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   SPICE IT UP 
 
    Chris has kept a secret from his wife for many years. He's even tried keeping it from himself, but it pops into his mind from time to time.  
 
    Then, one day, his wife, Lottie, comes home with Fifty Shades of Grey, an unusual book pick as she's never been very much into that sort of thing. Suddenly, their bedroom life goes from nearly non-existent to an almost daily affair. Lottie suddenly wants to try everything, including a role reversal, which Chris begrudgingly likes just a little bit too much.  
 
    Now Chris is worried his old secret is going to come out as Lottie begins to discover what really makes him tick in bed.  
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I can distinctly remember when my life stopped being ‘normal’. It was a warm summer day in 2005, a few weeks before the start of my junior year of high school. 
 
    I didn’t know that my life was normal—I never thought about it, to be honest. But after that quiet afternoon, it would be something that crossed my mind every day for the rest of my life. After that day, I found myself wishing I could go back in time and bask in that normalcy again—but sadly, I knew it was gone.  
 
    My morning was very normal: I woke up and poured a bowl of cereal before migrating over to the TV to watch a few shows. I had plans to meet up with a friend, so I was taking it easy. I’d been taking every day that summer easy. It was my last free summer. “Next summer,” my dad told me, “you’ll be getting a summer job. No more lazing around the house.” So I was trying to enjoy the end of my freedom. I was enjoying the sleeping in and I was enjoying the video games and the movies and the occasional outing with friends. Life was simple back then, and it was normal. 
 
    I was on my way to my room to get dressed for the day. I wanted to shower before going out, because it had been a few days since I’d bothered. I went to start the shower and then I saw that my bottle of shampoo was gone. That’s when I remembered that my sister had borrowed it because she ran out. I figured that it must have been swept up with her makeup supplies and taken to her room, so I went to look for it. 
 
    Still, the day was going very normally. It wasn’t the first time my sister had borrowed my shampoo and it wasn’t the first time I’d ever gone into her room to look for it.  
 
    It wasn’t on her dresser, with the rest of her makeup. But she’d recently cleaned up her room, so things were put away that normally weren’t put away. I figured she must have tucked it into her closet, where she kept her moisturizers and face creams. The bottle was small and white, just like her face wash, so maybe she made a mistake. I sifted through her closet, but couldn’t find that bottle of shampoo. Then I looked over at her nightstand. I walked over and pulled the drawer out, revealing a mess of pictures and knickknacks and old Pokémon cards. I moved it all aside, feeling little hope that I would find my shampoo, and that’s when I found her dildo. 
 
    I paused and gasped. I had no idea that my sister owned a dildo. And it wasn’t exactly a small dildo. It was a thick unit, and nearly ten inches long, bright pink in color. What was she doing with that toy? Where did she buy it? What did she do with it? 
 
    I quickly closed the drawer, feeling awkward. My heart was pounding now. I suddenly felt the need to go through her room and put everything back exactly as it was before. I’d gone through her room many times before, but I’d never cared to reset everything. But I couldn’t let her know that I found that sex toy. 
 
    I had terrible images in my mind. I kept trying to push them out. Why the hell did she own that dildo!? I went back to her closet to reset all of the little dresses and skirts and blouses that I’d budged while looking for my shampoo. 
 
    Then I backed out of her room and went searching elsewhere. I eventually found my shampoo in my own room. Apparently, I’d accidentally swept it up with my last towel, and it had fallen on the floor. I felt silly, but now I could only think about that pink sex toy. 
 
    I went to fire up the shower and then my friend sent me a text message. “Sorry, man, but I have to cancel. My dad wants me to help him dig these planters in the back yard.” 
 
    “No worries,” I replied. And now I had nothing to do. My day plan was ruined and I still had many hours ahead of me. I was home alone. My sister was out with friends at some music festival and my parents were both at work. I had nothing to do, and that boredom was dangerous.  
 
    I found myself back in my sister’s bedroom, carefully opening that nightstand drawer to look at that dildo again. I still couldn’t believe that my sister owned it. I couldn’t believe that she actually used it (I assumed that she used it based on the fact she owned it and kept it next to her bed). I tried not to think about her using it, but for some reason I found myself frighteningly intrigued with the thing.  
 
    My heart was pounding hard now: harder than it had ever pounded at the end of any exhausting gym class. I reached into the drawer and picked the dildo up, just to see what it felt like. It felt surprisingly like real skin. It was smooth and a bit squishy. I gave it a quick sniff, ready to revolt, but it actually smelled kind of nice, like perfume. My sister clearly kept it clean. 
 
    Also in the drawer was a small bottle of lubricant. What was that for? Was my sister lubricating the dildo before inserting it into herself? My heart shuddered again, but that curiosity continued to grow inside of me. I felt naughty holding that dildo, and that naughtiness was filling me with adrenaline. I kind of liked that tingly feeling; it was the complete opposite of boredom. 
 
    I’d seen a few porn movies before where girls took dildos and put them into men. I usually clicked away from those movies when I found them online, but I’d seen enough to know that the men seemed to like it. In school, our sex education teacher told us that a man’s G-spot is in his anus. And how could I not be intrigued? I loved masturbating, like any young man, so I’d obviously toyed with ideas of how to make it even better in my mind. 
 
    The thought of penetrating myself was obviously terrifying, but I knew that the curiosity that was now burning inside of me wasn’t going away any time soon, so I shimmied down my pants and pulled off my shirt. I climbed up onto my sister’s bed on all fours and then I took the dildo and squeezed a dab of lubricant onto the tip. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. My heart was pounding harder than ever before now. A part of me was worried that I was going to pass out and then my family would find me naked on my sister’s bed, with a big dildo in my hand. But I wanted to know if it was true: I wanted to know if there really was an amazing G-spot in my back door. 
 
    I brought the dildo around back and pressed it against my hole. I tried pushing it in, but it wouldn’t penetrate. I squirmed and groaned and pushed harder, but it just felt strange and wet. But I wasn’t ready to give up. I tried sitting up and aiming the toy directly up from the mattress. I sat down on it, using gravity to help push the toy into me. And that’s when I saw myself in my sister’s full-length mirror.  
 
    I looked like a girl in a porno, minus the tits and pussy and long hair. But my back was curved in a feminine way as I lined that toy up with my hole, and my thin frame looked more girly than ever, probably because I was sitting on a pink bed with pink walls all around me (and a pink cock going into my ass).  
 
    I suddenly had a curious idea, to make that mirror into my own porno movie. I loved watching solo girl clips online, so maybe I could do a bit of roleplaying, just to give myself some visual stimulation. 
 
    I sprung to my feet and went to my sister’s closet. I looked until I found the skimpiest little dress. But first I put on a bra and stuffed it with socks. I slipped on a red thong, to hold my cock against my body (so it would be out of sight) and then I put the dress on. Now I was standing in front of the mirror, trying to get into character. I put my hands on my hips and swayed from side to side, letting a little giggle out. That’s when I saw the heels on the ground. I put them on, making me taller than ever (almost as tall as my male classmates). I giggled again, but I wasn’t satisfied. I remembered the wig we had in the basement, from some old Halloween costume my mom wore. I went to retrieve it, to complete the look. 
 
    Then I found myself back in my sister’s room, back in front of that mirror. I was pleasantly surprised with how feminine I looked. I caught myself giggling again. My cheeks were turning red. I suddenly had the urge to try on another dress, to see how I would look in it. I got undressed quickly, and my hands were trembling as I pulled a new dress over my body. I was breathing deeply. Beads of sweat were beginning to form down my back. Maybe it was time to stop. Maybe I’d done enough indulging for the day. 
 
    Then I saw a cute red skirt hanging in my sister’s closet. I had to try it on. Then I had to try on her bodysuits, and then her short shorts. I was on the strangest dopamine high. My whole body was buzzing with excitement. I was putting on outfits quickly, unable to feel full satisfied, thinking that full satisfaction was just around the corner. And then I found the little piece of lacy lingerie hiding in the far back of my sister’s closet.  
 
    I gasped and covered my mouth. I took it out slowly, feeling that soft lace against my fingers. The outfit was so light, almost weightless. I pressed it against my chest and felt a warm tingle consuming my body. Then I bent over and started to put the tight number on my body. 
 
    That’s when something happened: I looked down and saw that I was erect. My erection was throbbing and pressing firmly against the tight fabric of that outfit. I squirmed awkwardly, feeling embarrassed, even though nobody was around to see. Then I noticed that pink dildo on the bed, and I was suddenly encouraged to pick up where I left off. 
 
    Clad in lingerie and heels and a long brown wig, I climbed on the bed. I aimed that dildo upright and gave it a new squirt of lubricant. Then I wiggled my bum until that dull pink tip was pressed firmly against my tight hole. I took a deep breath and then I sat down. The dildo quickly penetrated me. It was inside of me completely before I could clench to hold it back. I gasped loudly, clutching my sister’s pink bed sheets. “Oh my God,” I said, looking down at the base of the fake cock. I felt stuffed. I felt like my anus was being stretched wide open. I groaned and squirmed and then I looked up and saw myself in the mirror with my curved back and my flushed face. I looked cute. I looked like the type of girl I would watch while scrolling through porn videos. 
 
    And now I wanted to watch that girl ride that cock, so I started to bounce slowly. My face turned redder and redder. I couldn’t believe that I’d actually penetrated myself. I couldn’t believe that I was losing my anal virginity. Was I gay? Was this the first step towards realizing I was a full-blown homosexual? 
 
    I bounced faster and faster, taking that cock deep in my ass. I tilted my head back and moaned. My erection was rubbing inside of that tight lingerie: my tip mashing against that beautiful lace. It felt good: not just in my cock, but in my whole body. I couldn’t stop. I wanted that pleasure to continue, so I kept bouncing, faster and faster. 
 
    And I could feel it! I could feel that amazing stimulation, deep in my asshole: a growing tingle. It felt so good and it was feeling better and better with each bounce. I felt like I was coming, but that euphoria wasn’t ending. I could see why men liked getting pegged, but I could also see why so many men were so uncomfortable with the thought. It felt good, but it also felt weird and humiliating. It didn’t feel natural, even once the pleasure reached an amazing climax.  
 
    I screamed and reached down to grab my cock instinctually. That’s when I felt the warm wetness filling the lace around my crotch. I was coming, spilling warm ejaculate into my sister’s lingerie. “Oh God,” I moaned before falling forward and pushing that fake cock out from my anus. My body was trembling and surging with euphoria. And before that euphoria went away, I knew that my life would no longer be the same. I knew that my sexual fantasies would never be the same. But I didn’t know that it would be over a decade before my new fantasies ever seeped into my real life. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER II 
 
    My wife, Lottie, wasn’t a terribly sexual woman, so I was surprised when she picked up a copy of Fifty Shades of Grey at the bookstore. I looked over at her and laughed. “You know that’s erotica, right?” I said. “I heard it was just erotic Twilight fan fiction, and then they made it into its own thing to turn a profit.” 
 
    “Everyone’s talking about it,” she said. Her cheeks were a curious shade of red. I couldn’t remember the last time I saw her look so shy about something. 
 
    “Read it if you want to read it, I don’t care,” I said with a chuckle. I’m just surprised—that’s all I’m saying.” I was actually a bit happy that my wife was interested in reading the book, even though I suspected she wouldn’t get far into the book before realizing that I was telling her the truth. But maybe it would put some kinky ideas in her head. Maybe we would have sex for the first time in a long time.  
 
    I knew that my wife wasn’t a very sexual woman before we got married. I knew that she liked her very occasional sex: a few times a year at most. I knew that it bugged her when I tried to convince her to put out, and she especially hated it when I begged. She didn’t seem to mind me watching porn in the bathroom after she went to bed, though it wasn’t something I was proud of. I had friends at work who claimed that they had sex nightly with their wives, but I suspected that they were all liars.  
 
    Once you’ve been with someone for over a year or two, the spark tends to fade. It’s not unnatural—I think it’s completely normal. At some point, you’ve explored your wife’s body. You know what she likes and you know what she doesn’t like, and you know how she is when she doesn’t want it and you know how it is when she does want it. There’s no sense into making it into a chore.  
 
    That being said, I wished we could have had sex at least twice each month—even once per month would have been okay. I didn’t mind slipping into the bathroom with my laptop—in fact, sometimes it was even better than the real thing. My wife rarely orgasmed, and sometimes she would just lay there looking uncomfortable. At least porn had all the screaming and moaning and convulsing and salivating. And honestly, I could make my fist tighter than my wife’s pussy. But the occasional sex was nice. 
 
    I couldn’t believe when she actually opened up the book that night in bed. I watched her curiously from my side of the bed as she thumbed through pages. “How is it?” I asked. 
 
    She looked at me with a narrowed look. “I’m one page in,” she said. “Why are you so obsessed?” 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “I’m not obsessed. I’m just… curious.”  
 
    “Let me read in peace,” she said. 
 
    “Fine,” I said. “I’m not really tired. I might actually stay up for a bit.” I slipped out from the bed and looked at her as she continued reading.  
 
    I went to the living room and sat down in the corner with my laptop. After checking some e-mails, I navigated over to my favorite porn site to pick the video of the night. After scrolling through a few pages of options, I came upon a video that looked especially enticing, with a beautiful blonde with large breasts and a man who didn’t look too different from me.  
 
    I clicked on the video and then I took my laptop quietly down to our basement bathroom. 
 
    I suspected that Lottie knew that I masturbated to porn most nights, but I didn’t know for sure. It’s not like I said, ‘Hey sweetie, I’m heading to the basement to beat off now! See you later!’ It was more of an unspoken thing. She didn’t put out and I didn’t harass her about it. But I had to get that horniness out of my system somehow.  
 
    I loaded the video up and set the laptop up on the toilet. I sunk down my knees and began to massage my flaccid cock. The video started playing. The beautiful blonde started down on her knees, sticking a dildo up her skirt. She moaned and squirmed and squeezed her beautiful breasts while she plunged that dildo in and out of her wet cunt. It was a nice video. 
 
    Then the man entered the scene. He walked up to the girl and started massaging her shoulders. I was erect by this point, stroking my stiff shaft. I took a deep breath and clutched the tip of my cock firmly, jerking it a little bit faster as the man fondled her breasts.  
 
    Then the woman stood up and said, “Wait. I want to try something different. Come with me.” The couple went into a bedroom. The door was closed for a second before it opened again. Now the girl had a strap-on tied around her hips, and the man was now dressed up like a startlingly convincing woman. I paused and my skin turned cold.  
 
    The man went down on all fours and the girl came up behind him with her big dildo. “Are you sure about this? Won’t it hurt?” the man said. 
 
    “Be a good girl and take it,” the blonde said with a cute smile. 
 
    I was frozen. I looked over at the bathroom door to make sure it was locked. I had no idea that it was a sissy video. I’d spent years avoiding videos like it, worried they would destroy my marriage. It was a fad I went through as a teenager, and it was something I worked very hard to rid myself of.  
 
    I could still remember how I looked in my sister’s clothes. I could still remember the feeling of her big dildo pressing into my body. Whenever I had the house to myself, I would sneak into my bedroom and I would put on her clothes. I would try on a dozen different outfits in a single night. If I knew I had lots of time to myself, I would even put on her makeup, making myself even more convincing. Then I would sit that dildo up and ride it until my cock spewed cum all over the insides of her clothes. Sometimes I would have to hide her soiled dresses in my bedroom, until I had enough free time to sneak them into the wash.  
 
    But by the time I turned eighteen, I began to worry about my sexuality. I was no longer watching regular porn between straight couples. Now I was watching transgender porn and pegging porn. I occasionally saw thumbnails for gay porn, and I would wonder how long it would be until I entertained the idea of watching gay porn.  
 
    I didn’t want to be gay. I didn’t want to allow my sexuality to become completely perverted by my sissy indulgences. So I forced myself to stop wearing my sister’s clothes. I retired that dildo—and I was relieved when my sister moved out and took that sex toy and all of her clothes with her. There were times I was tempted to go online to buy myself a dress or a pair of heels or a long dildo of my own—but I resisted those temptations and focused on trying to be a normal adult male. And thankfully, I managed to remain normal enough to find a pretty woman who was willing to marry me. I couldn’t ruin all of that now. 
 
    So I quickly turned off the video, even though a dark part of me desperately wanted to watch the video. It had been a long time since I’d watched a video like it. I had always told myself that with enough time, sissy videos would no longer be arousing. But seeing that video in my basement bathroom, I realized that those temptations were just as strong as ever. I wanted to put the movie back on for a quick wank. But I knew where that indulgence led. I knew that it would turn into watching similar movies every night, and then I may end up where I was when I was eighteen, considering hiring a special prostitute that specialized in dolling up men before pegging them.  
 
    I knew my wife wouldn’t approve of me hiring a prostitute, and I had a feeling she wouldn’t have approved of me watching weird female domination porn videos, with men dressed up like women. Hell, I didn’t even know for sure if she was actually okay with me watching porn at all. Maybe she didn’t know that I was jerking off almost every night. Maybe she was oblivious and I was just fooling myself. 
 
    I curiously clicked on that sissy video again. I watched it for a few minutes with a pounding heart before noticing the similar videos in the box below the video. They were all new videos, with amazingly convincing sissies. I clicked on a couple of them, turning the volume completely off just in case my wife decided to put her ear against the door. I couldn’t believe how good some of the boys looked all dolled up. They had come a long way since I stopped watching similar videos when I was eighteen.  
 
    I looked down at my erection, which was rock hard. I wanted to squeeze it and tug it until I was coming all over the bathroom floor, but I resisted the urge. I couldn’t submit to my urges. I needed to cling onto my last shred of normalcy. But I couldn’t help but click on a few more videos. 
 
    I found one video where a man and a woman with a strap-on were double-penetrating a young sissy, who looked absolutely stunning. One real cock and one fake cock pressed deep into his asshole, stretching his rectum wide while he moaned and squirmed. And there were more videos just like it, making my heart race. The genre truly had come a long way in less than a decade.  
 
    Suddenly there was a knock at the door. I slammed my laptop shut and jumped to my feet. My heart skipped a beat and I suddenly felt nauseous. Was I caught? Did she know that I was looking at taboo content on the Internet? “What is it?” I asked. “I—I’m going number two.” 
 
    “I need toilet paper. We’re out upstairs,” Lottie said. 
 
    “Can you wait?” I said. 
 
    “Just slip a roll through the door,” she said. 
 
    I quietly put my laptop into the vanity where she wouldn’t see it. But my cock was still rock hard and my clothes were in a pile in the corner. 
 
    “Uh, okay,” I said. I grabbed a roll and opened the door a crack—just enough to slip the roll out. She looked at me with narrowed eyes. “You okay?” she asked. 
 
    “Just a bit of an upset stomach,” I lied. 
 
    “Okay,” she said after a short pause. “Well thanks for the toilet paper.” 
 
    She closed the door and then I took a deep breath. She didn’t call me out, but she definitely knew that I was masturbating. On the bright side, there was no way she could know that I was looking at sissy pegging porn, unless she had some sort of app on her phone that told her what I was doing on my laptop.  
 
    I felt sick. I no longer felt right about masturbating, so I got dressed and snuck my computer out from that bathroom. I could try again later, maybe once she was asleep and I knew that I had free rein over the house. I probably should have waited to begin with. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER III 
 
    It was a few days later when I went outside to do a bit of yard-work. I still had that strange guilt churning in my stomach: a guilt that hadn’t gone away since Lottie caught me in the basement bathroom. It wasn’t the first time she’d ‘caught’ me masturbating, but it was the first time that I’d been caught looking at content that I wasn’t supposed to be looking at.  
 
    And a strange part of me thought that she somehow knew what I’d been looking at. A strange part of me thought that she was silently judging me for watching that sissy content. Did my own wife think that I was gay? I kept reminding myself that it was impossible: I had the volume turned off and I had my browser set to ‘private browsing’. So there was no way she could know, but she kept looking at me with a curious look that I wasn’t used to seeing on her face. 
 
    The house was strangely quiet that afternoon. I cleaned up some old leaves that I’d been meaning to get around to for a few months. Then I trimmed some dead bits off of Lottie’s flowers before looking back at the house and wondering, ‘Why is it so quiet?’ I could see the TV screen through the window, and I could see the Netflix warning ‘Are you still watching?’ Why wasn’t Lottie pressing ‘Yes’? Why was she just letting the screen stay black? Did she fall asleep on the couch? 
 
    I put down my little snips and walked to the house. I opened the door and looked around. Lottie wasn’t on the couch watching TV. She wasn’t anywhere to be seen. Instead of calling for her, I decided to walk around. I didn’t want to yell out for her if she was taking a nap. So I walked over to the bedroom and carefully pushed the door open.  
 
    And that’s when I saw my wife with that Fifty Shades of Grey book in her hand. She was holding it up with her free hand pressed between her legs. Her face was flushed and her lips were parted. I watched for a moment. She hadn’t noticed me yet. Her hand was moving: pressing in and out from between her legs. Was she masturbating? Was she fingering her cunt while reading that erotic novel?  
 
    “Lottie?” I said. 
 
    She screamed and threw the book to the side. Her face suddenly turned a dark shade of red. I’d never seen her masturbating before. She told me that she’d never masturbated before, that she thought it was gross. “What are you doing?” she asked. “I thought you were outside.” 
 
    “I was, and now I’m inside,” I said, cracking a smile.  
 
    “I was just reading,” she said with wide eyes. 
 
    “Right. Just reading,” I said, still smirking. 
 
    “Seriously. I just—I had an itch on my thigh. I was scratching an itch.”  
 
    “That must have been quite the itch,” I said, and then I reminded myself to cool it. I didn’t want her reminding me that she’d caught me in the bathroom just a few nights before.  
 
    “So are you done in the yard then?” she asked. 
 
    I shook my head. “No. I, uh, think I’ll keep working out there.” I found myself backing out the room, suddenly feeling awkward and overwhelmed. I had never seen that side of my wife before. I didn’t know that she was capable of being ‘horny’. I couldn’t remember the last time that she looked like she wanted to have sex. And was this my opportunity to slip into the bedroom to have sex with her? Did the book put her into the right mood, or did she now want some alone time so she could continue pleasuring herself? Was I okay with her pleasuring herself? 
 
    My heart was racing and my head was spinning. I wasn’t sure how to process this new information. So I just went back outside and let her do her thing. I continued pruning the flowers and bushes, and then I tuned up the lawnmower and did a pass over the whole backyard. And the whole time, the house remained silent. Was she finishing up business? Or was it really just an itch the whole time?  
 
    I couldn’t get the image of her fingering herself out from my mind: her pretty, manicured fingers plunging in and out of her tight pussy. The thought made my skin tingle, and my cock hard. And I liked that I was getting aroused by the thought: it was a nice reminder that the sissy porn hadn’t yet turned me into a homosexual. I still liked women. I still loved my wife. 
 
    But the sight of her fingering herself was concerning. Was she capable of being aroused this whole time that we’d been married? Was I wrong about her not being a sexual creature? Was it possible that I just didn’t know how to properly turn her on? Maybe there was some sort of secret in that book. Maybe she wanted me to be more like some fantasy character in an erotic novel.  
 
    I snuck back into the house and poked my head back into the bedroom. She was still under the covers, but now both of her hands were on the book. Either she heard me coming and stopped touching herself, or she had sincerely been reading. She was more than halfway through the book already: reading faster than I’d ever seen her read before. “Good book?” I said. 
 
    She nodded her head. “It’s surprisingly not so bad,” she said.  
 
    I didn’t prod any further. Now I was planning to read that book once she was finished. I needed to figure out what was turning her on. I wanted to know how to make my wife want to stick her fingers into her cunt.  
 
    We had sex that night. When I slipped into bed, she rolled over and slipped up in front of me. She pressed her lips against mine and smiled.  
 
    “Really? Tonight?” I said. I had to stop for a moment to make sure it wasn’t my birthday.  
 
    “Why not?” she said before kissing me. She reached down under my sweatpants and grabbed my cock firmly with her hand. She began to stroke it, making me tense up. She hadn’t initiated sex since we first moved in together—and even then, I suspected she was doing it more as a chore than as something she actually wanted to do.  
 
    She shimmied up close to me once I was hard. She nestled herself onto my lap, and then she stuffed my cock into her wet pussy. For the first time in years, we didn’t need to use lubricant: she was already moist. I pushed my cock up into her as she put her hands on my shoulders. Then she rolled on top of me and sat up, looking down at me with my cock deep in her pussy. She giggled. “You hate being on top,” I said. 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “No I don’t,” she said. 
 
    “What? Since when?” I said. 
 
    “You never want to do it,” she said. 
 
    “I ask you all the time to be on top,” I said. 
 
    She shook her head. “No you don’t.”  
 
    I stopped to think for a moment, sure that I would be able to remember an instance to prove her wrong. But I couldn’t think of any examples. Maybe she was right. Maybe I never asked her to be on top. But I liked it now. I liked the way her tight pussy lips felt around my shaft. I liked it when she started bouncing up and down, massaging my length with her beautiful pussy.  
 
    “It feels good,” I said. 
 
    She nodded her head with a smile. Then she bent forward and pressed her hands against my chest. I watched her for a minute while she bounced, and then I turned my head to the side to look in the mirror. And for the first time in a very, very long time, I found myself wishing that I could have been the one on top, with the shaft pushed deep into my body. I was jealous of her.  
 
    She bounced faster and faster and faster, and then her nails dug into my chest as she had her first orgasm in many years.  
 
    I stared into her eyes, shocked and confused. I felt guilty, as if I’d been failing her for years. I had myself convinced that she wasn’t capable of having a proper orgasm. I had been convinced that she was just not a sexual creature. And that whole time, I’d been wrong.  
 
    I groaned and clenched, and then I came. She gasped, taken by surprise. It usually took me much longer to reach an orgasm. It usually took me at least five or ten minutes just to get into the right headspace. But now we were finished in just a few minutes. She was staring into my eyes. Her eyes were wide and her lips were parted. My cock kept blasting giant shots of cum deep into her pussy, and she flinched slightly each time. 
 
    Then she stood up on her knees and let the cum all fall out. Some landed on my abdomen and some landed on the tip of my cock before oozing down towards my pubic hair.  
 
    I stared at it and had a warm shiver consume my body. Lottie giggled as she stood up. “I, uh, am going to go get cleaned up.” Her face was dark red. She was flustered, as if we were two teenagers having sex for the first time.  
 
    “Okay,” I said, still staring at the cum that had fallen out from her cunt. I couldn’t help but imagine that the cum didn’t belong to me: that someone else had aimed their aroused erection at my crotch and coated me. I don’t know why the thought was so enticing, but I couldn’t get it out from my head.

  

 
   
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    When Lottie returned home from work with her the next day, she had a bag with her. “What’s in the bag?” I asked. And then she scrunched it up towards her hand and shook her head quickly. “Nothing. Just—just girl stuff. You know.” 
 
    I would have believed her had her body not become completely tense when I asked. Now I was curious: what was in that bag? She took it up to the bedroom with her before she got ready to take her evening shower. I went upstairs to see what was in that bag, but now the bag was gone. I even poked my head into the bathroom as she started her shower. “Are you looking for something?” she asked. 
 
    “I thought I left my phone in here,” I said. 
 
    “There’s no phone here,” she said, and then she stepped into the shower, letting the steaming water glisten on her naked body. I smiled and nodded at her, and then I slipped out. She liked to take long showers, so I knew I had at least ten minutes to snoop around. 
 
    I wanted to find that plastic bag. Where did it go? Even if she unloaded the bag, she never brought the plastic bag down to the garbage. What was she hiding from me? 
 
    I started looking through drawers, opening them slowly so they wouldn’t make any noise. I suddenly felt like my teenaged self. I could vividly remember going through my sister’s drawers. And there were even times when I went into her room while she was showering, taking the opportunities I could get.  
 
    When I was a teenager, entire weeks would go by where my sister wouldn’t leave the house—but I couldn’t go entire weeks without getting my fix. So I would wait for her to get into the shower before sneaking into her room. I always had to work quickly, but quietly. Her bedroom was right next to the bathroom and the walls were thin—just like the house I now lived in with Lottie. I would always start by going to her nightstand to get her dildo. I would stuff it down my pants to hide it before zipping over to her closet to pick out two or three outfits. 
 
    I would snatch a few makeup supplies from her drawers and then I would retreat to my room where I kept that wig. Returning everything was always much trickier. I had to get that dildo back into that nightstand before she went to sleep (I assumed that was when she used it). So I would usually make a very risky move while she was either watching TV or ranting on the phone with her friends.  
 
    The risk always got my heart pounding: quietly running through her room to put the dildo back and all the dresses and makeup supplies. But it was all worth it. The adrenaline I got from raiding her bedroom every few nights made the masturbation sessions so much more rewarding. There were times that I nearly screamed out in pleasure when that dildo pushed into my ass. And I don’t think my cock had ever been harder: before or after. I never lasted long: a minute or two at best. Even if I didn’t touch my cock, it would still end up coming from the amazing anal stimulation. 
 
    But I always knew it was wrong. Once everything was returned and my heart rate had dropped back to normal, my stomach would fill up with a mixture of regret and guilt. Men aren’t supposed to wear their sisters’ clothes, and they aren’t supposed to play with their sisters’ dildos. But I couldn’t help myself. The temptation was so strong when I was young. I couldn’t resist it, even when my sister was home, and sometimes I couldn’t even wait for her to get into the shower. I could remember a few times I risked everything, running into her room while she was in the kitchen making lunch. I needed to get my fix, and I was determined. 
 
