken for a girl.  The first time it happened, I’d been quite distraught.  I didn’t say anything to Christina, because I knew she wouldn’t understand.  In fact, she’d have probably made some kind of comment about me being sexist because I didn’t take the mistake as a compliment.  The second time was a little less distressing.  And the third, even less so.  By the end of that second month, I’d begun to take it all in stride.  Or I had until I ran into Chase Wallace, Brad’s fraternity’s president, in the gym locker room.   
 
    “Now that is one fat ass,” he said, stepping up behind me and grabbing a big handful.  “I bet your boyfriend loves it.”  
 
    I had seen him a few times in the gym, so I wasn’t really surprised that he’d cornered me.  However, he had chosen the exact wrong moment, because I was half undressed and wearing only a pair of white, cotton briefs.  They fit differently than my normal underwear – a necessity for wearing tights – so they rode up a bit in the rear.  The sight must’ve presented an inviting target for Chase’s ridicule.  However, I wasn’t going to be intimidated by him or his caveman nature. 
 
    Turning, I said, “Fuck you, Chase.”  
 
    “Not even a denial,” he said.  “You know, if you were a little prettier, I might even consider fucking you myself.  I mean, looking like you do, it wouldn’t even really be gay.”  
 
    My face reddened.  “Just leave me alone,” I said, trying to step away.  But there wasn’t really anywhere to go.  I couldn’t very well run out of the locker room half-dressed. 
 
    He raised his hands in a profession of innocence.  “Just trying to give you a compliment,” he said.  “I’ll tell you what – if you ever want a good fucking, come see me.  You can even bring that sexy girlfriend of yours.  I’m sure she’d like to know what it’s like to be with a real man.”  
 
    Before I knew it, my hand arced out, striking him palm-first across his face.  There wasn’t really much force behind it.  I was almost completely devoid of any meaningful muscle in my upper body.  It was more surprising than anything.   
 
    Chase clutched his cheek for a second, then grinned.  “Feisty,” he said.  “I like that.  Remember my offer.”  
 
    With that, he left the locker room.  When I knew I was alone, I sank to the bench in front of the locker, and I cried. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I crossed my legs as I sat in the salon, waiting on Christina.  On a whim, she had decided that she wanted shorter hair.  And while I had never really liked such hairstyles on women, I was as supportive as I knew how to be.  Still, when I saw how short she’d gotten it cut, I was more than a little taken aback.  I’d expected something jaw-length or longer, but what she had gotten was decidedly shorter.  In fact, it was shorter than my own hair. 
 
    “I…I don’t know what to say,” I said, looking up.  “It looks…good.  Yeah.  It looks good.”  
 
    Christina frowned.  “That’s about the weakest compliment I’ve ever heard,” she said.  “I know it’s really short, but I like it.”  
 
    Her own workouts weren’t as restrictive as mine, which meant that she often worked on her upper body.  The resultant muscle, along with the shorter hair, made her look very butch.  That impression was spoiled only by her makeup.   
 
    “I do too,” I lied.  “Really.  I’m serious.”  
 
    Just then, her stylist – another of her cousins, this one named Renee – stepped up beside her.  Renee could’ve been Christina’s sister for how much they favored one another.  In fact, they might’ve passed for twins if Renee hadn’t had a few extra pounds on her.  In any event, she was still quite pretty.   
 
    Reaching out, she touched my brow.  “You really should let me touch those nasty things up,” she said.  “It would do wonders for your look.”  
 
    I sighed.  She had been after me to let her trim my eyebrows for weeks, and I’d so far resisted, much to my girlfriend’s chagrin.  More than once, she’d asked me why I wouldn’t take her cousin up on her generous offer.  I’d been unable to think of an answer, save that I didn’t really want it, and even that was running quite thin.   
 
    “I think you’d look great,” she said.  “Come on.  Just this once.  If you don’t like it, you never have to do it again.”  
 
    “Fine,” I said.  “If it’ll get you to stop talking about it, I’ll do it.”  
 
    And just like that, I was swept into the back of the salon, where Renee practically pushed me into a chair.  Almost immediately, the two were talking about what the stylist was going to do to me.   
 
    “Wait,” I said.  “I thought I was just getting my eyebrows shaped.”  
 
    Renee looked down on me.  “Please, girl,” she said.  “Nobody just gets their eyebrows done.  You’re here for a full makeover.”  
 
    “Just let her do her thing, babe,” Christina added.  “She’s a genius.”  
 
    Renee beamed at her cousin, then said, “I was thinking something in a pixie.  Obviously, going to have to remove what little facial hair he has, too.  I have some cream that’ll do the trick nicely.  Some of the ladies that come in need it.”  
 
    She giggled, then quickly disappeared into the back.  I took that opportunity to voice my concerns, saying, “Christina, I don’t know about this.  She’s talking about hair removal and pixies and…God, I don’t even know what that is.”  
 
