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    Chapter One 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Look, man - it’s not like I want to do this,” said Frank, the foreman of the construction crew I’d joined only a few months ago.  He ran his hand over his shiny, bald pate; it looked like it had just gotten a coat of fresh turtle wax.  “It’s just that there’s not enough work to go around, so the bosses are making me get rid of the least tenured workers.  It’s the lumber prices and -” 
 
    “I’ve done everything you told me to do,” I said, interrupting the big man.  Normally, I wasn’t so assertive - especially when dealing with a guy whose forearms were as big around as my thighs.  But I needed that job, and I wasn’t going to go down without a fight.  “I’ve stayed late.  I’ve skipped lunches so we don’t miss deadlines.  I even helped you build your new deck a few weeks ago.”  
 
    The burly foreman looked away, obviously embarrassed.  No doubt, it wasn’t a frequent occurrence for him to find himself completely powerless.  Guys like that rarely had any experience with impotence.   
 
    “I know,” Frank said.  “And like I said, I appreciate everything you’ve done.  But you’ve been here a year less than anybody else, Carl.  I’m sorry, but I’m going to have to let you go.”  
 
    I wanted to scream.  To rant.  To rave.  To launch myself at the man and beat the “sorry” out of him.  More than anything, I wanted someone to acknowledge how unfair life was.  I was a prime example of that.  I was smart.  Personable.  People liked me.  And once I was on a job, I was willing to work like a dog.  But that wasn’t enough - not in the real world.  There, all that mattered was who you knew.  And I didn’t know anybody.   
 
    “Um…you gonna be okay, kid?” Frank asked. 
 
    Suddenly, I realized that my eyes had begun to well up in tears - something that happened when I was really angry.  It hadn’t happened in years.   
 
    I wiped my eyes.  “I’m fine,” I spat.  “Are you at least going to let me finish out the day?  Or do I need to go now?”  
 
    “Right,” the foreman said, again wiping his palm across his now-sweaty dome.  “Gonna need you off the site A.S.A.P.  I’m sure you understand.  Insurance and all that.”  
 
    It was all I could do not to roll my eyes.  I had Frank’s measure.  He was the sort of guy who blamed everything on someone else.  If he’d have wanted to keep me, he could have.  I knew that.  He knew that.  But neither of us said so.  Instead, I slammed my security badge on the rickety metal desk, then stormed out of the trailer that served as the on-site office.  My feet pounded against the wooden steps as I stomped my way down them, and I didn’t even bother avoiding the mud puddle that had recently collected at the bottom.  The fact was that I had other things on my mind.   
 
    Like rent. 
 
    Food. 
 
    Utilities.   
 
    You know, the basic necessities of life.  So, a little water on my work boots wasn’t going to move my needle, if you know what I mean.  Still, I couldn’t help but notice my soggy socks as I crossed the construction site, trying for all I was worth to ignore the stares of my former coworkers.  Nor could I ignore the tears streaming down my face.  They just made me angrier, which in turn brought more tears.  By the time I reached my old, beat up, and multi-colored Chevy truck - you know, the boxy sort they made in the nineties - I looked as if I’d been blubbering like a fussy baby.   
 
    When I was finally inside the cab of the truck, I exploded.   
 
    I banged my hands against the steering wheel.  I let out a primal scream.  I let the tears fall freely.  And I stomped my feet against the floorboard.  None of it made me feel any better.  Tantrums rarely did.  But I couldn’t stop myself any more than I could keep the tears from tracing their way down my cheeks.   
 
    After a few minutes of self-indulgence, I finally managed to gather my wits enough to wipe my face and start the truck.  With a loud sniff, I slammed it into reverse and backed out of the parking lot, throwing gravel up as the mostly bald back tires spun.  I didn’t care.  Let their shiny, new trucks get a rock shower.  They could afford to fix it.  They had jobs, after all - something I could no longer claim.   
 
    Even so, I didn’t stick around long enough for my former coworkers to confront me.  That wouldn’t end well for anyone, least of all me.  So, it wasn’t long before I was speeding out of the gravel lot and onto the highway, all the while trying to figure out what I was going to tell my wife when I got home seven hours too early. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Another one?” Andi said, shaking her head.  I’d chosen my ground wisely, planting myself on the other side of the bar before telling her I had been fired.  She had not taken it well, and for a moment, I thought she was going to jump over the obstacle and throttle me.  Not that she was the violent sort, but people do crazy things when they’re upset.  And she was definitely that.  “What did you do?”  
 
    “Nothing!” I said, repeating myself for the fifth time.  I love Andi, but apparently she’d never heard that a wife was supposed to be supportive of her husband.  In a way, I got it.  We had been together since high school, so she’d seen me foundering my way through life for close to six years.  She’d watched as I flunked out of college.  She had stood by as I latched onto one career or another, only to abandon it before I ever really got started.  It’d happened with the police, the fire department, truck driving, and many, many more.  And she had been there each time I was fired from mundane service jobs for a wide variety of reasons.  So, I guess she was getting fed up. 
 
    “If you didn’t do anything, then why did Frank fire you?  I thought you said he liked you,” Andi pointed out. 
 
    “He does!” I said. “It’s just that there’s a huge price increase for lumber right now, and because of that, there’s not as many jobs going on.  They don’t have enough work to keep everybody busy.” 
 
    “So you said,” Andi said, turning around and running her hand through her auburn hair.  Even in the middle of an argument, I was struck by the fact that she was way out of my league.  But then again, most decent-looking women were.  I was short and slim and, to put it generously, I hadn’t quite hit my stride in the whole career department.  But in my defense, I was only twenty-two.  A lot of people were struggling with what they wanted to do with their lives at that age, right? 
 
    “It’s going to be okay,” I said. “I can get another job.  We have a little in savings, and we’ll -” 
 
    “It’s the same thing every single time,” she said.  “You get a job.  You work.  We save, thinking we’re going to get out of this dump -” 
 
    “I like our house!” I protested.  Sure, it wasn’t in the best part of town.  And maybe it was old and kind of needed a few repairs.  But it had been my mother’s house, and it was almost paid off.  Only a few more years, and we’d own it, free and clear.  Not that Andi saw it that way.  To her, it was just an old money sink that kept us both tethered to the past.   
 
    “You would,” she said.  “But as I was saying before you so rudely interrupted me, if we’re ever going to get out of this place - or fix it up, if that’s what we decide - we can’t keep starting over from scratch.  You have to hold down a job for more than a few months.” 
 
    “I’m trying!” I said, slamming my hand down on the bar.   
 
    “That’s it,” she said sarcastically. “Scream.  Hit stuff.  Cry.  That’ll make it all better, won’t it?  You always say you’re trying, but your actions say something else.  You got fired from that car dealership because you got high the day before you wrecked one of the cars.  You got fired from the gas station because you ‘borrowed’ a candy bar.  You got let go from the -” 
 
    “I know my employment history, Andi,” I muttered.  In my defense, it wasn’t as bad as it seemed.  It wasn’t like I was high when I got into that fender bender at the dealership.  And I’d always intended to pay for that candy bar.  I’d just gotten sidetracked.  I had similar excuses for all the other jobs from which I’d been fired. 
 
    “I’m sure you do,” Andi said quietly, shaking her head in obvious disappointment.  “Listen, Carl - I love you.  I really do.  You know that.  But you really need to get your shit together, or we’re going to have to have some really hard conversations.”  
 
    “Andi, I -” 
 
    “I don’t want to talk about it anymore,” she said, grabbing her travel mug.  “One of us still has to go to work today.” She pushed past me, adding, “I’ll see you when I get home tonight.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    A little less than a month later, I was lying next to Andi in our bed when she let out an annoyed huff.  I looked over at her and asked, “What?”  
 
    “You’re looking at those Instagram thots again, aren’t you?” she said.   
 
    I quickly laid my phone against my bare chest, saying, “Um…no?”  
 
    “God, you’re disgusting,” Andi said.  “You know they’re all fake, right?  They’re just a collection of filters and Photoshop.”  
 
    “I know,” I said.  “But it’s just…I mean…it’s not a big deal, right?  Everyone looks at stuff like that.  Or are you going to claim that you follow Chris Hemsworth’s Twitter because he’s funny?”  
 
    “He is funny,” Andi insisted. “But I guess I get your point.  How was the job search today?  Any hits?”  
 
    “I submitted some resumes,” I lied.  The fact was that, at first, I’d applied for every job I could find on the internet.  However, in the weeks since, I’d gotten a lot pickier.  My reasoning was that the reasons I’d lost my other jobs was because I wasn’t interested in them.  If I could just find something I actually liked, I’d be set.  Not that I was going to tell Andi that, of course.  She wouldn’t take that well, considering she was covering most of our bills, and on a cosmetologist’s salary, that wasn’t easy.  “The job market’s rough right now.” 
 
    “Apparently,” she said.  “Look - I don’t know how to say this, but -” 
 
    “Oh, God - you’re leaving me, aren’t you?” I said, turning to face her.  “Please, give me another shot.  I’ll do anything. Just -” 
 
    “Relax,” Andi said.  “I’m not going anywhere.  Jesus, you’re jumpy tonight.  No - what I was going to say was that I found this…ah…unique opportunity online a couple of days ago, and I’ve been researching it ever since.  I think it could be the answer to our problems.” 
 
    I couldn’t hide the relief in my voice as I said, “Oh.  You sounded like you were going to tell me somebody died.  But that sounds awesome. What is it?”  
 
    “It’s a T.V. show,” she said.  “And before you say anything, let me explain.  It’s kind of like a cross between Big Brother and Drag Race.  Basically, they get a bunch of transgender women together into a house, and then, they put a regular guy in there.  But, you know, in disguise as one of them.  And if he makes it to the end without anyone figuring it out, he gets a huge prize.  Like a million dollars or something.”  
 
    I just stared at her in disbelief.  Were we really so desperate that we were going to turn to a gimmicky reality show to dig ourselves out of the hole we were in?  “How would that even work?  I mean, I can’t pass for a girl, transgender or otherwise.”  
 
    “You’d be surprised,” she said.  “I mean, you remember that womanless beauty pageant back in high school, right?  You looked good.  Not, like, passable, but with a little work…” 
 
    “And you want me to go on T.V. like that?” I said.  “No, thanks.  And besides, what if I didn’t win?  I’d have wasted all that time and humiliated myself for nothing.” 
 
    “They pay fourteen-hundred bucks a week during the six month preparation,” she said. “And two-grand a week during shooting.  And that’s in addition to the prizes.”  
 
    “That doesn’t - wait, did you say fourteen-hundred?  Seriously?” I asked. 
 
    “And two-grand during filming,” Andi repeated. 
 
    “Jesus,” I muttered. 
 
    “And a million if you win,” she said. 
 
    Immediately, I started fantasizing about all the things I could do with that much money.  I’d dreamed about winning the lottery before, so I’d gone through the thought experiment hundreds of times.  I’d dreamed about paying off our bills, buying new cars, getting a new house - all the normal stuff.  But more than anything, I dreamed about finally giving Andi the life she deserved.  The life she expected when she first agreed to gout with me when we were in high school.  And there it was, dangling in front of me, and all it would cost was a little humiliation.   
 
    “If you’re not secure enough in your masculinity to do it, that’s fine,” she said.  “I get it.  Not every guy would be okay with something like this.”  
 
    “Thank you,” I said, letting out a sigh of relief.  Then, her words hit me.  “Wait, what?  I’m plenty secure in my masculinity!  I let you put makeup on me just last year, and I didn’t complain once.”  
 
    “Right, sure - but this is something different,” she said. “It’s fine, though.  It was just a thought.  I didn’t really expect you to step up to the opportunity.  I’m used to it, I guess.” 
 
    That statement said it all.  I’d let my wife down so often that she didn’t expect anything from me.  And what’s more, she didn’t think I was man enough to endure a little embarrassment for the sake of our financial well-being.  In short, she thought I was a loser.  And I needed to prove her wrong. 
 
    “Fine,” I said.  “How do we go out doing this?  I’m not saying I’m onboard.  Just…I mean, I’ll audition or whatever.  But if I get a weird feeling about it, I’m dropping out.  Understand?” 
 
    She grinned, then threw her arms around me. “Oh, I hoped you’d see reason,” she said.  “The auditions start tomorrow.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    For the longest time, I sat in my truck, completely silent as I stared at at the nondescript building in front of me.  Like so many generic office buildings, it was only a few stories high, completely symmetrical, and absolutely devoid of any defining characteristics.  It was like the architect had set out to make the most boring building possible and succeeded past his wildest dreams.  But the mundanity of the building wasn’t my focus.  Instead, I was wholly intent on the production offices that lay within.  Or more accurately, the fate that awaited me should my upcoming audition prove successful.   
 
    “You’re going to miss your interview if you sit here much longer,” said my wife.   
 
    “Well, excuse me if I’m a little nervous,” I said, gripping the steering wheel until my knuckles went white.  “I mean, it’s not like I’m auditioning for a life-changing spot on a reality show, right?  And even if I do get it, I’m going to spend the next year or whatever trying to pretend I’m a transvestite or something.  So, I think it’s completely understandable that I’m a little freaked out right now.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Andi said, brushing her red hair behind her ear.  “But that doesn’t change the facts, does it?  You’re here because we’re backed into a corner.  We don’t have a choice, do we?  Either you get this and we start getting paid, or we’re going to have to rethink everything.”  
 
    Idly, I found myself wondering if “everything” included our relationship.  I had a sinking suspicion that it did, which did nothing at all for my nerves.  That said, Andi had threatened to leave before, and she was still with me.  And we’d had money troubles before, too.  What was one more time?  Everything would work out.  I just knew it would. 
 
    Or maybe she’d leave me.  Maybe I’d be unable to make the mortgage payments and lose the only thing my mother had left me.  Maybe I’d end up all alone, without a job, and homeless.  That was just as possible as everything working out, I knew.   
 
    So, yeah.  No pressure at all.  It was no wonder that I had a death grip on that steering wheel. 
 
    But in the end, I’d already made my decisions.  The benefits outweighed the cost, and we both knew it.  So, it only took me a few more minutes to work up the nerve to open the door of the truck. Predictably, the old hinges screamed in protest.  Maybe, if everything went well, I could get a new truck, at least.  You know, in addition to saving my young marriage and avoiding homelessness.  Dare to dream, I suppose.   
 
    Andi was silent as she followed me across the parking lot and into the generic building.  We quickly found a directory, which sent us up the elevator to the third floor, where we found a well decorated office space.  Nothing inside really screamed outrageous expense, but all the decor was well-made and in its proper place.  Not that I would’ve been able to recognize expensive furniture if I saw it.  Most of my experience with such things was limited to whatever moldy, old couch I could find at the Goodwill store.  In any case, I soon found my way to the front desk, which was manned by a thin, fastidious man with an immaculately trimmed mustache.  He wasn’t much older than me, as evidenced by the lack of age lines on his face, but he gave off an air of extreme experience.  And disdain.  Mostly disdain. 
 
    “I’m Carl Morgan,” I announced.  “I’m supposed to be -” 
 
    The man’s eyes flicked to a clock on the wall - a subtle, but unignorable gesture - before he said, “You’re three minutes late.”  His voice was a bit raspy, but the tone was one of perceived superiority.   
 
    I ran my hand through my hair, saying, “Yeah, sorry.  I didn’t mean to -” 
 
    He jerked his head toward a door, saying, “They’re waiting on you.  Go right in.”  
 
    Just like that, the bottom fell out of my stomach, and more than anything, I wanted to simply turn tail and run away.  Suddenly, everything felt so real.  But I couldn’t run.  I was trapped by circumstances, by a host of my own poor decisions, and there was nothing I could do about any of it.   
 
    Luckily, Andi was there to calm me down.   
 
    We had been together so long, and she knew me so well that she could read me like a book.  She knew just how close I was to a full-blown panic attack.  So, predictably, she took my hand, saying, “It’s going to be okay, Carl.  Just go in there, be yourself, and everything’s going to be fine.” 
 
    It was a simple handful of sentences.  Cliche, maybe.  Certainly, she couldn’t back any of that up.  But it still helped.  It gave me the strength to square my shoulders and march through that door.  Still, I couldn’t help but notice the thin, impeccably mustachioed secretary rolling his beady, little eyes.  I ignored it, though, and in seconds, I found myself facing a three-person panel of producers.   
 
    “Ah, Mr. Morgan!” said the woman in the center.  She stood, and I saw that beneath her designer business suit was a body that belonged on the cover of swimsuit magazines.  She was a little past her prime - maybe in her mid-forties - but she wore it extremely well.  “So glad you came!  I’m Patricia Queen.”  She gestured to the man at her left - he was short, but well built and with a full head of hair despite copious wrinkles around his eyes - saying, “This is Eric Chapman, executive producer.”  She gestured to the severe, well-dressed woman on her right, saying, “And finally, Amy Phillips, lead stylist.”  
 