    And I put a ton of effort into making those urges go away. It helped when she moved out and took all of her clothes with her—and that dildo. I was never brave enough to use the little money I had to order my own clothes and dildo. I was terrified of my parents getting to the package on the doorstep before me, and I was terrified they would find it all in my room at some point. So I transitioned out of that stage of my life. I put that degeneracy behind me and focused on being normal. That normalcy got me far. It was only a couple of years before I started dating cute girls, and it was only a few more years before I was married to a perfectly normal girl. We were happy and moderately successful. I rarely thought about getting dolled up anymore, even with Lottie’s clothes and makeup all around me. I’d managed to turn that old urge into a fading memory.  
 
    But now it was back. As I searched for that plastic bag, I paused as my fingers touched the soft fabrics of Lottie’s dresses. I stood silently for a moment before taking one down from the rack. It was a little white lace dress that Lottie wore to a summer party a couple of years before. It was tight to her body, and her skin showed through the small holes in the lace. It was a cute outfit, and now I found myself wondering if it would be cute on me. 
 
    It had been a long time since I’d put on a dress. I could still remember how cute I looked in the mirror (though I’d spent a lot of time convincing myself that I was delusional, and that I actually looked quite silly). I was a whole decade older now. Would I still look cute? Would the sight of myself all dolled up make me hard?  
 
    I put the dress back and fought away the urge to quickly try the dress on. I knew I had just enough time to get it on, look in the mirror, and then get it off again—but I didn’t want to lose my chance to look for that plastic bag. Lottie was hiding something from me and it was driving me crazy. So I continued my hunt, looking through drawers and closets.  
 
    Then I came upon her underwear drawer. I paused again, looking at her cute panties and thongs. I picked up one red pair and felt the softness between my fingers. I suddenly remembered what it felt like to wear a cute thong: I used to love the feeling of a thong pushing up into my butt crack. I loved how it squeezed my crotch and framed my ass. I would steal pairs of my sister’s panties and I would wear them underneath my clothes.  
 
    “Chris?” Lottie said. 
 
    I jumped and spun around. Why was she out of the shower? How long had I been standing there, looking through her panties? Did I lose track of time? “Huh?” I said. 
 
    “What are you doing with my panties?” she said, with only a towel wrapped around her wet body.  
 
    “Um, nothing,” I said. I quickly put the thong back into her drawer. “I was, uh, just looking for something.” 
 
    “Still looking for your phone?” she said. She was staring at me with narrowed, untrusting eyes. I knew that look well: it was the same look I got from my sister once my sister started noticing that things were being misplaced in her bedroom. After a few months of putting on her clothes, I started getting sloppy. I was so desperate to wear her outfits that I would run in and grab them so quickly that I wouldn’t take proper note of where they needed to be put back. And sometimes I was in such a rush to get her clothes and makeup and dildo back that I would just toss everything back into place. One time I even forgot to close her nightstand drawer. 
 
    “No, I found my phone,” I said. And her eyes continued to narrow, so I knew I needed to come clean. “I, uh—I saw that you had that bag, and I really want to know what was in it. Where did it go?” Coming clean was better than making her think that I was secretly putting on her panties while she showered.  
 
    “Why do you care so much?” she asked. Now her cheeks were turning red. 
 
    “I just want to know. Why are you keeping it a secret from me?” I asked. “You know I don’t like secrets.” 
 
    She took a deep breath and shook her head. Then she walked across the room to the closet. She opened up the door and dug in deep, pushing beyond her dresses. Before pulling anything out, she looked back at me. “Promise you won’t make fun of me?” she said. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “Sure. I promise,” I said. 
 
    “It’s not like this is something I want. It’s just—I saw the store and these were in the window, and… I don’t know. It’s embarrassing. Maybe it was stupid to buy them. It’s fine if you aren’t interested. To be honest, I’m not even really interested. It was just a weird impulse. Maybe that book is putting dumb ideas into my head.” 
 
    “Just show me, Lottie,” I said. 
 
    She sighed and then she pulled out that plastic bag. She reached a hand in and then pulled out two pairs of handcuffs, a blindfold, and what appeared to be a long plastic vibrator. “Please don’t make fun of me,” she said. 
 
    I wanted to laugh but I was frozen with shock. Did my wife stop at a sex shop on her way home from work? And if she wasn’t planning to show me, what the hell was she planning to do with the gear? I stuttered. 
 
    “Are you mad?” she asked with dark red cheeks. 
 
    “Mad?” I said. I cleared my throat. “No. I’m not mad. Why would I be mad? I mean—it’s… it’s not quite like you. But if you want to try it, that’s fine.” 
 
    “Really?” she said softly. 
 
    My heart skipped a beat. I shrugged my shoulders and cleared my throat again. “Sure, why not,” I said. “And if we don’t like it, we just won’t do it again. I mean—what’s the harm in trying, right?” I faked a laugh but I was nervous. I didn’t love the idea of trying out the weird BDSM gear. I didn’t want my wife to like it. I didn’t want her going further down this rabbit hole. I knew what it was like to get lost down a sexual rabbit hole; it’s hard to get out—impossible, even. I still couldn’t go a whole week without reliving some embarrassing moments from my teenaged years, putting on my sister’s clothes. 
 
    It was a few days after my eighteenth birthday when my sister caught me wearing one of her dresses. I also had her white stockings on my legs, and that wig on my head—and some eyeliner around my eyes. I tried to tell her that it was just for a joke I was doing on Twitter, but she didn’t believe me. She laughed and laughed and laughed, and then I started begging her not to tell our parents. “Please don’t,” I said. “Please don’t tell mom and dad. It’s just a joke—I swear!” It didn’t help that her panties weren’t doing a good job of holding down my erection, so I had to keep one hand pressed between my legs so that she wouldn’t see that I was aroused—though I suspect it was obvious. 
 
    That moment replayed in my head every few days for many years. It was replaying through my head now as I stared at my wife, with handcuffs dangling in both of her hands. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “So what do we do? How do we start?” 
 
    “Well,” she said, looking down at her feet. “You tie me up and then blindfold me.”  
 
    She was still and silent for a minute, until I shrugged my shoulders and said, “Alright. Let’s do it then.” 
 
    She turned around and let the towel drop to the floor, exposing her whole naked body. She walked over to the bed and climbed up. Then she rolled onto her back and awkwardly spread her arms out, so her hands were touching the corner bed posts. I walked up next to her. My heart was pounding. I took the first pair of handcuffs and attached them to her left wrist. Then I attached the other side of the cuffs to the bed post. She gave it a gentle tug, to make sure she was properly restrained. “Is it too tight?” I asked. 
 
    “It could probably be tighter,” she said, looking into my eyes. The room was frighteningly silent. I hated how quiet it was.  
 
    “Maybe we need some music,” I said, pulling my phone out from my pocket. “What do you want to listen to?” 
 
    “Whatever,” she said. 
 
    “Anything come to mind? I need some guidance.” 
 
    “Just whatever, Chris,” she said. So I put on some country music, which made her laugh. “This is what you put on?” she said. 
 
    “What’s wrong with this?” 
 
    “It’s fine. Just do my other wrist.” I could see her chest fluttering as her heart slammed against her ribcage. She was nervous—worried about what I thought about her; and to be honest, I had no idea what I thought about her. I wasn’t sure how to process her new little interest. And was it an interest, or just a little experiment? Maybe I was thinking too much into it. Maybe I needed to calm down and play along, so she could get it out from her system. 
 
    I tied her other wrist to the other post. “Now blindfold me,” she said. 
 
    So I grabbed the blindfold and positioned it properly over her eyes. She giggled. “I can’t see anything,” she said. 
 
    “That’s the point,” I said. 
 
    “It’s weird. It’s like I want to pull it down, but I can’t.” She laughed nervously again.  
 
    “Yeah, that’s the idea, Lottie,” I said. “What now?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” she said. “Now just do whatever you want to me—I guess.” Her face was dark red. I had no idea what to do to her. So I started by walking up next to her and grabbing her breasts. She jumped a bit at first and then she relaxed as I began to fondle her chest.  
 
    “Like this?” I said. 
 
    “That’s nice,” she said. “But maybe try to do something you wouldn’t normally do. Surprise me.” 
 
    I looked around the room, not sure what she was expecting. Then I saw that vibrator that she bought. It was a long cylindrical toy with a rounded tip. I walked over and picked it up. I pressed the button on the back and then it started buzzing. It was a powerful buzz considering it made no noise (at least not that could be heard over the music). I walked it over to Lottie and then I gently pressed the vibrating tip against her left nipples. She gasped and her body jolted. 
 
    And then I laughed. “How’s that?” I said. 
 
    She bit her bottom lip and squirmed slightly. “It’s so sensitive,” she said. I brought it over to her other nipple and made her jump again. Then I saw her head roll to the side as she continued to squirm slightly. She liked it. Maybe this was something she was going to be into. And maybe it was something I could benefit from as well. I put the toy down and then I shimmied out from my clothes. Then I pressed the toy to her nipple again while I gently massaged my cock. “You really can’t see anything?” I asked. 
 
    “I just see black,” she said. 
 
    Once I was hard from watching her naked body squirming, I stepped up next to her head and used my hand to turn her face to the side. I used my fingertips to pry her mouth open, then I walked my cock through her lips. I was shocked when she actually closed her lips around my cock and began to tease my tip with her tongue. 
 
    Lottie never liked giving blowjobs. She always told me that she was never in the mood to give them—and in many years, that ‘mood’ only came around maybe three times, always on birthdays. Now she was sucking and seemingly liking it. So I pressed that vibrator harder against her nipple. Her knees rose up. I took a deep breath. I was terribly uncomfortable for some reason, but I was feeling a bit optimistic. Maybe our sex life would see a sort of resurgence thanks to that Fifty Shades of Grey book. Maybe we would end up having sex more than a few times each year.  
 
    I took the vibrator off of her breast and then reached it down between her legs. It was a bit of a stretch, but I was able to get the tip right on her clit. It was only a few seconds before she started moaning, muffled by my cock.  
 
    And then I looked over and saw her open panties drawer. I looked at her blindfolded face and then back at the drawer. “Just wait right there,” I said. Now my heart was pounding ferociously. I picked up that red thong and felt it between my fingers. What was I doing? Why wasn’t I stopping myself? Was I really sure that she was fully blindfolded? I bent over and stepped into the panties. I pulled them up my legs. A warm euphoria blasted through me and I trembled. “Oh fuck,” I whispered. I loved that feeling and it had been so long since I’d indulged. 
 
    “What’s going on?” Lottie said. 
 
    “Nothing,” I said. I went back to her with the vibrator in my hand. I pressed it against her clit again and she began to moan almost instantly. I rubbed it up and down, and then I even pushed it into her wet cunt. Then I used my free hand to begin fingering her. But my eyes were no longer on her; now, I was staring at myself in the mirror. 
 
    I looked hot: just like I remembered. My petite body was so cute in those panties, and I looked hot fingering my pretty wife: like a stunning couple of lesbians. I pushed my fingers deeper and deeper before dropping to my knees to eat Lottie out, like a proper lesbian.  
 
    She moaned louder. I kept that vibrator pressed against her clit while my tongue went in and out from her wet hole. She gushed a bout of warm fluid onto my face.  
 
    “Fuck, it feels so good,” she moaned. “I think I’m coming.” She had an orgasm, but she wasn’t finished. 
 
    I reached down and grabbed my cock, which was too hard to stay in my panties. I began to tug it, stroking it firmly. The euphoria was unbelievable. I squeezed tighter and groaned louder. “Oh God,” I moaned. 
 
    Her knees were up against her chest. I kept licking her and stroking myself. And then I could feel my own orgasm coming, so I stood up and walked up next to her. I aimed my cock down at her body and then I let out a loud sigh of relief as I unloaded all over her wobbly breasts and her flat tummy. She gasped, still squirming, still reveling in the final moments of her second orgasm. “Are you coming on me?” she said. 
 
    “Yeah,” I replied through clenched teeth. I made a real mess of her recently showered body. And the cum wouldn’t stop coming. Apparently, I was fully loaded, with enough substance to fill a pint glass. I coated her completely before using my erection to spread the glistening goo all over her breasts.  
 
    “Take my blindfold off so I can see it,” she said with a moaning voice. So I reached out and took off her blindfold, two seconds before remembering that I was wearing her panties. She noticed the panties instantly. Her body froze and her eyes became wide, lips parted. “W—What are you wearing?” she asked. 
 
    I looked down, trying to think of a good excuse. Why did I forget I was wearing her panties? How did I manage to screw up so tremendously? “I—I’m sorry,” I said. “I don’t know why I put these on. I—I thought it would be funny.” 
 
    But it didn’t even sound right to me. She was shocked, but clearly not comfortable making fun of me after I just played along with her little sexual game. “Is that something you like?” she asked softly. 
 
    I shook my head. “No,” I said. “It was just something stupid I did. I don’t know why I did it. Let’s just drop it.” I took the panties off quickly and tossed them into the laundry bin. “Just drop it.” 
 
    “Okay, Chris,” she said, looking away. 
 
    Now the room was very silent, even though there was country music playing. 
 
    “Do you think you could unlock these handcuffs?” she asked. Her voice was almost a whisper. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. I unlocked the cuffs and then I left the room, feeling horribly humiliated. I felt just like I felt when my sister caught me wearing one of her dresses. All of that same embarrassment was clenching at all of the bones in my body. I felt sick and stupid and I just wanted to get into a time machine so I could take it back. Why did I put those stupid panties on? Why did I allow myself to indulge in something so stupid? The tiny bit of pleasure was definitely not worth the humiliation that was now set out before me. Maybe Lottie would never forget. Maybe she would never look at me the same. And for what? So I could relive some dumb fad from my childhood?  
 
    I went down to the TV room and flicked on the TV. I started to mindlessly watch some gardening show, hoping I would forget about that embarrassing mistake if I could just stop thinking about it. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER V 
 
    We didn’t talk much the next day. I still felt horribly embarrassed, and I was still hoping that she would just forget about the little blunder if I didn’t bring it up. But I could tell that it was on her mind—I could tell by the way that she just wouldn’t look me in the eye for longer than two seconds. And I couldn’t help but wonder if I’d done lifelong damage to our relationship, with that stupid red thong.  
 
    It was two days later when I saw her with that book in her hands again. She was still reading it, so she must have not been too disturbed by our little romp a few days before. I felt somewhat relieved, but still embarrassed—too embarrassed to bring the sex up. But I was starting to become paranoid. I found myself getting tense every time I saw her holding her phone, texting with friends. Was she telling her friends about what I did? I would try to peek over her shoulder subtly, without making her think that I had gone full paranoid mode.  
 
    “Looking for something?” she asked, looking back at me as she texted her friend about some soup recipe. 
 
    “Huh?” I said. “No. Just thought I saw a spider on your lap there, but it’s just the pattern on your pajamas.” 
 
    She gave me a weird look as I walked away. Why was I so paranoid? Why did I think that my wife was going to rat me out to her friends?  
 
    It was just two more days later when I went to peek to see what she was doing, and she turned her phone away so I couldn’t catch a glimpse. “What are you doing?” she asked. 
 
    And now I was nervous. What was she hiding from me? We hadn’t had a real conversation since the unfortunate bedroom incident; we’d hardly even made proper eye contact. And maybe that book was putting ideas in her head. Maybe she was planning to leave me so she could enjoy the single life that the character in the book was living. What if that book was making my wife realize that she didn’t love me? What if it was giving her the idea that there was someone out there who could satisfy her sexual desires—and that person wasn’t me?  
 
    “What are you doing?” I asked. 
 
    I saw her slyly press a button before turning her phone to me, showing me her Twitter feed. “Just checking Twitter,” she said. I wanted to tell her that I knew she changed the page before showing me, but I didn’t want to make my situation any worse. I needed to relax and I needed to try to figure out what was happening without her realizing.  
 
    That night, she was reading the book again. “Are you almost done that thing?” I asked. 
 
    She nodded her head. “I’m almost done the first one. There are sequels though,” she said, looking up at me for a brief second. Her cheeks were red—she must have been reading one of the book’s many sex scenes. She cleared her throat. “Maybe we can fool around again tonight,” she said.  
 
    I paused for a moment. It wasn’t at all what I was expecting, and the thought of getting intimate again scared me. I didn’t want to give her any reason to think of me in her red thong, and I had a feeling any sexual intimacy would pull her mind back to that awful moment. “O—Okay,” I said. 
 
    She was looking at me again. Her face was now a dark shade of red. “I bought some lingerie online. It came in the mail this afternoon,” she said. 
 
    I took a deep breath. “Really? What kind of lingerie?” Now I was beginning to squirm. She’d never owned lingerie before, and the last time I saw lingerie, it was on my body (and it belonged to my sister). 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know. It probably won’t even look good on me. I haven’t tried it on yet.” 
 
    So we quietly ate dinner and then we quietly watched our usual television programs. She stretched her arms into the air and yawned. “I think I’m ready for bed. Meet me up there in a minute?” she said, rising to her feet. 
 
    “Sure, sounds good,” I said. And now my heart was pounding ferociously. I watched as she disappeared up the stairs, and then I sat in silence as I waited for full minute to tick by. Why was I so nervous? Wasn’t it a good thing that she still wanted to sleep with me? Wasn’t it a positive that she was still willing to put out, and still more often than I was used to? Maybe she didn’t really care about the panties. Maybe she didn’t think too much into the fact that I took off her blindfold and she saw me in her underpants.  
 
    I made my way up the stairs. My head was spinning slightly, and my stomach was gargling. I saw our bedroom door and I took a deep breath. Then I pushed it open. “All ready?” I asked. 
 
    She was standing naked in our bedroom, looking at me with those red cheeks. The lingerie was on the bed: a red lacy one-piece, which reminded me of the red lacy thong. It almost seemed like it was part of the same set. “Why aren’t you wearing it?” I asked. 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “It doesn’t quite fit me right,” she said. “It didn’t look great.” 
 
    “Try it on again. Let me be the judge of that,” I said, forcing a smile through my nerves. 
 
    She looked down at it. “I don’t know. It’s just not really my style. Let’s just have sex.”  
 
    I didn’t want to push it. I didn’t want her to think that I had some sort of lingerie obsession. So I walked up to her and kissed her on the lips for the first time since our last intimate meeting. We kissed for a minute and then I stripped down, so we were both naked. She reached down and grabbed my cock and started tugging on it, but I couldn’t make myself hard. I tried to focus hard, but I couldn’t stop thinking of that humiliating moment that I was caught wearing her panties.  
 
    I closed my eyes, trying to get into the moment, trying to release that anxiety that had been weighing on my shoulders for so many days. But that horrible feeling just wouldn’t go away, and my cock just wouldn’t get hard.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” she said. 
 
    “Nothing,” I said. “Why?” 
 
    “You’re soft,” she said. 
 
    “I know. It’s just—I think it’s because we’ve been having more sex than usual. I’m just not used to it, I guess.” I faked a little laugh. Then we got onto the bed. I got on top of her and began to kiss her body. I grabbed her breasts with both of my hands and squeezed. She let a slight moan slip. Then I pressed my flaccid cock against her damp pussy and began to rub, hoping it would make me hard. But I just wasn’t getting hard. I closed my eyes again. I knew a trick to making myself hard, but I didn’t want to cave. I knew I just had to imagine myself in a cute pair of panties, and I would be hard in seconds—but I couldn’t allow that programming to take over my brain.  
 
    So I bit down hard on my tongue. I looked over and saw the lingerie sitting on the bed. “What is it?” she said. 
 
    “Nothing. I’m just—I have work on my mind, I guess,” I lied. 
 
    She looked over at the lingerie and then she looked back at me. There was a long silence, and then she said, “Do you want to try it on?” 
 
    My heart skipped a beat and a nausea quickly filled my gut. “What?” I said. I could feel my bottom jaw quivering. 
 
    “Just try it on. Why not?” 
 
    “I—I don’t want to do that,” I said. 
 
    “Okay,” she said. 
 
    “No—why would you suggest that? Do you think I’m some sort of cross dresser or something?” I asked, sitting up, feeling suddenly vulnerable as I looked down at her naked body. 
 
    “No, I didn’t say that,” she said. “Chris, calm down. It was just an idea.” She had wide, worried eyes. 
 
    “But why would you suggest it? Where did it come from?” I asked. Now my heart was pounding violently into my ribcage. 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “It’s just—the other day, when you put on my panties. You were really hard and you got off really quickly. You seemed to like it. I just thought that maybe you liked that. I don’t know—it was just an idea, Chris. It wasn’t supposed to get you all worked up.”  
 
    I lowered myself back down. I just wanted to pretend like everything was normal. I wanted her to get this idea out of her head. But then she spoke again. “You can put it on. I don’t care one way or the other. Maybe it would be fun—like roleplaying. I can pretend like you’re my secret lesbian lover.” She had a grin on her face. That embarrassment quickly filled me up again.  
 
    “I don’t want to wear it!” I said. And her smile quickly disappeared.  
 
    And then I paused. The idea was slightly tempting. I did like the little piece of lingerie. I was sure it would have looked good on me, and it would have felt good against my skin. Maybe putting it on for a minute or two wouldn’t be such a bad idea. Maybe it could just be fun roleplaying, as she put it.  
 
    “If I put the thing on, will you drop this from now on?” I asked. 
 
    “Sure,” she said. “Like I said, Chris. I don’t care either way.”  
 
    So I stood up and grabbed the piece of lingerie and I assessed how to climb into it. It was a familiar cut: not so different from the piece of lingerie I often stole from my sister’s closet. I stepped into it carefully and pulled it gently up my body. The fit was perfect: snug around all of my curves. I could feel my blood getting hotter. I took a series of deep breaths and then I looked over at my wife. “Happy?” I asked. 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “I think you look fine,” she said. 
 
    So I walked back over to her and I climbed back on top of her. She put her hands on my sides and gently stroked up and down. She smiled and then she giggled. “It fits you nicely,” she said. 
 
    “I guess so,” I said. “If that’s what you’re into.”  
 
    She wrapped her arms around me and pulled me down. Then she started to explore my body with her hands as we kissed, running her gentle fingers over my lacy curves. I could feel that lace tightening around my cock. Was I getting hard? My tip pleasantly mashed against the crotch of the outfit. I tried not to moan, but it felt nice.  
 
    She put her hands on my bum and squeezed. “I love your girly bum,” she whispered into my ear. The comment made me freeze. My skin became cold, but I forced myself out from my paralysis. I didn’t want to ruin the moment and I didn’t want her thinking that I was too self-conscious in the outfit.  
 
    She reached down and slipped her fingers over my throbbing erection. “Oh, you sure are big down there, for a girl,” she said, and then she giggled. She fondled and squeezed, making jolts of pleasure surge through my body. I let out a soft sigh. Why did it feel so good? Why did that lingerie get me so aroused? I made a point of avoiding women’s clothing for so many years—was it all for nothing?  
 
    She pulled the bottom of my lingerie aside, making my erection spring out. She gasped and grabbed onto it. “Oh my God,” she said. “It’s so hard.” She squeezed it firmly and gently began to tug on it.  
 
    It felt good. It felt even better when she sunk down and pressed her face between my thighs and started to lick the length of my erection as if it was a pussy. She held my thighs with both hands and moved her head as if she was eating me out. And I couldn’t help but turn my head to look at myself in the mirror. I really did look good in that lingerie. 
 
    But I knew I was going to end up regretting this moment. I knew that once this little romp was over, it would be right back to not being able to look into Lottie’s eyes. I didn’t want that—but it was so hard not to cave to the pleasure. It felt so good. Her tongue was flicking up and down in the most amazing way. How did she even know how to lick like that? Did she have some lesbian phase in college that I didn’t know about?  
 
    “Stop,” I said. I was worried she was about to make me come before I could even give her any pleasure. 
 
    She looked up at me with bright, smiling eyes. “Now you eat me out,” she said. So we awkwardly traded places. I pressed my face between her thighs and began to lick the length of her slit. It was rare that she let me eat her out—and it was possibly the first time she’d ever asked for it. And it was definitely the first time she’d ever gotten off to me eating her out. It was only thirty seconds of licking before she was moaning and letting a small amount of warm juice slip out from her pussy.  
 
    I couldn’t believe it. Was she actually attracted to me when I was wearing lingerie? Did she secretly have a bit of a lesbian fetish? Was she a bisexual? I wanted to ask her so many questions, but I didn’t want to ruin the moment, so I just kept licking. I pressed my tongue into her warm cunt and she shivered all over with a soft moan.  
 
    “Oh God, just fuck me,” she said in an elated voice. I crawled on top of her and then I easily slipped my cock into her soaking-wet pussy. Fluid gushed out in every direction as I started pumping. Her head was turned to the side; she was watching the mirror: watching herself getting pumped by her lingerie-clad husband. I wanted to look too, but I resisted the urge. Her hands slid up and down my lacy sides. She moaned and clenched and then her body trembled. Was she enjoying this more than usual because of the lingerie? Or was she just enjoying it more because I was harder than ever before and brimming with sexual energy that I just couldn’t contain. 
 
    I was pounding her harder than ever before, sinking my fingertips into her soft skin as I pinned her down to the bed. I watched as her face turned red and her head rolled from side to side. And she kept feeling the lingerie on my body. Did she buy it for me? Was it never for her at all? 
 
    I closed my eyes as a euphoric surge pulsed through my body. I groaned and tried to clench back my orgasm, but it was too late. I was filling my wife with my enormous load. I only lasted a couple of minutes, almost a new record.  
 
    Lottie was out of breath with a smile on her face. I waited until I had the energy to stand up, and then the first thing I did was take off the lingerie. I couldn’t let her think that I wanted it on my body. I couldn’t let her begin to question my sexuality. 
 
    “That was fun,” she said. 
 
    I nodded my head. “It felt good. Not sure about the outfit though—it was kind of itchy. But I’m glad you liked it.” I faked a little smile as my heart fizzled down into the pit of my stomach.  
 
    I figured that would be the end of it. I assumed Lottie would be happy with the little experiment and then move onto the next thing. She was almost finished that book, and within a few weeks, she would be finished the whole series, and then hopefully life would return to normal. 
 
    I was wrong. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I was late coming home from work the next day. And honestly, I was late on purpose, knowing Lottie had the day off of work. I was afraid of being stuck in a room with her while we both remembered that romp with me in her lingerie. I was just buying myself a bit of time to come up with an excuse as to why I went along with it. But after a long day at work, the only excuse I could think of was, ‘I thought it would be funny’. That’s what I planned on telling her as soon as I got home, but then I saw her and my plan fell apart. I very suddenly realized that playing it off as a joke wouldn’t be believed. I had to just make her think that I was no longer thinking about it, that it was just some silly thing that happened and now I was over it. 
 
    She yawned before saying hello. “You’re home late,” she said. 
 
    “Sorry. I got stuck at the office,” I said. 
 
    “Did you eat dinner? I ate an hour ago.” She was looking into my eyes, making me feel strangely vulnerable. I couldn’t help but think that she was thinking about our lingerie-clad romp. 
 
    “Um, no, I’ll just grab something out from the fridge. Sorry,” I said. 
 
    “It’s fine.” She checked the time on her phone. “I might head up to bed. I had a pretty long day out in the garden.” 
 
    I forced a smile. “Okay,” I said. I grabbed a plate of food from the fridge and I heated it up. The house was uncomfortably silent. Was Lottie actually tired, or was she just uncomfortable being around me? Was she going to bed early for the same reason that I stayed at work late?  
 
    I took a shower after eating and then I found myself pacing around, not sure what to do. I thought about watching television, but I didn’t want to watch any of our shows without Lottie. I thought about tackling an overdue project in the garage, but the sun was dropping below the horizon and I didn’t want the neighbors to think that I was crazy, firing up the power tools so late at night. 
 
    So I went up to bed. I opened the door and was surprised to see that Lottie was still awake. She had that book in her hands. She looked up at me with a smile.  
 
    “What are you still doing up?” I asked as a cool chill crept down my spine. 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “I’m just reading, and waiting for you,” she said.  
 
    “Why?” I asked. 
 
    Then her eyes looked down towards her feet. At the bottom of the bed was a little satin night slip, long white stockings, and a pair of pink panties. “I found this cute wig at the store. It’s in the bathroom,” she said. 
 
    I could feel my blood beginning to boil. My stomach groaned and my legs began to wobble as that familiar nausea returned. “Why?” I said. 
 
    She rolled her eyes. “Just put it on—and shave your legs. Meet me back in here in ten minutes.” 
 
    “Lottie…” I said. 
 
    She interrupted me. “Just do it, Chris. Oh, and I think I’m going to call you Trixie. I like that name, don’t you?” 
 
    I was frozen with terror and confusion. Why was she doing this? Why was she allowing me to go down this rabbit hole? Did she think it was funny? Was she oblivious to the fact that she was feeding into a legitimate addiction? I squirmed and groaned and then I turned around with the pile of clothes in my hands.  
 
    The next ten minutes ticked by in super slow motion. I felt so stupid getting naked in the bathroom. I felt even stupider running the bath so I could shave my legs. I looked down at my first clean-shaven leg and bit down hard on the edge of my tongue. It didn’t occur to me until that moment that I wouldn’t be able to wear shorts again, until the hair grew back. It was too late to turn back now. 
 