    “Trust me, sweetie – it’ll be fine,” she said.  “I know you’re uptight about stuff like this, but I think you’re going to look great.  Besides, I haven’t steered you wrong yet, have I?”  
 
    “No, but –” 
 
    “Then trust that I won’t this time,” she said, patting me on the shoulder.   
 
    I shook my head.  Arguing with her was pointless.  In the end, she would always get what she wanted because she knew that all she had to do was threaten to leave if I didn’t.  A few simple words, and I’d do whatever she told me to do.  And besides, we were pretty happy, right?  She’d been right about the anal sex.  And I’d gotten tons of compliments on my gains at the gym.  So, who was I to question her if she thought I needed a new hairstyle or shaped eyebrows?   
 
    Or maybe I was just trying to justify it all.  I don’t know, but once Renee returned, she slathered a foul-smelling cream all over my jaw and upper lip.  It tingled a bit, a sensation that turned into light burning before, fifteen minutes later, she washed it all off.  When she did, what little facial hair I had went with it, leaving my face completely smooth.   
 
    “That’ll last a couple of months, at least,” the stylist said.  “And when it does grow back, it’ll be lighter than before.  A few good sessions, and it’ll quit growing altogether.  I could do his chest and back, too, if you want.”  
 
    Christina shook her head.  “He already gets all that waxed,” she said.  “Not that there’s much hair to remove in the first place.  But you remember that other thing you wanted to do?  When you get done with his hair and eyebrows, I definitely want that.”  
 
    “Are you sure?” she asked.  “It’s kind of –” 
 
    “I’m sure,” was Christina’s reply.  “Just do it, okay?  You owe me.”  
 
    “What’s going on?” I asked, my face still tingling from the hair removal. 
 
    “Nothing,” Christina said.  “Just a present.  You’ll see, later.”  
 
    I let it drop.  If she didn’t want to tell me, nothing I could say or do would pry it out of her.  So, I leaned back and let Renee start in on me.  The plucking of my eyebrows wasn’t really a pleasant experience, but I suppose I shouldn’t have expected a process involving having my hair yanked out would be.  Even so, I endured, and soon, it was finished.  I tried to look in the mirror, but Christina pushed down on my shoulder, preventing it. 
 
    “Not until everything’s finished,” she said. 
 
    I sighed.  “Fine,” I said, thinking it was dumb.  But waiting didn’t hurt, so I didn’t make a big deal about it.  After that, Renee started styling my hair.  She didn’t cut much – just a little here and there to shape it – but the entire process took longer than expected.  So, when she finally announced that she was finished, I was eager to get a good look at her handiwork.  Renee turned the chair slowly around, and when I finally saw my reflection in the mirror, I couldn’t stop a soft gasp from escaping between my lips.   
 
    I didn’t exactly look like a girl, but I certainly didn’t look like a man, either.  But if I’d had to pick a side, one or the other, I’d have leaned toward femininity.  My eyebrows weren’t dramatically arched, but they had clearly been shaped.  That would’ve been impactful enough, but my hair had also been arranged in an equally feminine hairstyle.   
 
    I reached up, touching it as I said, “It looks…I mean…w-what do you call this?”  
 
    “A pixie cut,” Renee said.  “It’s the best I can do with your hair being short like that.  If you grow it out a little, we can do a lot more.”  
 
    “I think it looks great just like it is,” Christina said, beaming at my reflection over my shoulder.  “But maybe long hair would have its benefits, too.” Then, she leaned close, whispering into my ear, “I’d love to have something to grab ahold of when I fuck you.”  
 
    I felt my stomach turn flips as I blushed.   
 
    “You ready for that other thing?” asked Renee.  “I’ve never done it to a guy, before, but –” 
 
    “Yes,” Christina said.  “I really do want it.”  
 
    “Fine,” Renee said.  “But full disclosure – I’ve only just started to learn the process.  I’m confident I can do it just fine, but I’m not as good as someone who’s been bleaching for years.” 
 
    “Bleaching?” I asked.  “Like, you’re going to dye my hair blonde?”  
 
    Both Renee and Christina laughed.    
 
    “No,” said Christina.  “Maybe sometime in the future.  We’re talking about your butt.”  
 
    “Specifically, your anus,” Renee added.  “We’re going to bleach your anus.”  
 
    “W-what?  Why?” I asked. 
 
    “Because I don’t like seeing that brown hole staring back at me when I fuck you,” Christina said, a little annoyed that I didn’t just accept it.  “I want something pink and pretty.”  
 
    I was struck dumb by the fact that she’d just blurted the detail of our sex life out.  It wasn’t explicit, but, with context, I was certain Renee could figure out what Christina meant.  Having the other woman know how Christina and I had sex was somehow mortifying.   
 
    “It’s not a big deal,” Renee said.  “We don’t even use chemicals anymore.  I have this laser in the back and everything.  Just two sessions, and it’ll be done.  After that, you just have to get touched up once a year, and you’ll have the prettiest butthole around.”  
 