    “Nice to…um…meet you all,” I said, trying my best to project my voice in the most confident way possible.  Even so, it came out as little more than a mumble.   
 
    The woman - Miss Queen - grinned.  “I’m sure it is,” she said. “Please, have a seat.  Before we begin, can we get you anything?  Coffee?  Tea?  A scone?”  
 
    I shook my head as I sat in the cheap folding chair across the table from them.  “I’m fine, thanks,” I said.  The room itself was mostly bare, save for a few pieces of generic artwork, the table behind which my interviewers set, and the chair in which I sat.  “Sorry.  I’m a little nervous.” 
 
    “Let’s get on with this,” said Chapman, his voice coming out as a low growl that said he was a lifelong smoker.   
 
    “Right, right,” Miss Queen said.  “But initial impressions are good.  He’s certainly got the look, right, Amy?”  
 
    “Passable,” she said. “Good bone structure.  Nothing that can’t be fixed.”  
 
    “You ever crossdress, boy?” barked the older man, cutting the stylist off.  “Do drag shows on weekends?  Did you like to wear your sister’s clothes when you were a kid?”  
 
    “Jesus, Eric,” Queen said. 
 
    “Things we need to know,” the man said. “Can’t have some limp-wrist pansy doing this.  It won’t work.  Got to have a real man.  And lookin’ at him, I’m not so sure.  So, the questions need to be asked.” 
 
    “I don’t disagree,” the woman in the middle said.  “Not with the necessity.  Rather, with the method.”  Then, she looked at me, saying, “So, I suppose you need to answer those questions, Mr. Morgan.  Any history of crossdressing?  Any at all?”  
 
    “What?  No!” I said.  “There was this one time in high school where I did this womanless beauty pageant, but that was just -” 
 
    “Disqualified,” Chapman.  “He’s obviously a fucking fairy.”  
 
    “I am not!” I insisted.  “It was one time!  And I didn’t even want to do it, either!  My friends were all doing it, and…and…please…I need this, okay?  Please don’t reject me!”  
 
    “Just the one time, you say?” said the stylist to Miss Queen’s right.  “We can deal with that.”  
 
    “You can’t be serious!” Chapman said.  “No history of crossdressing!  That’s what we all agreed to.  And now you’re changing the rules?”  
 
    “Mr. Morgan is obviously not transgender,” Miss Queen said.  “Thus, he fits our criteria.  I see no reason to disqualify him yet.  I think the interview should proceed.” 
 
    “I concur,” chimed in Phillips, her thin lips pursed.   
 
    And so, despite Chapman’s misgivings, my interview continued.  For more than an hour, they asked me a host of questions about my childhood, my relationship with my parents, my work history, and a hundred other topics.  But in the end, I suppose I passed muster, because they elected to send me on to the next step, which was a medical evaluation.  For insurance purposes, I suppose.  I left that room, feeling a strange mixture of relief, hope, and outright terror that I may actually be picked. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    I sat on the doctor’s examination table, swinging my legs like a child as I waited.  I wore a thin hospital gown that was, predictably, open at the back, and nothing else.  The nurse had insisted, and considering she’d been built like a former college linebacker, I wasn’t inclined to argue.  Besides, I had to play by their rules, didn’t I?  Otherwise, I wouldn’t make the cut - a thought that crossed my mind more than once, with varying results.  One minute, I’d be considering all the ways the money could change my life.  And the next, I’d be thinking of sabotaging the audition process so I wouldn’t have to do it. 
 
    Finally, after an interminable wait that might’ve been a lot shorter than it felt, the door swung open, admitting a tall man who looked like he belonged on a television show.  Handsome didn’t really cover it.  Strong jaw.  Piercing eyes.  High cheekbones.  He looked a little like that guy from Peaky Blinders, only with a good deal more muscle.   
 
    After introducing himself as Dr. Nolan, he said, “Alright, let’s get you out of the gown, yeah?  Have to get proper measurements.”  
 
    Reluctantly, I shrugged my way out of that uncomfortable garment, revealing my naked and completely unimpressive body.  I’d always meant to start going to the gym, but like so much else in my life, the occasion never really presented itself.  The result was that, next to that muscular doctor, I felt completely unmanned.  At least he was professional enough not to show it, though.  Indeed, he went straight to work, wrapping a measuring tape around my waist. 
 
    “Thirty-one,” he said.  “A little thick, there.”  
 
    He kept going, measuring my height - I came in at five-foot-five - my chest, my inseam, and most embarrassingly, even my penis.  At least in that department, I’d never lacked.  It measured over six inches, completely flaccid, a number I felt proud of.   
 
    “Alright, now that the easy parts are done, I’m going to need you to bend over,” said Dr. Nolan, an apologetic expression on his handsome face.   
 
    “W-what?  Why?” I asked. 
 
    “Prostate exam,” he said. “Plus, they want to make sure you’re not…um…sexual active in that respect.” He held up a long, metal, and entirely too phallic for my comfort tube.  “That’s what this is for.”  
 
    “But I already told them -” 
 
    “Not my call,” the man said.  “Either you let me test you, or you’re out of the running.  Simple as that.  So, what’s it going to be?”  
 
    With a huff, I gave a jerky nod, then bent over the examination table.  A few seconds later, I felt like I was being split in two by something long, cold, and thick.  It brought tears to my eyes, and not the angry kind.  Thankfully, it didn’t last long, and soon, he was telling me I could get dressed.  I did so extremely gratefully, and, after they took what felt like most of my blood, I was directed to the next portion of my interview process: the psychological evaluation. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    I won’t really go into the questions the therapist asked me, save to say that they were just as invasive as that metal tube.  They were only questions, but I’d never felt so violated in my whole life, and I left that office crying.  Thankfully, for the next step, I was reunited with Andi, who comforted me as she walked me to my final destination - a room dedicated to makeup and wardrobe.   
 
    There, we found Miss Phillips, the stylist from before.  She was surrounded by racks of clothes, as well as a series of makeup tables along one wall.  She greeted me, saying, “Good to see you’ve made it this far.  I admit, I’m rooting for you a bit.”  
 
    “T-thanks,” I said.   
 
    “Now, go in the bathroom and strip down,” she said, indicating a door on the other side of the room. “You’ll find two bottles inside.  Follow the directions, then shower off and meet me out here.  Do not get any of the chemicals in your eyes.”  
 
    “Can I help?” Andi asked. 
 
    “Yes,” Phillips said. “You will be integral in his transformation, which is why you’re here.”  
 
    Before I could respond, Andi all but dragged me into the bathroom, where she practically ripped my clothes off my body.  I was still walking a little funny from the invasive medical test I’d been put through, but Andi didn’t notice.  She was too busy reading the bottles.  She said, “This one’s supposed to go on first.  Leave it on for five minutes, then rinse off.  The other one goes on next, and it’s supposed to stay on for ten minutes before being rinsed off.  Seems pretty straight forward.”  
 
    It did, so I didn’t object as she guided me through the process. After its application, the first one tingled a bit before we rinsed it off.  With it went the majority of my body hair.  The second one actually burned, and when we rinsed it off, my skin was pink and extremely sensitive.   
 
    “So soft!” Andi exclaimed, running her hand along the curve of my bottom.  “I’m almost jealous!”  
 
    I rolled my eyes, then said, “Whatever.  Can I get dressed now?”  
 
    Andi reached out and held up a hot pink robe.  She twitched it a couple of times, the sides of her mouth turning up in a grin.  “Go ahead,” she said.   
 
    I thought about protesting, but I knew it wouldn’t do any good.  After all, sometime during the whole hair removal process, my clothes had disappeared.  So, I snatched the robe out of her hands, which prompted a gale of laughter from my wife, and slipped it around my shoulders.  So, when I finally left the bathroom, I was completely devoid of body hair, I had skin softer than my wife’s, and I was wearing a pink robe.  So, yeah - the pinnacle of masculinity, that was definitely me.   
 
    “Good,” said Miss Phillips, gesturing to a seat in front of the makeup table.  “Have a seat.  This won’t take too long, so I need you to pay attention.  You’re going to need to be able to do this yourself.”  
 
    I nodded, but my heart jumped into my throat.  The reality of what I was on the verge of doing was beginning to set in, and I wasn’t at all sure I wanted to keep moving forward.  However, the same rationale that had taken me this far spurred me forward, and on leaden feet, I found myself doing as the stylist instructed.   
 
    After that, a whirlwind of powders, pastes, and whatever else women use to alter their appearance combined with a platinum blonde wig to transform me from a somewhat schlubby, normal guy into a beautiful woman.  Or at least from the neck up.  Below that, I was still the same, slightly chubby guy I’d always been, albeit a hairless version.   
 
    The stylist said, “Stand up and remove your robe.  I’m going to teach you how to tuck properly.”  
 
    “W-what?” I asked. 
 
    “I did not stutter, Mr. Morgan,” she said, holding up a pair of tape.  “Remove the robe.  Spread your legs.  And pay attention.”  
 
    I glanced toward Andi.  Doubtless, she would object to some other woman handling my junk, right?  But she gave me an encouraging nod, so I knew she wasn’t going to save me.  As had been the pattern for the day, I just gave in and slipped out of the robe.  I felt distinctly unnerved and vulnerable, being naked before the stylist.  That faded into the background as she took my proud manhood in her clinical hands and started wrenching it back between my legs.  A few moments - and some artfully applied tape - later, there wasn’t a bulge in sight.  Phillips shoved a pair of black, lace panties into my hands, saying, “Put those on.”  
 
    By that point, my willpower was completely shot, so I obeyed without even a hint of reluctance.  Instead, I wore an expression of grim resignation that didn’t fade when she snapped a padded bra around my chest.  Nor did I object when she put a tight black dress on me.  All the while, she kept up a commentary, wishing that she could put me in a corset or other shapewear.  I was distinctly glad that, for whatever reason, she couldn’t.   
 
    When she’d finished, I stood in front of the mirror, and I gasped.  I didn’t even recognize myself.  In my place, I saw a plump, mostly flat-chested girl who, if she lost a little weight, could be a real knockout.   
 
    “Um…does he pass?” Andi asked. 
 
    Hands on her hips, Phillips gave me an appraising look, saying, “He meets the requirements.  But that doesn’t mean he’ll get selected.  That’s still up for debate.  There are, after all, other candidates to consider.”  
 
    “W-what now?” I asked. 
 
    “Now, we take some photos,” she said. “Then, you get out of all that, and go back to your life.  We’ll make our decision in a couple of weeks.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The following ten days were some of the most stressful of my entire life.  It turns out that I needn’t have worried, because I was, indeed selected.  Or given that information, perhaps I wasn’t worried enough.  Either way, I was given the role on the first every “Name that Sissy” reality program.   
 
    Andi, of course, was overjoyed.  And if I was honest, despite my obvious misgivings, I was excited as well.  After all, our money problems, at least for the short term, had just been solved.  And so long as I could hold up my end of the bargain, we’d never have to worry about money ever again.  Still, I was a little reticent, especially when the packages started showing up.   
 
    “A treadmill?  And a stair stepper?” I said, looking at the pair of obviously expensive machines that had been set up in our spare bedroom.  “What for?”  
 
    “They’ve got a program for you to follow,” she said, reading the documentation that had come with them.  “And this isn’t all that’s coming, either.” 
 
    That much proved to be completely true, because over the next couple of days, we were inundated by packages.  Some, like the one that contained a bunch of pill bottles, were small.  Others, like the one that delivered what Andi described as my “new wardrobe” was sizable.  I got makeup, clothes, shapewear, and even a small radio with a headset that was supposed to play soothing sounds while I slept in order to soothe my anxiety.  To call it all a bit overwhelming would’ve been a vast understatement.   
 
    Andi, though, took it all in stride.  Because of course she would.   
 
    “Well,” she said, standing amidst the boxes we’d piled in our bedroom.  “There’s no time like the present, right?  We’ve got six months to get you ready.  I don’t think we should waste even a second.”  
 
    “Right,” I said. “What first?”  
 
    “You used that hair removal stuff earlier, right?” she asked.  I nodded.  “Good.  Well, let’s get you into your corset, then go from there.”  
 
    I sighed, but I’d known it was coming, so I didn’t resist.  Instead, I went meekly along as she tightened that steel-boned monstrosity around my waist.  “Loosen it!  Loosen it!  I can hardly breathe!” I exclaimed. 
 
    “Shallow breaths,” she said.  “That’s not nearly as tight as it can go.  In six months, this will feel like it’s loose enough to fall right off.”  
 
    Not likely, I thought.  But I did manage to get my breathing under control.  Just as she’d said, so long as I didn’t breathe too deeply, I was okay.  Well, not really okay.  I was terribly uncomfortable, and I felt like I had a vice compressing my ribs, but I would live.  Probably.  Maybe.  At that moment, it was kind of up in the air, really.   
 
    While I was struggling with the simple act of breathing, Andi had picked up a small, plastic package and a rube of some kind of ointment that had come with it.  She had a small smile on her face. 
 
    “W-what is it?” I asked. 
 
    “You’re not going to like it,” she said.  “But I just want you to remember that this is all necessary because -” 
 
    “Just tell me,” I said, interrupting her.   
 
    She sighed. “Fine,” Andi said. “It’s a chastity cage.  A small one, too.  And this ointment is to kind of…you know…shrink it so it’ll fit.” My mouth dropped open, but she quickly went on, “It’s only temporary, though!  In time, it’ll go back to normal.  It’s just…well…I don’t think they want you to have a big dick, you know?  You’re already going to be under enough scrutiny, so it’s probably better if it’s small.  It’ll be less noticeable.  And it’ll be easier to tuck, so there’s that, right!  I know how much you hated that.” 
 
    “Not enough to want to shrink my freaking dick,” I muttered.   
 
    It was the one thing I’d always been proud of.  I knew, in that area at least, I was well above average.  Without it, though?  What would I be?   
 
    Rich.  I’d be rich.   
 
    That made up my mind, and I nodded.  So, Andi knelt before me - not unlike the few times she’d given blown me - and squirted some of the ointment onto her hands.  When she started massaging it in, it actually felt kind of good - at first.  But after a few seconds, everything started going numb.  I was on the verge of a panic attack when she announced, “There.  All done.  That wasn’t so bad.”  
 
    I looked down.  “It doesn’t look much smaller,” I said. 
 
    “It is,” she assured me. “Not much, I suppose.  But it definitely got smaller.  In any case, this is supposed to be a cumulative effect.  Now, the cage.” 
 
    She held the thing up, and I studied it.  It was constructed of clear plastic, and it had a tiny, brass padlock on it.  And it looked entirely too small to hold my manhood.  “Um…isn’t it a little small?” I asked. 
 
    “It’ll fit,” she said.   
 
    Over the next few minutes, she clamped one piece after another into place, squeezing my anatomy here and there to make it fit until, finally, she had the thing locked on.  I looked down, amazed that that small, clear hung of plastic could contain me.   
 
    “Okay, now that that’s over, let’s get to the fun stuff,” she said excitedly. 
 
    Over the next couple of hours, we went through the rest of the boxes, organizing and arranging everything.  It wasn’t easy, either - not with me feeling like I couldn’t breathe.  Luckily, it did get a little easier over the course of the afternoon, so I was actually starting to feel pretty good when Andi announced that it was time for my workout. 
 
    “Workout?  Seriously?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” she said, reading from the instruction booklet the production company had sent. “First up is yoga - they want you flexible.  Oh - at least you get to take off your corset for that part.  I guess that makes sense.  After that, you’re supposed to put it back on.  Only to be removed for yoga or bathing, it says.  Anyway, after the yoga, you’re supposed to get on the stair stepper.  Then, an hour walking in heels on the treadmill.  And -” 
 
    “Heels?  I’ve never worn heels in my life!” I said. 
 
    “Guess that’s what they’re trying to fix,” Andi said. “You ready?”  
 
    With great trepidation, I nodded, and then I went through absolute hell.  Whoever said yoga was supposed to be relaxing can absolutely go to hell.  From start to finish, for more than an hour, I felt like I was being pulled apart, bit by bit.  It was only because I kept my million dollar prize in mind that I was able to keep going.   
 
    The stair stepper session wasn’t any better.  By the time I was halfway finished, my leg muscles were all burning, and I had tears running down my face.  I knew I was in horrible shape, but I didn’t think it was that bad.  So, when I finally finished, my legs felt like they were composed of jelly.   
 
    And my situation didn’t improve when Andi put those heels on me and forced me onto the treadmill.  They were only an inch - starter heels, she called them - but with how tired I already was, they might as well have been stilettos.  I spent the next forty-five minutes practicing my walk, and by the time I was finished, I had a passable swing to my hips and I’d grown at least a little steadier.  Still, I wanted nothing more than to collapse onto the ground and die.   
 
    “Not bad for our first day,” Andi said.  “Let’s get you cleaned up and in bed.  Tomorrow, we get to repeat all this again.  Plus, you get to start practicing with makeup and clothes!  Isn’t that wonderful?”  
 