    I’d always wanted to shave my legs. When I was a teenager, I found myself with my sister’s razor in my hands many times, but I never had the courage to go through with it, knowing I would end up being mocked ruthlessly in the changing room. But now, there was only my wife to mock me. I no longer had to worry about gym class. I could go out wearing pants for a couple of weeks and my life would be no different.  
 
    But why was Lottie doing this? Where did she get the name Trixie? Was that in her book, or just pulled from the back of her mind?  
 
    I finished shaving my other leg, then I slipped into the little satin slip and I pulled up the stockings. The soft cotton of the stockings felt nice against my smooth legs. I took a moment to feel my own soft skin before getting the wig fastened on my head. I turned to the mirror. 
 
    I looked cute. I leaned close and stared at my own face, which somehow seemed more feminine, even though I’d done nothing to alter it. And that’s when I noticed Lottie had left some makeup supplies out on the counter. It was something she often did—leaving them out when we had no plans of having guests over. I saw her little tube of eyeliner, and I couldn’t help myself. I picked it up and drew thick lines around my eyes. Then I decided to put on a bit of lip gloss as well, and some eyeshadow, trying to mimic a style I loved to do when I was a teenager.  
 
    The look came together quickly. I apparently hadn’t forgotten any of my makeup skills. I caught myself smiling in the mirror as a pulse of warm energy filled my chest. I forced that smile off of my face. I didn’t like what was happening. I didn’t like what Lottie was doing to me, even though she likely had absolutely no idea what she was doing. How was I ever going to have normal sex again after this? How would I ever get hard knowing that I could look so cute in her lingerie?  
 
    “Trixie? Are you almost ready?” Lottie called out from the bedroom.  
 
    I took a deep breath. “Just get it over with,” I whispered to myself. I knew that I had the ability to stave off this addiction. I didn’t have to let it get out of hand. I could just fool around this one night and then explain to Lottie that I no longer wanted to dress up anymore. She would understand, especially because it seemed like she was under the impression she was doing it for me.  
 
    I walked into the bedroom. She was standing next to the bed, in the piece of lingerie that I wore the night before. It looked good on her, hugging her body the same way it hugged mine. So was she lying about it not fitting? Was it all just a ploy to get me to wear the outfit?  
 
    I took a step into the room, and then I noticed the handcuffs. “That again?” I asked. I had no idea she liked the cuffs enough to use them again. 
 
    She nodded her head with a smile. “You look cute. I love the eyeliner,” she said. 
 
    I tried to stop myself from blushing. I bit my tongue and forced a smile. She walked towards me and put her hands on my shoulders. Then she leaned in and kissed me on the lips. It was a dominant kiss. It felt different than what I was used to. Even the way her hands explored my body, she was holding me firmly, making me feel strangely weak. I put my hands on her, and somehow, I just felt dainty.  
 
    “You’re a good kisser, Trixie,” she said, getting deeper into the role play. And now I was really starting to worry that my wife was secretly a lesbian. Maybe that’s why she was always so deterred by the idea of sex. Maybe she masturbated more than I knew, and maybe she would only touch herself with feminine images in her mind. Maybe she even thought about girls when we were having sex. 
 
    “Thanks,” I said softly.  
 
    She tilted my head back and started kissing my neck. Again, I felt like I was being dominated. I felt like she was taking control, as if she was the boy and I was the girl.  
 
    We fell down on the bed and rolled around a little bit. Her hands explored my body, pushing up my satin slip. She rolled on top of me and reached down between my thighs to feel my throbbing erection. Then she gasped. “You’re so hard,” she said. 
 
    Now I was blushing. It usually took me more than a few minutes to get hard, but the feeling of that slip on my body and the gloss on my lips—I just couldn’t help it! She giggled and then she took my wrists and stretched out my arms. She began to kiss my lips again, and then I felt something tighten around my wrists. I looked up. “What are you doing?” I asked. My voice was hardly a whimper. I could feel that my face was hot and dark red. 
 
    She giggled again, closing the other cuff around my other wrist. “I think you’ll like it,” she said. I tried to pull my hands down, but they were trapped. She kept giggling as she reached over and picked up the blindfold. She brought it down to my face. “Lottie, I don’t know about this,” I said. 
 
    “Look to your left,” she said. So I looked over to my left and saw something new: a long purple dildo, attached to a sort of harness of black straps.  
 
    “W—What’s that?” I asked. 
 
    She giggled and then she pulled the blindfold over my eyes. “We’re going to try something new. Just try to relax.” I was truly blind. It didn’t help that the room was already dimly lit—not even a sliver of light seeping in from under the blindfold.  
 
    “Lottie—I don’t know about this,” I said. 
 
    “Trixie, relax. It’s out of your control now.” 
 
    The room became silent. I heard her move from one end of the room to the other, then there was another long silence. Then I heard a familiar squishing sound: the squirting of lubricant. A chill consumed my scantily clad body. I bit my tongue again. Then the end of the mattress pressed down and she started crawling towards me. She grabbed underneath my thighs and lifted my legs apart, making me jump. “Oh God,” I moaned. 
 
    She giggled. Then I felt something slide up next to my erection. Why was I still so erect? Why was I still so aroused? I didn’t want my wife to see me so humiliated—and I definitely didn’t want my wife to be the reason for my humiliation. This was a sight she would never forget, and it was one that I could only imagine, seeing as I was blind. 
 
    “It feels big,” I said as she rubbed that big strap-on dildo against my cock. 
 
    “It is big,” she said. She slowly slid it down until the tip was pressed against my bum. Then she used one of her hands to pry my ass cheeks apart, making me jump again with a little gasp.  
 
    “Don’t worry. It shouldn’t hurt. I read all about it this afternoon,” she said. I knew it wasn’t going to hurt; I’d penetrated myself many times, but not since I was a teenager. I used to love it. It used to be the only thing I would think about after I woke up, until I successfully satisfied myself for the day. And now I was going to be reminded of that pleasure, and I would have to struggle with it all over again. 
 
    She gently rubbed the length of my legs, trying to make me relax. “Take a deep breath,” she said. “Relax your muscles.” 
 
    I followed her command and successfully made my body relax for a moment, and that moment was all she needed to penetrate me. I gasped, feeling that thick cock sliding into my body. I heard her gasp, possibly surprised that the penetration worked. I could feel my asshole stretching out for the first time in a decade. “Oh God,” I groaned again, rolling my head to the side. 
 
    “How does it feel?” she asked as she slowly pushed that cock into my body. 
 
    I didn’t want to tell her that I liked it. I didn’t want to tell her that it was bringing back some of the most euphoric memories of my life. So I just bit down on my tongue and groaned. 
 
    She wasn’t very gentle. She pushed in deep and then quickly started to pump. She was a bit inconsistent at first as she figured out the movements. Her fingernails dug into the skin on my thighs as she held my legs apart, and she occasionally had to let go of my right leg to stabilize the cock that she was pushing into my fuck hole.  
 
    “Shit,” I groaned. It felt good, but I was terrified of letting my soft moans turn into full-blown euphoric screaming. I tried to hold back, but the more I held back, the more I wanted to scream. I wanted to look down, to see what it looked like: the cock going in and out of my tight hole—but I was still blind. I tried to take off my blindfold and the handcuffs yanked on my wrists, reminding me that I was stuck for her to do whatever she wanted.  
 
    And all she wanted was to pump my asshole with that lubricated strap-on dildo. She pumped fast and hard, making me groan loudly. Then she reached down and clenched my cock with one of her hands. She squeezed it and pulled up to my tip, making my body tremble. Now the pleasure was too strong—I just couldn’t hold back any longer. I tilted my head back and screamed. “Oh God, it feels so good!” I said. I instantly regretted saying it, but it was too late. 
 
    She squeezed my cock harder and gave me a little jerk, and that was enough to make me come. I felt my own substance shooting all over my chest. It was warm and wet, and it didn’t seem to end. Blast after blast after blast, coating my chest. I groaned loudly and then I screamed out, sounding like a girl, even to myself.  
 
    She pulled the dildo out from my ass and then she crawled forward, slapping that same dildo down on my stomach and using it to spread around my ejaculate. She giggled the whole time.  
 
    “You made a real mess, Trixie,” she said. 
 
    And now that humiliation was starting to set in. She reached and pulled the blindfold from over my eyes, so I could see my cum-soaked chest, with my nightie pulled up to my nipples. The nightie wasn’t saved from my cum, and neither was the bottom of my face.  
 
    “Can you undo these handcuffs?” I asked. 
 
    She stared at me for a long moment. “Didn’t you have fun?” she asked. 
 
    “No. Now undo these handcuffs. I let you have your fun, but it’s not fun anymore,” I said. I couldn’t stop thinking about that long month after my sister caught me dressing up in her clothes. It was a horrible month, unable to look her in the eye, and unable to talk properly with my family, worried my sister had told them and they were too afraid to admit that they knew. It wasn’t until that moment, as Trixie undid my handcuffs, that I truly remembered how horrible that humiliation was. I could remember my sister having her friends over, and hearing them giggle in the other room. I felt like dying, and there were moments I considered running away and never contacting my family again.  
 
    I felt that way now. My wife seemed to think that I was only pleased in women’s lingerie. She assumed I wanted to be a girl in bed. And it didn’t help that I voluntarily put on the eyeliner and the eye shadow. Why did I do that? Why couldn’t I just follow her commands and be done with it?  
 
    Once I was untied, I quickly got undressed. I went and hopped in the shower and tried to forget about the terrible humiliation that was only just starting to set in. I looked down and saw my smooth legs. I knew they would be horrible reminders for the next few weeks. I knew it would probably be a few years before I could properly look into my wife’s eyes again.  
 
    She slipped into the bathroom while I was washing off my face. “Everything okay?” she asked. 
 
    “No,” I said. “I’m embarrassed! You’re treating me like some sort of… pervert! I don’t want to shave my legs and I don’t want to put on lingerie, and I don’t want to wear makeup!” 
 
    She was wide-eyed, staring at me quietly from the doorway. “You didn’t have to put on makeup,” she said. “And you didn’t have to do anything. It was just an idea. It was just supposed to be fun.” 
 
    “Well I don’t like it!” I said. “And I don’t want to do this again. I’m not gay. I’m not transgender, or whatever they call it these days. I’m a straight man, Lottie.” 
 
    “Okay, Chris, jeez. It was just sex. Why do you have to make it mean so much more than it did?” she said before turning around and leaving the room. And I couldn’t help but wonder: was she right? Was I making it mean more than it really meant? 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    I didn’t catch her reading that book again the next evening. Even after she went to bed, she picked up an older book that she hadn’t gotten around to finishing. It wasn’t until I slipped into bed that I noticed the book wasn’t even on her nightstand. Did she finish it when I wasn’t around? 
 
    The next day, I found the book in the basement, on an old shelf with some old cookbooks and textbooks from our college days. The bookmark was still nestled at the three-quarter mark, as if she never finished it. And maybe my little rant a couple of nights before shamed her out of finishing it. 
 
    And now I felt guilty. I felt like she was finally starting to discover her sexuality, and I ripped it away from her. Was I being a villain? Was I supposed to play along with her game and let her think that her husband was some sort of wannabe-sissy?  
 
    Three more days went by. Lottie didn’t try to initiate sex. She even put all of the lingerie and toys she bought into a bag and stashed that bag in the corner of our basement storage area. When I found the bag down there, I became very guilty. I didn’t want to ruin her fun, I just wanted her to think of me as a man. 
 
    Though now, as I looked at that bag in the corner, with the lacy lingerie poking out, I found myself imagining my body clad in lingerie. I wanted to put the outfit on, even though Lottie was just upstairs, watching one of her workout videos.  
 
    It was a few hours when she took off to meet some friends for a hike at a park on the other end of town. I didn’t hesitate to jump on the opportunity. I ran up to the bedroom and went straight into the closet. My legs were still smooth and hairless: perfect for getting dolled up. First, I put on a little plaid skirt and a white blouse. I used one of Lottie’s bras to give myself a bust. Then I skipped to the bathroom to doll up my face. I looked cuter than ever now that I had that wig (which I pulled out from the basement bag). 
 
    After posing in front of the mirror for a few minutes, I grabbed a new outfit: a tight pink dress that Lottie once wore to a wedding. I spun around and giggled and felt that desire growing inside of me. I wanted to try on everything! I’d been resisting this moment for so many years, and now I was unhinged; now I was completely free to put on whatever I wanted. I kept Find My Friends open on my phone, so I could make sure Lottie wasn’t on her way home. I knew I still had tons of time. 
 
    So I kept trying on outfits, even putting on her heels (which were only a little bit tight). I must have put on ten different pair of panties, eight dresses, rompers, skirts, blouses, and outfits that I had no idea the names of. I was so tempted to take pictures, so I could admire my feminine self—but I knew that was a recipe for disaster.  
 
    Finally, I saw Lottie’s Find My Friends dot starting to move away from the park, so I knew it was time to clean myself up, as well as the house. I put everything back where I found it, feeling like a teenager all over again.  
 
    I was finished cleaning up minutes before she walked in the door. I followed her to the kitchen. “How was the hike? How are your friends doing? It’s been a long time since you’ve seen them, right?”  
 
    She looked at me curiously. “Everyone’s good. The hike was fine. What’s up with you? Did you drink that strong coffee again?” 
 
    I laughed. “No,” I said. “I was just bored while you were out. I thought maybe we could go see a movie or something tonight.”  
 
    She nodded her head slowly. “Yeah, if that’s what you want to do.” She started to rinse out her water bottle. I wrapped my arms around her from behind and I squeezed her tightly.  
 
    She giggled and pressed her bum back against my crotch. “What are you doing, Chris?” she asked. 
 
    “I’m just hugging you. I’m your husband—am I not allowed to give you a hug?” But I really didn’t know what I was doing. I felt weird. I felt like I had ten cups of that strong coffee (minus the heartburn).  
 
    Lottie turned around and wrapped her arms around me. She looked into my eyes and then she jumped up, forcing me to hold her. Now her bum was pressed firmly against my pelvis. “So you missed me, huh?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded my head. “Definitely.” But now I could feel a throbbing between my legs. I was starting to get hard, to my surprise. I didn’t normally get hard without a bit of effort. I usually had to close my eyes and focus for at least a few minutes to make my shaft grow stiff (or put on women’s clothing). Now, it was just doing it on its own.  
 
    I tried to adjust her before my erection touched her bum, but I was too late. Her eyes grew wide and she giggled. “Are you horny, Chris?” she asked. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess so. Is that weird or something?” 
 
    “It’s just—it’s not something I’m used to.”  
 
    She reached down with her hand to feel my growing bulge. Her eyes opened even wider. “You’re really hard!” she said. “What were you up to while I was gone?” 
 
    My heart bounced and skipped a beat. I obviously couldn’t tell her the truth, but I had to tell her something. “I was just watching gardening shows,” I said.  
 
    “Was there a cute host or something?” she joked. 
 
    We kissed. Now I was really hard. My pants were starting to hurt from being so tight. Luckily, Lottie was quick to reach down and unzip my fly. She reached into my pants and pulled out my cock. She looked at it and gasped as if she was seeing for the first time. Then she sunk down and clutched it with both of her petite hands, and she started to suck.  
 
    It felt nice. It was nice to have a normal male-on-female encounter with my wife, without any makeup or wigs or cross dressing of any sort. But there was a missing satisfaction. A regular blowjob was nice, but I knew it would have been so much better if I was in a cute little outfit, with thick mascara on my eyelashes.  
 
    And if my cock was pressing through a hole in a pair of naughty panties—that would have been a much more arousing sight. Or maybe if Lottie had the strap-on fastened around her waist, and I was the one on the ground! I knew that they made strap-on cocks with vibrating harnesses, designed to vibrate harder when the cock part is stimulated.  
 
    Now I was regretting shaming Lottie into putting the girly stuff into a bag and hiding it in the basement. Maybe I should have let her go a little bit further with that whole experiment. Maybe we could have had some real fun together.  
 
    No, no—this was better. This was normal. I needed to get used to this. 
 
    She was sucking like a pro, with closed eyes and a bobbing head, massaging my length with her tense lips. She was using her tongue to stimulate the underside of my cock. It felt very nice. “You’re going to make me come,” I said through clenched teeth. 
 
    She giggled. “That’s the whole point,” she said, and then she kept sucking, now using a hand to massage my ball sack gently. I groaned and squirmed. I closed my eyes and then that image came back to me: myself in the mirror, makeup looking nice, dress fitting tight. I knew I couldn’t make those feelings go away. I knew that they would never go away. 
 
    “Stop!” I said. I kept my eyes closed, already feeling embarrassed for what I hadn’t quite said yet. “Just stop. I like it, okay?” 
 
    “What are you talking about, Chris?” she asked, still holding my cock with a firm grip.  
 
    “I liked putting on your clothes.” I took a deep breath. “I even did it while you were hiking. that’s why I’m so… aroused right now. Okay?” 
 
    She was silent, staring at me with frightened eyes. Now I was really regretting saying anything. Was it too late to take it back? Could I say that I was kidding? For some reason, my mind seemed to think it was a good idea to double down. “I used to dress up in my sister’s clothes when I was a teenager. I liked doing it, but I hated myself for it. And the other day—when I saw your panties sitting there… I couldn’t help myself, okay? It’s not that big of a deal. I’m still the same person you married. I’m still the same guy you met eight years ago. I’m still Chris… And until today, I’ve never tried on your clothes, I promise. I don’t know what came over me today. I don’t know why I did it—” 
 
    She pressed a finger against my lips. “Chris,” she said. “I don’t care. You can do whatever you want in the bedroom. You shouldn’t be afraid of doing anything with me.” 
 
    I couldn’t believe her response. Was she being genuine, or was she just trying to calm me down?  
 
    “We’ve been together for so long. It kind of hurts to know that you’ve been keeping a secret. It hurts me to think that you don’t trust me. You can trust me with anything. I don’t care if you want to put on my clothes. We’ve been having fun the past couple of weeks. It doesn’t seem that weird or unusual. It’s actually kind of nice, with your smooth legs and soft outfits. I kind of like it.” 
 
    I froze for a moment, processing everything she was saying. “But—But it’s not manly. Men don’t put on girl’s clothes.” 
 
    She wrapped her arms around me and looked into my eyes with a warm smile. “My man can put on whatever clothes he wants to put on.” 
 
    I felt myself blushing. She leaned in for a kiss. My heart was still pounding, but now there was a peculiar confusion swelling inside of my stomach. “I don’t understand. Aren’t you mad? Aren’t you going to leave me for this?” 
 
    She leaned her head back and nearly gasped. “Leave you? Why would I leave you?” 
 
    “Women don’t want their men to be… cross dressers,” I said. I hated the term ‘cross dressers’; it made me wince.  
 
    “I don’t care one way or the other, as long as you’re loyal to me and we have fun together—no secrets.” 
 
    I felt a strange wave of relief wash over me. For the first time in our eight-year marriage, there really were no secrets. Lottie officially knew everything about me, even my deepest, darkest secret. But it turns out, it wasn’t such a dark secret. Lottie didn’t seem to mind it one bit. In fact, she was into it. “Go get changed and meet me in the bedroom.” 
 
    After I finished getting ready, I saw Lottie in the bedroom, sitting on the bed with her laptop open. She was on a lingerie website, and she already had fifteen outfits picked out. “I think I got a bit carried away,” she said, her cheeks turning red. 
 
    “So you really are okay with this?” I asked, looking over and seeing myself in the mirror. I still looked cute. I still looked convincing. But for once, I didn’t look so nervous.  
 
    She looked down at my cock, which was rock hard and throbbing in my tight panties, creating a noticeable bulge against my tiny dress. “How can I be mad about that?” she said, gently biting her bottom lip with a warm smile. I climbed on top of her, but that’s not where I ended up. Instead, I ended up on all-fours, taking that familiar dildo in my ass again. She pumped for five minutes before we swapped places. On her back, with her legs spread wide, I gave her a screaming orgasm with my erect throbber. She gushed fluid all over the bed and all over my crotch. I pulled out and sprayed her cute body with my sissy cum. Then we both giggled as we held hands, staring up at the ceiling, looking forward to our newfound sexuality.  
 
    THE END 
 
    

  

 
   
    NOT SO INNOCENT 
 
    Ryan feels bad for Iris, the new girl in class. She seems so innocent and she’s taking so much abuse from the other students, just because she used to go to the expensive private-school across the street. It doesn’t help that she’s still wearing her old school uniform, and it definitely doesn’t help that she used to hang out with the kids that made fun of the public-school kids who are now her classmates. 
 
    After a long week of listening to his classmates calling Iris mean names, Ryan decides to confront her after school, to help her feel better. The two quickly form a bond and Iris spills her guts, telling Ryan about her divorcing parents and her status-obsessed mother. Apparently, her mother even makes her wear the old private-school uniform out of the house so the neighbors won’t find out that she’s actually now going to a public-school.  
 
    Now, Iris thinks Ryan can help her out. She wants clothes—regular girl clothes—so she sends Ryan to the mall with all of her allowance. “Buy me some outfits and hide them in your locker,” she says. Ryan reluctantly agrees to the task, but he has no idea that it’s just the beginning of his own radical feminization.  
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER I 
 
    It was another brutal Monday morning. I assumed the day was going to be just as tedious as every previous Monday. My first period teacher hadn’t even entered the classroom yet and I was already dozing off at my desk, tried from a sleepless weekend. 
 
    I made the same mistake every weekend: trading sleep for screen time at my computer. Me and my friends were big into League of Legends and I didn’t want to let them get the edge on me. Their parents let them play during the week, so I had to catch up on the weekends, which meant logging as many hours as I could through the nights, after they logged off to go to sleep. I knew it was stupid and I knew that it was just a video game—and I knew that my school week would suffer, particularly Mondays.  
 
    The class was full and the teacher was almost five minutes late. The teacher was often late on Mondays—sometimes even fifteen minutes late, so I decided it was a good time to squeeze in a five-to-ten-minute nap. I put my head down on my desk and I closed my eyes. Images from that flashy video game started popping into my mind, as they often did after many hours in front of that screen. I was just about to doze off and dream about League of Legends, and then I heard the classroom door open. I groaned and peeled my head up, realizing I missed my opportunity to squeeze a nap in. Then my gaze fell upon an unfamiliar face. 
 
    The whole class suddenly became quiet as everyone looked towards the newcomer. She was petite and meek, wearing what looked like a school uniform, even though our school had no dress code: plaid skirt, navy blue sweater with a white collared shirt underneath, and the same shiny black flats that the kids at the private school across the street wore. In fact, she was wearing the exact outfit the kids across the street wore.  
 
    “Wrong school, girly,” someone called out. Then the other students started snickering. I watched as the newcomer’s face turned a shade of pink. She nestled into a seat near the back of the class, two desks over from me.  
 
    Then I heard someone laugh. “I bet she couldn’t keep her grades high enough to stay enrolled.” More students laughed. The students in my school (which was a low-income private school) didn’t think very highly of the private school kids across the street. They were seen as spoiled and rotten and overly privileged. It wasn’t unusual for the boys to get into scraps, and for the girls to yell mean things from across the street. I didn’t particularly like the students across the street either. My very first encounter with them was the year before, when I was in line at the Subway down the road, waiting to order a sandwich. Three of them came in and bumped in front of me. “I was waiting,” I said to them. They turned to me and chuckled. “We’re not going to stand here while you try to dig your food stamps out from your backpack,” one said to me. I felt strangely ashamed and ferociously angry at the same time. But they were older and bigger than me, so I backed off and let them order their food before me.  
 
      And it was no secret that the girls from across the street wanted nothing to do with the boys from our school. They would stand in clusters, in their school uniforms, on the street corners. When we would walk by, they would look at us with disgust, as if they were watching festering bugs.  
 
    So I wasn’t too surprised to hear my fellow classmates teasing the newcomer as she sunk into her seat in the back of the room.  
 
    One of my male classmates turned around to face her. “Seriously though,” he said to her. “Did you flunk out? Or did your parents go broke and now you’re stuck here with us?”  
 
    She didn’t reply. She just stared down at her desk, clearly embarrassed to be in a room with all of us. It was clear that she was feeling humiliated—not because of the comments, but because of where she was now sitting. There was something about the way she kept her hands on her lap, and the way that she refused to look at any of us in the eye—she was probably counting down the seconds until graduation.  
 
    “Go back across the street if this is so horrible for you,” one of the girls said. But the newcomer didn’t even flinch. She just stared down at her desk. And then I suddenly felt a little churning in my stomach. I felt a tiny bit bad for the girl, though I wasn’t sure why. I was pretty sure I’d seen her before, with the other private school girls, snickering at kids from our school. She might have even been in that Subway the year before, cutting in front of me because I was poor and therefore a loser. 
 
    Maybe my classmates recognized her. Maybe they were sure that she was one of the toxic ones (most of them were toxic from my experience—if not all of them). Maybe the girl had said mean things to them before and this was just karma. Or maybe she was getting a lot of hate just because she was dressed in that school uniform. And why was she wearing that uniform? Surely, she should have known that she would get a lot of flak wearing that uniform in our school. 
 
    The teacher finally arrived, looking almost as tired as I felt. He went to his desk and groaned as the class became quiet. “First thing’s first,” he said. Then he pointed at the new girl. “Iris is new. Today’s her first day, so please give her a warm welcome.”  
 
    The tune of the classroom changed. Everyone turned to her and said, “Hi Iris,” with warm, fake smiles. She still refused to look up from her desk.  
 
    “Okay, let’s get on with it,” the teacher said before groaning again. He flipped open the textbook and we all did the same.  
 
    As class went on, I noticed a few people looking back to give Iris a nasty glance. I looked over at her a few times myself, more out of curiosity than anything. I couldn’t help but think that she was just wearing that outfit as a little way to say ‘fuck you’ to all of us. It was her way of letting us know that she would rather be across the street with the rich kids. She could have worn anything, and I’m sure she owned more than just her school uniform; but she chose to wear that uniform: maybe her own little way of protesting.  
 
    When class ended, she was slow to stand up. She waited for the other students to filter out of the classroom before gently standing up and walking to her next class with her backpack clutched at her waist. I followed her out, slow to clean up my mess of pencils and pens and erasers and textbooks.  
 
    Down the hallway, she received more backlash for crimes she may or may not have committed. “What bet did you lose?” someone asked. 
 
    “Daddy go to jail for fraud?” asked another girl. Our town had a large population of Italians who may or may not have had some Mafia connections.  
 
    “What’s the matter? Flunk out of polo class?” asked another student. Some of the insults were better than others.  
 
    I was surprised to see Iris in my next class, once again sitting at the back of the room. She received all of the same hate from students seeing her for the first time—and then she was in my third class as well. I heard many repeat insults. “What’s wrong, preppy? Did they arrest your daddy or something? Mommy can’t pay the bills?” I once looked at the website for the school across the street. The tuition was thirty-thousand dollars per year, not including bus fees and textbooks and supplies and the ‘recommended donation’.  
 
    But Iris didn’t engage with anyone. She just kept her head down and absorbed the abuse. And it was hard to think that she deserved all of it. Maybe she deserved some of it, if she really was part of the mean mob of private school students, but she certainly didn’t deserve all of the mean insults being hurled her way. “I hope you’re here because your family all died or something,” one girl said—and that just seemed too far. It was after my third class, as everyone was fluttering off to have lunch, when I noticed a tear roll down her cheek. She quickly wiped it away before getting up and buzzing off to eat lunch behind the school, near the dumpster where nobody would find her. The only reason I knew that she was there was because I secretly followed her, tempted to say something to her to try to make her feel better. I hated seeing her cry, even though I didn’t know her and I had no idea if she deserved it or not. As I got close to her, I was almost sure that I recognized her from the Subway incident. I instantly remembered that feeling of humiliation as I stood in that line. I felt rage boiling up inside of me, and then I suddenly wanted to confront her about it. I started walking towards her. As I got closer, I was sure that it was her. 
 
    “Hey,” I said. She didn’t look up at me. She just stared at her feet like she’d been doing all day. “Hello—can you hear me?” 
 
    “What?” she said softly, still without looking up. 
 
    “You okay?” I asked. My fingers were tingling. 
 
    She finally looked up at me, slowly, with watering eyes. “I’m fine,” she said. 
 
    “How did you end up here?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s not an interesting story,” she said. “I just want to be alone right now.” Her voice was soft and slightly broken. 
 
    “Tell me,” I said. 
 
    “I really don’t know what you want me to say,” she said. 
 
    I sighed. “Is everyone being mean to you?” I asked. 
 
    She nodded her head. “Everyone has something to say,” she said. 
 
    “Well I do too,” I said. “You’re a bitch, and karma’s a bitch too.” Then I turned and walked away, feeling strangely good inside, like I’d just redeemed myself. It really did feel like karma in action. I lost sleep over that humiliating incident in the Subway. I’ll never forget that feeling as they all slid in front of me, making me take a step back. I was already ashamed of my family’s financial situation, but after that day, I was too embarrassed to show my face around that school across the street—and it was party because of her. 
 
    Now, she was getting a taste of what it was like to not have everything in life doled out on a silver spoon. Karma was working. I felt strangely empowered. 
 