    I knew I wasn’t going to win.  In the end, I had little choice in the matter – a fact that seemed to be rearing its ugly head quite often of late.  But what was I supposed to do?  If I didn’t do what Christina wanted, she’d leave.  And what’s more, I felt that I owed it to her to be what she wanted me to be.  Anything else would be selfish.  So, reluctantly, I agreed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I sipped at the beer, trying not to feel uncomfortable in my surroundings.  Trying, and failing.  Ostensibly, I’d come to the fraternity house to watch a football game with my friend and his fraternity brothers, but in reality, I’d only done so because Christina had insisted that I vacate the apartment for the afternoon so she and her friends could hang out.  Honestly, it hurt a little not to be included in her plans; after all, Christina and I barely left one another’s sides.  So, being excluded so blatantly was not only a surprise, but a hurtful one at that.  However, I had little choice but to endure, because, no matter how much I begged her to let me stay, she wouldn’t be budged.  So, I’d ended up calling Brad and asking to hang out.   
 
    To say he was surprised to hear from me would’ve been an understatement.  I’d hardly talked to him over the previous semester.  As close as we’d once been – and we were, having been friends since grade school – he had his life, and I had mine.  Our social lives just weren’t terribly compatible.  Because of that, we’d begun to drift apart to the point where I barely saw my oldest friend.  So, he couldn’t contain his excitement when he invited me over to watch the football game.  And I’d been dumb enough to look forward to it.   
 
    That lasted all of about a minute after I got to the house, because that’s when I saw Chase.  Or more importantly, he saw me.  I wasn’t so naïve that I didn’t know how I looked.  For the occasion, I’d decided to dress down – just jeans and a tee-shirt – but I couldn’t hide my hair.  Nor could I disguise my perfectly trimmed eyebrows.  Or the fact that my face was smoother than any man’s should be.  And then there was my body, which had continued to develop under the influence of my workouts.  Most of the time, I was proud of it, but as soon as I saw Chase’s greedy eyes, I couldn’t help but feel uncomfortable.   
 
    “Hey,” came an unfamiliar voice from my side.  I turned to see one of Brad’s fraternity brothers standing over me.  He thrust a red, plastic cup filed with beer into my hands.  “Need a top off?”  
 
    “Oh,” I said, exchanging the full cup for the one I’d been sipping.  I hadn’t intended to drink it all, but it certainly was nice for the guy – I couldn’t remember his name – to offer more.  Maybe he took his job as a host seriously.  Nobody else did.  “Thanks.”  
 
    He sat beside me, introducing himself as “Jake”.  I told him my name, and we went back to watching the game.  I could feel Chase’s eyes on me.  He’d lobbed a few nasty comments in my direction, and I could recognize his intention to do more than insult me.  I wasn’t sure if he wanted to fight me or do something else, but I was certain I didn’t want to find out.  Maybe, I found myself thinking, Jake would protect me.  After all, he’d given me a drink.  He must be one of the good ones.   
 
    Brad had all but disappeared the moment I’d walked in the door.  Obviously, he wasn’t too thrilled with the changes to my appearance.  He didn’t say anything about it, but I could see his disapproval in his eyes.  More plainly, I couldn’t help but notice that he was nowhere to be seen.  That wasn’t the behavior of a friend.  I felt abandoned and out of place, and if it weren’t for Jake’s kindness, I might’ve left before the game even started.  But I didn’t, and for a while, I was happy for that decision.  Jake was, as I suspected, a nice guy who seemed truly interested in me as a person.  He didn’t insult me.  He didn’t shun me.  He just talked, and I listened.  I listened and drank, and within a few minutes, I was feeling the effects.   
 
    A wave of dizziness hit me, and I stared at the cup for a second.  Had I drunk more than I’d thought?  Had he given me more than one refill?  I couldn’t remember, and, increasingly, I couldn’t even think.   
 
    “I…I think I need…I need to l-lie down,” I slurred, feeling my body go nearly limp.  Jake caught me.  He was so nice.  “Can you take me home?”  
 
    “Not like this,” he said, putting his arm around my shoulders.  I leaned into him, grateful for the support.  “Let’s get you upstairs.  You can use my bed.”  
 
    “Your…y-your bed?” I managed to say as he dragged me to my feet.  I tried to put one foot in front of the other, but my body didn’t seem willing to respond.  I was lucky Jake was there.  He’d known me for less than an hour, but he cared more about me than my lifelong friend.  That was both depressing and uplifting, depending on which way my brain was swaying.   
 
    Eventually, Jake half-carried me up the stairs and down a narrow hall, ending up pushing through a door and into a bedroom.  There were a pair of twin beds on either end, which put me in mind of the dorms I had seen but never lived in.  In my drunken state, I found myself wondering how things might’ve turned out differently if my parents hadn’t insisted I get an apartment off-campus. That, in turn, led to thoughts concerning their treatment of me.  They were good people, for the most part, but they were completely disconnected from my life.  Financially, they took care of everything, but emotionally, I was left to fend for myself.  It’d always been that way, and I knew it would never change.  A million other thoughts that didn’t belong in the situation flowed through my mind as Jake guided me to the bed.   
 