    “Ugh,” was all I could say.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Isn’t it small enough already?” I asked, looking down at Andi, who was busy removing my cage.  She had another, much smaller one, sitting on the floor nearby.  “I mean, who’s going to -” 
 
    “We’re following the program,” Andi said. “A new, smaller cage every two weeks.  They’re smart people, Carlie.  It’d be silly not to follow their directives.” 
 
    I sighed, saying, “Fine.  But can I at least leave the corset off when I meet the guys for drinks tonight?”  
 
    “Tell them it’s a back brace or something,” she said. “But no.  It’s staying on.  Plus, there’s something extra I didn’t tell you about.”  
 
    “W-what?” I asked, terrified of what she might say.  Over the previous two weeks, I’d been through absolute hell.  If it wasn’t the yoga, it was the stair stepper.  And if it was neither of those, it was my sessions on the treadmill.  And if somehow, that didn’t do it, it was spending the rest of my time applying and reapplying different makeup styles.  I was nearing the end of my rope, which was why Andi had agreed to let me go out and meet some of my friends from high school for drinks.  Not that that was comforting with some unknown addition to my training hanging over my head. 
 
    She reached into one of the boxes and pulled out a small, conical item that, at its tip, wasn’t much bigger than her finger, but it flared out to three times that width before narrowing down to what could only be a handle.   
 
    “Is that what I think it is?” I asked. 
 
    “Yep,” she said.  “Apparently, you’re totally into dudes, and you really like anal sex.  So, to make sure you have the requisite…um…malleability back there, you’re supposed to wear this at all times.  I think there are two or three bigger ones in there, too.”  
 
    “That…I mean…no,” I said. “Just no.  I’ll wear these corsets and cages and everything else, but…I mean…that’s just…who would ever even know, anyway?”  
 
    “You can tell,” she said.  “And I thought you were committed.  I thought you wanted to win that money.  But I guess it’s fine if you don’t.  We’ll just lose the house or something.”  
 
    I wasn’t so naive that I didn’t know what she was doing, but I also had to admit that she wasn’t wrong, either.  The fact was that I’d committed to being on the show.  And that meant that I had to do what they wanted me to do.  But I wouldn’t like it.  Not one bit.   
 
    With an audible sigh, I said, “Fine.  But I think it’s unnecessary.”  
 
    “You would,” she said. “Now, bend over.  Let’s get this thing in there before you do your workout.”  
 
    I didn’t say anything.  Instead, I just bent over, exposing my bare bottom.  Andi slapped my butt, saying something about the stair stepper already working its magic, but I didn’t really hear her.  I was too tense to think of anything but the thing that she was about to shove up my ass.   
 
    And I guess it lived up to my expectations.  It wasn’t comfortable. But it also wasn’t that bad, either.  It was small enough that it didn’t hurt, and after a few minutes, it was easy to forget it was there.  Still, after getting dressed in a pair of women’s yoga pants and a tank top over my corset, there was a little more wiggle in my hips as I started walking on the treadmill.   
 
    “Sway those hips more,” Andi said.  “Each step should be right in front of the last.  And keep your wrists limp.  There.  That’s it.  Now, do that.  If you don’t feel like you’re exaggerating, you’re probably not doing it right.”  
 
    I ground my teeth together, but I didn’t argue.  It wouldn’t have done any good, because she was right.  So, while I wasn’t necessarily happy about it, I gave it my all.  The same could be said for the yoga, the stair stepper, and learning feminine skills like makeup.  I had even started watching fashion shows on Youtube.  I was wholly committed, even if I wasn’t necessarily happy about it.   
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “You seem different, man,” said Jacob, my best friend from high school.  While we’d slowly drifted apart after graduation, with him going off to college and getting his degree in engineering, I still considered him a friend, and we often got together for drinks when he could spare the time.  Most of the time, he brought along his little brother, Harry, who was only a year younger than us.  “You okay?”  
 
    I shrugged. “I’m fine,” I said, having to consciously force myself not to use the high-pitched voice I had been practicing almost non-stop for the past two weeks.  I took a swig from my beer.  “Why?  How do I seem different?” 
 
    “Hard to place,” Jacob said.  “I mean, except for those eyebrows.  Jesus, dude - what were you thinking?”  
 
    Self-consciously, I reached up and felt the elegantly arched eyebrows I’d spent almost two hours shaping.  In another life, I might’ve been proud of them because, after all, they were close to perfect.  But in that setting?  With my oldest friends?  I just felt embarrassed.  Luckily, I already had a lie at hand.   
 
    “Andi got a little carried away,” I said.  “We made a bet on that Raptors game last week, and I lost.  She took a little too far.” 
 
    “Can say that again,” said Harry, who was sitting beside Jacob.  “You look like a queer.” 
 
    “Oh, for fuck’s sake, Harry,” Jacob said, slapping his brother in the belly.  The blow took the younger brother by surprise. “Don’t be an asshole.” 
 
    “It’s fine,” I muttered, taking another sip of my beer.  I had to make a conscious effort not to let my wrists go limp.  And walking…God - that was an adventure all its own.  Who knew two weeks’ worth of work could completely rewire the way I walked?  But it had.  And I still had the better part of five-and-a-half months to go, which was a scary prospect.   
 
    “Seriously, though - you’ve lost weight, haven’t you?” Jacob asked. 
 
    I shrugged.  “A little,” I admitted. 
 
    In fact, I’d lost almost fifteen pounds, thanks to the exercise regimen, the pills Andi had been shoving down my throat, and my new diet, which was extremely low on protein.  I was lighter than I’d been since high school, which, under other circumstances, might have been cause for celebration.  As it was, though, I couldn’t help but wonder where the next few months would take me.   
 
    “Well, you look good,” he said.  “Healthier.”  
 
    If I’d have seen it coming, I might’ve avoided it.  But I didn’t, so, the slap on the back caught me completely by surprise.  What he felt obviously did the same to him.  “Um…what is that?” asked Jacob. 
 
    “Oh,” I said. “It’s a…um…back brace.  I messed up  some disks a few months back, and the doctor’s making me wear this thing instead of surgery.”  
 
    It was a transparent lie.  A corset feels far different than a back brace, and I knew it.  Any second, and Jacob would put two and two together, and he’d come up with the real answer.  Then, I’d have a lot of explaining to do. 
 
    “Sucks,” he said, draining his beer.  He slammed the bottle down.  “Hope it works.  I knew a guy who had to have back surgery - paralyzed, now.”  
 
    “Oh…oh, yeah,” I muttered.  “I think it’ll be fine.” 
 
    And so it went for the next couple of hours.  I tried to act like everything was normal, but both Harry and Jacob obviously knew something was off, and slowly, our little get-together petered out.  So, it was with a heavy heart that I made my way home and climbed into bed.  Andi was already asleep, so I didn’t have anyone to talk to.  Thankfully, when I slipped my headphones on and turned on the soothing noises - I had a hard time placing exactly what it was supposed to be - everything seemed better.  Easier.  The weight on my shoulders felt a little less pressing.  And, for a few minutes before I drifted off to sleep, I thought that everything was going to be okay. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “You can’t make me,” I muttered, tugging at the hem of my dress.  “People are going to think I’m a sissy or something.”  
 
    “I mean, they wouldn’t be wrong, would they?” asked Andi, the barest hint of a grin tugging at her lips.  I started to say something, but she cut me off, “Oh, come on - I was just kidding.  But you know this is necessary.  You can’t very well pretend to be a transgender woman if you’ve never even been out in public dressed as a girl.”  
 
    “Why?  I’m an okay actor,” I said. 
 
    “You’re really not,” Andi pointed out.  “Remember in high school when you had that drama phase?  You were so bad that the drama teacher cast you as a tree.” 
 
    “T-then what am I even doing?” I asked.  “If I can’t convince anyone that I’m what I’m pretending to be, why am I even -” 
 
    “You can’t pretend, Carlie,” she said, still using the feminized version of my name.  “But you can become.  That’s what these last couple of months have been about.  Think of yourself as a method actor.  You’re getting into character.  What’s that guy you’re always going on and on about how good of an actor he is?  The one from that gangster movie with the guy from Titanic?”  
 
    “Daniel Day Lewis,” I said. 
 
    “That’s him!” she said, pointing at me.  “He doesn’t just act.  He learns to become the person he’s playing, right?  Well, you’re doing the same thing.  That’s why you have to go out in the dress.  That’s why you’re living as a girl twenty-four-seven.  Besides, it’s not like you’re going to run into anyone you know.  The most dangerous part is going from the door to the car.  After that, we’re in the clear.” 
 
    I sighed.  She wasn’t wrong.  We were going to a mall a couple of hours away, so there wasn’t much chance of anyone I knew seeing me.  And her rationale for why it was necessary made sense.  More, though, I’d already committed so heavily that one more step really wouldn’t make a difference.   
 
    Over the previous couple of months, my feminization had continued along without a hitch.  Not only had the progressively smaller cages combined with the ointment shrunken my penis to a shadow of its former self, but the combination of diet, exercise, and the corset had begun to reshape my body in ways I wouldn’t have thought possible.  I had curves where no man should ever have them, and at times, it even seemed like I was growing breasts.   
 
    But as dramatic as my physical transformation was, the real changes had come via my demeanor.  My personality.  The way I talked and walked and carried myself.  Even without all the physical changes, people would’ve noticed that something was different, just by how my hips moved when I walked.  The constant walking in heels on that horrible treadmill had done its job well.   
 
    And finally, there was my mastery of makeup and feminine attire to consider.  Most transgender women, at least as far as I could see, liked to vamp it up.  They gloried in their femininity, and thus, they chose garish makeup, tight, revealing clothing, and the most striking wigs they could find.  But according to Andi, I wasn’t going to be that kind of a girl.  My goal was femininity, sure, but a more natural-looking one.  My makeup was understated, my chin-length, but growing rapidly hair was my own, and my clothes weren’t all that different from what any woman my age would wear.   
 
    Which is how I found myself wearing a loose, white sundress with a wide, brown belt cinching it at the waist, and, beneath it, white cotton underwear - a thong, of course, but still, simpler than what Andi usually made me wear.  On my feet were a pair of cork-soled, wedge heels that were modest enough not to draw much attention.  For once, I wasn’t wearing my corset, which made me feel free in a way I can’t really describe.  But I also felt strangely undressed without it.   
 
    I pushed my brown hair behind my ears, saying, “You’re right.  I’m being silly.  I’ve come this far, haven’t I?  I can keep going.”  
 
    Andi grinned, then said, “That’s my girl.  Let’s go.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “That one is really, really tiny.  Are you sure it’ll fit?” I asked, looking at the new cage with more than a little disbelief.  The thing wasn’t more than two inches long, barely half as wide, and it looked almost like a caricature of my old cages, all seven of which were lined up on the nearby dresser, almost like trophies of past accomplishments.  Starting from left to right, each one was progressively smaller than the last, and even I had to admit that my most recent one wasn’t all that much bigger than the one Andi was about to fasten around my genitals.  The cream, along with the cages had certainly done their job, and from time to time, I found myself in the midst of an existential crisis about whether or not the changes were reversible.   
 
    “It’s going to fit,” she said, manhandling my manhood into place.  Or, given its diminutive size, boyhood might’ve been more appropriate.  I remained silent as she fastened everything into its proper place.  Finally, after she clicked the tiny lock closed, she said, “There.  All locked up.”  
 
    I turned to face the full-length mirror on the wall next to our dresser and stared at my reflection.  In the previous six months, my body had undergone a complete transformation.  It wasn’t surprising, considering the rigors I’d put it through, but the breadth of the changes still had the capacity to shock me, if only for a brief second.  And at that moment, I experienced one of those flashes of disbelief.   
 
    I was still very plainly male, of course.  I had curves, of course.  The corset had seen to that.  But they weren’t nearly as prominent as they would’ve been on a real woman.  I just didn’t have the hips for it.  Nor did I have real breasts.  Sure, there was a bit of extra flab up there, but it wasn’t enough flesh to classify as real breast tissue.  Maybe a developing pre-teen, albeit one who was destined to, even in maturity, be a bit flat-chested.   
 
    The only part of my body I was really proud of was my bottom.  I twisted, looking at it, and smiled.  It was round and perky, but with the perfect amount of jiggle.  Any woman would’ve been proud to have it, and from behind, I definitely looked the part of a female.   
 
    My upper body had remained mostly unchanged, save for the dissipation of some of my already unimpressive muscle mass.  I’d lost weight, for sure, but rather than showing off defined muscles like most guys would’ve, I remained soft and, dare I say, feminine.  My narrow shoulders and slim neck further sold that illusion.   
 
    If it wasn’t for my face, which still had the sharp edges of masculinity, I might’ve passed without issue.  But my brow was a little too heavy, my jaw a bit too square, and my eyes a little too small.  Makeup masked some of those problems, but it was only an illusion, and an easily dispelled one at that.   
 
    I was so busy studying my reflection, that I didn’t even notice Andi moving around in the background.  However, when she stepped up behind me, and I felt something cold and plastic pressing against my hip, I jerked back to the present.   
 
    “What is that?” I asked, turning around and pulling away at the same time.  My eyes immediately went to her groin, from which a plastic phallus had sprouted.  Around her hips was a nylon harness that held the thing in place. “Is that a strap-on?”  
 
    She shrugged.  “That’s what the package said,” she said.  She gave her hips a little wiggle, sending the thing swaying back and forth.  “Why?  Scared of it?”  
 
    “What’s it for?” I asked, a stupid question if ever there was one.  But I was stunned. Scared.  And, admittedly, whatever was left of my masculinity was having a hard time dealing with that thing.  It was one thing to have my manhood stripped away, bit by bit, but it was something else to look down at my wife’s groin and see a cock, even if it was a fake one.   
 
    “I think you know,” was her coy reply.  Then, she burst into a smile, saying, “Oh, come on - don’t make that face!  There’s a reason for this.  It’s even in the book.”  
 
    “Yeah?  What reason is that?  To humiliate me?” I asked, well aware that I was standing in front of my wife wearing a tiny chastity cage, full makeup, and nothing else, save my corset. 
 
    “You know that’s not it,” she said.  “Listen, you’re supposed to be transgender, right?  How many transgender girls do you think haven’t had sex with a guy?  Not many.  Even the ones how turn out to be lesbians have probably tried it out at least once.  It’s bound to come up.  Girls talk, even transgender ones.  You need to know how it feels.  We’ve only got a week left until you go in.  We need to use this to get you -” 
 
    “Fine,” I said, surprising even myself a little.  Once, the idea of my wife using a strap-on on me would’ve been horrifying.  And to a part of me, that was still the case.  However, there was a big part of me - maybe the biggest - that was at least a little curious.  “I guess we can do it.  But only because I want to win that money.  This doesn’t make me gay or anything.” 
 
    “Well, technically, if you’re a girl now, anytime we have sex is kind of gay,” she said, her smile returning.  “Oh, lighten up, Carlie.  It was a joke.  Jesus…” 
 
    I shook my head, saying, “You’re not making this any easier for me.  How does this go?  What do you want me to do?  Just bend over, and -” 
 
    “You should probably start off by sucking it,” she said.  “You know, foreplay and stuff.” 
 
    “It’s plastic,” I argued. 
 
    “Pretend it’s not,” was her response.   
 
    I sighed.  As I knelt in front of her, I felt a strange combination of ridiculousness, fear, and, surprisingly, a bit of arousal.  More than anything, I wanted to just call it all off.  I wanted to say that it was crossing a line, that I didn’t want to do any of it anymore.  But overriding everything was the knowledge that I didn’t have much of a choice.  I had to go on the show.  And I needed to win.  Otherwise, my life as I knew it would be over.  So, with that in mind, I leaned forward and applied myself to the task at hand. 
 
    At first, I just did what I’d seen in various pornographic videos.  I kissed.  I licked.  And ultimately, I sucked.  And for quite a while, I felt absolutely ridiculous.  If it had been real, I would’ve seen the purpose, but with it being plastic… 
 
    Wait.  Was I just dreaming about sucking a real cock?  No.  Of course not.  I was simply acknowledging that it would’ve been more useful if I knew someone else could feel those subtle movements of my tongue, the suction as I pulled away, the tiny kisses I trailed down the shaft.  Right.  That’s all it was.  Just an observation.  Not a desire. 
 
    Through it all, Andi gave me pointers.  Surprisingly, especially given the fact that she’d only given me a couple of blowjobs throughout our entire relationship, she knew quite a bit about technique.  And I was used to taking instruction, so it wasn’t long before I was blowing her like a professional.   
 
    “Okay, now get on the bed,” she said, pushing my face away from that saliva-soaked cock.  “I’m going to fuck you now.”  
 