    But then I looked back and saw that she was weeping, and that good feeling suddenly fluttered away. Maybe she deserved it, but that didn’t stop me from feeling horrible about the words that came out from my mouth.

  

 
   
    CHAPTER II 
 
     It was the very next day when I caught myself participating in her humiliation once again. I was in the hallway and she was walking by when someone walked over to her and started chanting, “Cunt! Cunt! Cunt! Cunt!” Fifteen other people joined in before Iris fluttered away and disappeared until her next class, which I was in. I wasn’t one of the ones chanting along, but I couldn’t help but laugh a little bit. I knew it was probably wrong and definitely not a very Christian thing to do, but I just couldn’t help but conjure up the image of her in that Subway lineup, giggling at me, and making me feel absolutely worthless. I still felt like she maybe deserved a little bit of humiliation. She was still wearing that uniform after all—still rubbing her higher status in all of our faces. Though I don’t think she fully realized yet that it was just pathetic that she insisted on wearing the outfit in our school. 
 
    Someone approached her after the fourth period class. “Are you here for some sort of social experiment?” he asked. But Iris didn’t answer. As usual, she just fluttered away while my classmates giggled and said mean things behind her back, and sometimes to her face.  
 
    It was four days later when I started to feel that terrible churning in my gut again. She was still wearing that outfit and still getting nonstop abuse hurled towards her. I didn’t understand why she just wouldn’t put the outfit away. It was triggering so many people. Was she oblivious to the fact that we all hated that outfit and what it represented?  
 
    But I thought the abuse could stop. Everything that needed to be said had been said. Now we were all just making her cry because we could make her cry. I didn’t like seeing her eyes swell with tears. I didn’t like watching her get the occasional shove in the hallway. I didn’t want to think that I could be partly responsible for some young woman’s suicide.  
 
    I was leaving school that Thursday afternoon (after a detention) when I heard a whimpering. It was faint. I stopped and looked around. I walked around the school and that whimpering became louder. “Hello?” I called out. And then the whimpering stopped. I heard a sniffle, and then there was nothing but silence. “Who’s there?” 
 
    “Go away,” a soft voice called out. I recognized her soft voice right away. 
 
    “Why are you crying?” I asked. I came around the corner and found her sitting against a cold brick wall. 
 
    “I said go away,” she said, looking up at me for a short second.  
 
    “It’s kind of cold out. You should go inside—or just go home,” I said. 
 
    “What do you care?” she asked. 
 
    “I don’t really care. I just—You don’t want to get sick.” 
 
    “Just leave me alone,” she said. 
 
    I sighed and shook my head. On a scale from one to ten, my pity for her was at a four: not quite high enough to stick around and console her, but not low enough to easily forget about her sad eyes. “Just get up and go cry inside. The school’s empty. At least it’s warm in there,” I said. 
 
    “I’m fine. Really. It’s not that cold.” 
 
    I shook my head again and started to walk away. And then I was suddenly overwhelmed by a tingling curiosity. I turned back to face her. “That uniform,” I said. “Why are you still wearing it?”  
 
    She didn’t look up from the ground.  
 
    “Did you hear me?” I asked. 
 
    And still, she didn’t look up from the ground. 
 
    “Hello? Earth to Iris. Answer me. Why are you wearing the uniform of a school you don’t even go to?”  
 
    “Go away,” she said, still without looking up. 
 
    I sighed and nearly turned away, but I was desperate for an answer. “Just tell me and I’ll leave you alone. I promise I won’t tell anyone if it’s some sort of weird social experiment. That’s what most of the school thinks, by the way. They all think you’re some sort of mole—but I don’t think that. To be honest, it’s kind of a stupid theory, but maybe it’s right. I don’t know.” 
 
    “Can you just leave me alone—please?” she said. 
 
    “Not until you tell me why you keep wearing that outfit. Surely you own other clothes,” I said. 
 
    “Because my mom is making me,” she said. She looked up at me with narrowed eyes. “Do you think I want to be wearing this? This is embarrassing. I’ve had five different girls try to rip my skirt off of me in the last week.” 
 
    “She’s making you?” I asked. 
 
    She nodded her head. “Just in case her friends see me,” she said before looking back down at the cold pavement.  
 
    “Her friends?” I said. 
 
    “She doesn’t want her friends to know that I’m not going to Xander High anymore,” she said. 
 
    I stared at her for a long moment. “I don’t get it,” I said. 
 
    “Me neither,” she said. “Now do you want to go so I can be alone?” 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “I mean—I don’t know. If that’s what you want, I guess,” I said. So I turned and started walking away. 
 
    “Wait,” she said. 
 
    I stopped and looked at her. “What?” I said after waiting a long ten seconds for her to say something. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said.  
 
    “Sorry?” I said. 
 
    She nodded her head, then she looked back down at the ground. I had no idea if she was apologizing for the Subway incident, or possibly for something else. It seemed hard to believe that she would even remember the Subway incident—it was so long ago, and it was probably meaningless to her. But what else could she be apologizing for? “For what?” I said. 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “For being a bitch,” she said.  
 
    My stomach gargled. “It’s fine. Everyone has bad days,” I said. Then I turned around and started walking again. Then I stopped myself and turned back to her. “I’m sorry I called you a bitch.”  
 
    “It’s fine,” she said. 
 
    And then we both stared at each other in complete silence. “My name is Ryan, by the way,” I said. 
 
    “I’m Iris,” she said. 
 
    “I know.”  
 
    Then that silence returned.  
 
    “Want to grab a coffee or something?” I said. 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “Okay.”  
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER III 
 
    She didn’t say much at first, and neither did I. We walked far from the school to find a cafe, just to make sure kids from both our school and Xander High didn’t see us. We were halfway through our coffees when Iris finally said, “My old friends won’t talk to me anymore.” 
 
    “Why not?” I asked. 
 
    “They think I’m too embarrassing now,” she said. “They think everyone at Greg Patterson High is a criminal or a drug addict.” 
 
    “I mean, we do have a lot of those,” I said. 
 
    She cracked a small smile.  
 
    “Everyone at Greg Patterson High thinks the Xander kids are all spoiled brat coke heads,” I said.  
 
    “We have a lot of those,” she said. “Or I guess, they have a lot of those.” She suddenly looked down at the table with those sad eyes again. 
 
    “Are you sad that you don’t go there anymore?” I asked. 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “I guess so. That’s where all my friends were.” 
 
    “Well they couldn’t have been great friends if they won’t talk to you now that you’re across the road,” I said, sipping from my coffee. 
 
    “Good point,” she said. “But at least I thought I had friends there. Now I have nobody. And for the next six months, I’m going to be made fun of every single day.”  
 
    “Just don’t wear the uniform and people will get over it. They think you’re trying to rub your wealth in their faces.”  
 
    “What wealth?” she said. 
 
    “Xander costs thirty grand per semester,” I said. “That’s a crazy amount of wealth as far as Patterson kids are concerned.”  
 
    “Well we have nothing now. Just a closet full of these outfits.” She reached down and lifted up her skirt.  
 
    I laughed. “I used to think those outfits were so hot, until I found out how mean the girls wearing them were.”  
 
    “They are pretty cute,” she said. “The plaid and the navy blue go well together. And the sweaters fit so nice. But if it were up to me, I’d throw all of it in the trash.”  
 
    “So why did you transfer?” I asked. 
 
    “My parents are getting divorced,” she said. “My dad invested in some company that’s losing a ton of money and my mom wants to take half of what he has left before he loses all of it.” 
 
    “Wow,” I said. “That’s crazy. Your mom sounds like a bitch.”  
 
    She looked into my eyes and cracked a smile. “I guess it runs in the family.”  
 
    I felt my cheeks turning red.  
 
    “You’re not so bad,” she said. “A lot of your friends are real assholes though. I know I’m not perfect, but it’s not nice to be so mean to someone—just because they were raised differently.”  
 
    I awkwardly bit down on the edge of my tongue. I was tempted to tell her that it was more than just her privileged upbringing—it was also the meanness that her and her friends sent our way for so many years. “Why don’t you just bring a change of clothes?” I asked. “You can walk to school in the Xander outfit and then change in the bathroom, then change back when you walk home from school.”  
 
    “My mom checks my bag before I leave the house,” she said. “I tried to bring a different outfit on Tuesday, but she caught me. She’s worried someone will see me out on the field during gym class or lunch or something. I guess she has some friends who work in the area.” 
 
    “Well wouldn’t they be just as confused seeing you on the Greg Patterson field?” I asked. 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders again. “I’m not saying that I understand my mom—that’s just what she wants. It’s fine. I’ll survive. People will make fun of me and call me mean names, and then I’ll never see any of them ever again after we graduate in June.”  
 
    “Fair enough,” I said. I watched as she took a long sip from her coffee. 
 
    “You’re not so bad though,” she said. “I mean—unless you’re setting me up for something, you don’t seem too bad.” 
 
    “I don’t think I’m bad,” I said. 
 
    She smiled and then she looked down at the table. “Well, thanks for being nice to me. I should probably get home before my mom starts worrying about me.” 
 
    She stood up, looking somehow meeker than ever. She took the last sip from her coffee, smiled, and then she walked off. I wasn’t sure if I was supposed to follow her or walk her home. Instead, I just sat and watched and then I started to wonder if I’d made some sort of mistake by entertaining her. Did she deserve my sympathy? Should I feel bad for her after what she did to me in that Subway lineup? I still felt my blood turning hot when I remembered that humiliation. Could that humiliation really be washed away with a few little smiles and a simple ‘sorry’?  
 
    She sat next to me in class the next day. A few people looked back at her and commented on her outfit. “You think you’re rubbing it in, but really, you just look like a complete bitch,” said one girl. I wanted to defend her, but I decided not to say anything. It was bad enough that she took the seat next to me. I could feel the gazes of my friends looking upon me, half-expecting me to turn to her and say something mean. Thankfully, Iris never said anything to me through that class, so I made sure not to say anything to her.  
 
    And then she sat next to me in the next class. She leaned over and whispered, “Don’t worry. I won’t tell anyone that you were nice to me.” Then she took more abuse: more scowls and ugly faces. Now I was really starting to realize how horrible some of my classmates were. And it wasn’t just some of them—it seemed like it was all of them. I was actually a little bit impressed by Iris’s ability to take all of the abuse. I couldn’t figure out how she wasn’t breaking down and crying. People were calling her ugly, even though she wasn’t. They were calling her fat, even though she wasn’t. They pointed out the smallest pimples on her face. They told her she had a hook nose. They were so cruel, but I remained silent, appreciating that she was sparing me. 
 
    Then, after the final class of the day, she looked at me and said, “Want to come over to my place?”

  

 
   
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    Her house was huge, in a gated neighborhood that I didn’t even know existed. Once we were through that giant gate, Iris insisted that we walk down the alleyway, worried that her mom’s friends might see me with her and suspect that she was hanging out with poor students.  
 
    “Is your mom home?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah, but she won’t know that we’re home,” she said. It seemed like a silly response, but I understood immediately once we were inside. The house was massive. There were too many rooms to count, spread across three floors and stretched around a large courtyard with a heated pool.  
 
    We were moving down the hallway when a door opened up and three large men stepped out carrying a hefty couch. Iris pulled me aside, so we were flat against the wall. The men skirted by with that couch, grunting as it must have weighed three hundred pounds or more. “We’re moving,” Iris said. “The movers have been here for a week already. There almost done.” She pointed into one of the empty rooms. Then I walked over to a window and saw a line of moving trucks. 
 
    “You guys have a lot of stuff,” I said. 
 
    “We’re hardly keeping any of it. Most of those trucks are going to an auction house,” she said. “C’mon, let’s just go to my room.” It was a long walk down a number of hallways to reach her large bedroom. Once we were inside, she closed the door. Then she turned to me. “So yeah, this was my life. Now we’re moving to a smaller house. It’s still pretty big, but it’s not going to last long. My mom doesn’t realize that she has a spending problem and we’ll just be broke in a matter of months, then we’ll probably end up in an even smaller house.” She got her computer out to show me a picture of where they were moving, and it still looked like a mansion. “I have a feeling my mom’s going to end up having a mental breakdown once she realizes she can’t afford her lavish lifestyle.”  
 
    “That’s not good,” I said.  
 
    Iris shrugged her shoulders. “What can you do?” She walked over to her large bed. She had pink bed sheets. Her walls were covered in pink hearts and her room was filled with childish stuffed animals. Seeing that room without her in it, someone would have thought it belonged to a six-year-old. “So what’s it like being poor?” she asked. “I mean—I’m going to find out soon, but maybe you can prepare me a little bit.” 
 
    “Being poor?” I said. I never really thought of myself as poor, though my family didn’t have much. We lived paycheque to paycheque most months, though my dad got the occasional work bonus. “I don’t know. I don’t think it’s that bad.” 
 
    “What do you do for fun?” she asked. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. “I play a lot of League of Legends.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “A video game,” I said. 
 
    “It sounds kind of lame.” 
 
    I laughed. “It’s not amazing, but my friends all play it, so I try to keep up. In fact, they’re probably playing it now, so I’ll probably have to spend the night catching up.” 
 
    “That sounds dumb. No offence. If you like it, that’s fine—but it doesn’t really sound like you even like it that much. Don’t you go to parties or anything?” 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “Sometimes we meet down by the river. We’ll split a case of beer. Though they stopped inviting me to those because I never bought the beer.”  
 
    Her face was starting to turn white. Her eyes were glazed over. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” I asked. 
 
    “That just sounds… really boring,” she said. “Have you ever ridden a horse?” 
 
    I shook my head. “No. Why?” 
 
    “Before my dad lost half of his money, me and my friends used to ride our horses out into the country. We’d bring wine and champagne and then we’d get drunk. Sometimes we would do cocaine.”  
 
    “I knew it,” I said. 
 
    “Knew what?” 
 
    “I knew that Xander kids all do cocaine.”  
 
    “Don’t Patterson kids do cocaine?” she asked. 
 
    I shook my head. “Who can afford it? Some people smoke pot, but it’s usually pretty gross. Since they legalized it for adults, it’s been hard to find decent affordable pot, so there are a few guys who grow it in their basements and sell it for five bucks per doobie. It’s a bit skunky, but it’s okay.”  
 
    Now her face was turning white again. “Do any of your friends sail? I love getting out on the water, but since my parents split up, nobody’s invited me out.” 
 
    “Sailing?” I said. “Where would we do that? There’s not even a big enough lake in town—is there?” 
 
    “There’s the one in Forest Green.”  
 
    “Forest Green? Isn’t that a country club with a fifty thousand dollar per year membership fee?” I asked. 
 
    “Is it?” she said. 
 
    I nodded my head slowly. “Yeah,” I said. “They don’t let us anywhere near there. We used to go along the edge to pick up the golf balls that went over the fence. Then we’d go hit the balls into the river—but the security guards caught us and told us they would have us arrested if they caught us again.”  
 
    “Into the river?” she said.  
 
    “Yeah, just under the bridge.” 
 
    “What bridge?” she asked. 
 
    “The thirteenth-street bridge,” I said. 
 
    Her face turned even whiter. “Isn’t that where all the dirty homeless people sleep?” 
 
    I laughed. Maybe I was poor. Maybe I never fully realized just how underprivileged I was. “So what have you been doing since you lost your money?” I asked. 
 
    She shook her head and shrugged her shoulders. “Nothing,” she said. “Sitting here. I’ll go down to the pool sometimes, but my mom had them turn off the heater, so it’s kind of cold.” 
 
    “I think I saw it on—it looked like steam was coming up,” I said. 
 
    “Yeah, because she’s showing the house right now to some potential buyers,” Iris said. “She’ll turn it off the moment they’re gone. She just doesn’t want them to think that we’re too poor to run the heater.”  
 
    “Wow,” I said. 
 
    She began to kick her legs on the bed. She looked down at the ground, looking a bit like the victimized Iris I was used to seeing in school. 
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m fine,” she said. “I just need to adjust. I’ll be fine though.” Then she looked up at me with her eyes. She blinked a few times before asking, “Do you have sex?” 
 
    The question pinged around in my brain for a moment before settling in my gut. I had a sudden bout of lightheadedness. “What?” I said. 
 
    “Sex,” she said. “You and your classmates don’t really do drugs, you don’t ride horses, you don’t really party, you don’t sail. I get that all that stuff can be expensive. But what about sex? Surely you aren’t too poor for that.”  
 
    I was shocked hearing her casually asking about sex. She seemed so innocent and so fragile. Why was she mentioning sex? “Is that something Xander students do?” I asked. “I mean—more so than other people?” I felt my legs trembling awkwardly. 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know,” she said. “At least it’s not boring.”  
 
    “Right,” I said.  
 
    “Are you a virgin?” she asked. 
 
    I stared at her for a long moment. Before I could reply, she giggled.  
 
    “You are a virgin,” she said. “I don’t think any of the guys in my school are virgins. Maybe a few kids—but I think they might be autistic or something.” 
 
    I nodded my head, feeling my face turning red. I tried to force a smile, but what came out was an awkward toothy grin. “Crazy,” I said.  
 
    She stood up from the bed. She reached under her skirt and pulled down her panties, dropping them to the floor. Then she walked over to me. My heart started racing. “W—What are you doing?” I asked. 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “I’m bored,” she said. 
 
    “So why did you take your panties off?” I asked, looking down at the discarded undies. 
 
    She looked at them. “How else will you get inside of me?” she asked. 
 
    I felt a lump forming in my throat. Then she dropped down to her knees in front of me. I remained in that pink chair, unsure of what to do. Was she really going to casually take my virginity? She grabbed my fly and pulled it down. I took a deep breath. “I—I don’t know about this,” I said. 
 
    “It’s fine. It’s not like I have a disease or anything,” she said. “I’m clean. Don’t worry.” Then she pushed her fingers through the opening in my jeans and grabbed my cock. I gasped. She giggled, pulling it out into the open. No girl had ever seen my cock before, so now I was petrified with horror, not sure of what she would think. Was I small? What if I couldn’t get it up? What if I got it up but I couldn’t use it properly? I’d never fucked a girl before. I didn’t want my first time to be awkward and humiliating.  
 
    She looked up into my eyes. “Why are you so tense? What’s wrong?” she asked. 
 
    It was a moment before I was able to reply. “You just… I thought you were so innocent.” 
 
    She smiled and gently bit her bottom lip. “I am innocent,” she said. “But I like to have fun too.” She gripped my cock firmly with her fist and gently began to pump it. My legs trembled and my body shuddered. Then I let out a little sigh, still with my shoulders touching my ears.  
 
    “Relax,” she said. “Lean back.” 
 
    So I leaned back. She kept pumping my cock. It felt good. Now I had a whole new worry: that I was going to ejaculate instantly, before we even ended up having sex. Oh God, the thought of being a premature ejaculator was so awful, and now it was seeming so real. I bit down on my tongue and tried to think of other things: homework, my grandma, my overdue college application—but I couldn’t keep any image in my head for more than a split second before looking down at Iris, wearing that cute Xander uniform, with my cock in her hand. “You’re getting bigger than I expected,” she said, looking down at my cock, which was pressing out from her clenched fist. My tip was red from her squeezing so hard. I squirmed. It didn’t hurt—it felt good. She leaned forward after letting a small giggle slip, then she gently licked my tip with the tip of her tongue. Another groan slipped out from my lips.  
 
    “Are you sure this is a good idea?” I asked. 
 
    “Why not?” she said. Then she opened her lips and bent forward, slipping three inches of my cock into her mouth. She pressed them firmly around my girth and started sucking. Her mouth was warm and moist. She bobbed with an amazing elegance. Now I was really worried that I was going to come before we had a chance to get down and dirty. I closed my eyes and tried to control my breathing.  
 
    Then I started to wonder just how many guys she’d done this with. Maybe this was a common thing for girls to do over at Xander High. Maybe she had sucked a lot of cocks before. She was certainly good at it. My body trembled and I let out another sigh.  
 
    “Are you okay?” she asked, breaking for a moment. 
 
    I nodded my head. I could feel that my face was red because it was so hot. “I’m fine,” I said. My voice cracked slightly.  
 
    She bent forward again and continued sucking. But I knew that I was going to come in twenty seconds if I didn’t stop her. I could feel my shaft pulsing and bulge. I knew that a giant humiliation was coming. “Wait!” I said. She looked up at me with her shining eyes. 
 
    “What is it?” she asked. 
 
    “Lay on the bed,” I said. 
 
    She grinned. She stood up and went to the bed. She fell onto her back and spread her legs wide. “No condom?” she asked. 
 
    “I don’t have one,” I said. 
 
    “It’s fine. I’d rather you pull out and come on my chest anyway.”  
 
    “Should you take your sweater off?” I asked. 
 
    “Just ruin it,” she said. “I hate it anyway.” I could see her tight, shaved pussy. It was glistening: wet with horny moisture. She used both of her hands to gently pry it open, showing me the inside of her body. She giggled. I stepped forward. My cock was still pulsing: still on the verge of coming. I needed to give it a break, so I bent forward and pressed my face between her warm, plump thighs. I began to lick her vagina. I’d never eaten a girl out before. I was expecting an off-putting taste, so I was pleased when it was only a little bit sweet and otherwise tasteless. I flicked up and down with my tongue before pushing my tongue into her tight hole. 
 
    She giggled. “This really is your first time,” she said. 
 
    “Why? What’s wrong?” I said, wiping my lips. 
 
    “You’re just being a little bit… wild,” she said. “Try drawing the alphabet slowly with your tongue.” So that’s what I tried. By the time I reached K, she started to moan slightly. She especially seemed to like it when I flicked her clit with the tip of my tongue, so I included a few clit massages as I made my way through the alphabet. Then I looked up and saw that she was propped up on her elbows and looking down at me. “Hold on,” she said. She reached over to her nightstand, pulled open the drawer, and then pulled out a dildo. She slipped it down her abdomen, so it was hanging over her pelvis, as if it was an actual cock. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I asked. 
 
    “Suck it,” she said. 
 
    “Why?” I asked. 
 
    “Get it wet so I can put it in myself,” she said. 
 
    It seemed like a strange request, but I liked the idea of her fucking herself with the dildo: it would give my cock some time to rest, so I wouldn’t ejaculate quite so quickly once I was inside of her body. I opened my mouth and let her put the dildo in. “Suck it. Make it wet,” she said. So I started sucking. It was a bit weird, but it still made sense. “Bob your head,” she said. I started bobbing my head. Then she slipped a hand behind my head, pushing her fingers into my hair. She pulled me in tight, making sure I was pushing the fake cock into my throat. I gagged and she giggled. “Keep going,” she said. 
 
    And then it began to dawn on me that a whole minute had gone by. The dildo wasn’t going to get any wetter, but she was still making me suck it. Was she just trying to humiliate me? Was this just some sort of Xander High prank, to make fun of a stupid poor kid like me? I pulled back and took in a deep breath of air. Then I looked into her eyes while she giggled. “That’s enough,” I said. 
 
    “Don’t you like it?” she asked. 
 
    “Like it?” I said. “Why would I like it?” 
 
    “You seemed to like it. It’s okay if you like it. It was cute.” 
 
    “I’m not gay,” I said. “I like girls.”  
 
    “I know,” she said. Then she took the dildo and pressed it against her tight hole. She giggled again, now with red cheeks. Then she began to push that bulbous tip into her snatch. It plopped in with a small gush. She let out a cute moan. She began to push the toy in deep, letting a bit of clear fluid squish out from her tight pussy. I watched with wide eyes. I bit my bottom lip. Now my cock was twitching, somehow even closer to coming even though it hadn’t been touched in nearly five minutes.  
 
    She looked into my eyes with that big grin. She really wasn’t so innocent. And now I couldn’t help but wonder just how much was going on in that head of hers. “Do you like to watch?” she asked, still pumping that toy in and out of her pussy. 
 
    I nodded my head. “I like to watch you,” I said. 
 
    She smiled and leaned back, opening her legs wider. She grabbed the dildo with two hands and began to pump faster and harder, plunging it down deeper. “Oh God,” she moaned with a high-pitched voice. More fluid poured down her thighs. Her legs trembled and she let out a loud scream. I looked back at her door, suddenly nervous one of the many people in the house would hear her and come running. My heart was pounding hard. I wasn’t sure if I was losing my virginity or just my sexual innocence.  
 
    Iris looked at me. “Finish,” she said. 
 
    “Finish what?” 
 
    “Stick your cock in me and finish,” she said. She pulled out the toy, leaving her pussy agape. Another ounce of warm liquid oozed out of her. I stepped up slowly, climbing onto that bed. I gently spread her legs and aimed my cock down at her hole. My cock was still pulsing with pleasure. I knew I wasn’t going to last long at all, but I couldn’t just turn down the opportunity. 
 
    I pushed into her. In an instant, my virginity was gone. I pushed in deep, making her moan. I felt her vagina contract around my shaft. I groaned and then I grabbed her firmly with both hands. My body started to shudder. 
 
    “Remember to pull out,” she said with wide eyes. 
 
    And then I almost didn’t make it. I pulled out just as cum began blasting out from my cock, spraying her navy-blue sweater. She covered her mouth with both of her hands and began giggling. I felt so embarrassed, but I couldn’t stop coming. I made a huge mess of her sweater, painting it white with my thick cum.  
 
    I didn’t even get a full pump in her. I just stuck my cock in, she squeezed it with her vaginal muscles, and then I came. Could I even call it sex? Had I truly lost my virginity? And why was she still laughing at me? Was it really so humiliating? “I’m so sorry,” I said before I even finished coming. 
 
    She shook her head. “It’s fine,” she said, still giggling. “It’s cute. I take it as a compliment.” She reached forward and grabbed my shaft, squeezing it firmly to get that last glob of cum out. Then she giggled one last time before looking into my eyes. “I guess you aren’t a virgin anymore.” 
 
    My heart fluttered and my stomach groaned. “I should probably get going home,” I said. 
 
    “Okay,” she said. “But be sure to go out down the alley or my mom will have a fit.”  
 
    I got up and walked to the door. “Wait!” she said. Then she jumped up to her feet and ran up to me. She looked into my eyes with a bright smile. 
 
    “What is it?” I asked. 
 
    “Can I get you to do me a huge favor?” she asked. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “What is it?” I asked. 
 
    “It sounds stupid, but can you try on this dress?” she darted to her closet and grabbed a full-length dress. 
 
    “What? No way. Why would I do that?”  
 
    “To see if it fits. It fits me perfectly. It was actually custom tailored to be my prom dress at Xander in June.” 
 
    “Why would I want it to fit?” I asked. 
 
    “Because we’re the same size—at least, we’re pretty close. You’re what, five-eight? Me too. And you weigh maybe one-thirty-five?” 
 
    She had the numbers correct, but that didn’t make me want to put her dress on. “I’m confused,” I said. 
 
    “If the dress is a perfect fit, then you can go buy me clothes. I’ll give you some money. You just need to go to the mall, buy me a few cute outfits that I can wear at school, and then keep them in your locker. I can change at the beginning and end of every school day.” 
 
    “Why don’t you just give me a few of your outfits now and I’ll bring them to school on Monday for you?” I asked. 
 
    She shook her head. “No. It’s not that simple. My mom is a psychopath. She’s been coming into my room and looking through my closet. She knows that I don’t want to be dressed like this out of the house, so she’s keeping tabs on my closet. She even took all of my favorite outfits so I wouldn’t wear them out. Look.” She opened her closet, which was surprisingly empty save for a rack of identical Xander High outfits.  
 
    “I don’t know about this,” I said. 
 
    “Please. I can’t do another week in this stupid outfit. Get me a little dress—or a tank top and some black leggings. I’ll pay you. I’ve been saving my allowance. I was going to get my own sailboat, but now that I’m not getting an allowance anymore, I have to spend this money on something.” She went to her drawer and fetched a bank card. She handed it to me. “Take a couple hundred bucks out for yourself, as a thank you. I just need three or four outfits. Maybe five. We can reassess next week. You’d be my hero.” She wrapped her hands around my arm and looked into my eyes with her cute face. 
 
    “Um,” I said. “Okay. I guess so.” I wasn’t about to turn down a couple hundred dollars, and it was hard to say no to those puppy dog eyes. “I guess I will, uh, go to the mall tomorrow and buy you some clothes. Don’t you just want to come?” 
 
    She shook her head. “My mom won’t let me go. I’m stuck here on weekends. She’s only letting me leave the house for school.” 
 
    “Okay. Well I’ll see you on Monday, I guess. I hope you like what I pick out.” 
 
    “Wait,” she said. Then she picked up that dress again. “Try it on.”  
 
    My heart fluttered down into my stomach.  
 
    “Get undressed. I’ll grab you one of my old padded bras from when I had no tits. The pads in the bra are pretty much the same size as my boobs now.” She fetched a bra from the back of her deep closet. She tossed it to me and I strapped it on awkwardly, feeling once again like I was just being set up for some sort of horrible humiliation. Maybe this was her getting revenge on me for calling her a bitch.  
 
    I closed my eyes as I pulled the dress up my body. I tried to keep my breathing rate normal, so I wouldn’t look too embarrassed. I didn’t want Iris thinking that I was insecure. I wanted to force out a laugh, so she would know that I found the dress up game funny, but for some reason I couldn’t laugh. When I opened my eyes, she was staring at me with a bright face. “It’s a perfect fit! We really are the same size,” she said. 
 