    “Thanks,” I mumbled, struggling to stay upright as he sat beside me.  “You’re a good guy.”  
 
    He grinned.  “I am, right?” he said, his arm still around my waist.  “And you’re pretty.”  
 
    “Huh?” I said.  “I’m not –” 
 
    He put his finger over my lips, shushing me.  And then, suddenly, his hand was under my shirt.  Mentally, I knew I should resist.  I knew I should pull away.  Or scream.  Or punch him in the nose.  But my body was in no condition to respond.  So, I endured his fondling.  I barely even reacted when he started kissing my neck.  It was like I was paralyzed, both by my fear and my inebriation.  But I was aware enough that tears of frustration flowed down my cheeks as he pushed me onto my back and started in on my jeans.  He only bothered to get them half open before his fingers dipped below the waistband of my underwear.   
 
    “What the fuck?” he bellowed, backing away like he’d been bitten by some loathsome insect.  “You’re a fucking dude?  And what the fuck was all that plastic?”  
 
    “I…I…I don’t…”  
 
    He towered over me, his face a thundercloud as his anger and humiliation one-upped one another.  His fists clenched.  His teeth ground together.  And his eyes burned with fury.  In that instant, I knew he would kill me if he was left unchecked.  More, I knew that there was no chance of me resisting.  As terrified as I was, I still couldn’t move.  I could barely think or speak, let alone react to his aggression. 
 
    Jake took a step forward, and I closed my eyes, ready for a beating that I probably wouldn’t come back from.  But it never came.   
 
    “What the fuck is wrong with you, man?” came Brad’s familiar voice.  I opened my eyes to see that he’d pushed Jake up against the wall.  As angry as Jake was, Brad’s was even more furious.  And his was a righteous anger.   
 
    “What business is it of yours?” demanded Jake.  He was so much smaller than Brad.  And he practically cowered before my friend.  “This little bitch tried to trap me.”  
 
    Brad barked a harsh, humorless laugh.  “You roofie him,” he said. “And then you get mad at him for being a guy?  Fuck you, Jake.  You’re lucky I don’t put you in the fucking hospital.”  
 
    “Try it, pretty boy,” Jake growled. 
 
    Brad didn’t hesitate.  Instead, he rammed his fist into Jake’s jaw.  Maybe I imagined it, but I thought I heard a crack, and the smaller man fell to the floor with a loud thud, unconscious.   
 
    “Fucking prick,” Brad said, stepping over Jake’s crumpled form.  He sat on the bed, his hand finding the side of my face.  Then, in a much softer voice, he said, “It’s okay, Riley.  He’s not going to hurt you.”  
 
    Then, I wept in earnest as the gravity of the situation caught up to me.  Even with my mind addled as it was, I knew I’d been in horrible danger.   
 
    And Brad had saved me.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Don’t get me wrong,” said Christina, sitting on the bed beside where I lay.  “I’m glad he was there to help you, but it’s just proof of everything I’ve been trying to say.  They’re not even content with date-raping women anymore.  Fucking frat assholes. And your friend solved it the only way he knew how.  Men only know violence.”  
 
    “He deserved worse,” I muttered, clutching my knees to my chest.  It had been three days since the incident at the fraternity house, and I still hadn’t fully recovered.  I couldn’t help but think that I probably never would.  Once I’d sobered up, and Brad had taken me home, I’d been struck by how completely helpless I’d been.  If Jake hadn’t stopped, if he hadn’t found the evidence of my gender, he would’ve kept going.  I would’ve been another statistic, a victim of rape.  “I’d cut his balls off if I could.”  
 
    “But you won’t press charges,” she said.  Raising her hands, she added, “I get it.  Almost every girl I know has had a similar experience.  Some went to the police.  They did everything they were supposed to do, but nothing happened.  One of the rapists even got convinced, and he spent all of two months in jail.  It’s a joke.”  
 
    It was.  A terrible, depressing joke, and it wasn’t the least bit funny.  It was even worse because I hadn’t told Christina the whole story.  I’d recounted the attempted rape just as it had happened, and I’d described my rescue with as much detail as possible.  However, I hadn’t told my girlfriend about the conversation I’d had with my friend on the way back to the apartment.  
 
    Or former friend.  I was sure that relationship had run its course because, in that car, he’d actually accused me of inviting the situation by dressing and acting the way I had.  “You can’t dress like that and think men aren’t going to respond,” he’d said.  “And what are you doing taking drinks from people you don’t know?  You can’t do that, Riley.” 
 