    For months, I’d been using progressively bigger butt plugs, and now I knew that it was in preparation for this moment.  They’d been loosening me up so that I could take something more substantial, so that I could enjoy it without feeling like I was being split in half.  So, when Andi finally plunged that slick cock inside me, I didn’t even feel any pain.  All I felt was that welcome sensation of fullness laced with considerable pleasure.  It wasn’t long before I was pressing back against her as she fucked me, begging for her to go harder, faster, and deeper.  Gripping my hips, Andi complied, and with each pounding thrust, I felt my fleshy ass jiggling with the force.   
 
    All in all, my first time having sex like a girl was, in a word, fantastic.  Andi was a novice with the strap-on, but she didn’t lack for enthusiasm or stamina.  And eventually, I found myself dribbling cum from my cage while my ass spasmed with orgasmic ecstasy.  I think that, at least as much as anything else I’d done in the previous six months, cemented me into my role, and over the next week, I became intimately acquainted with that dildo.  We fucked at least twice a day, and by the time the day came for me to report to the production studio, I felt more like a woman than I ever had before.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I looked at myself in the mirror, checking my outfit.  My corset lay on the bed, discarded for the last time.  I couldn’t quite decide whether that made me happy or not.  On the one hand, it, and its constantly tighter restraints, had been with me for the better part of six months.  Barely an hour had passed without its restrictive, yet somehow comforting embrace.  Without it, I could breathe and move freely, but I also felt unsupported and alone.  But I couldn’t take it with me.  Besides, it had done its work already.   
 
    The girl in the mirror - yes, she was a girl, albeit one with masculine features and a boyish figure - was wearing a simple, low-cut top and a pair of blue jeans that hugged her hips and displayed her round ass to great effect.  But the mirror didn’t tell the whole story.  Not the tiny, cageless penis between my legs that didn’t even make a bulge.  Not the push-up bra that gave me the illusion of breasts.  And not the metric ton of makeup on my face that disguised some of my more manly features.  In short, I could probably pass as a woman, so long as people didn’t look too closely, but the moment anyone bothered to give me more than a cursory glance, I’d be outed as transgender.   
 
    But maybe that was the point.  Dressed as I was, with obviously feminine features that almost equaled my masculine characteristics, no one would mistake me for a man.  At worst, they’d think I was a crossdresser.  At best, a woman who’d fallen into the more masculine end of the gene pool.  Either way, I didn’t look like the man I’d been when everything had started.   
 
    “You ready?” asked Andi.   
 
    “I really don’t know,” I admitted.  “I’m kind of freaking out, if I’m honest.” 
 
    She gave me a comforting squeeze on my shoulder.  “I get that,” she said. “But if it’s any consolation, I’d be a little worried if you weren’t.  I mean, a year pretending to be a girl?  That’s got to be a little scary.”  
 
    I nodded, but I didn’t respond.  Instead, I considered my task.  It wouldn’t be enough to allay suspicion.  I had to be above that.  No one could think I was a man in disguise.  Otherwise, there was a chance they’d find out the truth, and I’d lose out on the prize.   
 
    “What are they telling the real trans women about what the contest is about?” Andi asked. 
 
    “Just a normal reality show like ‘Big Brother’,” I said.  “There are going to be challenges and audience votes and stuff.  But assuming I get to the last episode, that’s when they’re going to reveal that I was really a man the whole time.  If I get eliminated before that, all the other girls get some kind of bonus in addition to whatever prize they’re already winning.”  
 
    “That sounds like it could piss some people off,” Andi said.   
 
    I shrugged. “I can’t worry about that,” I said. “I’m just there to win the money.” 
 
    “That’s the attitude,” she said. Bending down, she picked up a pair of suitcases.  “Now, let’s get going.  Otherwise, we’re going to be late.” 
 
    I nodded, then gathered my own pair of suitcases before following her.  I was taking my entire wardrobe, as well as my whole makeup kit, along, mostly at Andi’s insistence.  She said I needed to be prepared for anything, and I was in no position to argue.  In any case, I carried my half of the suitcases to my old truck, throwing them into the bed before getting into the passenger’s seat.   
 
    I hardly even flinched at going out in public while dressed as a girl.  Over the last six months, a few of my neighbors had seen me, of course.  But they never even made the connection between Carl, the son of the woman who’d once lived in the old house, and the pair of girls who now occupied the place.  Apparently, I’d never made much of an impression on them, a fact I for which I was very thankful.   
 
    The drive to the production offices somehow seemed to take forever and no time at all as I contemplated by immediate fate.  I knew that I’d soon start living in a house with a bunch of other transgender girls, but beyond that, I was completely in the dark.  I had no idea what to expect, and thoughts of what might happen filled my head throughout the entire, hour-long drive.  So, when we finally pulled into the parking lot connected to that nondescript building, I was a little taken aback by how quickly the future had become my present.   
 
    “You want me to come in with you?” Andi asked.  “Or we doing the goodbye thing out here?”  
 
    “I…um…I don’t know,” I admitted.  “I don’t know if I can do this.”  
 
    Truer words had never been spoken.  Normally, I was a fairly confident guy.  I was sure of my exceptionalism, and I thought I could prevail in most situations.  But this was different.  This was uncharted territory, and the stakes were higher than they’d ever been.  I was both terrified that I couldn’t do it and deathly afraid that I could, because what would it say about me if I pulled off a flawless act?   
 
    But then Andi’s hands were on mine, and she said, “You can do it.  You’ve worked your ass off over these last six months.  You’re smart.  You’re sexy.  And you’re going to win.  I have faith in you.”  
 
    It was just the affirmation I needed to buoy my spirits.  More, it reaffirmed my need to succeed.   I was going to win, if not for my own good, then so I could give Andi the life she very much deserved.  No more going to work at that shitty salon.  No more struggling to make ends meet.  No more missed mortgage payments.  No more pinching pennies just to afford groceries.  I was going to win, and we’d never have to worry about money ever again. 
 
    “Thanks,” I said.  “I needed that.  Help me with the bags?” 
 
    “Yeah,” she said, giving me one of her memorable smiles. “Let’s get you in there.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    I stood in the examination room, naked and with my arms out to my sides as the handsome doctor measured me.  As he did, he kept a running commentary, letting me know the dimensions of my changed body.  Some, like my waist size, weren’t a surprise.  The corset had gotten me down to twenty-three inches.  However, at thirty-one inches, my hips were a little wider than expected, and when he announced that I had solid “A-Cup breasts”, I was more than a little shocked.  But I kept my thoughts to myself, though, because I didn’t want to interrupt him.   
 
    When he finished, he straightened his glasses, saying, “You’ve made great progress.  A really good foundation.  I think the surgery will go very well.”  
 
    “W-what?” I asked.  “Surgery?” 
 
    “Oh,” said the doctor.  “I suppose you didn’t read the entire contract.  Not surprising.  It’s buried pretty deep.  But the gist of it is that you’re required to undergo surgery to move onto the next step.”  
 
    Stunned, I still managed to ask, “What kind of surgery?”  
 
    “Facial feminization, for one,” he said.  “I’ll do that one myself.  Some body sculpting to really make those curves pop.  Breast implants, of course.  Tracheal shave.  Some hairline adjustments.  Basically, the only thing you don’t need are butt implants.  Kudos on that, by the way.  Shows you’ve been working hard.” 
 
    I was dumbfounded.  No one had said anything about surgery.  “What if I don’t do it?” I asked.  “I can pass just fine, and -” 
 
    “I’ll be honest with you here - nobody wants to see androgyny,” he said. “They want big ass, big tits - that sort of thing.  And if you refuse, which is totally within your rights, they’ll move on to one of the alternates.  You’ll go home, and, presumably, you’ll live out the rest of your life.  There might be some other legal ramifications, some fines, that sort of thing.  I didn’t read the contracts they make you all sign.  But if you don’t want to get the surgeries, nobody’s going to make you do it.”  
 
    I knew I was at a crossroads.  In one direction, I’d get the surgeries, win the contest, and live happily ever after with financial security.  In the other lay destitution.  It seemed an easy choice to make because I’d already made it multiple times over the course of the previous six months.   
 
    “They’re reversible, right?” I said. 
 
    “Sure,” he said.  “Everything’s reversible.”  
 
    “O-okay,” I said.  “What happens next?”  
 
    He grinned.  “We jump right into it,” he said.  “Let’s get you prepped.”  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I had a hard time focusing as I was prepared for surgery.  Everything was happening so quickly that I had difficulty processing it all.  Dr. Nolan tried to explain everything that was going to happen, even going so far as to show me a series of computer generated photos that were meant to depict the results I should expect.  I hardly saw them, though.  I was too focused on the fact that I was about to undergo surgery. 
 
    Until that point, I’d never once gone under the knife.  I’d never had a broken bone.  I had rarely even been sick.  But now I was on the verge of experiencing extremely invasive surgery, and I didn’t even have time to get used to the idea.   
 
    At some point, Dr. Nolan introduced me to the team of plastic surgeons and nurses that would sculpt my body into the intended form.  There were three doctors, four nurses, and a pair of anesthesiologists.  I hardly paid attention to their names, credentials, or responsibilities.  I was too shocked to care about any of that.  So, when someone finally gave me a dose of valium, it came with a welcome sense of calm that allowed me to accept the situation - or at least, to accept the fact that I couldn’t change it.   
 
    Idly, as I lay in a hospital bed, awaiting my eventual fate, I wondered how Andi would react to the changes they had planned.  She had been completely onboard so far, so it stood to reason that she would remain supportive.  However, there was a part of me that wondered when she’d reach her limit.  When would she hit the wall beyond which she could no longer accept me as her husband? 
 
    I didn’t know, and because I soon found myself being wheeled into an operating room, I never really had a chance to come to an answer.  Before I knew it, someone was placing a rubber mask over the lower part of my face, and, in seconds, I was drifting off into unconsciousness.   
 
    I’d like to say that I had some profound dream that made everything clearer, but that simply wouldn’t be true.  The fact is that, aside from brief periods where I woke up between surgeries, I was completely out of it.  And that lasted for the better part of two weeks as they guided me through the worst part of my recovery.  I wasn’t even aware of time’s passage until they woke me up for the final time.   
 
    The next few weeks were admittedly difficult.  Not only did I have to recover from the various invasive surgeries, but I also had to recuperate from what amounted to an induced coma.  However, because of some new healing process that involved stem cells, the recovery went much more quickly smoothly than it probably should have.  I guess I should be thankful for that, at the very least.   
 
    However, when all the bandages had come off and the swelling and bruising had dissipated to nothing, I was shocked at the final results.  I mean, I expected it.  Even though I’d been zoned out during the preparation process, I knew what was supposed to happen.  But knowing and seeing are two very different things.  And when I finally saw myself, I felt a simultaneous sense of disorientation, pride, and nausea that was, to put it mildly, entirely overwhelming. 
 
    First of all, it wasn’t me staring back at me.  It was someone that looked vaguely like me.  Only, everything was wrong.  The face.  The body.  The way she was standing.  Nothing was right.  But it was familiar enough that it created this cognitive dissonance that left me feeling dizzy.   
 
    The most familiar aspect of the girl in the mirror was the face.  I could see the pieces that used to belong to my face.  The perky, upturned nose was right.  The blue eyes were the same, albeit wider.  And my mouth was unchanged, right down the dimples Andi had always called adorable.  But everything else was transformed, which cast the entire face in a different, far more feminine light.  If I had to characterize how it felt, I’d say that it seemed like I was looking at the face of my nonexistent, far more attractive younger sister.   
 
    My eyes traveled down the rest of my reflection, widening in disbelief as they took in the sizable, perfect breasts hanging from my chest, leading to my narrow waist, flared hips, and shapely legs.  The only thing setting me apart from a centerfold was the tiny penis between my legs, and even that had an air of femininity about it.   
 
    I don’t know when I started crying.  Maybe the moment I saw what I had become.  Or maybe it was when the realization hit me that Carl had faded far into the background while Carlie had taken her spot in the driver’s seat.  I don’t know.  But hours later, when the doctor came in to inspect his work, I was still curled on the bed and crying my eyes out.   
 
    Dr. Nolan comforted me for a few minutes until, at last, I was able to sit up.  Wiping my eyes, I said, “What did you do to me?”  
 
    “Do you want a list?” he asked. 
 
    I nodded, answering, “I guess.” 
 
    In some ways, I wanted to remain in the dark.  If I didn’t have it all spelled out for me, I wouldn’t need to acknowledge it as my new reality.  However, even then, I wouldn’t be able to escape it completely.  Just sitting there, I could feel the tug of my heavy breasts pulling against my chest, and I knew that each time I saw myself in a mirror - an unavoidable circumstance - I’d be reminded of just how much my face and the rest of my body had changed.  So, it was better to simply confront it head-on.   
 
    So, Dr. Nolan described everything that had been done.  The facial feminization procedure, I’d expected; however, I just hadn’t anticipated it being so effective.  Who knew that shaving down someone’s brow, softening the jawline, and a modification to my chin could have such a great effect?  On top of that, he’d given me subtle lip fillers, cheek implants, and did something to the space between my nose and upper lip.  The effect was to completely change the shape of my face.   
 
    My body underwent a similar transformation.  Selective liposuction, hip implants, and a pair of C-Cup breast implants had given me a shape more appropriate for a swimsuit model - or one of the women I usually followed on Instagram - than a normal woman.  That, coupled with my naturally round bottom and tiny, shrunken penis made it very unlikely that anyone would, at first glance, peg me as an imposter - which was exactly the point, I suppose.   
 
    “It’s all reversible, though,” I said. “That’s what you said before, isn’t it?”  
 
    “Yes,” he said. “We can get you back to normal.”  
 
    “G-good,” I said.  “When all this is over, I want to go back to being the man I was before.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I stepped into the foyer, carrying a small overnight bag.  The rest of my clothes had been left behind.  They wouldn’t fit anyway, after the alterations I’d undergone.  And besides, the producers said they would furnish everything I needed, so I’d only brought along a few odds and ends that I couldn’t live without.   
 
    Though I knew I looked the part in my tight, black dress, four-inch heels, and gaudy costume jewelry, I was still felt my nerves tying themselves into knots as I stood in that house, awaiting my first meeting with my new housemates.  The house itself was impressive enough.  A manor, really. With its well-manicured grounds, elaborate topiary, and ivy-coated walls, it could hardly be classified as anything else.  And for the next year, it would be my home.   
 
    According to the production assistant who’d dropped me off, the entire place had been wired with hidden cameras that would capture our every move.  Privacy wasn’t really in the cards, even in the bathrooms.  Whatever else happened, I would spend the next year being exposed in every way possible.  The only comfort was that it wasn’t really me.  So long as I thought of it as a mere role to be played, I could hide behind that mask.  Or that’s what I kept telling myself, at least.  I hoped I could keep that attitude.   
 
    “You just going to stand there gaping, or are you coming in?” came a feminine voice.  I turned to see a petite blonde - not the platinum sort, like me, but rather, a more natural hue - with huge breasts standing in the nearby doorway.  In the face, she looked a bit like a girl-next-door who’d been stung in the lips by an entire hive of bees, but her body was slim, and her breasts were very obviously fake.  In fact, she looked like the sort of woman who, in years past, would’ve graced the cover of any number of men’s magazines.   
 
    “W-what?  Who are you?” I asked. 
 
    “Vikki,” she said.  “And the rest of us have been waiting on you for, like, an hour.  So move your fat ass so we can get the tour over with.”  
 
    I just stared at her, wondering why she was so antagonistic.  That only irritated her further, because she rolled her eyes, muttered, “Jesus,” and grabbed me by the wrist.  Before I knew what was going on, she was dragging me down into another room where a dozen people waited.   
 
    A dozen women like me, I realized.  These were going to be my housemates.  All except Miss Queen, who stood some distance away from them, a sly smile on her face.   
 
    Vikki practically shoved me forward, saying, “This is the last one.  Can we get going already?”  
 
    I stumbled a bit, but my long hours practicing walking in heels on the treadmill paid off, and I maintained my balance.  But every eye was on me.  I somehow managed to raise my hand shyly and say, “I’m Carlie.”  
 
    One of the other girls, a tall redhead with a long face, huge breasts, and the curviest body I’d ever seen introduced herself as Chase, then added, “Sorry about Vikki.  I’ve only known her for fifteen minutes, and I can already tell she’s going to be the bitch of the group.” 
 
    Then, she went on to introduce all the rest of the girls.  There was Vikki, of course, who stared daggers at anyone who crossed her path.  Then, there was Charlotte, who was a short, petite brunette with the body of a gymnast.  Abigail, a slim, small-breasted girl with striking blue eyes and pink hair.  Heather, a raven-haired Asian girl with a tight body.  Denise, the only black girl with the best ass I’d ever seen.  Maria, a Latina that looked like she could’ve been Jennifer Lopez’s sister.  Hovering in the background were a trio of girls whose names flew right over my head.  I could hardly keep any of them straight, much less remember their names.   
 