    “Great,” I said. “So can I take it off?” 
 
    “Wait,” she said. “Come look in the mirror.”  
 
    I walked over to her large mirror and stared at myself. “Don’t you think you look kind of cute?” she asked. 
 
    My stomach turned again. I hated that the dress was a perfect fit. It didn’t help that the bra with the silicone pads actually made it look like I had a bust. I turned to my side and looked at my ass, which was unfortunately perky.  
 
    “Just use your hand to cover your face, and look at your body. Damn, girl—I wish I had your ass!” she said, giving me a firm slap on the ass before giggling. 
 
    I paused for another moment. Then I quickly took the dress off. “Okay, it fits, I get it,” I said. “I’ll buy you some clothes. Sorry if I get stuff that isn’t your style.” 
 
    “I’ll send you a Pinterest board,” she said. “Of ideas that I like. Try to find similar stuff. It’s not rocket science. Honestly, anything is better than that Xander outfit.”  
 
    “I think the Xander outfit is cute,” I said. 
 
    “Not when people are spitting at you, it’s not,” she said. 
 
    My heart fluttered once more. I’d almost forgotten that she was being abused at school—and a lot of that abuse was because of that outfit. If she could just go a few days without it, people would settle down. After a few weeks, most of the students would probably forget that she used to go to Xander altogether. “I’ll get you some clothes.”  
 
    “Try on these shoes too,” she said. So I tried on the shoes, and they fit too. We were shockingly very similar: I was a smaller male and she was a taller female—we evened out.  
 
    I took off and went home. She sent me her Pinterest board, which I quickly looked through. I realized later that night that she wanted me to buy her everything: not just outfits but also a few new bras, panties, shoes, stockings, socks, and even accessories. “I have nothing. My mom took everything but these Xander outfits,” she told me in a text message. “That card has over fifty grand on it, so don’t be cheap. Buy the nice stuff.”  
 
    “Okay,” I replied.  
 
    It was getting late. I had a big day ahead of me if I was going to track down all of the items that she’d requested. But I was far behind my friends now on League of Legends. They’d all been gaming since school ended, and now I had some catching up to do. So I stayed up, grinding game after game. My head started to tilt down and I began to doze off, then I noticed that it was almost 4:00 AM. The sun was going to be up soon. But I was still behind, so I decided to try and squeeze one more game in. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER V 
 
    It was noon when I woke up. I sat up slowly, and it took a moment for my brain to piece together the events of the previous day. Then I remembered losing my virginity, and I was suddenly wide awake. It was another moment before I fully believed that it had happened, and that it wasn’t just a crazy dream. 
 
    I was no longer a virgin. I had sex with a woman—and I would probably get to have sex with her again if I played my cards right. And speaking of cards, that bank card was now sitting on my night stand. I looked over at it. If I was going to get laid again, I knew I needed to go through with buying her some clothes. 
 
    She wanted me to try everything on, to make sure it was a perfect fit, but that wasn’t my plan. I rarely tried on clothes that I bought for myself and most of my clothes fit just fine. I always just bought adult male smalls—and it was always fine, so that was my plan in buying Iris a new wardrobe.  
 
    I casually got ready over the next hour. I was still nervous about going into female clothing stores. I hadn’t been inside of a female clothing store since I was eight years old, being dragged through the mall by my mom. In a way, I figured it could be cool to act like I was buying clothes for my girlfriend, but in another way, I was terrified. What if the employees thought that I was actually buying clothes for myself? What if they thought that I was a crossdresser? I would be buying everything in my own size, after all.  
 
    But I tried to push those anxieties away. I had to get the clothes if I was going to get laid, and if I was going to be able to take out two hundred dollars for myself. So I put that card in my wallet and I took off for the mall.  
 
    I started at a simple store that sold dresses. I walked in and looked around from near the entryway. The two young women working in the store just stared at me. I was about to take another step in when I suddenly became overwhelmed. The entire store was for women, and it was a large store. I was used to shopping as a man, for men’s clothes. Usually, there was only a single wall with male options.  
 
    “Can we help you?” one of the employees asked. 
 
    “Um,” I said. “I’m buying something for my, uh, girlfriend.” Saying the word girlfriend felt strangely exhilarating, but terrifying at the same time, because it was a lie. The two employees came towards me and I suddenly had the impulse to turn around and run, as if I was committing some sort of crime. 
 
    “Anything in particular?” one of the girls asked. 
 
    I froze. Then I reached into my pocket and pulled out my phone. I opened up that Pinterest board and showed the girls. “She made this, so I guess something that would fit into these options.” 
 
    The girls suddenly were thrusting options at me, piling different dresses on my arms. All of the fabrics were so soft and light, but the dresses all seemed so small.  
 
    “Do you think she’d like any of these?” the girls asked, leaning forward with wide eyes. My heart was pounding. I felt like I was about to have a mental breakdown. Why was I so overwhelmed? Why was I making this into such a big deal? 
 
    “Maybe this,” I said, taking the small floral dress from the top of the pile. 
 
    “What’s her size? they asked. 
 
    “Uh,” I said. I wasn’t sure what the female equivalent was to a male small. “Like, a small—or a medium. Or maybe a large. How big is a large? I doubt she’s a large.” The girls kept staring at me. “She’s, uh, my size,” I said. “We’re the same size.” 
 
    “The exact same size?” one of the girls asked with narrowed eyes. 
 
    I nodded my head. “More or less,” I said. Now I could tell that they were suspicious, probably starting to think that I was a crossdresser shopping for myself. I wanted to show them a picture of Iris, to prove that I was shopping for my ‘girlfriend’, but I didn’t have a picture of her.  
 
    “Um,” I said. “So I wear a men’s small. What’s the equivalent?” I asked. 
 
    “It doesn’t work like that,” one girl said. “Do you know if she’s a four? Maybe a five?” 
 
    “Four or five? What’s that?” 
 
    “Dress size,” she said. 
 
    I took a deep breath. I felt my face turning dark red. “Look. Maybe I’ll, uh, just take it to the dressing room and I’ll try it on—for her, because we’re the same size. And if it fits me, I’m sure it’ll fit her.”  
 
    The girls showed me to a changing room. Once I was inside, I heard them giggling. They definitely thought I was shopping for myself. How humiliating! I looked into the mirror and saw that my face was turning dark red. I closed my eyes to take a breath. Then I opened them to look down at my body, which was now clad in the little floral dress. It was a bit too tight, but I had the size up with me, so I got changed into that, and the fit was much better. I did a little spin to make sure it looked right all around, and then I got changed back into my regular clothes. Now I had a dress size to use as a reference, but it turned out not to be enough to get me out of that changing room. 
 
    The girls stopped giggling when I emerged from the changing room. I kept my gaze on the floor as I skirted to the cash register, and then I said nothing as I paid. I was happy to be out of that store—a wave of cool relief washed over me once I was around the corner and out of the giggling store girls’ sight. But the embarrassment just came back once I was in the next store. “I’ll take this in a size four,” I said, holding up a cute knee-length black dress. “It’s for my girlfriend.” 
 
    “Our sizes fit a bit small,” the woman said. “You should have your girlfriend try it on, if possible.” 
 
    I groaned and squirmed and then I awkwardly took the dress to the changing room. “We’re about the same size. I’ll just make sure it fits.” 
 
    Again, I caught the store girl giggling when I emerged. “It’s a bit small. I’ll take a size up.”  
 
    “Do you want to try it on just to be sure?” she asked, clearly biting her tongue. 
 
    I wanted to drop dead so the misery would end, but instead I bit hard on my tongue and forced a smile. “I probably should, just to be safe,” I said. I didn’t want to let Iris down. And I didn’t want to give her an excuse to take that two hundred dollar offer away from me. So I tried the dress on again in a bigger size, and the fit was just right. I did a few little poses, swirling from side to side so that the dress would dance around me. It was a cute dress: a perfect fit, nice and snug on my ass. Staring at myself in the mirror, I actually found myself wondering why I looked so feminine, and if my body would be indistinguishable from a female body if I shaved the hair on my legs.  
 
    I caught myself with a small grin on my face, which I wiped away quickly. I cleared my throat and took a deep breath. I was relieved to get out of the outfit, but now my skin was tingling, knowing I still had a long day ahead of me. I needed to get two more outfits, and I needed to get bras and panties and shoes and accessories. I’d already been at the mall for nearly an hour and I only had two little dresses.  
 
    So I trudged on. I went from store to store, buying a piece or two from each, collecting shopping bags as I made my way through the large complex. Unfortunately, all of the shopping bags were varying shades of pink and purple, so I didn’t look so manly as I cruised the mall hallways.  
 
    Trying on the clothes was weird, but I was slowly getting used to it. I could predict that the shop girls were going to laugh, but it stopped getting under my skin so much, knowing it was just laughter and then I would never see them again in my life. And I knew that I was going to make Iris happy—and I was doing something that would take a lot of stress off of her shoulders, so it was hard to be too upset.  
 
    And then it was time to buy bras. I stood awkwardly in the store for ten minutes before one of the curious employees sauntered over to me. “Can I help you?” she said. 
 
    The store had a sexy sort of smell and I was surrounded by mannequins in sexy lingerie, and posters of gorgeous super models wearing nothing but bras and panties. I felt tense and awkward. I had to remind myself that I was no longer a virgin. “I’m buying something for my girlfriend,” I said. 
 
    The woman smiled. “The lingerie is just over here,” she said. 
 
    “No. I actually just need a bra—or three. She’s a dress size four.” 
 
    The woman stared at me for a long moment. “We don’t do bras in dress sizes,” she said. “Bras are complicated to size out. She should come in—or maybe you can buy her a gift card.” 
 
    “She can’t come in,” I said. “It’s—It’s complicated. I just need to buy her three bras. She’s roughly my size.”  
 
    “But how big are her breasts?” she asked. 
 
    Then I stood quietly. I never got to see Iris’s breasts—she kept them covered by her navy-blue sweater. “I—I don’t know,” I said, suddenly feeling hot all over as cold beads of sweat formed on the back of my neck.  
 
    “Well I’m not sure how much help I can be,” she said. 
 
    “Wait,” I said. I remembered wearing her old bra with the silicone pads. I was pretty sure those pads were roughly the same size as her real breasts—in fact, I was almost sure she mentioned something about the pads being the same size. 
 
    So maybe I could try on a few and try to remember how big those cups looked on my chest in her bedroom. “Give me a few different cup sizes,” I said. “I’ll try them on.” 
 
    The woman stared at me with wide eyes for a long moment. “You want to try them on?” she said. 
 
    “Well how else will I pick the right size… for her?” I said. 
 
    The woman kept staring at me. “Okay,” she said softly. “I’ll grab a few options.” 
 
    She set me up in a back room and gave me a pile of bras and a small stack of foam pads. “We put these pads in our mannequins,” she said. “You’re welcome to pick a size that works for you—I mean—your girlfriend.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I said. I was only slightly embarrassed now—determined to get something that worked for Iris. Getting the job done right seemed more important than my own humility.  
 
    After trying on seven different bras, I came upon one that felt right. It was just like what I wore in Iris’s bedroom. I cupped my own chest with my hands and gently squeezed. “How’s it going in there?” the shop girl asked. 
 
    “Great,” I said, feeling strangely excited to have found the correct size. I got dressed then emerged with the bra. “Tell me what size this is and I’ll pick a few just like it.” 
 
    I left that store with five different options: different colors, different fabrics, and different styles, including a push-up bra that I had a feeling she would like.  
 
    I was in a quiet department store a couple of hours later, picking out bracelets, when an employee walked up to me. “We’re closing in ten minutes,” she said. 
 
    “You are? What time is it?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s almost 9:30,” she said.  
 
    I was shocked. I thought it was only around 5:30 PM. Suddenly my stomach groaned, having eaten nothing since breakfast. “Shit,” I said. So I bought what I had, and then I left the mall with fourteen shopping bags, all bursting out in every direction from my body. I stuffed them all into my mom’s car, which I was borrowing for the day, and then I took off to buy myself some dinner using the two-hundred dollars I took out from the ATM, using Iris’s bank card.  
 
    The day had some embarrassing moments, but for some reason I felt accomplished. I didn’t get absolutely everything on Iris’s list, but I got enough to get her through the week, so she wouldn’t have to dress up like she went to Xander High. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I was early for school—almost a full thirty minutes early—so that I could stash the female clothes into my locker without anyone seeing. The hallways were quiet, so I was able to take my time, carefully pulling each folded item out from my very full backpack and stacking it up from the bottom of my tall, narrow locker.  
 
    Iris made me jump by tapping me on the shoulder. I spun around quickly as she said, “Thank God you’re here early,” she said. “I was going to text you to come early, but my mom took my phone away. She’s worried I’m going to text my friends about going to Patterson and that their parents will see the messages.” 
 
    “That’s rough,” I said. “So how will we talk then?” 
 
    “In school, and that’s it, I guess,” she said. Then she turned to my locker with glowing eyes. “Is this all for me?” 
 
    “Well it’s not for me,” I said. 
 
    She suddenly wrapped her arms around me and squeezed, nearly hugging the life out of me. “Thank you so much,” she said. “I can’t wait to get out of this stupid uniform. My mom literally made me wear it this weekend. She’s so paranoid. I had to wear it out to a restaurant.” 
 
    “Wow,” I said. 
 
    Then she dropped to her knees and started digging through the clothes that I bought for her. “Oh my God, Ryan. Did you pick these out?” she said. 
 
    “Are they no good?” I asked. 
 
    “No—they’re amazing. You’ve got great taste,” she said. Then she stood up holding the little black dress I picked out. “Oh my God.” She rubbed her fingers on the soft fabric of the dress, which I think was satin. “It’s not a blue sweater or a plaid skirt. I’m in heaven.”  
 
    “I’m glad you’re happy,” I said, staring at her as she closed her eyes and had a strange moment with the dress. I wondered how long it had been since she’d put on something that wasn’t a Xander High uniform.  
 
    She gave me a kiss on the cheek before zipping off to the bathroom to get changed. It was fifteen minutes when she came back with a big smile on her face. “What do you think?” she asked. She did a little spin. I had to admit that the outfit was perfect, and it was nice to know that I picked it out. Though I also couldn’t help but think that the outfit somehow looked better on my body. It fit her fine, but my bum was slightly curvier, and somehow the outfit made my legs look like they belonged to a model; her legs looked fine too, but it just didn’t have the same punch. 
 
    I shook my head. Why was I thinking about myself in the dress? Why was I comparing my body to hers? I was a man and she was a woman. It wasn’t a good thing that I looked good in that dress—that was something that should have bothered me, not lifted me up. “You look amazing,” I said. 
 
    Then students started arriving for school. She gave me one last smile. “See you in class,” she said, and then she turned away. I watched her go, and then I watched as the arriving students side-eyed her, still scowling with hatred, now with a tinge of curiosity as they looked down at her body, which was no longer clad in a Xander uniform. 
 
    She sat near me in class but didn’t talk to me, or even look at me for more than a few brief seconds. She was being kind enough to leave me out of the school’s hatred for her. Students continued to look at her with contempt in their eyes, and she received a few comments; I overheard one: “Dressing like a slut now?” I was tempted to jump in and defend her. The dress was cute, not slutty. It was knee-length, hardly showing any cleavage at all. The girl who made the comment was probably just jealous of the beautiful dress, or maybe of Iris’s fit body.  
 
    But the comment wasn’t enough to irk Iris. She just remained still and looked down at her desk until her attacker got bored and turned away. I admired her ability to handle so much criticism. A lot of girls probably would have caved a lot sooner: stopped coming to school, spent entire days crying in the bathroom, or even resorted to suicide. But Iris seemed war-hardened. She had a few small breakdowns, but she was resilient.  
 
    Just before our fourth period class, she came up to me and quietly said in my ear: “Bring my Xander uniform to the art room at the end of the back hallway after class. I’ll get changed there and sneak out the back door.” 
 
    So after the last class of the day, I carefully stuffed that Xander outfit into my backpack and I made my way down to the empty art classroom at the end of the back hallway, where there were no lockers and no students. I slipped into the room and she was there waiting for me. “Lock the door,” she said. So I flicked the lock. Then she instantly started to undress, pulling that black dress over her slim body, exposing her skin and one of the bras I bought for her.  
 
    “Did you grab the white bra?” she asked. 
 
    “No,” I said. “I didn’t think to grab it.” 
 
    “It’s technically part of the Xander outfit,” she said.  
 
    “Should I go get it?” I asked. 
 
    She thought for a moment. “It’s okay. I don’t think my mom will notice. I’ll just keep this one on. By the way, did you buy me some new panties?” 
 
    “I forgot,” I said. “I lost track of time and didn’t get around to everything.”  
 
    “It’s okay,” she said. Then she grinned. “You lost track of time, huh? Had fun shopping for me?” 
 
    She was staring into my eyes, making me feel awkward and strangely small. “Huh? Fun? No—I just—I was focused. I didn’t want to let you down.” 
 
    “It’s okay if you had fun. Shopping for girls’ clothes is fun.” 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “It was just a job.” 
 
    “Did you try everything on?” she asked, still standing in nothing but her bra and panties. 
 
    I shook my head. “No,” I lied. “I just eyeballed it.” 
 
    “I don’t believe you,” she said. “This bra fits too well, and the dress too. You must have tried it on. Don’t lie to me.” 
 
    “I didn’t,” I said. 
 
    Then she pulled the black dress up to her face. “Then why does it smell like your deodorant in the armpits?” She giggled, and I could feel my face turning red. 
 
    “Okay, fine, I tried it on,” I said. “I had to make sure it fit. It’s not like I wanted to do it.”  
 
    “You’re cute,” she said. “I bet you liked it. It’s okay if you liked it. It would be kind of cute, to be honest.” 
 
    “I’m not lying,” I said. 
 
    She looked down at the plaid skirt and blue sweater that she now had to put on. She picked the outfit up and then she looked at me. “Want to try it on?” she asked. 
 
    My heart fluttered and I suddenly felt lightheaded. “What? No,” I said. 
 
    “C’mon. It’s be fun. Just try it on.” 
 
    “No,” I said. 
 
    “You told me yourself that you thought it was a cute outfit. I want to see you in it,” she said. “Please?”  
 
    “No way,” I said, shaking my head. I could feel my legs beginning to wobble. Why was I suddenly so stressed out? Why was her little teasing making me so overwhelmed and anxious?  
 
    “If you put it on, I’ll let you fuck me,” she said, batting her eyelashes.  
 
    I was about to turn down the offer, then I stuttered. How could I turn down sex? It was my chance to last more than two seconds. It was my chance to have real sex, not just an embarrassing penetration. I took a deep breath. “I’ll put it on quickly, if that’s what you want.”  
 
    “Fuck me in it,” she said, gently biting her bottom lip. 
 
    “What? Are you crazy?” I said. 
 
    “What? It would be fun. Just put it on and fuck me in it. You can pull out and come on my butt.” She was smiling big now. Her cheeks were dark red, as if she was embarrassed about her own offer.  
 
    I took another deep breath. What did I have to lose? Maybe she was setting me up, or maybe she just liked teasing me—whatever the reason, I just couldn’t turn down sex. So I grabbed the outfit and I got undressed. My heart was pounding ferociously. I took a series of deep breaths to try to calm myself down, worried I would collapse from the small anxiety attack that I was having. She watched me with glowing eyes as I buttoned her plaid skirt around my hips. She took off her bra and passed it to me, finally exposing her perky tits. 
 
    My heart skipped a beat. She had amazing breasts. I put the bra on, then she handed me some tissues from a nearby tissue box. “Stuff the bra with this,” she said. “I used to use tissues when I was thirteen, before I convinced my mom to buy me a padded bra.”  
 
    I stuffed the bra with tissues. Then I pulled the sweater on over my torso. She clapped and bounced with excitement. “You look so cute!” she said. “Spin for me.” 
 
    I reluctantly did a spin for her.  
 
    “Maybe the outfit is cuter than I thought,” she said. “It’s definitely cute on you.” 
 
    I could feel my cheeks turning red. I bit hard on my tongue, trying to convince myself that she wasn’t complimenting me, but insulting me. No man wants to hear that he looks cute in a skirt. “I put on the outfit,” I said. 
 
    She rolled her eyes. “Right. Fine,” she said. Then she turned around and bent over one of the nearby desks. “Just remember to pull out.”  
 
    I walked up to her slowly. My hands were trembling. I looked down at her soft tush, but it was hard not to see my plaid skirt, dancing on my thighs. I lifted the skirt up, so that my semi-erect penis was exposed. I clutched it firmly and gave it a slow stroke, making it harder. Then, with my other hand, I pulled down her panties. It was only a few more seconds before I was rock hard. I pressed my cock between her butt cheeks and then I dragged it downwards, pressing my tip against her tight hole. She moaned and then she giggled. I looked down just as a small drop of juice squeezed out of her.  
 
    “You’re wet,” I said. 
 
    “I guess I’m horny,” she said. 
 
    “Are you always horny?” I asked. 
 
    She looked back at me. “I wasn’t horny until I saw you in that skirt,” she said. My heart bounced. Was she teasing me again, or was she being serious?  
 
    I decided to ignore the comment, not wanting to engage in an argument. I took a deep breath and then I started pushing into her. It was a moment before my tip penetrated, and then she gasped. I watched as her fingers clutched the edge of the desk. “Holy shit,” she said.  
 
    “What is it?” I asked, stopping for a moment, with half of my cock pressed into her pussy. 
 
    “You’re so hard. It’s like—It’s like you’re sticking a metal rod into me.” And it was true: I was harder than usual. In fact, I was so hard that it almost hurt: my skin stretching around my solid member. “You must really like that skirt,” she said. And once again, I chose to ignore the comment. 
 
    I grabbed her hips firmly and then I continued to push in, until my pelvis was pressed against her ass. Then I let out a deep sigh of relief and started to pump her. A warm hope swelled in my heart once I pumped her five times, realizing I was well beyond my previous record, and still with lots left in me. She was already moaning gently, pushing her body back each time I thrusted into her. Her pussy was wet, gushing constantly, dripping on the floor every time I nearly pulled my cock out of her. 
 
    I was getting into a good rhythm; I was feeling good about how I was fucking her, and I was sure that I was going to make her climax. Then I looked to the side and saw myself in a mirror. I was suddenly captivated by my own reflection. I looked good. The skirt was cute, hanging down my legs. I just needed a shave and a wig—and maybe a touch of makeup. I kept staring at myself, turned on by the sight of me fucking Iris in the pussy. 
 
    Then my cock tingled and my legs trembled. I groaned and shook all over, then I started coming. I shot three blasts before realizing I was still inside of her, so I pulled out quickly and started spraying her tush. I looked down and watched my cum oozing out from her wet hole.  
 
    “Oh my God, did you come in me?” she said, looking back while I was still ejaculating on her soft ass.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. 
 
    “Are you trying to get me pregnant?” she said. She reached down and pressed two fingers into her gaping hole, then she pulled a glob of cum out, as if it would make a difference (and maybe it would). “You need to be more careful.” 
 
    “Sorry—I just came—I wasn’t expecting to come.”  
 
    “It’s fine,” she said. “My mom will kill me if I end up pregnant.”  
 
    “Sorry,” I said again. 
 
    Then she looked down at my skirt. “Careful!” she said. “Don’t get cum on the skirt. I have to wear that home.” I quickly pulled up the skirt so that the final glob of cum dangling on the tip of my cock wouldn’t smear onto the skirt.  
 
    “Sorry,” I said once more. 
 
    “Stop apologizing—it’s weird. Take the outfit off so I can get dressed.”  
 
    Now I was staring at her breasts and her perky nipples. My mind was a haze of confusion. I was terrified I’d just gotten her pregnant, and I was even more terrified that I came because I was turned on from wearing her outfit.  
 
    “Aren’t you going to get dressed?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded my head slowly.  
 
    “Okay. Then do it, weirdo. Why are you just standing there? Do you want to touch my boobs or something?”  
 
    “Can I?” I asked. 
 
    She shook her head and giggled. “Fine. Quickly.” She walked up to me and I grabbed her breasts. I squeezed them firmly, reminding myself that I wasn’t gay. But if I wasn’t gay, why did I want to put on her skirt again so badly? Why did I want to wear her clothes?  
 
    She handed me the black dress. “You can put this back in your locker,” she said. “Again: I really appreciate you buying all of this stuff for me.” 
 
    “It was your money,” I said. 
 
    “Well you did the work,” she said. “It’s a lot of work.” 
 
    “I know,” I said with a chuckle. 
 
    “So I hate to do this, but maybe you can go buy me some nicer panties, so I’m not wearing these old lady panties. And maybe you can buy a few pairs of shoes. I noticed there weren’t any shoes in your locker. Some flats and maybe a pair of short heels. There are some examples on the Pinterest board. Feel free to take out another couple hundred bucks for yourself.” She leaned forward and kissed me on the cheek, making my heart soar up high. “You’re the best.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I said. Then I watched as she skipped off in her Xander outfit, leaving the art room and then slipping out the back door where nobody would see her as she darted across the back parking lot, which was only occasionally used by pot smokers and parents during parent teacher interviews.  
 
    I went to my locker to put the dress away. The hallways were empty now. Even the janitor was nowhere to be seen, so it was easy to slip the dress back into my locker. But before I closed it, I stared at the other outfits. There were a few that I didn’t try on: the skirts didn’t need to be tried on because they were adjustable, and the tank top came in a simple small, medium, or large, so I grabbed the medium. But now I wanted to try them on.  
 
    I looked around and then I fought off the unwanted temptation. I took a deep breath and reminded myself that I only put on that Xander uniform so that I could get laid—and I did get laid. Any man would have done the same thing. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    Store employees once again watched me as I tried on various pairs of shoes in the women's’ shoe stores. I felt a bit silly, but it was for a good cause. I could tell they didn’t believe me when I said that I was shopping for my girlfriend, but I no longer cared. I bought Iris five different pairs of shoes: two pairs of heels, some flats, a pair of small boots and a pair of knee-high boots. Then I went to the lingerie store and bought ten pairs of panties: lacy panties, thongs, satin panties, cotton panties, and some panties made from fabrics that were unknown to me. Then, on my way out of the mall, a dress in a shop window caught my eye. I went in and found one in my size—in her size. 
 
    “Buying for someone?” the shop girl asked. 
 
    I nodded my head. “I’ll try this on,” I said. 
 
    She stared at me strangely for a moment before turning to lead me to a changing room. I didn’t bother telling her that I was shopping for Iris because I knew she just wouldn’t believe me. It was easier to just go along with what I needed to do. 
 
    The dress fit perfectly. It was backless and it had a long cut down the side, showing off my thigh. I knew that it would go great with the knee-high leather boots I bought.  
 
    I changed back into my proper clothes and then I bought the dress. “I hope you found everything okay,” she said. 
 
    I paused for a moment. “You don’t know if there’s anywhere to buy a wig in this mall, do you?” 
 
    She stared at me for a long moment again. Now I felt exceptionally embarrassed, but I knew that I would never see her again. “Um,” she said. “There’s nothing in this mall, but two blocks away there’s a beauty store that sells wigs and hair extensions and stuff like that.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I said. So I made a stop there on my way home. Instead of taking two hundred bucks out for myself at an ATM, I bought a high-quality blonde wig and about fifty dollars’ worth of simple makeup supplies. I felt a bit silly buying everything, and then my heart started pounding as I made my way home and realized that I bought myself a wig and makeup—but there was also a glimmer of excitement flickering inside of me.  
 
    Maybe I could indulge just a little bit in this new little interest of mine. Maybe it didn’t make me gay. After all, Iris seemed to like it. She asked me to fuck her wearing her skirt. 
 
    I took the haul up to my bedroom and then I got dressed up. I put on some eyeliner and some eyeshadow, and then I put the wig on. I slipped into the dress and then I zipped up the leather boots. I stood in front of my mirror for a long time. My heart pounded heavily against my ribcage. I really did look good—but I knew that I could look better.  
 
    I snuck into the bathroom and I shaved my legs until they were totally smooth. My heart was racing. I could feel my face turning dark red. When I looked into the mirror, I saw that I was grinning. I had to slap myself on the cheek, but it didn’t help to force away the strange urges that were pulsing inside of me. 
 
    I tried on different outfits. I spent two hours in front of my bedroom mirror, trying out different wardrobe combinations, until I was out of clothes to try on. Then I did something crazy and stupid: I snuck into my sister’s bedroom while she was in the kitchen making herself a snack. I raided her closet, taking ten different outfits back to my room—even though she was considerably taller than me. None of her clothes fit perfectly, but I still tried everything on, getting a rush that I’d never felt before. Adrenaline was surging through my veins. Why was I so excited? 
 
    And it wasn’t just adrenaline—it was horniness as well. I put on a little pink skirt and looked down to see that my erect cock was holding the skirt up in the air. I tried to awkwardly squish it down into my panties, but it was too hard to stay in place. I tried sitting down, to wait for it to go away, but it just wouldn’t go away. It needed to be dealt with.  
 
    So I grabbed it and started to jerk myself off. I squeezed hard and pumped slowly, and then ten seconds later a strong tingle surged through me and I groaned. I looked down to see a large wet spot forming on my skirt: I was coming, after just a few pumps. 
 