    I knew he was just trying to protect me.  I’d known it then, and that hadn’t changed in the following three days.  However, the very thought that he was blaming me for what had happened was appalling, and it showed me that Brad, for all his good qualities, wasn’t all that different from all the rest of them.  At the end of the day, he was a man, and he would never understand what I’d experienced.  He couldn’t, and I was fairly certain that he didn’t want to, either.  It was so much easier to sit back and critique my actions, to place the blame at my feet rather than admit that in every single room, there was probably a man willing to simply take what he wanted without regard for anyone else.  And I couldn’t continue to be friends with someone who chose to blame the victim.  I wouldn’t.  And so, I hadn’t spoken to him since; I didn’t intend to in the future, either.   
 
    It hurt, sure.  God, it hurt.  But it was the only choice I could really make.   
 
    “I know this isn’t the best time,” said Christina.  “But happy birthday.”  
 
    “Oh,” I said, looking up at her smiling face.  “That’s today, isn’t it?”  
 
    “You didn’t even remember your own birthday, did you?” she asked. 
 
    I shrugged.  “I’ve got a lot on my mind,” I said.  “I mean…you know.”  
 
    “I do,” was her response.  “But I think I now something that’ll take your mind off of it.  I got you presents!”  
 
    She was trying so hard.  She wanted so badly to help me.  And as much as I wanted it to stew in my own misery, Christina wasn’t going to let that happen.  So, I didn’t complain when she retreated into the closet to gather a half-dozen boxes wrapped in colorful paper.   
 
    “This is just a start,” she said, grinning.  Even without makeup, she was still quite beautiful.  “Just remember that.”  
 
    “The start of what?” I asked, returning her smile with one of my own.  She didn’t answer, so I ripped into the first box to find a new outfit from one of Christina’s favorite boutiques.  It was cute – a black, sleeveless top and a pair of white shorts that looked far briefer than what I usually wore – but it was also very clearly feminine.  But then again, I’d been dipping into her wardrobe for months.  From tights to tee-shirts and most everything in between, I’d been borrowing her clothes for quite some time.  In fact, aside from my jeans, I hadn’t worn my own clothes in recent memory.   
 
    “You like it?” she asked. 
 
    “It’s pretty,” I said.  “I don’t know if I can pull it off, but –” 
 
    “You can definitely pull it off,” was her response.  “Now, open the others!”  
 
    I did, and each box revealed another new outfit, each less masculine than the last.  I was a little surprised not to find a dress or a skirt in one of them.  I didn’t care, though.  All that mattered was that they were pretty; clothes didn’t have a gender, and as long as I looked good in them, I was happy.  Or at least that’s what I told myself.  However, there was still a bit of masculine pride tickling the back of my mind.  I ignored it.  That seemed to be happening more and more, of late.   
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “You two girls are just so cute together!” said our neighbor, Mrs. Santiago, who’d cornered us in the hall.  She was a short, portly woman in her sixties, and she had a fluffy, white lapdog cradled in her arms.  “I was just telling my friend Martha how adorable your relationship is.”  
 
    “Thanks,” Chris muttered, not bothering to correct the woman about my gender.  In retrospect, I’m not sure she would’ve believed her, anyway.  Not with how I looked.  Not with what I was wearing.  In the white shorts that barely came down below my butt cheeks and the black top, I looked enough like a girl that it would’ve been difficult to convince anyone of my true gender.  Most people simply assumed I was a flat-chested girl, and I’d gotten tired of correcting them.   
 
    I clutched Chris’ arm.  “What’d you want to talk to us about, Mrs. Santiago?” I asked, hoping to change the subject.   
 
    “Oh,” the older woman said.  “That.  Just so you know, this isn’t coming from me.  It’s Dave down the hall.  And that family from upstairs.  Did you know they’re –” 
 
    “What’s wrong, Anne?” asked Chris, using the woman’s first name.   
 
    “Nothing’s wrong,” she said, clearly nervous.  “I keep telling them that it’s completely healthy that two young people in love have sex, but they’re taking it to the –” 
 
    “What does our sex life have to do with anybody else?” asked Chris, getting angry. 
 
    “Oh,” Santiago said.  “Nothing, I suppose.  It’s just that…well…we have thin walls.  Really thin walls.  And…um…one of you – I assume it’s you, Riley – is quite vocal.”  
 
    I felt the burning of embarrassment in my cheeks.  Vocal.  That was a polite way of saying that, once Chris got going, I had a habit of screaming for more, for her to fuck me harder, faster, to give me her big dick.  I was mortified.   
 
    “Oh, sweetie – don’t be embarrassed!” said Santiago, reaching out to touch my arm.  “I was like that when I was younger, too.  It’s normal.”  
 
    “You’re right,” Chris said.  “It is normal.  And we’re not going to stop just because some people are prudes about sex.”  
 
    “I…I’ll try to…um…keep it down,” I said. 
 
    “Yeah,” Chris said.  “She’ll try.  I’ll make sure she doesn’t.”  
 