    And all of them were like me.  Sort of.  Rather, they were what I was pretending to be.  Transgender women.  It was difficult to believe that any of them had once been men, but given the transformation I’d undergone, I didn’t doubt it.   
 
    “Alright, ladies - quiet down,” said Miss Queen, who looked as dominant as ever.  Everyone - even Vikki, though she didn’t seem happy about it - stopped talking and turned to the producer.  Queen went on, “Most of you know me from the audition process, but for those who don’t, my name is Patricia Queen.  For the next year, I will guide you through the various challenges we’ve set up for you.  In addition, we’ll be conduction periodic interviews with you all. But for now, let me act as your tour guide.  If you’ll follow me, I’ll show you around your new home.” 
 
    Heels clicked on the floors as ten transgender women followed Queen through the house.  Their first stop was the common area, which was comprised of a pair of rooms, one of which was set up like a home theater, complete with stadium seating, and the other had various gaming tables.  There was table tennis, pool, and foosball.  And hooked up to the eight-five inch, flat-screen television in the other room was every video game system available.  In short, it looked like they weren’t going to lack for entertainment choices, even if they were stuck inside the house.   
 
    Next came the indoor hot tub, which looked like it was big enough to accommodate every girl there.  Queen pointed out, “You’ll all find a variety of bikinis in your rooms, but we have no issues if you choose to frolic about naked.  In fact, we encourage it.”  
 
    She ended with a hearty laugh, which some of the girls echoed with their own nervous mirth.  I kept my lips together.  There was no way I was going to prance around naked with all those cameras present.   
 
    After that, Miss Queen showed them outside to the pool, which would’ve been better categorized as a complex.  In addition to a lagoon style pool, complete with giant boulders, waterfalls, and even a couple of slides, there was an endless pool where they could swim against the current for exercise.  Again, Queen mentioned that nudity was encouraged, which prompted me to wonder just how risque they expected the competition to get.   
 
    Then, she led us past the pool complex and through a beautiful garden to a freestanding workout facility.  Inside, there were treadmills, stair steppers, free weights, and even a fully furnished ballet studio.  One of the girls - Maria, unless I was mistaken - expressed great interest in that.  Maybe she was a dancer.  For my part, I couldn’t help but think that at least I wouldn’t lose any of the gains I’d worked so hard for over the past six months.   
 
    After the gym, she led us back to the main house and into the most advanced kitchen I’d ever seen.  The island alone was as big as my entire kitchen back home.  It had a pair of stovetops, a hibachi style griddle, and an industrial refrigerator.  Queen assured us that they’d taken note of our respective dietary restrictions and stocked the kitchen accordingly.  However, due to the isolation mandate, we would have to prepare the food ourselves.  That news was met with mixed reactions.  Some of the girls were obviously experienced cooks.  Others, like me, were clearly inexperienced and would struggle to boil an egg.  Either way, we wouldn’t lack for facilities.   
 
    Finally, Miss Queen led us upstairs to the living quarters, which was arranged with each pair of rooms sharing a bathroom between them.  On top of that, each of us would get a roommate, an arrangement I thought was probably more for conflict than because the enormous mansion lacked the necessary space to accommodate us all.  It was a reality show, after all.  They needed drama.   
 
    She began pairing us off and directing us to our assigned rooms.  Katie and Maria.  Leah and Chase.  Charlotte and Abigail.  Vikki and Heather.  And finally, she paired me with Denise, the black girl who hadn’t uttered a single word during the entire tour.  After that, Queen told us to get settled in.  She claimed that she’d be back in the morning to conduct our first interviews.  Then, just like that, we were all alone.   
 
    “I don’t know about you, but I’m freaking terrified,” I said, sitting on my new bed.  It was a twin, but I wouldn’t lack room.  “What about you?” 
 
    Denise gave me a shy smile, saying, “A little bit.  This place is kind of intimidating.”  
 
    “We’ll get used to it, though,” I said, projecting far more confidence than I really felt.   
 
    She shrugged. “I hope so,” Denise said. 
 
    That’s when I got an idea that totally fit my character. “You know what always relaxes me?” I asked, standing.  I walked over to the closet, saying, “A fashion show.” 
 
    I threw the doors open, and despite expecting a wealth of clothing, I found myself staggering back.  It was bigger than my bedroom back home, and it looked like someone had crammed an entire women’s clothing store into that closet.  There was rack upon rack of dresses, jeans, skirts, and every other kind of clothes imaginable.  Shoes, too.  Heels.  Sneakers.  Flats.  Sandals.  I went to one side and inspected a dress, finding that it was in my size.  I looked over my shoulder, seeing Denise doing the same.  She said, “Guess this is my side, huh?”  
 
    “I guess so,” I said, walking toward a chest of drawers at the far end of the closet.  I opened one of the drawers and, predictably, I suppose, I found any style of panty I could imagine.  The next drawer contained bras.  The next, more elaborate lingerie.  Finally, the bottom drawer housed a variety of different styles of bikinis, ranging from modest, full-coverage sorts to what could only be described as a micro-kini that would struggle to cover anything at all.   
 
    “So?” I said.  “What do you want to try on first?”  
 
    Denise shook her head, so I had little choice but to take the lead.  Even as I unzipped my dress and dragged it down my body, I had to keep reminding myself that I wasn’t Carl, right now.  I was Carlie.  And she had no issues with being naked around another girl.  Still, my heart was beating out of my chest as I stripped down to my panties and bra.   
 
    “D-do you want me to turn around?” she asked. 
 
    “What?  No,” I said, surprised.  Maybe she was more modest than I expected.  In any case, I couldn’t afford that.  I needed to be unashamed.  The opposite of how I really felt.  So, without hesitation, I hooked my fingers under the waistband of my modest, black panties and dragged them down my well-shaped legs.  Without skipping a beat, my bra came next.  Nudity, as Queen had so often said, was encouraged.  It was time I got used to it.  So, naked, I started looking through the clothes.  All the while, Denise couldn’t help but stare.   
 
    There was a part of me that felt a little gratification at that.  After all, I’d never been the subject of anyone’s adoration.  Nobody had ever looked at me the way she was looking at me.  Maybe Andi, but only sometimes.  And that was different.  Denise was in awe of my body, and that gave me the confidence to stay my trembling hands as I rifled through the clothes, eventually selecting a sequined cocktail dress that was so short that it probably wouldn’t even cover my ass.   
 
    I quickly selected the skimpiest pair of panties I could find - they were red and comprised of little more than a two- or three-inch piece of fabric and a couple of strings - and slipped them on.  My penis, as small as it had gotten, hardly even made a bulge, so I didn’t bother tucking it away.  Finally, I pulled on the cocktail dress, then asked, “Zip me up?”  
 
    Denise did, and once I was fully dressed, I held out my hands, asking, “What do you think?  Acceptable?”  
 
    “You…you’re gorgeous,” she said.  “Absolutely gorgeous.”  
 
    I grinned. “Now, you’re turn,” I said.   
 
    So it went for the next couple of hours, with Denise slowly coming out of her shell until, by the third outfit, we were giggling like a pair of schoolgirls.  I was a little surprised to see that her manhood was quite a bit bigger than mine, a fact of which she seemed a little ashamed.  I pointedly ignored it.  Other than that, her body was just as good as mine, though because she was a bit taller, it was shaped a bit differently.  Her hips were narrower, but so were her shoulders.  Not that it was a detriment, of course.  She was beautiful.  But then again, so was I. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The next day, Miss Queen revealed our schedule.  For some, it was met with grumbling, but most of us accepted it without complaint.  Vikki wasn’t one of them.  Apparently, she wasn’t keen on being told what to do or when to do it.  However, when Miss Queen told her that it was either follow the schedule or go home, she fell into line.  The others, which included her roommate, Heather, followed her lead.   
 
    The schedule itself wasn’t terribly onerous.  Mealtimes were fairly flexible.  And there was plenty of leisure time built in.  In fact, the only strict part was that we were expected to workout for a minimum of two hours each day.  When someone complained about that, Queen pointed out that they weren’t in the business of putting a bunch of fat girls on television.  That silenced any further complaints, and she went on to describe the overall structure of the competition.   
 
    Every month, there would be a challenge dictated by the producers.  The winner of each challenge would gain immunity, but the rest of the girls would be subject to a fan vote, the result of which would determine who was kicked out of the house until, at the end of the year, there would only be three girls left.  The ultimate winner would be chosen via a final fan vote from those three candidates.   
 
    I had to admit that it sounded plausible.  In fact, it wasn’t so different than any number of other reality shows.  However, I knew the truth.  I knew that the real challenge was whether or not I could convince these genuine transgender women that I was one of them.  I’d already made some headway with my roommate, Denise, but I had a long way to go before the rest were on my side.  And if I got kicked off?  I wasn’t sure, but I suspected that would be the end for me.  Doubtless, there was some clause in the contract I’d signed that said as much.   
 
    So, not only did I have to convince a bunch of women who were uniquely suited to recognize an imposter that I was one of them, but I had to do so while competing against them in various challenges, which were no doubt designed to expose me.  Suddenly, my task didn’t seem so easy.   
 
    Thankfully, I wasn’t the only one who was nervous about it, because once Queen had left us to our own devices, Denise said, “I wonder what the challenges are.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said, recognizing the fear in her voice.  “They won’t be easy, though.” 
 
    “Maybe it’ll be like on Survivor or something,” she guessed.  “Physical challenges and stuff.  Maybe we’ll have to run an obstacle course or something like that.” 
 
    “Maybe,” I said. “Or -” 
 
    “God, you’re both so stupid,” came Vikki’s annoying voice.  The skinny blonde planted herself between us, saying, “It’s obviously something more risque than that.”  
 
    I glanced over her shoulder to see Heather standing behind her.  The tight-bodied Asian girl looked like a sentry, albeit a small one, and though she had a face like a porcelain doll, there was nothing delicate or feminine about her expression.  She’d obviously picked up on Vikki’s unreasonable dislike of me.   
 
    “And you know this how?” I asked, glaring at Vikki.   
 
    “It’s obvious,” she said. “Or did you miss all the reminders that nudity was encouraged?  Sex sells.” 
 
    It certainly made sense, but I wasn’t going to give her the satisfaction of agreeing.  Instead, I said, “We’ll see.” 
 
    Then, I grabbed Denise by the upper arm and dragged her away.  To my surprise, the other girls weren’t nearly so hostile.  In fact, they all seemed friendly.  But all the while, Vikki glared at me like I’d kicked her favorite puppy.   
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Wait, it’s not a bikini contest?” I said, staring at Miss Queen.  Like all my other housemates, I was sitting backstage in an expansive dressing room in what Miss Queen said was one of the most famous drag clubs in the world.  I’d never heard of it, but that wasn’t necessarily surprising.  I wasn’t exactly a member of the community - not really.  Thought I had to remember to conceal that fact.  Thankfully, some of the other girls hadn’t known what it was, either.   
 
    In any case, like all the others, I’d been preparing for a bikini contest, which is what Miss Queen had told us was the first challenge.  And now, when they day had finally arrived, she’d changed the rules.   
 
    “It’s not,” the woman responded.  “I thought I’d made that perfectly clear.”  
 
    “I…I can’t go out there naked,” I said, glancing at the curtain that led to the main stage.   
 
    “I understand,” Queen said without skipping a beat. “I can mark you down as a forfeit, and we’ll skip the fan vote this month.  You’ll be kicked out, of course.  But if you can’t do it, you can’t do it.”  
 
    “W-what?  No!” I said. “I mean…I don’t…I c-can’t…” 
 
    “You need to make a choice, Miss Morgan,” said Queen, pulling me aside  We were surrounded by my naked or half-naked housemates.  Vikki, notably, walked around without a stitch of clothing, completely unashamed of her nudity.  Others seemed just as reticent as I was, which, after a fashion, was comforting.  “Either you’re all in, or you’re not.  There can be no half-measures.” 
 
    “But…but it’s indecent,” I said. 
 
    “Oh, grow up,” the woman said. “It’s just nudity.  You have a fantastic body.  You should be proud to show it off.”  
 
    She wasn’t wrong.  Even surrounded by other women who’d obviously been surgically molded to near perfection, I stood out.  Not because my breasts were the biggest.  Not because my curves were the most dramatic.  In fact, the only single part of my anatomy that seemed better than everyone else’s was my bottom.  And my penis was a bit smaller than the rest.  But I was more than the sum of my parts, and when everything was taken together, I was stunning in a way that most could only dream about.   
 
    However, it was one thing to take pride in your appearance.  It was something else altogether to strut around naked in front of a bunch of perfect strangers.   
 
    What choice did I really have, though?  I had already come so far, and I couldn’t give up now.  Not when I’d already given up so much.  No - Queen was right.  I needed to commit.  No half-measures.   
 
    “I’m in,” I said, my voice steadier than my emotions.   
 
    “Good,” she said. “Now, get out of that bikini and take your place at the front of the line.  You’re going first.” 
 
    My heart jumped into my throat, and for a moment, my newfound resolve nearly crumbled.  Mechanically, I stripped out of the string bikini I had chosen for what I expected the first challenge to be, throwing it atop the vanity where I’d just finished doing my makeup.  I was keenly aware of all the eyes on me.   
 
    “God, that thing is tiny,” taunted Vikki.  “Are you sure you weren’t born a girl?  Because that looks like a clit to me.” 
 
    I turned to see her pointing at my diminutive manhood.  It wasn’t even an inch long, especially when exposed to the cold air of the dressing room, and my testicles had long since retreated into my abdomen.  Behind Vikki, Heather let out a loud guffaw. 
 
    I rolled my eyes, saying, “I’m not sure if that’s supposed to be an insult or a compliment.  I mean, if you’re trying to tell me I look feminine, thanks.  Kind of the point.  I am a girl, after all.”  
 
    Vikki started to form a retort, but she was cut off by Miss Queen ushering me to the curtain.  My six-inch platform heels clicked loudly on the tile as I made my way to my position.  Over the course of the previous month, I’d become friendly with some of the other girls, and they, along with Denise, wished me luck.  I hardly heard them, and my only response was to give them a wan smile.  I was too afraid that if I opened my mouth to reply, I would vomit.   
 
    “When the music starts, go through that curtain, climb the steps, and do what you’ve been practicing for the past week,” Queen said.  “Got it?”  
 
    “Easy peasy,” I muttered.  And on the surface, it should’ve been.  I was just going to walk around on stage for a few moments while the announcer recounted some details from my fake life.  But complicating it all was the fact that I would be completely exposed before the crowd.  Who knew a few pieces of thin fabric could make such a difference? 
 
    Before I could work myself up any further, Def Leopard’s “Pour Some Sugar On Me” began to play, and Queen practically shoved me through the curtain.  On unsteady legs, I climbed the steps and passed through another curtain to find myself striding onstage.   
 
    The roar of the crowd was nearly deafening, and if I hadn’t been so proficient at walking in heels, I might’ve fallen.  However, hundreds of hours of walking on that treadmill paid off, and I maintained my stride, an exaggerated sway to my hips.   
 
    One foot in front of the other, I thought.  Smile.  Wave.  Blow a kiss to that cute guy in the front row.  Wait - where did that come from?  Oh, God - what’s that feeling in the pit of my stomach?  Not nerves.  Wait…was I…was I enjoying myself?  No - I couldn’t be.   
 
    But I was.  The moment the thought crossed my mind, I knew it to be true.  As the announcer went on and on about all my favorite things, couching each factoid in sexual innuendo, I sashayed across the stage like a particularly bubbly runway model.  I even shook my ass a few times, much to the crowd’s vehement endorsement.   
 
    And when I finally made my way back the way I came, I was followed by a roar of approval.  By the time I found myself backstage, I was practically hyperventilating with excitement.  I exchanged a knowing look with Miss Queen, who gave me the barest hint of a nod before ushering the next girl onstage.   
 
    So it went for the next hour until everyone had been onstage.  A couple of my housemates had a less-than-successful time on stage.  One, Maria, even stumbled and fell.  When she got back to the dressing room, she was a mess of tears.  I tried to comfort her, but there wasn’t much I could do.   
 
    In the end, I went back onstage as one of the top three vote getters - along with Denise and Vikki.  I took at least a little pride when I got the biggest cheer, even among them best of the best.   
 
    Queen stepped onstage, wearing her crisp, white business suit and holding a microphone.  She held it up, saying, “Let’s hear it for all our girls, huh?  The put on quite a show!” 
 
    The crowd roared.   
 
    “But only one can be the winner,” she said.  “And according to our online community, that winner is…” 
 
    I held my breath. 
 
    Denise gripped my hand. 
 
    “Carlie Morgan!” Queen said.  “She gets immunity going forward into this weekend’s vote!”  
 
    The crowd went wild, and Denise wrapped her arms around me in a naked hug.  Vikki, meanwhile, grimaced, huffed, then stalked off the stage.  I watched her narrow ass with more than a little satisfaction.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “I’m telling you,” said Vikki.  “She’s probably intersex or something.  It’s not fair.”  
 