    My God! I’d never been so aroused in my entire life. What was I discovering about myself? I suddenly felt nauseous as globs of cum streamed down my thighs and dripped off the edge of my little pink skirt. I was becoming a deviant. I was losing myself to this newfound addiction. And where did it come from? Was this all just because Iris made me put on her outfit before letting me fuck her? Did she somehow rewire my brain? Did she do it on purpose? 
 
    No—I was being paranoid. I was just tired and acting stupid. I looked down at the large pile of clothes: some belonging to Iris, some belonging to my sister. “What’s gotten into you?” I whispered to myself. Then I stuffed everything into my closet and I got changed into my proper clothes. I took a deep breath and then released a deep sigh.  
 
    The next day came and new thoughts were beginning to form in my head. As I stuffed all of Iris’s clothes into my locker, I found myself carefully feeling all of the different fabrics. I looked down at the outfits and thought about taking them home to try on. I leaned down to pick up the little dress that Iris wore the day before, then someone tapped on my shoulder and I nearly screamed. Thankfully, it was just Iris. 
 
    “Did you get the stuff?” she asked with glowing eyes. 
 
    “I got it,” I said.  
 
    “Are you okay? Why are you so pale? Spent all night playing that video game again?” 
 
    I shook my head. It had actually been many days since I’d played that game. By now, my friends were probably so far ahead of me that catching up was impossible. But for some reason, that thought didn’t seem to bother me. “I think I got everything you wanted,” I said. 
 
    She slipped up next to me, filling my nostrils with that amazing perfume. Then she reached down and squeezed my hand. Her skin was soft. “You did good,” she said before leaning over to kiss me on the cheek. She dug through the options and then she picked up the pink skirt (which I washed after the cum incident) and a fitted white sweater. “I’ll go change,” she said. “Then I’ll meet you in class.” 
 
    As she trotted off, students started arriving for school. I closed my locker and made my way towards class. Then I started noticing girls. 
 
    I’d caught myself checking out my female classmates before, but this was different. I wasn’t staring at their curves or breasts or asses—now I was looking at their outfits, wondering what those clothes felt like on their bodies. I looked down at their feet. One girl was wearing the cutest little black boots, which went perfectly with her short black skirt. As I looked up her body, admiring her outfit, I noticed that she was staring at me. 
 
    “Can I help you?” she asked with narrowed eyes.  
 
    I shook my head quickly. My heart fluttered.  
 
    And that went on through the day; I kept noticing new outfits, and I found myself trying to come up with a plan to get my hands on the prettiest outfits. I even found myself sauntering over to one girl. “Hey,” I said. She looked over at me. “Your dress. I, uh, want to get something like that for, uh, my girlfriend. Where did you get it?” My heart was racing. I’d hardly ever talked to girls before, and now I was lying about having a girlfriend and putting myself way out of my comfort zone, just so I could try on a dress! My plan was to convince Iris that she needed more outfits, and then I could go track down the ones that I liked, so that I could try them on when Iris wasn’t wearing them. 
 
    “I don’t know. It was a gift. Who’s your girlfriend?” the girl asked. 
 
    I could feel my body freezing up. “She doesn’t go to this school,” I said. “She lives in the UK.”  
 
    “Um. Okay,” the girl said. And then I quickly walked away. 
 
    I knew that I needed to get this new little hobby out from my head. I needed to push these silly ideas away before I embarrassed myself.  
 
    But Iris wasn’t making it easy. She kept sitting next to me, in every class, wearing that amazing outfit. I’d worn the exact same outfit the night before, and it looked just as cute on me. I kept looking over at her, admiring the way that she crossed her legs when she sat. All of her little feminine mannerisms were so perfect—I was taking notes in my head. I especially loved the way she threw her hair back whenever it started to fall into her face.  
 
    And there were a few times she caught me looking over at her. She looked into my eyes and smiled, probably just happy that our classmates were finally starting to leave her alone. Just like I said: they had a short memory. Now that she wasn’t wearing that Xander outfit to school, she was quickly becoming just another Patterson student.  
 
    “Art room, after school,” she said to me in the hallway before our last class. 
 
    “For what?” I asked. 
 
    “Your reward,” she said with a little wink. My heart soared up high in my chest. 
 
    So I rushed to that art room the moment the bell rang. I beat her there. I knew that I was going to get laid. I knew that I wasn’t going to last long, seeing as I’d been aroused all day, staring at cute outfits and imagining myself in all of them. In fact, there were a few awkward moments in the day where I had to hide my erection.  
 
    She came into the art room about ten minutes after the bell rang. “I really owe you,” she said. 
 
    “I really don’t mind,” I said. 
 
    “I know you don’t,” she said with a little wink. Then my heart skipped a beat. 
 
    “What’s that supposed to mean?” I asked. 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “It’s just a joke. So do you want to go down on me?” 
 
    I paused for a moment before nodding my head. She smiled and bit her lip. “Okay. First, I want you to put on this outfit.” Then she started to take her sweater off. 
 
    My heart skipped another beat. “What? Why?” I said. But now a tremendous excitement was racing through me. It was what I’d been secretly hoping for: another chance to have sex while wearing her clothes. But I didn’t want her to think that it was what I was hoping for—though I was starting to worry that somehow, she knew. Was it obvious from my face? When I was checking out her outfit earlier, did she know that I was admiring her clothes and not her?  
 
    “It’s just what I want,” she said with a shoulder shrug. “I guess I’m a bit of a bisexual. Maybe it’s just my little lesbian fantasy.”  
 
    “That’s weird,” I said. “How’s about I just eat you out like this?” But I was secretly hoping she would insist on the outfit. 
 
    And she did. “Put on the outfit.” 
 
    So I forced a sigh and I shook my head. “Whatever you want,” I said. “It’s your weird fantasy.” 
 
    I stripped down and grabbed her clothes as she stood naked, with her small perky tits looking perfect along with her shaved little pussy. I was just about to step into the skirt when I noticed her giggling.  
 
    “I’m just erect because you’re naked,” I said, assuming she was giggling because of my already-stiff erection. 
 
    She shook her head. “I know,” she said. And that’s when I noticed her looking down at my legs, which I’d forgotten were shaved and shining and smooth. My heart suddenly plunged into my stomach. 
 
    “I had to shave to try on the pants,” I said, and I instantly realized how stupid the excuse sounded. “I—It was just so itchy.” And still, the excuse sounded absolutely ridiculous. I could feel my face turning red. 
 
    “It’s fine,” she said. “You shaved your legs so you would look cuter. And it worked—you look super cute.” 
 
    I opened my mouth to speak but no words came out. My whole body was being overwhelmed with humiliation. She was covering her mouth with her hand so I wouldn’t see her giggling quietly. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. “Maybe we should just get going,” I said. “Isn’t your mom expecting you home?” 
 
    She paused for a moment and looked into my eyes. “So you don’t want to eat me out?” she said. 
 
    “I do—I just think you have the wrong idea here,” I said. I really wanted to put on that outfit and I really wanted to fuck her, but I really didn’t want her thinking that I was some sort of closet cross-dresser, even though it seemed too late to convince her otherwise. 
 
    “Just put on the outfit,” she said. “Stop thinking so much into it. It looks good on you and I want to see you wearing it. No more talking. Put it on.” 
 
    So I took a deep breath and put the outfit on.  
 
    “Now spin for me,” she said. She shook her head after I spun. “Don’t look so deflated. Put a bit of effort into it. Give me a bit of hop. Stand upright, on the balls of your feet. Lean your weight like a girl, don’t just stand like a twig. Give yourself some curves.” 
 
    I tried to follow her direction, but it was tough. I really wanted to look like a girl, but now it was starting to seem like she was trying to mold me into a girl. “Can I just eat you out now?” I asked. 
 
    “Speak like a girl,” she said. “And then maybe.” 
 
    “Seriously?” I said. 
 
    She nodded her head. I sighed and cleared my throat before trying again. “Can I just eat you out now?” I asked. 
 
    “A bit softer, but not higher. Really work on that feminine inflection.” 
 
    “Can I eat you out now?” I said in my softest voice. 
 
    She smiled and her eyes lit up. Then she jumped up onto a desk and spread her legs wide, making the damp lips of her pussy part slightly to reveal her tight hole. “Have a lick,” she said with a small giggle. 
 
    I walked forward and dropped down into a crouched position. Then she covered her pussy with her hand. “No,” she said. “Girls don’t sit like that. You need to be on your knees, with a straight back. Always be thinking about your curves. You can’t be squatting like you’re about to take a poo in the woods.” She giggled.  
 
    I repositioned myself onto my knees, then she lifted up her hand, exposing that damp, sweet cunt. I leaned in and pressed my face firmly between her thighs. I began to lick up and down. She moaned, and then she said, “Moan a little bit. Try to make it feel like a girl is eating me out.” 
 
    I bit down hard on my tongue and then I forced myself to moan. It wasn’t long before her thighs began to tremble. I felt her pussy lips contracting as she inched closer towards her orgasm. I loved the feeling of her thighs closing in on me, hugging my body as I pushed my tongue deeper into her slit. I loved the taste of the juice that began to ooze out of her as her moans became louder and louder. “Don’t stop,” she said. “Just like that. Don’t stop.” 
 
    I kept moaning like a girl, to the best of my ability. She began to gently grind her snatch against my face, holding my head between her legs by using both of her hands. Her moans were turning into screams. Now I was worried someone was going to hear us, but I couldn’t stop. I loved pleasuring her. I loved feeling like I was eating out my lesbian lover. 
 
    With one hand, I gently felt down my own body. I felt my soft skirt and that cute sweater before reaching down to feel my smooth, hairless legs. My cock was hard and throbbing. It almost felt like I was going to ejaculate without even having to touch myself—and I was starting to worry that it was actually going to happen. I tried clenching and I tried forcing my mind onto other things, like my homework. But that pleasure just kept growing stronger and stronger.  
 
    “Oh God,” I moaned. I had to pull back from her pussy. I didn’t want to come before even getting a chance to be inside of her. “I—I just need a minute.” I stood up and turned away, taking a deep breath. I had to close my eyes so I would see my own body, clad in those cute clothes. I knew I was just a few seconds away from coming.  
 
    She walked up behind me and put her hands on my shoulders. “Are you okay?” she asked. 
 
    “I just need a minute,” I said again. 
 
    “Take a minute,” she said, and then she walked away, leaving me to stare at the wall while I reorganized my brain. I closed my eyes again and took another deep breath. Why did that outfit make me so aroused? Was this the start of a life of cross-dressing? Was I soon going to learn that I was actually a transgender or something?  
 
    She came up behind me again and put her hands on my shoulders. “Are you ready?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded my head. “I think so,” I said. 
 
    “Good,” she said. Then I felt something thick and smooth slide up under my skirt, pushing up my butt crack. I could feel its groves and its round, bulbous tip. I perked up and gasped, and then Iris giggled. “Relax.” 
 
    “What is that?” I asked. 
 
    “What do you think it is? It’s a cock.”  
 
    I looked down and saw that she was wearing a strap-on. “What the hell! Where did you get that? What do you think you’re doing with it?” 
 
    “Just relax, Ryan. You need to relax,” she gently caressed my back with her gentle hands.  
 
    “Seriously,” I said. “Why do you have that?” 
 
    “I brought it from home,” she said. 
 
    “I thought you said your mom was checking your bag every morning,” I said. 
 
    “It wasn’t easy. I had to toss it out my bedroom window, and then I picked it up off of the ground after I left the house, after my mom checked my bag.” 
 
    “That seems like a lot of effort,” I said. 
 
    “Shh,” she said, putting her finger to my lips. “Quit stressing out. And use your girl voice. You’re much cuter when you’re using your girl voice.” 
 
    I took a deep breath. “I don’t want that inside of me.” 
 
    “Yes, you do. Now stop talking. I don’t want to hear another word, unless it’s dirty talk. I won’t accept any protesting. You’re going to bend over this desk and you’re going to relax your body until I’m done with you.” 
 
    “But—” 
 
    “I said no talking,” she said, and then she pushed on my back until I fell forward, pressing my hands against that wobbly desk. I suddenly closed my eyes as a hot rush of energy zoomed through me. My heart was pounding faster than ever. I felt like I was about to pass out. She slid that fat tip down my butt crack, teasing my hole before pushing between my legs to poke my ball sack. Then I felt something wet trickling down my crack. “What’s that?” I asked, tense all over. 
 
    “Relax,” she said. “I said no talking. And I mean it.”  
 
    My heart bounced, and then that big tip slid back up, stopping this time at my asshole. She gently rubbed it in circles. I took another deep breath. “Just be gentle,” I said, but the words came out as a whisper. 
 
    I heard her giggle, then she pushed in, penetrating me by a full inch before I could clench my cheeks tight. I gasped, feeling that plastic cock inside of my body. I groaned and squirmed and bit down on my tongue. She giggled again. “See?” she said. “Not so bad. I bet you actually like the way it feels.” 
 
    I shook my head, still desperately trying to convince her that I wasn’t some sort of degenerate creep. I didn’t want her or anyone thinking that I liked putting on girls’ clothes and prancing around in my bedroom. I didn’t want her or anyone to think that I liked the way a thick plastic cock felt in my asshole. And I definitely didn’t want her to think that I was now imagining the cock was real, attached to her body, her foreskin pulling back as she pushed deeper into my body. I could almost feel it throbbing—or maybe that was the built-in vibrator, attached at her pussy, designed to pulse harder as she pumped.  
 
    “Oh God,” I groaned again. She pushed in deeper again. My legs became tense and I let out a long, loud, embarrassing moan. But maybe the most embarrassing part of it all was my massive erection, standing taller than ever, not letting that skirt fall into its proper place. No matter how I tried to push it down, it just kept springing back up.  
 
    “This thing has a cumshot loaded into it,” she said. “It’s designed to fire when it senses your orgasm. Pretty neat, huh?” 
 
    I was too overwhelmed to respond. I couldn’t think straight. I couldn’t separate one thought from another.  
 
    “Just do it,” I said, still somehow using that soft girly voice, which was now a bit strained as I tried to fight back the strange combination of stretching pain and swirling euphoria. 
 
    “Do what?” she said with a grin in her voice. 
 
    She wanted me to say it. I didn’t want to say it, but I wanted it. So I bit my tongue, groaned, and said, “Fuck me. Please fuck me.” 
 
    She nestled her hands firmly on my hips and began to thrust. It was only a few pumps before that strange pain went away. My asshole had stretched quickly to accommodate her girth. “Shit,” I said. 
 
    “Don’t say ‘shit’. It’s not ladylike,” she said. “Instead, say something like, ‘Fuck my little pussy,’ or, ‘I’m going to fucking squirt’.” She giggled again. Then she let a moan slip as her vibrator pulsed against her clit. “Shit, that feels good,” she whispered. 
 
    I felt my legs going numb. Luckily that desk was there to support my limp body while she fucked me like a blow-up sex doll. The desk began to scratch along the floor, moving half an inch with every penetration. After a few minutes, we were near the wall, pushed up against another desk, but she was still mounting me, still driving that long cock deep into my asshole. 
 
    “Fuck me harder,” I heard myself say, and I was shocked to hear the words coming out from my mouth. “Don’t stop.” 
 
    She dug her nails into my skin and grunted as she drove that cock deep into my tight asshole. My moaning was now turning into screaming. I loved the way that cock felt inside of me. I wanted more of it. I didn’t want the pleasure to end. “Harder! Harder!” I yelled. 
 
    Now she was moaning consistently. I looked down and saw that her legs were trembling. It was impressive that she was still managing to fuck me as hard as she was while her body began to convulse.  
 
    I let out a loud cry, and then I suddenly felt the fake cock unloading the artificial cumshot. It had a powerful blast, and I could feel the warm gooey cream filling my tight hole. “Oh my God,” I said, gripping the edge of the desk. It didn’t seem to stop, unloading shot after shot, until I felt so full that I had to reach around and push Iris back, so that she could pull out. 
 
    Then the seemingly malfunctioning cock began to spray my backside with fake cum as a pint of white cream billowed out from my asshole. 
 
    “Wow,” Iris said, watching the sight. “I think I overfilled it.”  
 
    I was too limp to move. My tongue was nearly hanging out from my mouth. It was a minute before I was even able to turn my head to look back.  
 
    She was smiling at me. I forced a smile as that familiar embarrassment began to set in. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    I knew that there was officially something wrong with me. As soon as my house was quiet and my parents were asleep, I started getting dressed, putting on the clothes I snagged from my locker before leaving the school. My heart was in my gut the whole time. I felt so embarrassed and ashamed, yet there I was, getting dolled up anyway. 
 
    That embarrassment went away as soon as I saw myself in the mirror, wearing makeup and a wig and a dress and a cute pair of heels. I spent a good hour in my room, just enjoying being dolled up and pretty, looking into the mirror occasionally to admire my own reflection. And then that churning gut feeling came back as I began to remember that what I was doing wasn’t normal. I was acting like a psychopath. I knew that I would be utterly humiliated if anyone saw me like that—especially my sister or my parents. 
 
    My phone started ringing. It was a FaceTime request from Iris. I declined it, and then a minute later, she sent me a text message. “Why didn’t you answer?” she asked. 
 
    “I’m in bed,” I said. 
 
    “No you aren’t,” she said. “I just saw that you were online. You’re up. Just answer!” She called again, and I declined it again. “What gives?” she asked in a message. 
 
    “I tried to answer. It didn’t work,” I lied. Of course I couldn’t let her see that I was wearing her clothes and a wig and makeup. 
 
    “Are you playing dress up without me?” she asked with a winking emoji.  
 
    My heart stuttered. “No. I told you—my phone just isn’t working right.” But I knew that she wasn’t buying it because I kept changing my story. Was it obvious that I was addicted to her clothes? Was it obvious that I liked pretending to be a girl? I just couldn’t help it—I liked the feeling of the fabrics and I liked looking pretty. I was already fantasizing about going out into the world, just so I could turn a few heads. I wanted to know what it was like to feel sexy. I was so used to being invisible… 
 
    “Just answer the call,” she said, and then she called again. 
 
    I stared at the screen, staring at that FaceTime request. Then I sighed and answered. I saw her face appear, and then I watched as she covered her lips with her hand. “I was right!” she said. 
 
    “Shh,” I whispered. “My parents are sleeping.” 
 
    “Did you do your makeup yourself? It looks so good,” she said, leaning closer to her phone with wide eyes. “You look cute!” 
 
    And then something strange happened: my heart fluttered up into my chest and I felt my cheeks turning pink. I was blushing. I was flattered. She wasn’t laughing at me or mocking me. In a weird way, she made me feel good, and I was happy to have someone to share my new hobby with, even though it was still something I felt ashamed of.  
 
    “Prop up your phone and stand back so I can see all of you,” she said. So I stepped back and did a full twirl. And still, she wasn’t laughing. “I dare you to come to school like that.” 
 
    “No way,” I whispered. “This is just something I’m doing when I’m alone. I don’t want this to be a big dramatic thing. I don’t want to be mocked for the rest of the year.” 
 
    She laughed and shook her head. “The rest of the year? Your classmates don’t have the attention span to mock you for a year, if they were to mock you at all.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked. 
 
    “I didn’t hear one comment today. Nobody gave me any dirty looks. I even had a few girls come up and talk to me. One girl asked if I wanted to do an assignment with her. People get over things. Two weeks is a lifetime in high school.”  
 
    I bit the edge of my tongue. “I’m just not there,” I said. “Not yet—and maybe I’ll never be there. I hope that I’ll never be there.” 
 
    “Why would you hope that?” she asked, narrowing her eyes. 
 
    “I’m a man. I don’t want people to think that I’m a weirdo. It’s bad enough that I think I’m a weirdo.” 
 
    “What’s so bad about being a girl? It’s nice being a girl. And you make a great girl. Look at you.” 
 
    I bit my lip and looked away from the camera. “I don’t know why I picked up this call,” I said. She giggled and shrugged her shoulders. 
 
    “Maybe because you want to start coming out, and you thought I would be a safe first person to come out to.” 
 
    I still couldn’t look at the screen. “Come out?” I said. “No, no. This is just a phase. This all started when you made me wear that cute little Xander outfit.”  
 
    “I have so many Xander outfits,” she said. “Do you want one? I’ll give you one at school tomorrow.” 
 
    I was about to shake my head, but I really did want one. So I bit my lip, grinned, and shrugged my shoulders. 
 
    “Okay. I’ll bring you one. If you want to come out, go for it. If not, that’s up to you. Some guys do it faster than others.” 
 
    I was about to let the comment slip by, and then it pinged around in my head and made me pause. “What did you say?” I said. 
 
    “About what?” 
 
    “You just said that some guys do it faster than others. What other guys are you talking about?” 
 
    Suddenly her face started turning red. She looked down and bit her lip. 
 
    “Fess up,” I said. 
 
    “So I have a little hobby,” she said. “I like to pick out guys who look like they would like… being girls. And then I—how should I put this?—shepherd them along.” 
 
    “You picked me out?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” she said. “I could just tell that you were going to like it. And I was right. I’m usually right.” 
 
    “How many guys have you done this to?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t know,” she said, shyly looking away from the camera. Then I noticed the grin on her face. 
 
    “You don’t know?” I said. “How can you not know? Have you done it to three guys? More?” 
 
    “More,” she said. 
 
    “Five guys? Ten guys?” 
 
    “Maybe around there,” she said. 
 
    Now I could feel my skin turning white.  
 
    “What?” she said. “You like it. It’s not like I’m forcing you to do anything. Like I said, I’m just like a shepherd. I’ve guided you towards something that you enjoy. You’re welcome to stop dressing up if you want.”  
 
    “Maybe I will,” I said. “No—I definitely will. This was all a mistake. You just confused me. You can keep your clothes in your locker now. Your mom isn’t going to check your locker.” 
 
    “You can just bring them to my house if you really don’t want them. That stuff about my mom sneaking through my things—that was a lie.” She let another giggle slip. 
 
    I gasped and covered my mouth. “You’ve been playing me this whole time?” I said. 
 
    “Sort of,” she said. “You’re not mad, are you? It’s not like I hurt you or anything.” 
 
    “I—I don’t know,” I said. “I have to think about it. It’s not right—I know it’s not right.”  
 
    She rolled her eyes. “Whatever. If you want to keep that stuff, I think you should keep it. Consider it a gift. A lot of it is my style, so I wouldn’t be mad if you dropped it off here. But I can just go and buy my own. I really don’t mind.” 
 
    “And the Xander outfit—why were you wearing it to school? Was that some sort of bait?” I asked. 
 
    She shook her head. “If I’m going to be honest, I just wasn’t ready to give it up. I love that outfit and I loved going to Xander. I wanted to keep it as part of my identity, so that people knew where I came from. And when your classmates were being so mean to me, that just made me want to wear it even more, to get under their skin. But then I met you and realized that maybe Patterson kids aren’t so bad. Xander kids would have done the same thing.” 
 
    “I just don’t understand. Why do you like doing this to men?” I asked. 
 
    “Because it’s fun. And sometimes men make cuter girls than women.” She giggled. “And like I said before—I have a bit of a bi side. I like being with boys and I like being with girls—but better than either is someone who can be both, like you.” She winked and my heart plunged into my stomach.  
 
    “I have to go to sleep now,” I said after a long silence. I felt sick. She manipulated me, but for some reason I didn’t feel mad. In a weird way, I felt like I owed her, though I wasn’t sure why.  
 
    I showed up a bit late for class the next day. I was surprised to see Iris sitting at the back of the classroom, dressed in an outfit of her own—not something from my locker. The rouse was over and now she was acting like a normal student. She’d done her damage to my psyche. She looked over at me for a brief second with a small smile before looking forward. 
 
    I was upset with her—maybe even angry. I hated that she lied to me, even if she thought that she was doing something good. Though it didn’t seem like she thought she was necessarily doing something good for me, but instead she’d done something that was good for her. But at the same time: could I really be mad? Like she said, it’s not like she forced me to wear the clothes. At first it was just a deal: I put on the clothes for her and in return I got sex. And then she sent me shopping, but it’s not like she forced me to buy clothes that I would like, and it’s not like she forced me to wear them behind her back. And that wig—that was my own purchase, using the money she paid me for doing a service for her. 
 
    But still, I felt angry. She was a crafty girl and she knew that she was kneading her sly fingers into my brain.  
 
    The class ended. I waited for her to get up and go to the next class before I got up. I didn’t want to cross paths with her. I didn’t want to sit too close to her. I wanted to fully come to terms with what she’d done to me before I thought about talking to her again. 
 
    Then a guy walked over to her and gave her a small shove, making her drop her textbooks. “Oh, sorry,” he said in a sarcastic tone of voice.  
 
    “What was that for?” she said. 
 
    She shrugged his shoulders. “I see the way you look down at us,” he said. “Just admit it: you’re a Xander bitch and you’ll always be a Xander bitch.” 
 
    She didn’t reply. She just looked down, and then the guy spat at her feet. “If you’re too good for us, why are you stuck here with us?” The man started to walk away. 
 
    But I couldn’t let him get away. I ran forward and grabbed him by the back of the shirt. He turned around, ready to punch. Then he paused. “What do you want, Ryan?” he asked. 
 
    “You need to apologize.” 
 
    “For what?” he said, narrowing his eyes.  
 
    He was much bigger than me. I looked up at him and felt my legs beginning to tremble. I remembered he’d been suspended once for knocking a guy out in a single punch, and I had a feeling now that he was willing to do it again. I stuttered. 
 
    “What am I apologizing for?” he said. 
 
    “You just called her a bitch, but she did nothing to you,” I said. “You need to apologize.” 
 
    “I’m not apologizing for shit,” he said. 
 
    “Do it,” I said, still trembling. Now I was bracing for a punch to the face. 
 
    “No,” he said. 
 
    “You’re just a self-conscious loser,” I said. “You hate her just because her family is better off than yours. You don’t even know her. You don’t know her family. And you don’t know anyone from Xander High, for that matter. You just know that if you break other people down, it will make you feel better about yourself.” 
 
    “You want to feel my fist on your face, Ryan? If not, I’d back off if I were you.” 
 
    “I’m not backing off until you apologize.” 
 
    “Ryan, don’t,” Iris said, stepping up behind me and putting her hand on my shoulder. 
 
    “Listen to your bitch, Ryan,” he said. 
 
    “Don’t call her a bitch,” I said. 
 
    “Ryan, don’t defend me. You hardly know me,” said Iris. 
 
    He stared down into my eyes. His face was turning red. “Do it,” I said. “Hit me. Maybe that will make you feel better about yourself. Maybe you need to get suspended again just to feel like you’re more than just a self-conscious loser. Hit me. I’m waiting. Hit me to prove that she’s really a bitch and you’re such a good person.”  
 
    He took a deep breath. Then everything went black as a dull pain struck my face. He really hit me. When I came to, there was a crowd of people around me, looking down at me. Iris was in front of them, on her knees, hovering over me. “Ryan. Are you okay? Ryan—answer me. Are you okay?” 
 
    “Huh?” I said. 
 
    I have to admit: I wasn’t actually expecting him to hit me. I took a deep breath and strained to sit up. “Ouch,” I said. 
 
    “He hit you really hard,” she said. “They took him down to the principal’s office. The nurse is apparently on her way.” She reached out and wiped some blood from under my nose. “You might have a broken nose, and you definitely have a concussion.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I made it into a thing. I should have just left it alone.” 
 
    She put her hand on my shoulder and smile. “You probably should have left it alone. But it still meant a lot to me.” Then she leaned forward and gave me a small kiss on the lips. My heart surged up towards my throat.  
 
    She helped me up to my feet. I looked around at all of the students staring at me. It wasn’t until after school that day that Iris wrapped her arms around me and gave me a tight hug. “I really appreciate it,” she said. “But maybe you’re right. Maybe high school isn’t the time to come out as someone who likes to wear women’s clothes.” 
 
    I laughed. “Like I said—I don’t know that it’s something I want to come out about. Maybe it’s just a phase, or maybe it’s something more. I really don’t know.” 
 
    “It’s more than a phase,” she said with a little wink. “There’s a reason I singled you out. I know a guy with a sissy side when I see one.”  
 
    I gently rubbed the back of my head, which was still sore from hitting the ground. “We’ll see,” I said. “I really do think that maybe it’s just something that I needed to get out of my system. Like right now—I don’t even know if it’s something I want to keep doing.” 
 
    “Really?” she said. “Then I guess you don’t want to come with me to the art room and try on this dress that I bought yesterday after school.” She reached down and held up the skirt of her cute dress. My heart fluttered. 
 
    I bit my lip and looked around. “I guess I could see how it feels,” I said, trying to fight back the big smile that wanted to be on my face. She took my hand and giggled. 
 
    I couldn’t be mad at her for singling me out for her little sissification fantasy. Honestly, it was something that I was liking more and more. It was something that got me away from the video games, which I was never even having much fun playing to begin with.  
 
    For once, I felt like I had the beginning of an identity. Maybe it wasn’t the identity I always envisioned for myself, but it felt like it was uniquely mine, and I loved that. I squeezed Iris’s hand. “Let’s go,” I said. 
 
    Giggling, we ran off to the art room to fool around. 
 
    THE END 
 
    

  

 
   
    TRANS OIL WRESTLING 
 
    Jim took out a loan with a shady group of people, and now he needs to pay it off before they come and break his thumbs. So he reaches out to an old school friend who has become very successful since high school. 
 