    It took our neighbor a good second or two before she made the connection, and when she did, the resultant expression was a mixture of embarrassment, excitement, and a bit of envy.  “I bet you will,” she said. “As far as I’m concerned, you girls can do whatever the hell you want to do.  I have a gay nephew, so I’m an ally.  Isn’t that what it’s called, now?  An ally?”  
 
    “Thanks, Mrs. Santiago,” said Chris.  “We appreciate it.”  
 
    I couldn’t speak for my embarrassment, and I found myself being dragged away before I could even say a polite goodbye.  And once we were in our apartment, Chris basically attacked me.  Within minutes, she had ben on the bed, where she was furiously pounding into me with her favorite strap-on.  Predictably, I couldn’t contain myself, and before I knew it, I was screaming just like always.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “I love that shade on you,” said Alex.  “Emily won’t let me wear anything that dark.  She said it makes me look like a whore.”  
 
    He and I were sitting on the couch in one of Chris’ friends living room while our girlfriends – and their friends – hung out in the dining room, playing a drinking game.  I felt isolated and left out, but Chris had been insistent that I wouldn’t “get” the game.  The result was that I had little choice but to hang out with Emily’s vapid boyfriend, Alex.   
 
    It wasn’t that I didn’t like him.  If pressed, I’d have to admit that I did.  We shared a lot of interests, most notably our taste in fashion, but Alex had taken the changes I’d reluctantly embraced to the next level.  He thought nothing of wearing women’s clothing, up to and including lingerie, dresses, and skirts.  Even as we sat in that living room, he wore a floral print sundress that was barely long enough to conceal his modesty.  I was dressed far more conservatively in a pair of distressed jeans and a tight tee-shirt with capped sleeves.  Both had been made for girls – men’s jeans didn’t really fit my figure, anymore – but they could’ve been confused for androgynous.  My only truly girlish choice had been to wear makeup, which Alex had quickly latched onto.   
 
    “Don’t really like the implication there,” I said, taking a sip from the wine cooler Chris had given me a few minutes before.   
 
    “Oh, don’t be so sensitive,” Alex said, putting his hand on my thigh.  “I’m trying to give you a compliment, here.  I’m actually jealous.” 
 
    “Right,” I said.  “Sorry.  I’m just a little…I don’t know…I’m still not used to all this, you know?  The makeup, the clothes – I mean, I like it.  I do.  It’s just different.”  
 
    “You’ll get used to it,” was Alex’s response.  “I did.”  
 
    I was saved the need to respond, because, a second later, the girls descended upon us.  Clearly, most of them were drunk.  Even Chris looked a tipsy.   
 
    “Come on!” she said.  “You can come play our little game.  Truth or dare!  It’ll be fun.” 
 
    I shook my head, trying to refuse.  Alex, of course, was eager to do whatever the girls asked.  However, I knew from experience just how wrong an innocent game like that could go.  I’d been embarrassed too many times in high school not to have learned that lesson.  But Chris and the others were insistent, and eventually, I had little choice but to agree.  And at first, it wasn’t so bad.  The girls took it all good-naturedly, daring one another to do fairly innocent things like doing a handstand or an embarrassing dance.  Before long, I was laughing right alongside them.   
 
    I guess I should’ve known it wouldn’t last.  I should have anticipated that it would get out of hand.  But I was too wrapped up in the fun.  I was too convinced that these women were different than the people I grew up with.  They weren’t, and on my second turn, I said, “Dare.”  
 
    Emily smiled – an evil expression if ever there was one – saying, “I dare you to make out with Alex.”  
 
    “W-what?” I asked.  “I…I don’t…that’s not…” 
 
    I looked at Chris, who just shrugged.  “You picked dare,” she said.   
 
    “B-but why does anyone want to see…that?” I asked, terrified.  It didn’t help that Alex had already scrambled into position beside me.  He looked eager. 
 
    “How many times have you seen two girls egged on to kiss?” Emily said, suddenly sounding incredibly sober.  “How often have you watched porn of two lesbians?  It’s okay for girls to be sexualized like that, but the moment it’s two pretty boys, it’s wrong, huh?  It makes you uncomfortable, right?  Well, that’s kind of the point.”  
 
    “Emily, don’t make this about that,” Chris said. 
 
    “Everything’s about that,” she argued.  “You know as well as I do that it’s always about that.  Think about it.  Think about how many times guys have joked about you being with another girl like you’re supposed to perform for their amusement.  It’s fucking wrong.”  
 
    “It is wrong,” said Chris.  All the other girls had fallen silent.  “That doesn’t excuse what you’re doing.”  
 
    Emily shrugged, then took a swig of beer.  She’d never been more unattractive to me.  But Chris, who’d decided to take a stand against her friend, was even sexier than usual.  I couldn’t help but see her as my protector, and it felt reassuring, knowing that she was there for me.   
 
    “Can’t beat ‘em, join ‘em,” said the shorter girl.  “You want to keep playing?  Do the dare.  Alex is willing.  Is your boy?”  
 