    I knew she’d intended for me to hear.  That was the whole point of her conversation; she wanted me to get under my skin.  I took comfort in the fact that it was the only way she could conceivably get rid of me.  After all, I’d already proved myself her better, hadn’t I?  From what Miss Queen had said, I’d gotten double the votes of anyone else.  So, it stood to reason that I was in the driver’s seat in terms of the competition.   
 
    I walked past her and her companions, who were sitting in the game area playing some sort of card game.  I ignored them as best I could, but it wasn’t easy because Vikki kept making unfounded accusations and jokes at my expense.  And her friends - Heather and Charlotte, who’d glommed onto Vikki like a pair of parasites - made a point of laughing as loudly as possible.  So, when I made it to the other side of the room and flopped onto the couch next to Denise, I was understandably in a bad mood. 
 
    “They’re just jealous,” Denise said.  Like me, she was dressed casually in a pair of cotton shorts and a tank top.  “You were so far ahead of them that you might as well have been playing a different game altogether.  I’m guessing Vikki isn’t used to anyone else taking the spotlight.”  
 
    “I guess,” I muttered.  “What about you?”  
 
    She looked down, embarrassed.  “I don’t know,” she said.  “I wasn’t popular in school or anything.  It wasn’t until I transitioned that things started going right.”  
 
    “That can’t be a unique story here,” I said.  “Kids aren’t nice to anybody who’s different, are they?”  
 
    While I hadn’t grown up transgender, I’d certainly never been popular.  So, I knew what that was like, at least.  It wasn’t difficult to imagine how much more difficult life would have been if I’d been like the other girls in the house. 
 
    “You have anybody back home?” Denise asked. 
 
    I nodded, saying, “Andi.” 
 
    Shit.  I’d spoken without thinking.  What if Denise made the connection?  What if she realized that Andi was spelled with an “I” instead of a “Y”?   
 
    “He’s a lucky guy,” Denise said. 
 
    “Y-yeah,” I agreed.  “But I think I’m luckier.  What about you?  Anybody?”  
 
    She shook her head.  “No,” she said. “Like I said, I was never very popular.  A couple of Tinder dates is all, and you know how that can go.  Most of them don’t want to be in a relationship with someone like us, right?  They just want to satisfy a fetish.”  
 
    “Right,” I said, nodding.   
 
    We continued to make small talk for a few more minutes until Vikki came over to talk to us.  I looked up, saying, “What do you want?  To make fun of me some more?  Not interested.  Go away.” 
 
    She put her hand on her chest, gasping dramatically.  “As if!” she said.  “I have half a mind to be offended.  I would never -” 
 
    “What do you want, Vikki?” asked Denise. 
 
    “Fine,” the tiny girl said.  “I wanted to ask if you guys wanted to play cards with us.  It’s fun.  And we’re thinking of making it interesting.” 
 
    “Interesting?  Interesting how?” I asked. 
 
    “We’re going to play strip poker,” she said, grinning.  “C’mon.  You know what Miss Queen said, right?  We’re supposed to make it sexy.  Well, it doesn’t get much sexier than this.”  
 
    It was all I could do not to roll my eyes.  I didn’t want to do anything with Vikki, much less play nice.  However, she wasn’t wrong.  Miss Queen had given us a mandate to make our downtime as sexy as possible - for ratings, she’d said.  So, after letting out a sigh, I said, “Fine.  But if you make fun of me, I’m quitting.”  
 
    She held up her hands in mock surrender. “I would never do that!” she said.  “We’re all friends here.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Come on,” said Vikki, smiling over the table.  She was topless, as was everyone but Denise.  But I’d definitely come out the worst, considering that I was down to my panties.  And I had just lost another hand.  “Hand ‘em over.  Let’s see that little dick of yours.” 
 
    “I told you that if you were going to make fun of me -” 
 
    “Oh, grow up - it is little,” she said. “That is an objective fact.  I’d bet it isn’t half the size of the next smallest one here.  I’m not making fun of you.  I’m not teasing.  I’m not bullying.  Or whatever else.  I’m just saying you lost, and it’s time to pay up.  Now, take off your freaking panties.” 
 
    I hated that she was right, and about all of it.  But I could no more change that than I could deny reality.  So, I stood up, then dragged my red, lace panties off.  The other girls at the table whooped and catcalled me, but I ignored them as I threw my panties into the center of the card table.   
 
    “See? That wasn’t so hard, was it?” Vikki said.  “You didn’t have any problems being naked the other day.  I don’t see why you’re suddenly upset by it.”  
 
    As Heather dealt out the next hand, I said, “Because there was a reason for it.  This is just gratuitous.” 
 
    “Oh, Carlie with the big words,” Vikki said.  “She probably thinks she’s smart.”  
 
    “No,” I said, squirming in my seat. I was more comfortable with nudity now, but I still wasn’t accustomed to it.  “Just…just…never mind.  Whatever.  Let’s just play the stupid game.”  
 
    Of course, I didn’t get what I wanted, but then again, the whole reason Vikki had asked me to play cards in the first place was to embarrass me.  Or to dominate me in some way.  I’m not sure, but I didn’t like it.  However, I was trapped in the situation, so I tried to make the best of it and concentrate on trying to win.  
 
    But I’m not great at cards.  In fact, I can’t think of much I’m really good at, but card games are kind of the worst.  It’s not that I don’t understand them.  Nor is it that I don’t know how to win.  I do.  It’s just that nothing ever seems to go my way.  So, when I somehow managed to get four of a kind, I was borderline ecstatic, and it showed. 
 
    “Looks like someone’s got a good hand,” said Vikki.  “Too bad she doesn’t have anything to bet.”  
 
    My heart fell.  Here I was, with a nigh unbeatable hand, and I had no clothes to bet. 
 
    “W-what if I bet something else?” I asked.  “Like money.  Or I could cook for you.  Or what if -” 
 
    “I want a blowjob,” she said, looking at me over her cards. 
 
    “W-what?  No!  I’m not -” 
 
    “That’s the deal,” she said. “If you want to keep playing, that’s what you can bet.  You give me a blowjob, and you might get your panties back.  What’d you say?  Or were you just making a pathetic attempt at a bluff?”  
 
    That did it.  That made my decision for me.  I’d like to say that I had Miss Queen’s mandate to keep things sexy in mind, but the reality was that I just wanted to beat Vikki at her own game.  And I had the hand to do it.  So, I said, “You’re on.”  
 
    Her smile widened as she threw my lace panties back into the pot.  “Okay, let’s see what you’ve got,” she said. 
 
    I slapped my cards on the table, saying, “Four of a kind!”  
 
    Her smile faded.  “Wow,” she said “That’s a really good hand.  Like, there’s only one thing that can beat it…” 
 
    My insides twisted into a knot as she laid her cards down, revealing a straight flush.  Seven-to-Jack.   
 
    I had lost.   
 
    “You don’t seriously expect her to suck your dick, now, do you?” said Denise. 
 
    “A bet’s a bet,” said Vikki.  “Let’s put that pretty mouth to good use, eh?”  
 
    “W-where…where do you want to do it?  We can go to my room, and -” 
 
    “Right here,” she said.  “Right now.  Get under the table.  I’ve always wanted to get a blowjob from a pretty girl while I played poker.”  
 
    “Seriously?” 
 
    “Seriously,” she echoed, staring me in the eye.  Finally, I looked away, and I knew I’d lost the battle.  So, the only thing to do was to get it over with.  After all, I couldn’t very well back out.  Not and maintain my mask.  Carl certainly wasn’t the kind of person to blow someone in a public room.  But Carlie might be.  More, Carlie wasn’t going to back down from the challenge.   
 
    Denise tried to tell me I didn’t have to do it, but I just said, “It’s not a big deal.”  
 
    Then, I slid under the table.  On all fours, I quickly found Vikki’s slim legs.  Mine were better than hers, certainly.  But I hardly noticed that.  Instead, my attention was wholly on the small bulge in her shorts.   
 
    I reached up, then slowly dragged her shorts off.  Next came her cotton panties, revealing her manhood.  It certainly wasn’t big.  Maybe three or four inches long.  But it dwarfed mine.  In any case, I didn’t waste any time leaning forward and locking my lips around the thing.  It tasted kind of salty, a surprise considering that my only experience with blowjobs had been gained via a plastic phallus.  But the skills would translate, I was certain.   
 
    As I bobbed my head back and forth, the poker game continued.  Vikki and her friends tried to make conversation - like I wasn’t under the table sucking the cock of my chief rival - but every now and then, Vikki’s voice would break into a soft moan.  I lived for those moments.  In fact, I made something of a game of it.  If I could make her acknowledge me, then I would win.  It was a silly idea, but I latched onto it nonetheless.  And soon, I achieved my goal, because mid-sentence, I felt her clench up and shoot a tiny dribble of semen into my mouth.  I swallowed it greedily, and Vikki’s voice cut off completely. 
 
    A second later, she said, “Wait, what was I saying?”  
 
    Everyone at the table laughed.  Even Vikki.  She scooted back a bit, then reached down and caressed my face. “Such a good little cocksucker,” she said.  “You want some more?  I’m sure Heather and Charlotte would appreciate it.  Denise too, whether she wants to admit it or not.” 
 
    I knew I had a choice to make.  I could refuse and go back to the way things were.  Maybe they’d become suspicious.  Or maybe not.  Or, conversely, I could do as Vikki asked and play the role of a horny cocksucker.  Strangely enough, I certainly had a preference, and it wasn’t what I would’ve expected. 
 
    “I…I’ll stay down here,” I said. 
 
    “That’s my good girl,” she said.  “Get Charlotte next.  You’ll like her dick more than most.” 
 
    And I did.  In fact, I sucked every dick at that table - and a few more that joined in later - before the night was through.  When I finally crawled out from underneath it, I did so secure in the knowledge that I had cemented my place among them.  Nobody would think I was a man, now. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Eleven 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Quit squirming,” said Denise, looking up at me from between my legs where she’d been busy affixing multi-colored, fake gemstones to my pubic area, giving my groin a bedazzled look.  “This is hard enough without you wiggling around.”  
 
    “Sorry,” I apologized. “It tickles.” 
 
    “You know there’s a good chance this is all going to be pointless,” she said.  “What if the challenge has us wearing clothes?” 
 
    “Not likely,” I said.  “I mean, think about it.  What does Miss Queen keep telling us?  Keep it sexy, right?  That’s what this show is about.  It’s as X-Rated as they come.  I’m willing to bet just about anything that the next challenge will have us taking off our clothes in one way or another, and I want to be ready.”  
 
    My reasoning was, I knew, completely valid.  Still, bedazzling my pubic area might’ve been taking things a step too far - especially given the fact that doing so forced me to enlist the help of my roommate.  It wasn’t really sexual; I didn’t look at her that way.  But she was a very good-looking woman, and I hadn’t had anyone handle my junk for quite some time.  So, I was terrified that I might respond.   
 
    I needn’t have worried, though, because my tiny penis remained completely flaccid throughout the whole process.  In fact, the only time it so much as twitched was when I slid the gem-ended butt plug into my ass.  Maybe I should’ve considered what that said about my evolving sexual preferences, but I remained stubbornly, blissfully ignorant. 
 
    I stood up, inspecting Denise’s work.  Not only did the tiny gemstones make a pattern above and around my penis, thus highlighting its diminutive size, but there were also a few on my perinium and a scattering on either of my butt cheeks.  All in all, I was satisfied with the way it looked.   
 
    Grinning, I turned to Denise, saying, “Your turn.  Take off your panties.”  
 
    Denise didn’t seem nearly as enthusiastic about having her genitals bedazzled as I had been, so she hesitated a little while pulling down her panties.  Still, she was just impressionable enough not to resist too much.  I saw that as an absolute win.  If I was more comfortable with my feminized body than an actual transgender woman, I was playing my role well.   
 
    Even so, I was a little jealous of the size of her penis.  It wasn’t huge or anything.  None of our housemates were particularly well equipped.  However, it was almost twice the size of mine, and there was an actual bulge where her testicles were supposed to be.  By contrast, I just had an empty sack.  Still, it wasn’t like she could help it.  But I did miss having the biggest dick in the room.  I’d never realized how much I’d depended on that for my self-confidence. 
 
    Pushing those thoughts from my mind, I dragged the bag of fake gems closer and went to work.  Once upon a time, I might’ve been extraordinarily uncomfortable handling someone’s penis, but that was before I’d spent hours under that card table sucking cock.  Now, my discomfort stemmed not from embarrassment but from a desire to turn it into something sexual.  Again, I resisted those urges and bent my mind to the task, arranging the stones into geometric patterns above and around her manhood.  Like she’d done with mine, I trailed the gemstones under her testicles and back to her ass, making an outline of a G-String as it looped back around to the main pattern.   
 
    “There,” I announced, leaning back on my heels.  “Take a look and tell me what you think.” 
 
    Denise turned to the mirror, then twisted back and forth, giving my work a thorough inspection.  Finally, she said, “I like it.  It’s sexy and flirty.”  
 
    “Then my work here is done,” I said.  “Let’s get dressed.  Miss Queen said they’re going to pick us up in about two hours.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    I sat in the back of the black, Mercedes-Benz van, sandwiched between a pair of my housemates.  Vikki sat across from me, and throughout the ride, she’d been making suggestive comments.   
 
    “You look a little uncomfortable,” she sneered, opening her legs.  Her already short, black dress rode up, revealing the bulge in her see-through panties.  “You want to suck on it a little?  To relax, I mean.” 
 
    I glared at her, but before I could respond, Denise said, “Shut up, Vikki.  Nobody’s in the mood for your shit tonight.”  
 
    “What the fuck did you say to me, bitch?” said Vikki.  “I will -” 
 
    The side door of the van swung open, cutting Vikki off.  Miss Queen stood between a pair of tall, broad-shouldered men in tight, black shirts and matching slacks.  She said, “Come on, ladies.  Let’s get you inside so you can get ready.” 
 
    Vikki was the first out of the van, followed by her coterie of sycophants, Heather and Charlotte.  Like the rest of us, they were wearing what could generously be called clubwear.  But the hems of the dresses were all a little too short, the fabric a bit too diaphanous.  And everything was so tight that, even if they were completely opaque, the outfits wouldn’t have hidden much.  For my part, I’d chosen a cocktail dress with sequins along the hem and the scooping neckline, and I followed shortly after Charlotte.  But I almost stumbled when I saw the reception.   
 
    On either side of a literal red carpet were twin hordes of reporters, fans, and professional photographers, each one taking photos of the girls who’d gone before me.  However, as soon as I stepped out of the van, every eye turned to me.  All that attention made me simultaneously giddy and nauseous.   
 
    I struggled to maintain my composure as I made my way down the carpet.  People shouted greetings.  They begged me to look their way for photos.  They screamed out that they loved me.  It was disconcerting, and by the time I made my way through the nondescript door of the building at the end of the carpet, I was very near to hyperventilating.   
 
    I wasn’t alone, either.  None of the other girls seemed any less affected by the crowd.  Even Vikki was silent, and she had a look on her face that made me think of a startled animal.  Denise came in after me, and with a sharp exhale, she said, “What the fuck was that?”  
 
    “I guess we have fans,” I managed.  “Who knew?”  
 
    “I thought…I thought this was going to just be a little show,” she said. “I didn’t expect…I mean, that’s like a Hollywood premiere out there.”  
 
    “Yeah,” I said, the only response I could think of.  However, the implications of that crowd weren’t lost on me.  If that many people were there, it was likely that everyone I knew had seen me in all sorts of compromising positions.  Everyone would know just how far I’d gone.  And after tonight, I had a feeling they’d have an idea of just how far I still had to go. 
 
    The rest of my housemates slowly filed in, followed by Miss Queen and her hulking bodyguards.  Once she was inside, one of them locked the door behind her, and she said, “Ladies, ladies - gather up.  I’m going to explain tonight’s challenge.”  
 
    We all followed her directions, huddling close around her.  Once she was satisfied we could all hear her, she said, “Tonight’s going to be a little different than the last challenge.  Basically, you’re going to spend the night as strippers.  Oh, I’m sorry - exotic dancers.  You’ll each dance three sets over the course of the night.  In addition, you will give your customers private dances.  And at the end, the top earner will gain immunity from tomorrow’s elimination vote.  So, give it your all.  There are no other rules or restrictions, so do not hold back.  Any questions?”  
 
    There were none, and soon, we were being led to yet another dressing room.  Inside, each wall was lined with makeup tables, each equipped with a small chair and a locker.  I went to one, finding a G-string bikini inside the locker.  Apparently, we weren’t supposed to have elaborate costumes.  Our dances were going to be simple.   
 
    And it was terrifying.   
 