    His friend isn’t willing to loan him money to pay off the loan, but he does give Jim an opportunity. “But only if you’re really desperate,” the friend says. Jim agrees to the opportunity, but doesn’t get any more info. Then, a few nights later, a pair of burly men show up at his door to take him to a strange downtown basement, underneath a parking garage, to be a contestant in a secret underground oil wrestling league, populated mostly by girls with extra parts.  
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I was being led down into a dark basement, beneath an old parking garage. The two men with me hadn’t said a word since they came to my house to pick me up—not since they said, “Are you Jim? Come with us.”  
 
    The lights were flickering overhead. There was a peculiar smell that was growing stronger as the sound of cheering became audible. I still had no idea what I’d signed myself up for; I only knew that I was going to leave that building with five hundred dollars. “But don’t worry, it’s nothing illegal,” Danny told me when I met with him to discuss the opportunity.  
 
    I needed the money. I didn’t even care if it was something illegal. If I didn’t get that five hundred dollars, then I would end up with two broken thumbs, and maybe a broken leg as well. I was three months overdue on my loan—a loan I took out with some very unsavory people. I only took the loan out because I was under the impression that I would be getting a bonus at work, but instead I lost my job entirely.  
 
    They’d been coming to my house at night, knocking on my door and calling out my name. “You’ve got two more days!” a deep voice shouted out from the other side of my door just the night before at 1:30 AM. 
 
    Now it was getting close to 1:30 AM again. Those guys were possibly at my door again now, shouting out, ‘You’ve got twenty-four hours!’ But I was going to get that money in time. I was going to be paid up for a week, and then I would have to find a way to make another five hundred bucks.  
 
    “So what exactly is this place?” I asked the two big men walking me down that long staircase. 
 
    “It’s a parking garage,” said one man. 
 
    “I know that. But what’s with the cheering? We’re obviously not here to park cars—right?” 
 
    The men both looked at me and chuckled. One of the men shook his head before reaching for a heavy metal door. “Good luck, buddy,” he said. 
 
    He pressed a key into a keyhole and then he pushed the door open. The cheering became loud as a dim light found my face. It took my eyes a moment to focus on the scene inside: a crowd of mostly women yelling and cheering as they looked down at something. I couldn’t see what they were looking at. I could only see their backs as they hopped—and I could see the occasional sliver of what appeared to be a large plastic pool, the kind a parent would buy for their toddlers. Was it a cock fighting league? Was I about to watch some animals kill each other? 
 
    I paused as my two escorts walked into the room. I scanned around, suddenly not so sure Danny was telling the truth when he told me that this was totally legal. One of the large men turned to me. “Are you coming?” he asked. 
 
    “O—Okay,” I said. I took a hesitant step after taking a deep breath of air into my lungs. I walked around the crowd of cheering women. They were all wet, splattered with water; at least I thought it was water, but upon closer inspection, it was too thick to be water. It was some sort of petroleum substance: maybe lubricant. 
 
    My heart stuttered. I suddenly felt cold, even though that parking garage basement was hot and humid. I wiped some cold sweat from the back of my neck, and then I walked around the crowd to see two women wrestling in their bikinis. It was a clumsy wrestling match, and they seemed to be doing more giggling than anything as they tried desperately to grip one another.  
 
    Then I saw two cameramen, with cameras on tripods, filming the event. “Oil wrestling?” I said. 
 
    “Come on. We’ll get you signed in,” said one of my escorts.  
 
    I was confused. How was I going to make five hundred dollars with this? Did they want me standing by the door all night? Did they need someone to serve drinks? I looked at the wrestling women one last time before being led to another room through another metal door. 
 
    Now there was a man in a black suit sitting behind an old wooden desk. He was on the phone, speaking what sounded like Russian. He looked up at me and then threw one finger into the air. I paused. He said one last sentence and then he hung up the phone. “Jim, right?” he said without the smallest hint of any accent.  
 
    “That’s me,” I said. 
 
    “Danny must be a good friend,” he said with a big smile. “We don’t normally take in guys with no experience.”  
 
    “Me and Danny go way back—we were in the same English class in high—” 
 
    “—That’s very interesting,” he said, cutting me off. “Did he tell you what you’ll be doing today? Please tell me I don’t have to go over everything with you. I have a lot of phone calls to make.” 
 
    That cold chill crept down my spine again. I forced a smile. I knew nothing, but I didn’t want to waste the man’s time. I didn’t want to be a disappointment. “More or less,” I said. I figured I could figure out whatever I needed to figure out. There were lots of people around—I could ask them questions.  
 
    “Okay, good. I just need you to sign a waiver saying that you agree to be on camera, and that you consent to whatever happens: touching, fluids, penetration, whatever.” He slid a form forward. Then that chill buzzed through my whole body. 
 
    I opened my mouth to speak, then I stopped myself. I’d just told him that I knew what I was doing, and now he was looking at me with expectant eyes. I couldn’t let him down now. It sounded like I was going to be getting into the oil ring. I bit my tongue. “Okay. Sure,” I said. I really needed that money. But why was he saying ‘penetration’? Maybe it was a language barrier issue… Though his English seemed perfect. 
 
    I grabbed the pen from his desk and I signed the waiver, signing away my rights.  
 
    “You’re late,” he said as I slid the form back. 
 
    “I am?” I said. 
 
    He nodded his head. “The camera team has been set up for twenty minutes. Claire has been in the ring for fifteen. Let’s not waste any more time.” He pulled a thick envelope out from his desk. “Here’s the five hundred. You get two hundred more if you win.” He handed the envelope to one of the burly men at my side, then he pulled a towel out from a nearby shelf. He handed it to the same burly man. “No punching or kicking. Don’t leave my girls with any marks, or that money is coming right back to my desk.”  
 
    “O—Okay,” I said. Now I was very confused. Did Danny sign me up to fight a woman named Claire in a pool of oil, while being filmed?  
 
    Now I was beginning to think that I was dreaming. Maybe this was all some crazy dream. But when did it start? I could trace my day all the way back to waking up that morning, so if it was a dream, it was an insane eighteen-hour-long dream. Or maybe it was a four-month-long nightmare. Getting fired and taking out that loan with that criminal organization—maybe that was all part of the nightmare.  
 
    “Well?” the Russian man said. 
 
    “Well?” I replied. 
 
    “Are you going to get in there, or what?” He pointed to another door—not the one I came in through.  
 
    “What’s through there?” I asked. My voice was so weak that nobody in the room heard my question. One of the burly men walked over to the door and opened it. I noticed the smirk on his face under that flickering office light.  
 
    I took a step, froze, and then I managed to take another step. 
 
    “Today,” said the Russian man, finally with a noticeable Russian accent. So I walked through the door.  
 
    There was no crowd around the pool in this room: just that twelve-foot-wide pool, lots of oil, a single camera man with a camera, and a girl supposedly named Claire.

  

 
   
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Claire was blonde and short and cute, with big black eyelashes and plump—likely fake—lips. She smiled at me, not looking nervous at all. 
 
    “Take off your clothes. Get down to your boxers,” one of my escorts said to me. 
 
    I hesitated before stripping down. I wasn’t a big guy, but I was a lot bigger than Claire. She had thin arms and a petite body—though her thighs were possibly thicker than mine, but certainly not with muscle. Pinning her down was going to be easy. Beating her in the wrestling match was going to be simple. But was that really all that was expected of me? I couldn’t forget the Russian man saying the word ‘penetration’, as if there was some sort of sexual expectation. Was Claire expecting me to penetrate her? Were we about to shoot some sort of weird parking garage basement pornography video?  
 
    I bent over and slipped my jeans down to the floor.  
 
    “Socks too,” said the man next to me. It wasn’t until my socks were off that I noticed the small puddles of lubricant on the cool cement ground, likely from previous wrestling matches.  
 
    And now I was beginning to wonder: could I beat her? Was it wrong to overpower her? Did I really need that extra money? Maybe I could allow her to beat me and walk with my five hundred bucks. Then I would be able to sleep comfortably knowing I didn’t beat up some dainty girl.  
 
    “Hi,” I said to Claire as I stood in nothing but my boxers, and she stood in nothing but her black bra and black panties.  
 
    She didn’t reply. Instead, she just smiled.  
 
    I turned to the man on my left. “So we just need to wrestle?” I said. “How do I win? By pinning her?” 
 
    “You win by dominating the other person,” he said without looking at me. 
 
    “Dominating? So pinning is fine?” I said. 
 
    He looked at me. “Didn’t your friend tell you anything?”  
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. I was quickly realizing that Danny hadn’t told me much, and I hadn’t told anyone that Danny wasn’t really my friend. Sure, we were buddies back in high school, a whole decade ago, but now we were hardly mutual. I had him on Facebook and I only talked to him once every few years. He was a successful, busy guy, and I never had much to say to him to relate. He ran multiple businesses, owned multiple cars, and was always posing with beautiful women for his social media photos. I only reached out to him for money, and honestly, I was surprised when he quickly told me about this opportunity to make an easy five hundred bucks.  
 
    “I’m sure you’re figure it out,” said the burly man to my right. “Get into the pool.” 
 
    Claire walked up to the edge of the pool and offered me her hand. I took it and she gently hoisted me into that slippery pool. I nearly lost my footing immediately. That oil was thick and slippery. She was surprisingly balanced as she walked back over to her side of the pool. Maybe she’d done this many times before.  
 
    “Okay, let’s get the cameras rolling!” called out a man from the shadows. I looked over and saw a slight glow on his face as he watched a monitor, probably showing him what the camera was seeing. 
 
    “Rolling!” shouted the cameraman.  
 
    “Action!” the man in the corner shouted. His voice seemed to echo in that large, dark cement space. 
 
    Claire crouched down and assumed a wrestling stance. I hesitated. My heart was pounding. I still had no idea what was happening, and now it was almost over. I crouched down and tried to summon some old acting skills from high school drama class. I took a deep breath and started circling as she started circling. She stared into my eyes with a grin. She had a cute face. I was thinking more and more that I wouldn’t be able to pin her and beat her. I would let her win the extra cash, but I would put on a good show first. I wanted to earn my money, after all. 
 
    We got closer together as we circled. I felt goofy, like I was a kid on the playground, playing make-believe. Were they seriously going to pay me big money for this? And why were they filming it? Who was going to watch this?  
 
    Suddenly she lunged forward. I opened up my arms to grab her, but the force of her body swept me off of my feet on that slippery surface. It would have been a hard fall, but there was two feet of sticky lubricant to soften my fall. Now she was on top of me as that oil seeped around me. She tried to pin down my arms, but now her hands were slipping on my skin. I let her try for a moment before grabbing her to flip her off of me—which I thought would be easy—but when I tried to grab her, my hands slipped. 
 
    That lubricant truly was slippery.  
 
    I tried again to grab her, but my hands just slipped all over her. I even accidentally grabbed her breast when I tried to clutch her torso. I froze for a moment, wanting to apologize, but she didn’t seem to mind, or maybe she didn’t notice. 
 
    I saw the camera moving around next to me. The cameraman was trying to get a better shot of the action. Was I about to lose because I couldn’t get her off of me? 
 
    I was starting to panic—not worried about losing, but worried about not putting on enough of a show to get that money. So I wrapped my arms around her and managed to flip her over. Now I was on top of her. But when I flipped her, I accidentally pulled her bra up and off of her tits. “I’m sorry,” I said, leaning back and expecting her to fix her bra. 
 
    But instead, she used the opportunity to slip out from underneath me. She pulled off her bra and tossed it aside, so it wouldn’t be in the way. And now I was distracted by her small, perky breasts. They were nice tits, but fake: I could see the thin scar lines under each one. I felt my face turning red. She pounced on top of me again, this time wrestling me onto my stomach and almost dunking my face in the thick lubricant. I gasped for air just before she pushed on my head, pushing my face into the lubricant. She held me for five seconds before releasing me.  
 
    I gasped for air again. She was surprisingly strong for her size—or maybe she was just more used to working in slippery lubricant. Maybe I was going too easy on her.  
 
    Though I was still confused as to who was going to watch this. Were there some fetishists out there who liked to watch naked women dominating and being dominated by men in pools of lubricant?  
 
    I managed to flip myself over to face her. She tried to grab my shoulders but fell forwards as her hands slipped out. Then I was able to roll over her, pinning her from behind. She tried to squirm forward and I tried to grab her. I couldn’t get a hold on her body, but I managed to get a hold on her panties. I tried pulling her back from her waistband, but they ended up slipping down her legs easily because of the lubricant. “Shit,” I said, now feeling even more embarrassed as she was completely nude. She had a nice ass though—it was hard to look away from. 
 
    Then she flipped over and scurried up to her feet, assuming that stance again. That’s when I saw that she wasn’t a she at all: she was a transgender, complete with a semi-erect cock and a perfectly round ball sack. I gasped and froze. My head began swirling with confusion. I started hearing that Russian man’s voice echoing in my brain. ‘Penetration, penetration, penetration.’ Was I the one who was about to be penetrated?  
 
    I tried to stand up but I ended up falling back. I couldn’t plant my hands down comfortably anywhere. “Wait,” I said. Then she pounced on top of me, pinning me on my back again. Now I could feel it: her warm cock sliding against my thigh. She reached down and managed to get a few fingers under the waistband of my undies. “Wait,” I said again, but my voice was hardly a whimper. 
 
    I needed to act. I needed to get out from her hold, but I couldn’t move; every time I tried to move, my hands would slip out and I would submerge under the lubricant until I could scurry to the surface. She yanked down my undies, exposing my flaccid cock. Then she grabbed it and I gasped. She giggled. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I said, feeling that camera moving closer to me. She squeezed my cock hard, making me afraid to move—afraid she would rip it off if I tried to escape. I looked down and saw that she was erect now.  
 
    And now I was almost certain that I was having a nightmare. This couldn’t be real. It was too crazy! “Stop!” I said, but she wasn’t stopping. That’s when I remembered seeing the term ‘safe word’ on that contract that I quickly signed. I didn’t see what the actual safe word was, so I couldn’t stop the fight. 
 
    I managed to push her off with one good shove. She fell onto her bum. I flipped over onto my hands and knees and tried to make an ungraceful dash for the edge of the pool. I was going to surrender and let her win. I didn’t want her big erection rubbing on me. I didn’t want to go any further with this game—even if it meant surrendering the five hundred dollars.  
 
    I got to the edge of the pool, and then she grabbed me from behind, making me fall forward. I clutched the edge of that plastic ring but I couldn’t get a grip as she mounted me from behind. I felt her long, slick shaft sliding up my crack. “No! Please!” I said. 
 
    I tried again to grab that ledge, but my shaking, lubricated hands couldn’t grip anything. Then I felt her tip press between my cheeks. I gasped and closed my eyes. 
 
    Her cock entered into me without any effort, even though I was clenching. My butt was covered in lube and so was her cock. She slid in deep and I screamed out loud as I lost my anal virginity for the small price of five hundred dollars.  
 
    She managed to get a solid footing with her cock in my ass. She gripped my arms so I couldn’t move, and then she began to thrust. At least she was well-lubricated, otherwise that sudden penetration probably would have hurt quite a bit.  
 
    I could hear her cock squishing in and out from my asshole as she stretched me wide. I bit hard on my tongue and desperately tried to remember that safe word, but I had absolutely no idea what it was. And even worse: this was going to be on the Internet, on some weird porno website. 
 
    I closed my eyes as the cameraman came in front of me to film my reaction to being stuffed. I groaned and tried once more to reach for the edge of the pool, but I didn’t have the energy to escape, and it was already too late: she was fucking me with swift, fast thrusts. I could feel her long shaft sliding in and out, rubbing my anal walls with her throbbing veins.  
 
    I felt so humiliated and stupid. How could Danny sign me up for this? Was this really worth avoiding a couple of broken thumbs and a broken leg? Did I really need the money that badly?  
 
    “Oh God,” I heard her whimper after a minute of trying to squirm away from her. I could feel her slick cock bloating wide, twitching along with her racing heartbeat. I opened my eyes and looked back. At least she was cute. At least she had a petite body and perky tits. It’s not like I was being fucked by some burly drag queen, or some bodybuilder in a wig. Though maybe it wasn’t really any different at the end of the day: it was still a cock in my straight man’s asshole.  
 
    She groaned loudly and then I felt a gooey blast inside of my body. I gasped. I felt five more blasts as I went completely still. Then she pulled her long, sticky shaft out from my body, and I felt her load gush out of me, along with all the lubricant she pumped into me. I felt so ashamed as that cum oozed out of me. She stepped over me and raised her hands into the air. Another man walked into the pool and took her hand. “Our undefeated newcomer, Quick Cum Claire, has won another match!” he announced. It was a good nickname: she really did come very quickly.  
 
    “And cut!” the director shouted. “Okay, let’s get the pool reset so we can get the next match going! C’mon people, we’re behind schedule.” 
 
    One of the burly men gave me a hand up to my feet. He handed me a towel, which I used to wipe as much of that lubricant off as I could. Then he handed me that envelope full of money. “Better luck next time,” he said. He bent over and picked up my soaked undies by the waistband. “Don’t forget these.”  
 
    I couldn’t look him in the eye. He’d just watched me getting fucked by a transgender oil wrestler. Everyone in that room had just watched me getting completely dominated and penetrated. They all watched as cum poured out from my hole. I wanted to get out of there. I never wanted to see any of those faces again. I would never take out another stupid loan, ever again.  
 
    I slipped into my goopy undies and then I pulled my clothes over my slick body. I felt uncomfortable with lubricant still on my skin, but I wasn’t about to follow Claire over to the shower room. I couldn’t spend another minute in that place, so I made a quick dash for the exit. Nobody stopped me.

  

 
   
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I went to bed after a very long shower. But even after standing under that hot water, soaping myself a number of times, I swear I could still feel patches of that slick goo on my body. I even nearly slipped a number of times in my shower. That lubricant was hard to wash off.  
 
    My bum was a bit uncomfortable—not sore, but uncomfortable. I spent a few good minutes staring at myself in the mirror, trying to wrap my head around what happened. It all happened so fast: one minute I thought I was going to be helping out with some sort of event for the night, and the next moment I was being pinned by an erect transgender.  
 
    I wished I could go back in time to get my dignity back, but at least I now had the money that I needed. I planned on delivering it in the morning, to buy myself a week of peace. And then I would have to figure out another way to come up with another five hundred bucks—each week, until my debt was paid off (about six weeks of no missed payments).  
 
    I walked over to that envelope after I woke up in the morning. I opened it and made sure it was indeed full of cash, and that I didn’t take a big cock in my ass for nothing. I counted each fifty-dollar bill, and sure enough there were ten in total. There was also a card with a long Russian name and a phone number. I assumed it was the Russian man I briefly spoke with—the man who ran the strange underground oil wrestling league.  
 
    I tossed the card aside and stuffed the money into my pocket. Then I went to deliver the money. It was a short drive to the place I got my loan, in a sketchy little house two neighborhoods over. I found out about the place from a guy from work, who was fired a few days after I got my loan, though I have no idea why he was fired. I went up to the door, rang the bell, and then an angry-looking man answered the door. I didn’t recognize him, but he recognized me. “You’d better be here with that money,” he said. I handed him the envelope. He quickly flipped through the bills, and then he looked at me and said, “See you in a week.” He closed the door in my face. And now I was no longer the owner of five hundred dollars. 
 
    I was broke, as if the oil wrestling never happened. Now I was really trying to figure out if it was worth it: stripping down and taking that trans girl’s cock in my rear end. I could still feel a bit of soreness back there, but it was my bruised dignity that was truly filling me with an awful nausea.  
 
    I needed a drink, so I went to a bar, even though it wasn’t quite noon. I ordered two fingers of whiskey and I tried my best to forget about the previous night. I wanted to convince myself that it was all a nightmare, that it never really happened. It was surreal enough that I felt like I could eventually classify it in my brain as a memory of a nightmare and not actually a real transgression.  
 
    It sucked not having that wad of cash anymore. I was only out of the house for an hour earning it, but within minutes it was gone, and it was more money than I’d had in years. It was especially valuable because it was the money I received in exchange for my dignity: my anal virginity and my privacy. Now there was going to be a video of me being fucked in the ass online—probably forever, until some alien race comes along to destroy the planet.  
 
    Suddenly I couldn’t stop thinking about the video. Maybe it wasn’t a very popular website. Maybe the video wasn’t good enough to make the site. I wanted to know more. I wanted to know exactly what I’d gotten myself into. So I went home and flipped open my old, crappy laptop. I started searching the Internet to find the video, even though I was sure that it wasn’t up yet (how could they edit it so quickly? Or did it need editing at all?). I searched for an hour before I found a website called ‘TRANS OIL WRESTLING’. I quickly scrolled through it to see if I could spot any familiar sights, and then I froze when I saw the headline of a video: ‘Quick Cum Claire Makes Her Messy Debut’. I could suddenly taste copper in my mouth. I tried to lick my dry lips, and then I clicked on the video. 
 
    In the video, she was wrestling with another girl. I skimmed ahead and found out that the other girl was not trans, but a biological female with a proper pussy, which was quickly stuffed by Claire’s cock. The woman moaned and screamed while Claire pumped her from behind before pulling out and coming all over the girl’s back. Normally I would have assumed it was all silly acting, but now I wasn’t so sure. Maybe that girl was like me; maybe she didn’t know what she was getting into and she ended up in a pool of lubricant, being mounted by a trans girl with a slick erection. My heart fluttered before sinking into my stomach. 
 
    On the side bar was a picture of Claire. ‘See Claire’s Other Fights!’ the link said, so I clicked it. She only had a handful, all with other women and one with another trans girl. I hesitantly clicked the link with the other trans girl. I skimmed ahead and saw Claire getting penetrated while groaning and straining. The other girl pumped her for a minute before she was able to break free, flip her opponent over, and take over the dominance. I skimmed further ahead, practically watching the video through the slits between my fingers, and that’s when I saw Claire with the other girl’s cock in her hand, squeezing it while pumping her ass. She managed to make the other girl come before she came, so it must have been mutually pleasurable, despite the strained and uncomfortable look on her opponent’s face.  
 
    I couldn’t believe what I was watching. I especially couldn’t believe the view counts on all the videos. Claire’s debut video had 900,150 views. The video was only two weeks old. I suddenly felt sick. Soon that number would pass one million. And maybe one million people would end up watching me with a trans cock in my ass.  
 
    What if a friend saw the video? What if it somehow ended up in the hands of my mother or my father? I found myself refreshing the page over and over, waiting for that video to come up. While I was refreshing, I noticed another wrestler who was prominently featured on the website: Betsy Big Loads. In her thumbnail, she was surprisingly cute: brunette, thin, big eyes, raised cheek bones. I knew from her name (and the theme of the website) that she was transgender. My heart started racing as I hovered my mouse over her profile. I clicked and was shocked to see that she had nearly sixty videos uploaded. I clicked on one: a three-way fight between her, another trans girl, and a real female. In the video, the girls flopped around for a few minutes before the real girl managed to pin one of the trans girls. She pressed three of her fingers into the trans chick’s asshole and started pumping. The trans girl moaned and splashed and I found myself looking away once the girl started pushing in more than just a few fingers.  
 
    But the girl didn’t end up winning. It was Betsy Big Loads who came in and flipped the girl over before pressing her lubricated cock into the girl’s asshole, making her scream. She violently pumped the girl and then she pulled out, spraying her exhausted body with the source of her nickname: probably half a pint of white, thick cum. I quickly closed the video and went to a blank page to give my heart a break. I took a deep breath.  
 
    This was real. This was a real league with real fans and real penetration. And obviously it was making a lot of money if they could just toss five hundred bucks at me for less than ten minutes of work. I saw that they had a few affiliate sites: a straight oil wrestling league, a gay oil wrestling league, a lesbian oil wrestling league, and even a cosplay oil wrestling league. All the setups were the same, filmed in that parking garage basement, with the same big kiddy pools filled with the same goopy jelly.  
 
    Maybe I would get lucky. Maybe my video would get posted and then immediately get buried because it was boring. Or maybe the opposite would happen: maybe my video was going to end up going viral for some weird reason: Quick Cum Claire’s first victory over a male opponent. If she ended up becoming one of the site’s big names, then surely her ‘fans’ would watch her old content.  
 
    I had to close down the website after refreshing the page a thousand times. I couldn’t stand looking at it anymore. Soon my video would be up and everyone would be watching it. 
 
    My heart was racing. Sweat was forming all over my body. I suddenly felt nauseous when I stood up, so I remained sitting—but after a few minutes, even sitting made me sick, so I curled up on my couch and closed my eyes. I could suddenly taste that lubricant: gooey and a bit sweet. Was there still some on my lips? Did I not shower for long enough after I got home?  
 
    My head was spinning. I groaned and squirmed and then I jumped up to my feet and sprinted to the bathroom and threw up. After an hour in the bathroom, my appetite was gone even though my body was empty. I couldn’t eat breakfast or lunch or dinner, and then I couldn’t sleep, not being able to go a full ten minutes without running over to my computer to see if the new video was up yet. 
 
    And it was at 2:00 AM when the video went up. There I was: my face in the little video thumbnail. I felt dizzy. I nearly fell over. With a shaking hand I clicked on the video and watched through narrowed eyes as my scene began to play out. My heart rate sped up—faster and faster—as that big finale approached. I watched as we rolled around in the pool, and then I watched as she mounted me. Then my heart seemed to stop completely as the cameraman got the perfect shot of her cock sliding into my ass: zoomed in, getting all of the detail.  
 
    I looked so submissive when she began to thrust, as if I completely lost hope in winning—but to the audience it probably looked like I was just bending over for her, because that’s what I wanted. I hated to think that people were going to think that I let her beat me because I wanted her inside of me. I wanted to think that people wouldn’t think that—but that’s how it looked, even to me. Why wasn’t I fighting back? Why was I just letting her thrust in and out of me?  
 
    I looked up at Claire. She was smirking while fucking me. Her perky tits were bouncing and jiggling with each thrust. She was surprisingly cute. If it wasn’t for that cock, she would have looked like a real girl. 
 
    I closed the video and shut my computer down. But it wasn’t long before I reopened it to check the view count. In just an hour, thousands had watched the movie. Thousands of people, all over the world, had watched me getting plugged by a transgender oil wrestler.  
 
    “Oh God,” I groaned. That nausea was returning. I closed the computer again and thought about making a dash for the bathroom; I probably would have gone back to the bathroom had there actually been anything left inside of me to throw up.  
 
    I was starting to doze off. I had no energy after getting very little sleep the night before and eating no food through the day. I stumbled over to the couch and covered my face with a couch pillow. Then I took a deep breath, and suddenly it was morning. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    Ninety thousand views in twenty-four hours. It wasn’t going to break any website records—not even close—but I couldn’t help but imagine ninety thousand people standing in the same area; that’s a lot of people. And surely one of those people had seen me before; maybe they didn’t know me, and maybe they didn’t recognize me, but surely just one of them had walked by me before, or sat next to me on a bus. Surely a handful were from the same city as me—probability said so.  
 
    And every time I refreshed the video, that number increased. But luckily, it was slowing down. It was another twenty-four hours before it reached 150,000 views, and then another forty-eight hours before it reached 200,000. Then the views almost stopped completely as dozens of new videos appeared on the site, including one with Quick Cum Claire: her first defeat at the hands of another trans girl. I watched her defeat hesitantly, and was shocked by how graphic the fight was. Her opponent managed to pin her down and plunge her cock into Claire’s mouth. Claire squirmed, but ultimately lost the fight after getting flipped over and mounted.  
 
    But why was I watching? Why did I care?  How could I even be sure that I wasn’t watching some staged fight? Maybe most of the fights were staged. If they were all real, then the company was certainly toeing a fine line between consent and rape—even with their contracts and safe words.  
 
    I went to refresh my own video again, to make sure the views really had slowed to a halt, and then there was a dull knock at my door, making me spring to my feet. I quickly closed my computer screen and quietly approached the peephole. I recognized the thick man standing on the other side of the door: one of the debt collector goons. “Open up, Jim,” he said.  
 
    I took a deep breath and tried to remember how long it had been since I paid up. It felt like an anxious lifetime, but just a few quick moments at the same time. I opened the door. “What is it?” I said. 
 
    “I’m here for your weekly collection.” 
 
    “Has it been a week?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s been five days,” he said.  
 
    “Well I’ll have the money in two days,” I said. 
 
    “Will you really?” he said, rolling his eyes. “Because you’re still two weeks behind, so you technically owe us fifteen hundred. And you know what happens when you get three weeks behind—in two days from now?”  
 
    “I know, I know,” I said, remembering the last time I was told that my thumbs would be broken. “I’ll have the money.” But I still had no way of making five hundred bucks in just two days. “I’ll have the money. I’ll bring it to you. No need to come here.” 
 
    “Are we going to do this every week, Jim? Because if you fall further behind, we really will make your hands unusable for the rest of your life.”  
 
    My heart plunged into my stomach. “I’ll have the money. I’ll get caught up on the payments. Don’t worry about it.” 
 
    He stared into my eyes for a long minute, and then he shrugged his shoulders and shook his head. “I really don’t like breaking thumbs, so please figure it out.” He turned around and walked away, leaving me feeling cold on that doorstep, even though I was standing in direct sunlight.  
 