    “I don’t think I like your tone,” Chris said. her voice low and menacing.  “I think –” 
 
    “It’s fine,” I said, putting my hand on my partner’s shoulders.  “I’ll do it.  If it’ll keep everyone from arguing, I’ll do it.”  
 
    Turning to me, Chris asked, “Are you sure?”  
 
    I nodded.  “I’m sure,” I said.  Then, to Alex, I said, “Let’s get this over with.”  
 
    I shifted around, facing the other boy.  He was quite pretty.  A little bigger than me, sure.  And a lot more muscular.  He had more masculine features.  But he made up for that by dressing and acting in an exaggeratedly feminine manner.  I couldn’t help but wonder what he’d been like before Emily got her hooks in him.   
 
    Reaching out, I touched his cheek.  Then his neck.  And suddenly, I was leaning forward.  Our lips connected.  They were soft.  Inviting.  Submissive.  I thrust my tongue into his mouth, and his mingled with mine.  Vaguely, I was aware that the whole room had fallen silent.  The kiss lasted only a few seconds, but it felt like an eternity.  However, when we finally broke apart, I couldn’t help but want more.  So did Alex.   
 
    I opened my eyes, and so did Alex.  The girls all cheered.  Even Chris.  And I smiled shyly, saying, “I guess it’s somebody else’s turn, now.”  
 
    Sometime later, when the game had started to wind down, I went to the bathroom.  As I was finishing up, Chris came inside, shutting the door behind her.  I was barely off the commode and pulling up my panties when she rushed me.  Without hesitation, she gripped my jaw, kissing me deeply, passionately.  Drunkenly.  I accepted it without a hint of protest. 
 
    When she pulled away, Chris said, “You are so fucking sexy.  I want to fuck you right here.”  
 
    “Did you bring it?” I asked, breathless.  I knew the answer, because I’d seen the bulge in her pants. 
 
    She grinned, unzipping her jeans to reveal her strap-on.  She’d started wearing it under her clothes just in case we wanted to be spontaneous.  The idea of having sex any other way simply didn’t occur to either of us.  Besides, months in the chastity device had rendered me almost completely impotent.  Even free of the cage, my penis remained limp and useless.  I didn’t care.  Nor did Chris. 
 
    In the space of a few seconds, her jeans were down around her ankles, and mine had been completely discarded.  I spread my legs as she pinned me against the wall, gripping me under my knees.  With scarcely any effort, she lifted me off the ground.  I leaned in, renewing our kiss as the strap-on found its way to my ass.  And then, she lowered me.  I took it all easily.  Gratefully.  Passionately.   
 
    She fucked me, then and there in the bathroom.  I tried to cry out with the passion of it, but she clamped her hand over my mouth, thrusting all the time.  It all went so quickly.  Hard and fast, it was over in only a couple of minutes.  But it had been so intense that it felt like we’d been making love for hours.  Multiple, glorious hours.   
 
    And everyone knew, too.  Despite Chris’ efforts to keep me silent, they’d all heard our lovemaking, and when I found my way back to the living room, I could see their knowing smiles for what they were.   
 
    I couldn’t help but return them with a grin of my own.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I stood in front of the class, next to Chris, who’d stepped up to the podium.  Over the previous months, we’d both continued to change quite a bit.  For her, it was a physical transformation spurred on by the hours she spent in the gym.  While she was obviously still female, she’d developed muscles to rival most men, and she had the strength to go with that.  Sometimes, I’d stare at her and marvel at the differences between the partner I loved and the girl I’d first started dating.   
 
    No doubt, she felt the same about me.  While my physical changes had slowed to a crawl – there’s only so much I could develop via squats and the like – but I still looked quite different.  Not only had I let my hair grow down to my shoulders, but I’d also taken to wearing makeup every day.  In addition, I’d gotten my ears and navel pierced, and I now sported a small tattoo of a heart on my lower back.  Finally, thanks to lip fillers, I had what Chris kept referring to as “kissable” lips.  Couple those changes with my ever-more-feminine wardrobe, and there was almost no chance anyone would see me as a man.  Which, I’d recently learned, was precisely the point.   
 
    “At the end of last year,” Chris said.  “Dr. Waters challenged us all to find a partner who represents what we want for the future.  She didn’t say it outright, but I think she wanted us to find someone who epitomized what we think men should be like going forward.  So, that’s what I did.”  
 
    She stepped away from the podium, gesturing to me as she continued, “You all know Riley.  He’s kind.  He’s loving.  Soft.  Pretty.  And best of all, he’s submissive.  Even if he wanted to – and he doesn’t – he couldn’t penetrate me.  I wear the dick in our relationship.”  
 
    A few of the girls tittered.  “For all intents and purposes,” Chris kept on.  “The gender roles have been completely reversed.  But it wasn’t all me, though.  I spurred it on.  Obviously, I did.  But Riley was instrumental because he accepted it all without complaint because it was what I wanted.  I think he’s special, in that regard.  I know he is.  And that’s why I love him.  That’s why I think he’s exactly what we all need going forward.  That’s why I think he’s the perfect man of the future.”  
 