    I had never been much of a dancer.  Even during my preparation for the competition, when I’d participated in various dance aerobics programs provided by the producers, I’d felt awkward and ill-suited for the tasks.  So, even if no one else knew it, I was an underdog.  Which meant that, like Miss Queen had said, there was no room for holding back.  As I undressed, I started to concoct a plan. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    My heart was beating out of my chest, and I was on the verge of hyperventilating.  It was one thing to simply walk naked across a stage.  I could do that.  But to dance?  To twirl around a pole?  That was something else altogether, and the difference had me very nearly panicking.  But with an effort of will, I forced myself to take a deep breath.  Then another.  And another.  I kept going until, at last, I felt like I was breathing normally.  However, my mind was still whirling with how easily everything could go wrong.   
 
    Luckily, soon after my barely effective breathing exercises, my song started, and I pranced onstage.  The club proper was dark, which was probably good.  That way, I could only see the first couple of rows of enthusiastic gentlemen.  However, the stage itself was well-lit, so I was completely visible.   
 
    A cheer went up from the crowd as I took exaggerated steps, careful to follow the pounding hits of the bass, toward the pole at the center of the stage.  Once I reached it, I took hold of the shiny metal cylinder, and let myself twirl around it.  It was a simple move, but the crowd of men cheered, throwing singles onto the stage around me.   
 
    Maybe it would be easier than I expected, I thought. 
 
    My routine wasn’t complicated.  I couldn’t handle any of the more acrobatic moves I knew real strippers sometimes used.  I wouldn’t be flipping upside down.  Nor would I defy gravity by clinging to that pole and spinning around at a hundred-miles per hour.  But I could shake my ass.  And I knew how to take my bikini off.  So, over the course of that song, I did just that.   
 
    And I was a hit.  The audience particularly liked my bedazzled groin and prominently jeweled butt plug, and when I got on my hands and knees, twerking, they went absolutely wild, rewarding me with a veritable cascade of crumpled bills.  When the song finally finished, I was flushed, out of breath, and feeling pretty good about myself.  Still naked, I gathered up my earnings, waved at the crowd, and scampered backstage to count my money.   
 
    Maybe it would be enough to win. 
 
    But judging by the crowd’s reactions when Vikki, Denise, and the others progressively went onstage, it wouldn’t.  That suspicion was born out when I saw that their stacks of money were far larger than mine.  No - I wouldn’t win.  Not unless I went through with what I’d already planned to do.  So, after putting my G-String back on, I left the dressing room and soon found myself among the crowd.   
 
    It was a little scary, I’ll admit - especially when they groped me.  After all, I’d never really been the object of anyone’s desire before.  Sure, I’d had girlfriends, but I had always counted myself lucky to get their attention.  But now?  Now, I was the one being pursued, and it was difficult not to think about how vulnerable I really was.   
 
    But I couldn’t afford to be afraid.  Not when so much was on the line.  I needed a win, and I wasn’t going to concede without giving it my best shot.  So, using skills I’d never used before, I started flirting with the men in the crowd.   
 
    It wasn’t difficult, even for someone as inexperienced as I was.  To them, I was a half-naked stripper; I could’ve just stood there, and I’d have had plenty of would-be suitors.  So, I had my pick, and I used the ability to choose to make my way to one of the private tables, where I quickly targeted the one who looked the wealthiest. 
 
    He was a stereotypical douchebag, complete with a black, silk shirt with more than a few buttons left open, a bevy of gold chains, and actual leather pants.  His hair was slicked back, and his face had a natural sneer.  But he clearly had money.  And almost as importantly, I knew I had his eye.   
 
    “Nice dance, gorgeous,” he said. 
 
    I smiled, saying, “Thanks.  I’m just glad everybody liked it.  I really wanted to go the extra mile, you know?”  
 
    “Hmm,” he said, obviously picking up on my hint.  “The extra mile.  I like that.  How much for a private dance, sugar?”  
 
    “Two-hundred,” I said.  “A thousand for…you know…extras.”  
 
    He and his buddies laughed.  “Extras,” he echoed.  “I like that even more.  Okay, doll.  You’re on.”  
 
    As he stood up and I led him to the room reserved for private dances, I felt like there was a brick in my stomach.  Was I really going to do what I was planning to do?  If I didn’t, I might make it through the elimination process unscathed.  Or maybe I’d get voted out, and everything I’d done so far would have been for naught.  I couldn’t risk that.  I wouldn’t.  So, it was with steely resolve that I led him into the private room.   
 
    It wasn’t a big area, and it seemed like every inch was covered in velvet.  I lightly pushed him into a couch along the back wall.  He fell without a word, and in seconds, I was moving my hips in time with the music outside.   
 
    My top came off a few moments later.  And by the middle of the song, I was grinding my ass against his hard cock.  But it wasn’t until the end of the song that I finally removed my panties and knelt between his legs.   
 
    God, I thought, unzipping his pants.  I’m really doing this.   
 
    I was.  And, after wrapping my slender fingers around his meaty cock, I did.   
 
    It was so different than sucking Vikki’s cock.  Better, actually.  Even as it stretched my mouth, I was dreaming of what it would feel like in my ass.  I could hardly wait.  But I knew I needed to tease him.  I knew I needed to make it last.  So, I took my time, licking, kissing, and sucking every square inch of his shaft, keeping eye contact the whole time.   
 
    He talked dirty to me, though I hardly listened.  I was too focused on the task.  On worshipping that cock.  So, by the time I was ready to take that next step, I was practically squirming with desire.   
 
    I stood, my movements languid, sensuous, and bent over in front of him.  “You want to do the honors?” I asked.   
 
    “Oh, yeah,” he said, his fingers finding the jeweled base of my butt plug.   
 
    “Go slow,” I said. 
 
    He didn’t respond, but he did follow my directions, sliding the toy out of my ass with agonizing slowness.  I let out a low moan as I felt the flared middle of the plug stretching me.  Soon, I knew, I’d feel that more deeply than ever before.   
 
    It pulled free with a wet pop, and my ass spasmed a couple of times, opening and closing. 
 
    “I love it when a girl winks at me,” he said.   
 
    I turned back to him, and without a word, I straddled him.  Reaching behind me, I gripped his thick, saliva-slick cock and, with more precision than I would’ve thought possible, guided it into my ass.   
 
    And God, it was heaven.   
 
    I’d never felt anything like it.   
 
    Sure, Andi had used her strap-on on me, and more times than I could count.  And certainly, I’d enjoyed numerous days with the plug buried deep inside me.  However, the feeling of the real thing, of rigid, velvety flesh sliding inside me - it was nearly overwhelming.  I couldn’t believe I’d been missing something so profoundly life changing for so long.   
 
    A tiny whimper escaped from between my trembling lips as I sank down on him.  He gripped my hips, but I didn’t need his support.  It took a subjective eternity, but eventually, I took all of him inside me.  And for a moment, I sat there, relishing the fullness of it. 
 
    But then I started to ride.   
 
    Up and down, and at the nadir of each motion, when his cock was completely inside me, I felt a slight jolt of electric pleasure as he hit my spot.  Andi had hit it a few times, but with this nameless strip club patron, it happened with each thrust.  It wasn’t long before I was moaning with the ecstasy of it.   
 
    He gripped my ass, digging his fingers into the plump flesh as I bounced up and down.  His cock slipped in and out of my ass, and I couldn’t help but scream, “Yes, daddy!  Fuck me, daddy!”  
 
    I don’t know how long I rode him.  Minutes?  Hours?  Seconds?  But soon, I felt an impending orgasm building stronger with every bounce.  And then, just when I thought I couldn’t take anymore, the pressure burst through, and I let out a wordless yell as every muscle in my body contracted all at once.  I spurted a tiny bit of watery cum from my still limp penis as my ass spasmed out of control.  I dug my fingernails into his shoulders, and, only seconds later, I felt him shooting a jet of hot semen deep inside me.  With barley coherent thoughts, I welcomed it almost as much as I enjoyed my own orgasm. 
 
    Finally, as the aftershocks slowly dissipated, I collapsed onto him, panting from the exertion.   
 
    “Well,” he said between his own ragged breaths.  “That’s twelve-hundred bucks well-spent.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Twelve 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “I still don’t know how you did it,” Denise said, sitting on her bed.  “I mean, you made over three-grand in a night.  The next closest was Vikki, and she only got eight-hundred.” 
 
    I tried not to let my smugness infect my expression, but as I lay there, propped on one elbow, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of pride.  However, I wasn’t so much proud of the fact that I’d out-earned everyone else over three-to-one as I was satisfied with how I’d done it.  The first man had just been a warm-up.  The next two had been where I really hit my stride.  If I’d had more time, there was no limit to what I could have earned.   
 
    “Did you see Vikki’s expression?” I asked.  “She was so mad.  It was awesome.”  
 
    Denise giggled, and I could sense the relief in that sound.  She’d only narrowly avoided being kicked out even though she’d come in fourth in earnings.  Instead, it had been Charlotte who’d been escorted from the house.  And Vikki still hadn’t forgiven Denise for not rolling over for her lackey.   
 
    “I saw a video of your dance,” I said.  “You were really good.  Where did you learn to move like that?”  
 
    She adopted a serious expression, then said, “The streets.”  
 
    “What?  Seriously?” I asked. 
 
    She burst into giggles, saying, “God, no.  I grew up in the suburbs.  What about you?”  
 
    “You saw my performance, right?  I can’t say I ever really learned to dance,” I said. “I just kind of shook my ass, you know?”  
 
    “You did something right,” Denise said.  “But I wasn’t talking about that.  I was asking about where you grew up.  You have any brothers or sisters?  You talk to your family, still?” 
 
    I shrugged.  There was a temptation to lie, but realistically, it wasn’t necessary.  “My mom died about four years ago,” I said. “And I never really knew my dad.  I mean, he visited a few times when I was little, but he never stuck around.  And as I got older, he just kind of drifted off.  I have no idea if he’s even alive or dead.  Ever since mom died, it’s just been me and Andi.” 
 
    “Oh,” Denise said. “I…I’m sorry.  I didn’t know.  How did she die?  Your mom, I mean.” 
 
    “Lung cancer,” I answered.  “Smoked like a chimney.  But I get it.  She was under a lot of pressure, and I guess it calmed her down.  It was rough, though, seeing her like that.  I hate that that’s how I remember her, in that hospital bed, you know?  She’d lost like forty pounds, and…I…God, I haven’t thought about mom in a while.  Guess I’ve been avoiding it.”  
 
    I wiped my eyes, sniffing loudly.  My mother and I had never really been close, but we were family.  And now she was gone.  Idly, I wondered what she’d think of how I was trying to make my fortune.  Would she approve?  Would I have cared?   
 
    “How about you?  Got a supportive family back home rooting for you?” I asked. 
 
    She barked a harsh laugh.  “Not exactly,” Denise said. “If my dad knew what I was doing…I mean, I hesitate to use the word ‘disown’, but only because it’s not harsh enough.  He’s going to freaking kill me if he sees what I’ve been doing.”  
 
    “Conservative?” I asked. 
 
    “Old-fashioned,” was her answer.  “Doesn’t think much of boys…you know…becoming girls.  Or the other way around.  He told me about this kid he grew up with.  I still remember his name.  Trent.  Lived down the street from my dad’s family.  And Trent was…he was gay.  Or trans.  I don’t know.  My dad said he liked to play with dolls and stuff.  And once, he dressed up as a princess for Halloween.  Anyway, my dad gleefully told me how he and some of his friends found Trent one afternoon and beat the heck out of him.  Told him to stop wearing dresses and playing with dolls.  And he did - at least in public.  Dad said he and his friends ‘cured him’, whatever that means.” 
 
    “Jesus,” I muttered. “That’s horrible.” 
 
    She shrugged her rounded shoulders, saying, “I don’t know.  Dad didn’t think so.  He was proud of it.  He thinks he made Trent’s life better.  But anyway, think about what he’d do if he found out about this, right?  I can only hope I win so I don’t have to deal with him anymore.”  
 
    “You…you don’t have to be ashamed of who you are,” I said.  “You know that, right?”  
 
    “Sure,” Denise said. “Now, I just have to figure out who that is.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “C’mon,” Vikki said, gyrating her hips.  Naked from the waist down, the motion sent her small cock spinning in a circle.  “You know you want it, slut.”  
 
    Carrying a laundry basket, I pushed past her.  “God, you’re so immature,” I muttered. 
 
    It had been almost two weeks since the last challenge in the strip club, and in that time, Vikki hadn’t given me a single moment of peace.  At first, I was thankful that she’d abandoned her hurtful taunts, but as time went on, I began to hate her overt sexual advances just as much.  If I had to see her dick one more time, I was going to scream.   
 
    She reached out, grabbing my arm.  “Why are you being like this?” she asked.  “Don’t act like this isn’t exactly what you want.  We could be having so much fun, you and me.  But instead, you want to play the stuck-up bitch.  It makes me wonder what else you’re hiding.” 
 
    I jerked away.  “I’m not hiding anything,” I spat.  “Did you ever think that maybe I just don’t like you?  I mean, you’ve been nothing but a bitch to me.”  
 
    “And you still sucked my dick before,” she said.  “So, that couldn’t be it.  Maybe you’re afraid you’ll like it too much.”  
 
    “Sure,” I said sarcastically.  “That’s totally it.  I’m terrified I’ll like getting fucked by you so much that I’ll lose all reason.  Because that happens all the time.” 
 
    “Happened at the club,” she said. 
 
    I stared at her for a long moment, trying to process what she’d just said.  “W-what?” I asked. 
 
    “You heard me,” Vikki said.  “I saw you coming out of the champagne room.  And I saw the cum dripping down your thigh.  You fucked those guys for money.  You’re a literal prostitute.”  
 
    “I don’t what you think you saw, but -” 
 
    “I wonder what all the other girls would think if they knew,” Vikki said. 
 
    “What?  What are you -” 
 
    “I can only guess they wouldn’t approve,” Vikki went on.  “I mean, they were busting their asses doing things the right way, and you were skipping to the front of the line.  Can’t say that sounds fair.”  
 
    “W-what…what do you want?” I asked. 
 
    “You know what I want,” she answered. 
 
    “You want to fuck me,” I said.  “That’s what this is about?” 
 
    She shrugged. “I’m bored,” was her response.  “Now that Charlotte’s gone, I don’t have anything else to do.”  
 
    “You and her?”  
 
    “Jealous?” Vikki asked with a smirk. 
 
    “And if I let you…” 
 
    “Nobody has to know about your little shortcut,” was her answer. 
 
    I had no idea how the others would react to finding out I’d basically fucked my way to immunity, but I couldn’t imagine it would be good.  Having won the first two challenges, my popularity was at an all-time low, and I knew that I had to avoid anything that might tip it over the edge.  I didn’t have a choice. 
 
    So, I said, “Fine.  Your room?”  
 
    She grinned.  “I knew you’d see it my way,” was her response.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Over the next few months, life fell into something of a strange rhythm.  I want to say that I didn’t enjoy it, but each time Vikki fucked me - and she did it quite a lot - she left me wanting more.  And I hated myself for it at first.  She didn’t grown any more pleasant.  Nor did she start treating me any better.  But when she was inside me, none of that mattered.   
 
    Often, I found myself thinking about my masculinity - or the lack thereof.  As much as I wanted to pretend I hadn’t really changed, that I was simply playing my role, I couldn’t deny that, somewhere deep down, I dreaded going back to being a man.  In fact, there were times when I wondered if I even could.  To put it mildly, I was going through something of an identity crisis, and my feminine side was winning.   
 
    And it only got worse with each subsequent challenge.  A few weeks after my relationship with Vikki went to the next level, we were made to do an online cam show.  Like the strip club challenge, the winner would be the girl earning the most from her followers.  Unlike the strip club, though, I didn’t feel disadvantaged.  So, I was a little surprised when, after spending four hours furiously pounding away at my ass with various dildos, I came in second.  Thankfully, though, I narrowly avoided elimination - mostly due to Vikki’s vote, a fact which she kept reminding me of each time I expressed reluctance to continue our arrangement.   
 
    The next month brought the worst challenge of the bunch - a naked race through an obstacle course.  I finished dead last, but Denise finished first.  And though I was happy for my friend and roommate, I was convinced that my time was soon coming to an end.  Until Vikki made me an offer. 
 
    I probably shouldn’t have done it.  Every fiber of my being told me not to.  But I was desperate.  I needed to stay in the house.  So, I agreed.  And thus, I became Vikki’s effective slave.  When she said jump, I jumped.  When she wanted to fuck, we fucked.  And when she wanted me to get on my hands and knees and follow her around like a dog, well…I did that, too.  And from then on, I found myself serving Vikki and her friends every waking moment of the day.   
 
    Denise was eliminated in the next challenge, which had us all lined up on our knees in front of what amounted to a series of glory holes.  As soon as a bell run, a cock would shove its way through the hole, and we were expected to suck it off.  When the man came - we were all expected to swallow - he would be replaced by another. And another.  It followed the same pattern until twenty minutes had passed.  With seven men serviced, I won the challenge.  Denise only made two men cum.  Poor thing.  And she was voted out the next day, which left me alone with Vikki and her group of sycophantic followers.   
 
    I think the next few months were simultaneously the worst and the easiest for me.  On the one hand, it was easy to simply zone out and do as I was told.  Even when the result was abject humiliation - which was more often the case than not - I didn’t have to think about it.  I simply had to serve.  But at the same time, I was completely alone.  I hardly spoke, except to affirm some command Vikki or her friends gave me.  But I survived, and that was the only important part.   
 
    The next month brought the Tinder Date Challenge, where we were expected to set up a hookup, go to some man’s home, and fuck him.  It felt good, getting out of the house - or more importantly, away from Vikki - but the outing proved to be less freeing than expected.  The production crew drove me to the man’s house and picked me up when I was done.  I don’t know how they even gauged such a thing, but I won.  I didn’t feel good about it, though.  After all, I didn’t even have anyone to celebrate with.   
 
    Finally, when only four of us remained, we had our final challenge, which had us all riding Sybian machines.  The first person to cum was eliminated.  I barely avoided that fate by reaching orgasm just after Leah.  Which left only three for the final leg of the competition.  Me.  Vikki.  And Heather.  I knew it was going to be living hell for me. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Slut!” cried Vikki, lounging on the couch.  Heather sat on the other as they watched some animated movie on Netflix.  Both were dressed casually in yoga pants and tank tops.  By contrast, I was naked but for a pair of high heels.  “Bring me a lemonade!” 
 
    I rolled my eyes, but I didn’t even consider disobeying.  I only had a few more days to go, and I wasn’t going chance my place in the house by messing up a good thing.  Good being relative, of course, because the way they treated me was anything but.  However, it had worked so far.  It had gotten me to the finals.  And that was all that really mattered.   
 
    I scurried into the kitchen and poured a lemonade, my heels clicking against the tiles with every step as I made my way back into the living area.  I handed Vikki the lemonade, then asked, “Is there anything else, mistress?”  
 
    “Heather’s feeling a bit stressed out,” she said. “Why don’t you eat her ass?”  
 
    I knew better than to hesitate.  So, I quickly crossed the short space between my two housemates and knelt beside the petite Asian girl.  She glanced at me, asking, “What do you want, slut?”  
 
    “I want to eat your ass, mistress,” I said.  It was a silly game.  She knew good and well what Vikki had instructed me to do.  And she knew I would do it, too.  I’d done that and much worse many times before.  If I was ever going to balk at my duties, I already would’ve.  But she liked to hear me articulate my humiliations.   
 
    She sighed, then flipped over on her stomach.  Spreading her legs slightly, she said, “Okay.  But only because you’ve been so good lately.”  
 
    I climbed onto the couch behind her and, without even a hint of hesitation, I buried my face between her cheeks and started tonguing her asshole.  As I did, she and Vikki carried on a mundane conversation about the show they were watching.   
 
    Rationally, I knew that I wasn’t in any danger of being voted out of the house.  That time had most likely passed.  However, I couldn’t quite dismiss the miniscule chance that if I did the wrong thing, all my efforts would have been wasted.  So, I’d continued to serve the other girls as their slave because, if I was honest, I was terrified of doing anything else.   
 
    So, I was tongue deep in Heather’s ass when I heard a familiar voice saying, “Well, well, well - isn’t this a compromising position?”  
 
    I looked up to see Miss Queen standing in the center of the living area.  Like always, she wore a pristine white suit, which somehow made me feel even more naked than I already did.   
 
    “Didn’t tell you to stop,” said Heather. 
 
    “I’m telling her now,” Queen said.  “Sit up.  I have information to convey.”  
 
    I sat up, leaning back on my heels.  Wiping my face, I asked, “What’s going on?”  
 
    “You’re all that’s left,” she said.  “So, the winner will be determined from you three.  Over the next week, we’ll be running a vote among the fans.  Whoever gets the most, wins.  Just thought you three ought to know that your actions are being closely monitored by all your fans.  Act accordingly.” 
 
    And then, she turned on her heel and marched out of the room and, presumably, the house, leaving me alone with my tormentors.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Isn’t that cute?  She really thinks she’s going to win,” sneered Heather, sitting at the makeup table on my right.  She leaned in, applying her mascara.  “It’s adorable.  Stupid, but adorable.”  
 
    I ignored her as I continued dressing.  In a few hours, I wouldn’t have to deal with them anymore.  In fact, I could go back to my old life - after they undid all the various surgeries I’d undergone.  I didn’t really know what I thought about that.  But one thing I did know was that I was looking forward to seeing Andi again.   
 
    “When I win,” Vikki said.  “You can come live in my house.  I’ll buy you a collar, and you can be my pet sissy.  What do you think?  You’d be right at home.”  
 
    Again, I ignored my tormentor.  Instead, I focused on finishing my makeup as quickly and flawlessly as I could.  It didn’t take long - I had plenty of practice - and as soon as I was done, I pushed away from the makeup table and walked to the other end of the dressing room.  That gave me plenty of time to study my surroundings - not that there was much to see.  Backstage was backstage, regardless of whether it was at a drag club or a production studio. 
 
    I smoothed my dress - I’d opted to wear a simple, elegant black dress with a low-cut neckline that showed off my cleavage to great effect.  My platinum blonde hair was in an up-do, and on my feet were matching, black heels.  In short, I looked like I was about to attend a fancy, black-tie party.   
 
    Luckily, I didn’t have long to wait because, after only a few minutes, Miss Queen appeared.  She gathered us all up, saying, “Are we ready?”  We all nodded, and she continued, “Good.  Because the show won’t wait.  Now, you all know what to do, right?  Good.  Very good.  Get to your places.” 
 
    The three of us silently made our way to the right side of the stage.  Just behind the curtain, we were invisible to the audience.   
 
    “The offer still stands, slut,” Vikki said out of the corner of her mouth.  “Being a slave won’t be so bad.  I’ll spoil you.  I’ll feed you caviar, and your collar will have real diamonds on it.  You’ll want for nothing.” 
 
    “Fuck you, Vikki,” I muttered.  Then, almost as if I’d planned it, one of the production assistants gave us our cue, and I strode out onto the stage accompanied by a triumphant orchestral number.  I waved at the crowd I couldn’t really see in the dark, then found my way to the center of the stage.  My housemates planted themselves beside me while Miss Queen strode out from the other direction.   
 
    Dressed in her white suit, she almost looked like she was glowing.  Once she reached her designated spot, she stopped and raised her microphone to her mouth, saying, “Welcome all of you to the first ever final round of The Queen Sissy Competition!”  
 
    Queen Sissy?  What was that about?  The name of the show was supposed to be “Name that Sissy”.   
 
    “As you all know, this competition began with a very simple premise - take a bunch of normal guys, trick them into feminizing themselves, and then put them all into a house together to see what happens,” Queen explained.  My mouth went dry.  She went on, “But of course, it wouldn’t have worked if they knew about each other, so we were forced to tell a little fib.”   
 
    She turned to us, saying, “Sorry, fellas.  It was unavoidable.  I’m sure you’ll understand.” 
 
    The crowd laughed, and Miss Queen beamed a smile as she turned back to the audience.  Going on, she said, “Each and every one of them thought they were the only real man in the house.  The rest, so far as they knew, were genuine transgender women.  At firsts, we didn’t know if it would work, but we couldn’t have been happier with the results.”  
 
    She paused for a moment, then went on, “Over the last ten months, you’ve watched these faux girls engage in all sorts of debauched behavior - all in the pursuit of the grand prize - a million dollars.  And now, only three are left.  The three sexiest.  Dirtiest.  Sluttiest.  Most feminine.  But let’s see how we got here, shall we?”  
 
    My mind whirled as a screen lit up on the other side of the stage.  On it, clips of our time in the house were played as Miss Queen provided commentary.  I couldn’t look at it.  I was too ashamed.  Too angry. 
 
    Finally, after the clip show, Miss Queen said, “And now it’s time to crown the Queen Sissy.”  
 
    Queen Sissy.   
 
    Even if I won, that would be my title.   
 
    And if I lost?  What then?  Would I ever be able to show my face again?  What would Andi think? 
 
    “The second lady in waiting is…” 
 
    My heart stopped, and I held my breath. 
 
    “Miss Heather Li!” shouted Queen.   
 
    My heart started beating again as I watched Heather - or what was her real name? - dazedly walk toward the producer-slash-host, where she had a slender circlet slipped onto her brow.  I could see tears flowing down her cheeks.  And despite everything she’d done to me, I felt sorry for her.   
 
    “And…the first lady in waiting is…” 
 
    I hated her for pausing.  But at least my heart kept on beating.  As I stood there, I couldn’t help but think that second place wasn’t so bad.  Maybe there was a prize for that, too.  I could even -” 
 
    “Vikki Wilson!” yelled a grinning Miss Queen.  “And that means that Carlie Morgan is our very first Queen Sissy!  Come on, Carlie.  Receive your crown!”  
 
    On numb feet, I stepped forward.  Tears of joy flowed down my cheeks as I tried to make sense of it.  I’d won.  After everything, after almost eighteen months of hard work, I had finally won.  I had achieved something.  Even amidst the deception, I couldn’t help but smile as Queen slipped the crown over my platinum blonde hair.   
 
    “Congratulations,” she said, holding the microphone away from her face so the audience couldn’t hear.  “I was rooting for you all the way.” 
 
    “T-thanks,” I said, waving at my adoring fans.  “Thank you.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I don’t know how long I stood on that stage soaking in the adulation of the crowd, but by the time I was escorted backstage, my face ached from all the smiling.  The rest of the next hour or so passed in a whirlwind of wardrobe changes and well-wishers, and soon, I found myself being guided into another part of the building where an afterparty had begun.  Once inside, I saw a bevy of familiar faces, not least among them, Denise.   
 
    “It’s actually Dennis again,” he said.  I could see the girl I knew in his face.  In fact, if he’d changed into a dress and put on a wig, I’m sure he could’ve still passed for a woman.  However, his breast implants were gone, and he looked like he’d gained a few pounds of muscle. 
 
    “All that time, I never even suspected you were a guy like me,” I said, shaking my head. 
 
    He ran his hand over his closely cropped hair, saying, “I’m not sure if I should take that as a compliment to my acting skills or an insult to my masculinity.” 
 
    “What?  No!  I didn’t mean -” 
 
    “I know,” he said, grinning that familiar, shy grin.  “I’m just kidding around.  I know it’s a lot to take in.  When they first told me after I’d been eliminated, it took me a solid week to process it all.  And that’s not even considering how difficult it is to get back into guy-mode, if you know what I mean.”  
 
    “I…I think I do,” I said.   
 
    “I’m glad you won,” Dennis said. “Better you than Vikki.  Or Victor, I guess.  God, gender is damned confusing now.”  
 
    “You can say that again,” I said.   
 
    “Mind if I steal her for a while?” came a voice I hadn’t heard in the better part of a year.  I turned to see my wife standing behind me, looking as radiant as ever.  “She is my husband, after all.” 
 
    “Andi,” Dennis said.  “With an ‘I’, I’m guessing.  Should’ve known.”  Then, to me, he said, “Look - when this is all over, give me a call.  I don’t have a lot of friends, so I’m not going to throw away the ones I do have.  Even if we met under weird circumstances.” 
 
    “Y-yeah,” I said. “Definitely.”  
 
    Dennis finished his goodbye with a hug, then left to go mingle with the other guests.  That left me alone with Andi.  We faced one another for a long moment before I threw myself at her and hugged her tightly.  “I missed you so much,” I breathed. 
 
    “Same,” she said, patting my back.  “I’m proud of you.  You did so well…but…” 
 
    I pulled away.  “But?” I asked.  “That doesn’t sound good.” 
 
    “It isn’t,” she said.   
 
    “W-what…what’s going on?” 
 
    “I saw you,” Andi said.  “I saw everything.  Those guys.  Vikki.  Everything.”  
 
    “And?” 
 
    “And things are different now, aren’t they?” she said. 
 
    “They…they don’t have to be,” I responded.  “Once I change back, everything’s going to be fine and -” 
 
    “No,” she said.  “It’s not.  I think…no, I know I want a divorce, Carlie.”  
 
    “What?” I said, shocked to my core.  Andi and I had been together since high school, and now she wanted to leave.  It didn’t make sense.  “But why?” 
 
    “Because I saw you,” she said. 
 
    “We knew this kind of thing would happen, though,” I said.  “We prepared for it.  You said you were okay with it.” 
 
    “And I would have been if I hadn’t seen how much you liked it,” she said.  “You never looked like that with me, and I think it’s because we both know which you prefer.  So, I’m taking the decision out of your hands.  I’ve already filed all the paperwork.  All you have to do is sign.” 
 
    She pushed a folder into my hands.  “Just sign it,” she said.  “Don’t make this any harder than it has to be.” 
 
    “B-but…but…I don’t…don’t I get a say in this?” I asked. 
 
    “You already did,” she said.  “I’m sorry to do this here.  It’s your big day.  You should be happy.  But I thought it would be better if we just ripped the band-aid off, you know?  I’m sorry.  Sign that and bring it to the address on the cover.  That’s my lawyer.” 
 
    And then, without another word, she strode off through the crowd and out the door, leaving me alone in a sea of people. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Of course I want to go back!” I said, sitting across from Miss Queen in her office.  “Why wouldn’t I?” 
 
    She steepled her fingers in front of her face, then said, “The cost, of course.  I thought you’d want to avoid that, especially with your pending divorce.”  
 
    It had been two weeks since I’d won the competition, and in that time, I’d been going back and forth with a lawyer about how much my divorce was going to cost me.  I’d already gone from sadness at losing Andi to absolute fury that she was trying to take half of everything I had, including my prize money and the house my mother had left me.  It was ridiculous.  She hadn’t worked for any of it. 
 
    “What does that have to do with anything?” I asked. 
 
    “Well, if my calculations are correct - and please correct me if I’m wrong - you won a million dollars in the competition,” she said.  “Thirty-seven percent went to pay your taxes, leaving six-hundred and thirty thousand dollars.  Roughly.”  
 
    “Yeah?  So?” I asked. 
 
    “And your soon-to-be ex-wife is taking half of that,” Queen said.  “Leaving you with three-hundred-and-fifteen thousand dollars.  A tidy sum.”  
 
    “I know how much money I have,” I said.  “What does that have to do with the -” 
 
    “Reversal of your transformation will cost one-hundred and ninety-three thousand dollars,” she said.  “Plus tax.  Which would only leave you with, approximately one-hundred-thousand dollars, give or take five thousand.  Not the fortune you expected, is it?”  
 
    “That…that’s ridiculous,” I muttered.  “You said everything would be reversible!  You said I could go -” 
 
    “And you can,” Queen said.  “But we’re not going to foot the bill for your poor decision.”  
 
    I was fuming.  It wasn’t fair.  I was on the verge of shouting when she cut me off, saying, “Or you could keep that little nest egg and make twice again as much.” 
 
    “What?  How?” I asked. 
 
    “You really don’t know how popular you are, do you?” Queen asked.  “The show was a hit.  Variety called it a fusion of porn and reality television.  It is a pop culture phenomenon.  You have star power, right now.  But all that goes away the moment you decide you want to go back to being boring, old Carl Morgan.  But if you don’t, we have an entire plan for capitalizing on your popularity.”  
 
    “How?” I asked. 
 
    “To put it bluntly, a series of erotic videos, then the launching of a reality show,” she explained.  “You would be paid handsomely, of course.”  
 
    “I…I’m not what you think I am,” I muttered.  “I’m a man.” 
 
    She rolled her eyes, then picked up a remote from her desk.  At the press of a button, the cabinet behind her opened up, revealing a television screen.  She pressed another button, and a montage of videos flashed on the screen.  More accurately, the videos depicted me engaged in all sorts of sexual acts - and very obviously enjoying every second of it.   
 
    “Does that look like a man to you?” she asked.  “No - don’t answer.  You don’t have to because it’s obvious.  You love being Carlie.  You love having sex as Carlie.  Hell, you loved being Vikki’s sex slave - don’t deny it!  Once we got down to the last three, you could’ve told them to go to hell.  You didn’t have to keep serving them.  But you did because you liked it.  Face it, girl - you found your calling.  I just want you to admit it so we can make a lot of fucking money.” 
 
    We went back and forth for a while.  I kept protesting that I was a man - all while sitting in her office and wearing a scoop-neck top and a leather skirt.  She kept laughing at my assertions.  But in the end, I had to admit that some of what she was saying made a lot of sense.  After all, a hundred thousand dollars might be a lot of money, but it wasn’t life-changing.  And besides, it wasn’t like I had much of a life to go back to as Carl. 
 
    And maybe I kind of liked being a girl.  Or more than kind of.  Okay - so I loved it.  Which is why I agreed to be Carlie for good.  Or maybe I was always her, and it just took the competition to bring out my true self.  Either way, I had a lot to look forward to.   
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