    She stepped back, and the class clapped before she led me back to our seats.  I had known all of it beforehand; we’d discussed it before she’d even agreed to give the presentation in the first place.  But even so, hearing her talk about me like I was some sort of experiment was a bit irksome.  I had to keep reminding myself that, over the year since I’d agreed to the first change, our relationship had developed into something far deeper than when we’d first gotten together.  We loved each other, and nothing would ever change that. 
 
    Waters stepped up to the classroom’s podium, saying, “Very impressive, Miss Gates.  Very impressive, indeed.  I look forward to reading your written report.”  
 
    Inwardly, I groaned.  Chris had pulled no punches in her recounting of my journey, detailing everything from our sex life to the attempted rape and everything in between.  I knew I shouldn’t feel ashamed of it, but I couldn’t help but cultivate a sense of embarrassment about everyone knowing our business.  In any case, Waters didn’t dwell on Chris’ presentation for long.  Instead, she moved on to the next presenter, Emily.   
 
    She stepped up to the podium, followed by a tall, incredibly buxom blonde.  I barely recognized Alex, and not just because of the many surgeries Emily had foisted upon him.  He’d lost much of the muscle from when last I’d seen him, and the only evidence of his former masculinity were his slightly-wider-than-normal shoulders.  He looked like nothing so much as a Barbie doll come to life.   
 
    “When I first met Alex,” Emily said.  “He was a bartender who’d dropped out of college the year before.  He was going nowhere, and fast.  But even so, he walked around with that undeserved ego only a man can muster.  He was convinced he was the top dog, and nothing could persuade him otherwise.”  
 
    She turned, looking at her creation.  “It didn’t take long to break him,” she said.  “He actually liked it, I think.  In the end, though, he was so dependent on me that he’d do whatever I told him to do.  So, I turned him into this –” She gestured to the bimbo standing to her left.  “Which is exactly the kind of girl he used to jack off to when he thought I wasn’t looking.”  
 
    “Interesting,” said Waters.  “May I ask how you paid for all these surgeries?”  
 
    Emily grinned.  “He’s been hooking since a month after I met him,” she said.  “Now, he also works as a cam model and a stripper.  He’s bringing in more money than I know what to do with.  But as long as he gets his pretty clothes and his surgeries, he’s happy.  Right, sweetie?”  
 
    Alex piped up, “I’m so happy!”  
 
    Despite his words and the broad, gleaming smile on his plastic face, I could see the terror in Alex’s eyes.  It made me sick, but I couldn’t even begin to figure out how to help him.  He was trapped, and nobody could help him.   
 
    Emily kept going on about how much Alex hand changed until, eventually, her presentation wound down.  That left only two more boy who’d been changed.  One was a curvy redhead who looked like he had real breasts.  The other was a tiny slip of a thing – barely five feet tall if he was an inch – who clung to his partner’s arm like he was afraid he might be blown away by a sudden gust of wind.  All seemed just as toxic as Emily’s relationship with Alex.   
 
    Suddenly, I realized just how lucky I was.  Sure, I was a little annoyed that Chris had set out to change me so completely, but I couldn’t really argue with the results.  We did love one another, which was far more than I could say about any other couple we knew.  And that was enough, I think.  It had to be.   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    After that semester, Chris graduated with her degree in women’s studies.  Almost as soon as she graduated, she had multiple job offers from a wide variety of fields.  There were political campaigns.  Public relations firms.  Media outlets.  It seemed that she had her pick of potential jobs, and, eventually, she chose to go to work for one of Dr. Waters’ friends, a politician in California who wanted to “change the world”.  
 
    Of course, I went with her.  It didn’t matter that I hadn’t graduated, yet.  Nor did I care that I wasn’t really qualified for any sort of real job.  According to Chris, I was there to support her, and I was fine with that future. 
 
    She proposed less than a year later, and I eagerly accepted.  It was an easy decision because I couldn’t imagine living the rest of my life with anyone else.  And I don’t think Chris could, either.  We were perfect together, and not just because we were on the same wavelength as to our roles in the relationship.  No – we truly did love one another.   
 
    The wedding was beautiful.  Chris paid for it all – I’m not sure how; she took care of all our finances – and it turned out perfectly.  I even wore a dress.  My parents, predictably, were a little surprised, but they took it in stride.  I’m not sure, exactly, what they thought was going on, but, by that point, I’d long since stopped caring what people thought about me.   
 
    All that mattered was that Chris and I were happy.  And the moment she agreed to become my legal partner made me the happiest boy in the world.   
 
    That’s what it’s all about, right?  Happiness and the pursuit thereof?  I mean, it’s not exactly how I thought my life would turn out.  When I was younger, I certainly didn’t expect to wear bridal lingerie on my wedding night.  But that’s how it turned out.  That’s how I found my happiness.  I can only hope that other people are that lucky.   
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