    I went back into my house and I locked my front door. Then I looked down at my hands and saw that they were shaking. How the hell was I going to make five hundred bucks in less than forty-eight hours? I looked around my apartment, and that’s when I spotted that card that had been included in the wad of cash: the card with the long Russian name. 
 
    I went to the bathroom and stared at myself in the mirror for a long moment. Then I bit my tongue and shook my head. I needed the money, so I made the call. 
 
    Nobody answered and there was no option to leave a message. Feeling defeated, I went to put my phone down on the counter, and then it rang. I picked it up. “Hello?” I said. 
 
    “Who is this?” his familiar voice said. 
 
    “This is Jim—from the other night.” 
 
    “Jim?” he said. “I’m afraid I don’t know a Jim.” 
 
    I paused for a moment. “I—uh—wrestled Claire, and—uh—lost.”  
 
    “So what do you want?” he asked. 
 
    “I need money,” I said.  
 
    “I’m not a bank,” he said. “If you want money, go to a bank.”  
 
    “I was thinking that—um—maybe I could wrestle again, for another five hundred dollars.”  
 
    “Do you think this is a charity?” he said. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I just thought… Danny told me that I could make some money with you, so I thought—” 
 
    “Danny?” he said. “You know Danny?” 
 
    “He’s my friend,” I said, even though it wasn’t entirely true. 
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry,” he said. “For Danny, I can bring you in. But look—I do a lot of favors for Danny. I owe Danny. But I’m still running a business here, and the reality is, people want to see more than what you gave us the other day. That was a five-minute scene and there really wasn’t much to it. It hasn’t been our worst video, but it’s definitely one of our bottom clips. If I’m going to bring you in, you need to give us more.”  
 
    “O—Okay,” I said. I was having a hard time understanding him because of the ringing in my ears.  
 
    “You need to give us longer fights, and if you could try to win, that would be ideal. You see—people like seeing our girls dominating guys, but they really want to see our girls getting dominated. Does that make sense?” 
 
    “You want me to… uh… dominate a girl?” I said. 
 
    “That would be better for ratings. But we don’t stage our fights, so you actually have to do it. And if you give us another lousy video—and by the way, we almost didn’t publish that video—then I won’t be picking up your calls. Got it?”  
 
    I nodded my head as if he could see me. “Okay,” I said. “I understand.” But it didn’t really matter because I had no intention of doing this again. After I got my next five hundred bucks, I was going to set myself straight. I was going to find a proper job and convince a bank to give me a proper loan to pay off my illegal loan.  
 
    “We’ll see you next week, maybe Wednesday night. Someone will pick you up, like last time.” 
 
    “No,” I said. “I—I need the money sooner. Can’t we do it tomorrow maybe?” 
 
    “Sooner?” he said. “We have a full slate. We can do next week. That’s me doing you a favor.” 
 
    “Please,” I said. “I really need the money now.” 
 
    “I told you: I’m not a bank. We’ll have someone pick you up on Wednesday. But I’ll tell you what. If someone drops out on me sooner, I’ll have you picked up sooner.”  
 
    “Okay,” I said softly, feeling defeated. I’d signed myself up for another oil wrestling match but I still had no way of paying my weekly debt. “Thank you.” 
 
    He hung up the phone. I fell onto my couch and sighed heavily. Then, after ten minutes of sulking, I went to my computer and desperately tried to find some last-minute handyman work, even though I was a terrible handyman and didn’t own any tools. I figured I could lie my way through a bit of work—at least enough to get some money. Maybe I could ask for money up front and then return it on Wednesday, after I got my oil wrestling payout.  
 
    But I couldn’t find anything on any website. I tried posting on Facebook and I tried making posts on various free websites. “Will do any work for money,” I wrote, but I got no takers. 
 
    I was pretty sure that I was doomed. It was late, so I crawled into bed. I closed my eyes and started to doze off, prepared to spend the whole night in some nightmare or another. Then suddenly, there was a dull pounding at my door.  
 
    Were they back to remind me that I only had a bit over twenty-four hours left to pay up? Or were they just coming to break my thumbs, knowing I wasn’t going to make my weekly payment? I sat up slowly. The fist pounded the door again. My stomach groaned and I stood up slowly. I approached the door, wearing nothing but boxers. The fist pounded the door again. I looked through the peephole and saw the burly figure.  
 
    Maybe I just needed to get the thumb breaking over with. Maybe they would leave me alone and let the debt remain unpaid if I just let them break my thumbs. I sighed, hesitated, and then I opened the door.

  

 
   
    CHAPTER V 
 
    Standing on my doorstep was one of the Russian man’s employees, not one of the loan shark goons. He looked down at me and said, “Your fight is in twenty minutes. Let’s go.” 
 
    I stood for a moment, unable to think of anything to say back. It seemed like a gift from God, and a curse at the same time. I didn’t want to get into the ring again, but I needed that money more than ever before. “What are you waiting for? Let’s go,” he said. “It’s my ass if you’re late.” 
 
    “Can I, uh, just put on some clothes?” I asked. 
 
    He shook his head. “There’s no time for that. Our guy cancelled last minute. The girl is already waiting. Dmitry is going to be furious if we don’t get there right now—so come on. Let’s move.” He turned around and started towards his black SUV. So I just followed, wearing nothing but my boxer shorts. It was a cold night. I wrapped my arms around myself and tried not to shiver. 
 
    Just like on the night of my first fight, everything was happening so fast. I hadn’t even closed the passenger door yet before we sped off down the road, tires squealing, probably waking a few people up at 1:30 AM. The man kept checking the time on his watch. “Shit,” he mumbled under his breath.  
 
    He sped through the quiet, empty city streets, back to that downtown parking garage. He came to a quick stop in that alleyway. “C’mon, let’s go,” he said, hopping out of the car. I felt suddenly vulnerable as I opened my door and looked down at that cold alley ground. I probably should have at least put on some shoes. I carefully stepped out, praying I wasn’t about to step on some used needle. 
 
    “What are you waiting for?” he called out. “Let’s go!” He pushed his key into that heavy metal door and pushed it open. I swear I could already smell the musty basement and the sweet-tinged lubricant. 
 
    We went down the stairs quickly. It was tough keeping up with him as he bounded down the stairs, sometimes skipping three steps at a time. The stairs were a bit slippery, probably from lube being tracked in and out of that oil wrestling league basement—so I clutched the rail as I tried to calm down my racing heart. 
 
    How did I end up here again? How did one little loan turn into this? A small amount of debt had flipped my life upside down completely. A couple of weeks ago, I was a normal person expecting a bonus at work. Now, I was a competitor in an underground transgender oil wrestling league.  
 
    The man led me through that first room where a fight was already underway, between two men. I only looked over for a quick second to see that one man was already winning, penetrating his opponent while pinning him hard to the edge of that pool. It looked uncomfortable and unnatural, so I quickly looked away, worried the sight would worsen my already tedious anxiety. We went through the Russian man’s office. The Russian man looked up at us. “I got here as quickly as I could,” my escort said. 
 
    “Don’t waste any more time,” said the Russian man, letting his accent slip again. “Get him in the ring. We have a schedule to uphold.” Then he looked at me. “Do me a favor and win. If we publish another video of you losing, people will start to think this whole thing is rigged—and that’s not good for business.” 
 
    “Come on,” my escort said, opening that second door. I hesitated, knowing I had one last chance to turn away. What was worse, wrestling a trans woman to the ground and sticking my cock inside of her, or getting my thumbs broken? Maybe I could just leave town. Maybe I could go live in the woods for the next few years, and then move to some other city with some other name. How bad could living in the woods be? Would it be worse than having to fuck a trans woman?  
 
    I looked through the door and saw the girl waiting for me. She had long brown hair and big shining eyes. She was smaller than me, but I knew that didn’t mean much. She had large breasts pushing against a tight white top. And her short shorts didn’t fully cover her round ass. At least she was cute. She was even my type—if it wasn’t for the cock that I knew she owned. 
 
    And how was I supposed to get hard? How was I going to get it up to stick it inside of her? Would they give me the money if I ended up losing? 
 
    “Come on!” shouted my escort, before the Russian man had a chance to.  
 
    So I went through that door. I walked towards that girl, who was now stretching and preparing to take me on in that pool of oil.  
 
    “Roll the cameras!” yelled the director before I even stepped into the pool. “Are they rolling? Action!” 
 
    “Today, Gigantic Georgia will try to defend her five-fight winning streak,” announced a nearby announcer. My heart fluttered. “Will she be able to extend her perfect record against male opponents?” It wasn’t a statistic that I wanted to hear, especially because I wasn’t entirely sure if I was going to get paid if I lost.  
 
    I looked down her body. She was fit, but thin. Her breasts were perfect: braless, with her nipples pushing hard against that tight white top. I looked down at her shorts and that’s when I noticed the tip of her cock, dangling down against her left leg. Did she know it was out? Was that part of her persona? My God, it was so big! It was nearly halfway down her thigh, and she was flaccid.  
 
    My lips parted and I looked back at the door. Maybe I really did need to leave.  
 
    “And here we go. Wrestlers ready? And fight!”  
 
    Georgia couched down into her action position. My head started spinning. I realized in that moment, as she began to approach me, that I never asked about the safe word.  
 
    “Hold on,” I said to her, but she ignored me, lunging at me. I jumped to the side, nearly slipping. I managed to dodge her attack. She fell down into the oil, giving me a perfect opportunity to attack, but instead I remained still, looking down at her as she awkwardly rushed onto her hands and knees, now soaked in lubricant.  
 
    I knew that I needed to fight her. I knew that I needed to get those shorts off and I needed to make myself hard and I needed to stick it in her—but how was I going to do it? How could I do any of it? I didn’t even know her, and I was straight! I liked women, and she was technically male—at least biologically speaking.  
 
    She rose to her feet and looked at me with a strange look, probably confused as to why I didn’t act when I had the chance. But that moment of silence only lasted a moment. She pounced towards me, and this time I was too slow to react. She wrapped her arms around me and took me down to the ground. Lubricant splashed in every direction as my body submerged. Now I could feel her big breasts rubbing against my chest as she tried to pin me. I tried to push her off, but now that my skin was all slippery (and hers too) I couldn’t get a proper hold on her. I felt her hand reach down to pull down my boxers. “No,” I said. The thought of winning wasn’t a great one—but the thought of losing was worse. I didn’t want to be penetrated again—not by that big cock, which I could now feel throbbing against my thigh. It was warm and I swear it was getting hard. Did that mean that she was aroused? Did she get off on wrestling men to the ground? 
 
    I couldn’t get a grip on her slippery skin, but I did manage to grab her top. I yanked hard to the side, pulling her off of me, and ripping her shirt. I was tempted to apologize, but I had a feeling she didn’t care. As she squirmed to recover, I knew I had to act. So I pounced on top of her, sitting down on her lower back and using my hands to keep her down. I didn’t push too hard, not wanting to drown her in the oil. 
 
    She squirmed but I had her pinned under my bodyweight. She groaned and kicked, but didn’t manage to get out. I knew I needed to do something. I needed to put on a good show so that they wouldn’t withhold the five hundred dollars I needed to save my thumbs. So I reached down and grabbed her white top. I pulled it up while she fought. I managed to pull it off completely with a bit of work.  
 
    But now I felt even more awkward, having just wrestled a girl’s top off.   
 
    There was a silence as she continued to squirm, trying to get out from underneath me. I looked down at her shorts. I knew I needed to take them off if I was going to attempt to win. I still wasn’t sure if I really wanted to win, but I knew I needed to keep the opportunity open. So I reached down and started to shimmy her shorts down. I had to stand up slightly to get them down to her thighs. Then she suddenly sprung to life, flipping herself over and exposing her breasts and her large cock. But because her shorts were around her knees, she couldn’t stand up. She started kicking her legs, trying to get the shorts off. But I knew I couldn’t let her get up to her feet. I had to keep my advantage of being on top, so while those shorts were around her ankles, I sat back down on her. I looked down at her oiled body, glistening as her tits jiggled on her chest. I could feel her cock underneath my ass. I closed my eyes for a moment, trying to remind myself that this was all for the money. She reached up to grab me and I instinctively grabbed both of her wrists, holding her in place. She wasn’t nearly as strong as Quick Cum Claire.  
 
    Now I was looking into her eyes, trying to decide what to do next. I had the advantage. I was in control. I couldn’t waste any more time. I looked down at her large breasts, which jiggled like the real thing, even though I knew they were most likely implants. As long as I kept her large cock covered, she looked like a girl: a beautiful, naked girl. And I knew that I could have sex with a girl for five hundred dollars—plus the winning bonus. And if she was on her stomach, I knew I wouldn’t be able to see that large cock. 
 
    So I flipped her over with relative ease. I used one hand to pull down my boxer shorts, exposing my own cock. And then I remembered that view count; sure, there were only five or six people in that dark cement room, but hundreds of thousands of people would be watching what the camera was now seeing.  
 
    My heart stuttered. I needed that money. 
 
    So I clenched my cock and began to massage it, hoping to get it hard. I had a hard time believing I would be able to get myself erect under the circumstances. But her whole body was amazing—despite that one piece that I couldn’t see, but I could feel. She was curvy. She was soft. I used my free hand to pull her ass cheeks apart, so I could see that glistening asshole. I looked down and saw that my cock was almost fully erect. Maybe I could do this after all. Maybe I would be able to win this battle. 
 
    She was still fighting, but my bodyweight was more than she could overpower. I pressed my cock down between her butt cheeks. I stroked up and down until my tip found that puckering hole. Then she suddenly stopped fighting, as if she actually wanted it. And maybe I wasn’t overpowering her as much as I thought. Maybe she wanted to lose. Maybe she wanted me to fuck her.  
 
    I started pushing into her. I felt her hole clench, and then I felt it release, allowing me to slip inside. She gasped. My heart fluttered. Maybe winning was a reality. Maybe I would leave with more money than I thought. I grabbed her firmly by the hips and I pressed in further. And then I paused as I remembered that she was a biological male. I was currently sticking my cock into a man’s asshole. It didn’t matter how many hormones she took or how many surgeries she underwent—that asshole was no different now than when she was a male.  
 
    I felt her hole clench around my shaft. I saw the camera moving in closer to get a good shot of the penetration. I closed my eyes for a moment. I needed that money. So I gripped her as firmly as I could and I pushed my cock deeper into her body. She gasped again before letting a cute whimper slip out from her lips. At least her noises were feminine. All of her little groans and whimpers sounded like they belonged to a woman. And her back had that nice feminine curve. Her hair was long. And I hadn’t forgotten those breasts. In fact, I now wanted to feel those breasts, just to get that feminine image back into my mind. I bent forward and reached around her, cupping both of her breasts with my hands. Then she suddenly pushed back like an angry bull, tossing me off of her. I fell down onto my back, no longer with my cock inside of her ass. 
 
    It took a moment to realize that I was no longer winning the fight. Now she was on her feet and I was still on my back. I looked up at her with wide, frightened eyes, and then she fell down on me, using her legs to push my legs apart. She pinned my wrists to the bottom of the pool, and now I was the one thrashing and trying to push her off of me. I looked down and saw that she was erect. Her cock was enormous, stretching beyond her belly button. It was as thick as her wrist, and her tip was nearly the size of her own clenched fist: like a third arm sticking out from between her legs.  
 
    I shook my head quickly but couldn’t must up any words. I was suddenly desperate for that safe word.  
 
    She didn’t have to grab her erection. She was able to aim it by moving her hips, sliding that tip down from my ball sack. “Please,” I managed to say, but it hardly came out as a whimper—she probably didn’t even hear it. I felt her tip press against my hole. I felt my skin turning cold. All of the muscles in my body were tensing up. 
 
    She pushed forward. Even though her cock was thick and massive, it didn’t seem to matter. There was so much gooey lubricant that there was nothing stopping that cock from entering my body. I gasped and clenched as her veiny log sunk into my body. Maybe I wasn’t going to win. Maybe I was going to leave that basement with nothing except for shame and humiliation.  
 
    She pushed in deep, stretching me wide. I tried so hard to clench, to stop her from going any deeper, but nothing could stop her. She had a grin on her face. Her breasts looked amazing dangling before me, but that didn’t stop the embarrassment from setting in.  
 
    I tried to turn my face away from the camera that was moving in to get my reaction. Georgia didn’t get the entirety of her footlong cock inside of me before she started thrusting. It didn’t hurt, thanks to all of the lubricant, but it didn’t feel quite right. I could feel my body stretching in ways that it wasn’t meant to stretch. I looked down at my stomach and I swear I could see a small lump on my abdomen every time she pushed in. I closed my eyes and let my head fall back. 
 
    And then I remembered that I desperately needed that money. I couldn’t let her win, even though she was moments away from winning. I needed to do everything I could to turn the tide of that battle. So with a loud grunt, using my hands and feet, I managed to push her off, sending her back against the edge of the pool. I felt bad when she grunted painfully, but I didn’t have any other choice. I scrambled up to my feet, now feeling strangely empty in my ass. I pounced on top of her and desperately tried to pin her wrists with my hands and her legs with my knees. After thirty seconds of awkward struggle, I got her pinned, and then I used her own technique to get my cock into her ass, aiming with my hips until my tip was touching her hole. I penetrated her quickly and started thrusting. She quickly started moaning, as if she liked it. 
 
    But now we were fucking missionary-style, so I could see her massive erection on her abdomen. No matter where I looked, it was always in my line of sight. I couldn’t let it deter me. I had to keep my focus on her breasts so that I could come. I had to watch them bounce and jiggle as she submitted to me. I was actually going to win! I was going to come inside of a transgender girl to earn more than five hundred dollars! 
 
    I thrusted for a good two minutes before she went completely limp and her moaning turned into pleasurable screaming. Her eyes closed and her head tilted back. Then my gaze started to drift down, from her breasts to that throbbing cock. It was harder now than ever: throbbing intensely as her tip tried to touch the bottoms of her breasts. I couldn’t look away—it was so mesmerizing. 
 
    Suddenly her body tensed up. Her face turned red and she said, “Oh my God!” I looked down just as her cock began to spray herself with her creamy load. My eyes widened. Was she really coming? Did I make her cum just by fucking her in the ass?  
 
    The sight was horrifying and amazing at the same time. It was a reminder that I wasn’t fucking a biological woman, but at the same time, it was strangely comforting to know that she was enjoying the fucking.  
 
    My skin tingled and a hot wave pulsed through me. I groaned and then I couldn’t hold back: I came inside of her, filling her with my hot load. I felt her asshole contract around my shaft, as if she was desperate to keep me inside, to make sure there wasn’t a drop of wasted cum.  
 
    “We have a winner!” the announcer shouted. And then he stepped into the ring to grab my hand. He pulled me up to my feet moments after the final gush entered her body. Then he lifted my hand into the air. The camera came in close to my face before panning down to my cock, which now had a drop of cum dangling from it.  
 
    The next ten minutes rushed by quickly. The director shouted cut, my escort pulled me aside and I put my boxers back on. Then he pulled me up those stairs and opened the car door for me before handing me a thick envelope. “I need to get you dropped off so I can go pick up the next fighter,” he said. 
 
    “O—Okay,” I said. My cock was still half-erect. My heart was still pounding with post-fight adrenaline. I wanted to find Georgia to apologize, though I wasn’t sure for what. But they were in such a rush that I didn’t get the opportunity. Ten minutes later, I was back in my apartment, now holding a thick wad of cash—enough to pay for two weeks of my debt.  
 
    I went to the mirror and looked at myself. I was shocked to see a big grin on my face, even though I knew the video was going to be more humiliating than the one before it. Georgia had a bigger following than Claire, and the video supposedly had more of what the show’s audience wanted. Soon, hundreds of thousands would be watching me getting both fucked by a hung trans girl, and me fucking a hung trans girl. And surely it was just a matter of time before that video ended up before the eyes of someone that knew me. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I took that money straight to the loan shark in the morning. He counted all of it and then he looked at me with a smile. “You’re still a week behind, but it looks like you’re on the right track.”  
 
    I smiled and bit my tongue. “I’ll be paid off in no time,” I said. And it was true: that morning, I’d gotten an e-mail from a potential employer that I’d contacted a couple of weeks before. They had an employee quit and they needed an immediate replacement. They were willing to bring me on without even an interview, just based on my resume. I was going to start in a day, and the pay was great—even better than my last job. 
 
    Things were suddenly looking up for me. It almost seemed like my month from hell was suddenly over and now I was in for a month of bliss. I knew that I could pay off all of my debt by the end of the month if I did a good job of saving up my money, which meant no more worrying about broken thumbs. And to make matters even better, I woke up to a notice in my mailbox, saying that the city had rezoned my neighborhood to allow for two story houses. It was big news, because it meant investors would soon be paying big money to buy houses like mine, which I bought years ago for almost nothing.  
 
    So of course I had a big smile on my face as I walked away from the loan shark’s house. I hopped into my little car and I puttered off towards the mall, to buy myself a couple of new shirts to wear to my new job.  
 
    The day was going perfectly. I found some great deals on some great shirts, a cute girl started flirting with me in one of the stores (I got her phone number), and I had one of the best lunches of my life at a little restaurant next to the mall. Then, as I was walking towards my car to go home, my blissful day came to an abrupt end.  
 
    I looked to my left and saw a man staring at me. He was alone—a middle-aged man with glasses. I forced a smile and said, “Hey there. Do you need something?” 
 
    And then he kept on staring at me. He looked around and took a few steps closer to me. Now I was starting to freak out, thinking he was some lunatic who was about to stab me to steal the shirts I’d just purchased at the mall.  
 
    “Hey man,” I said. “What’s up?” I took a step back. 
 
    “Hey,” he finally said. He looked around again to make sure nobody was within earshot. “What was she like?” 
 
    “Huh?” I said. Now my heart was pounding hard. 
 
    “Claire. She’s my favorite. What was she like?”  
 
    My heart stopped for a long moment. I felt the color draining from my face. My tongue was becoming numb. “What?” I said. 
 
    “Claire,” he said again. “I’ve been a fan since she was introduced. What’s she like? Is she nice in real life? Do you film here in town?” He took another step closer to me. I stumbled back.  
 
    “I have to go,” I said. I scurried into my car and quickly fired up the engine and sped off. My heart wouldn’t stop pounding. How did he recognize me so easily? Was the new video even up yet, or did he just recognize me from my video with Claire? And if they were expecting way more views with this newest fight, would I end up being recognized way more easily?  
 
    “Oh God,” I muttered to myself.  
 
    When I got home, I tried calling the Russian, but he didn’t pick up. I wanted to beg him not to put up the video. I wanted to tell him I would pay his money back as soon as I got my first paycheque—I would even pay Georgia, as long as that video stayed offline. 
 
    I called again and again. I couldn’t have that video go up, or my future would be ruined.  
 
    Finally, after ten attempts, I got through to him. “What the hell do you want?” he asked. 
 
    “That video we shot yesterday,” I said. “It can’t go up. Please don’t put it up.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “I just don’t want it up,” I said. “I’ll pay you back. I’ll pay Georgia too—and the camera guy. How much? Fifteen hundred for everyone?” 
 
    He was silent for a moment. “Georgia was paid three grand for the fight. We pay our girls much more than our boys—a good, convincing trans girl is hard to find, so we have to pay them well. Our camera man makes five hundred per fight, and then the editing—which is done—is another thousand. So the total cost of what we’ve already paid is around five thousand dollars. But that’s not what you would have to pay for that video to stay offline. That video will make us about fifty thousand dollars, so that’s the amount I would need you to pay—at the very least.”  
 
    “F—Fifty thousand dollars?” I said. 
 
    “Do you have that kind of money? Something tells me that you don’t, seeing as you were just here groveling for cash.”  
 
    I was suddenly speechless. Was he really going to make that much cash off of my video?  
 
    “Well? Do you?” he asked. 
 
    “No, sir,” I said. And I knew that I would never have that kind of money. I didn’t want to go through being in debt to scary people again—maybe they even used the same loan shark that I’d been stuck with for months. “It’s okay. Forget that I called.” 
 
    “I’ve already forgotten,” he said, and then he hung up on me. Now my whole body was tingling. It wasn’t even an hour before I found myself on that website, refreshing the page over and over until my movie popped up. 
 
    And it wasn’t long after it popped up before the views started pouring in, much faster than in my first video with Claire.  
 
    I knew that my reputation was doomed. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    The paranoia didn’t go away. Day after day, I would catch people looking at me—usually men, usually from across large spaces. There was one man in my new office who couldn’t seem to help himself; I caught him looking at me a dozen times just on my first day. 
 
    I was too afraid to ask him why he kept looking at me. I tried to convince myself that he was just interested because I was new to the office, and that particular office supposedly had the same crew of employees for many years. I was the first ‘new guy’ in almost half a decade.  
 
    But it seemed inevitable that he knew, especially once that video passed two million views in just a week. Two million people—that was the entire population of my province! And how many of those people were from my province? I knew there was at least one because I met him in a parking lot. Surely there were many more.  
 
    I stopped going out, unable to handle the anxiety of people looking over at me. I tried to calm myself down by reminding myself that, if they recognized me, it meant that they were online watching strange transgender oil wrestling pornography; they couldn’t really judge me—and maybe that’s why nobody was approaching me or reaching out to my friends or family members.  
 
    But still, it seemed like it was only a matter of time.  
 
    I was getting very little sleep, constantly checking my social media pages, expecting to see that first message: ‘Jim, what the hell is this!?’ It was just a matter of time. That video was getting about a thousand views every hour, and it had been up for over a week.  
 
    It was 3:00 AM on a Tuesday night and I was wide-awake, staring at my ceiling, wishing I could get into a time machine and choose a pair of broken thumbs over this horrible anxiety and humiliation. I hardly used my thumbs anyway—I was more of a single finger typer, and I hadn’t played the piano in almost ten years.  
 
    I started dozing off around 3:30 AM, but I didn’t fall asleep before there was a heavy pounding at my door. I froze in my bed and listened carefully, suddenly worried that I’d missed a payment on my debt. The person knocked again without even waiting a full ten seconds. 
 
    I sat up. My heart started pounding. I was sure that I paid my weekly debt. I was almost caught up on my payments. Why wouldn’t they leave me alone?  
 
    I got up and slipped into a t-shirt and a pair of sweatpants while the pounding continued. Then I went to the peephole and saw the burly silhouette of a tall man before opening the door a crack. “Let’s go,” said the man. I didn’t recognize him. 
 
    “Go where?” I said. 
 
    “You’re scheduled to fight in forty minutes,” he said. “So let’s go.” 
 
    “Fight?” I said. “What fight? You mean an oil wrestling fight?” 
 
    “That’s right,” he said. “Let’s go.”  
 
    “But I didn’t ask to do another fight. I don’t need the money. I’m fine now.” 
 
    The man just stared at me.  
 
    “So you can go,” I said. “But thanks for the opportunity.” 
 
    I tried to close the door, but he stopped it with his foot. “No, you’re coming with me. That’s not how this works.” 
 
    “What do you mean, it’s not how this works?” I said. 
 
    “When you signed that contract, you agreed to participate in a full season, or until Dmitry decided to pull you from the roster.”  
 
    “A full season? What are you talking about?” I said. 
 
    “You can’t just win a fight and then drop out,” he said. “That would screw up the whole schedule. You need to finish the season.” 
 
    “B—But I don’t want to,” I said. 
 
    “Too bad. That’s what you agreed to. Now come on, before you get my ass in trouble.” He turned around and started towards his car. I remained still, beginning to tremble. I didn’t want to end up worried about my life or my thumbs again. I knew I had no choice. I knew that I signed that contract. 
 
    But there was something tingling inside of me—something worse than the fear and anxiety. It was excitement. I caught myself trying not to smile as I thought about betting back into the ring with another beautiful trans girl. Over the past week, those peculiar fantasies had drifted into my head. Every time I decided to rub one out in the shower, Claire’s beautiful face came into my mind, and it wasn’t long before Georgia’s gigantic cock slipped into my head as well.  
 
    I knew it wasn’t normal to fantasize about trans girls, but I didn’t feel so bad about it knowing that there were millions of other people in the world who obviously had similar fantasies—why else were they watching those videos?  
 
    And it was hard not to fantasize after feeling them: feeling those long shafts inside of my body, and feeling their tight holes around my own cock. They had soft skin and perfect breasts. They were curvy, just like real girls.  
 
    I slipped into the car with my new escort, and we instantly started speeding off towards that parking garage.  
 
    “Who will I be fighting?” I asked. 
 
    “Betsy,” he said without looking back at me. 
 
    I bit my tongue to stop the smile from coming onto my face. Why was I so excited? Why did I care who I was fighting? Where was this suddenly giddiness coming from? I tried to remind myself that I was straight, and that I didn’t actually want to fuck or get fucked by a trans girl—but it didn’t seem to matter how hard I tried, because deep down, I knew that it was what I wanted. 
 
    I followed the escort down the stairs and past the first ring, where a couple of lesbians were fighting with strap-on dildos. I went into Dmitry’s office and signed a quick form before finding myself face-to-face with Betsy Big Loads. I’d watched a few of her videos online. She was a good fighter with a killer body. Her big breasts were amazing, the way they bounced and jiggled when she moved—even now as she warmed up by doing a few jumps in her little bikini. She liked to press her breasts against her opponents’ faces when she pinned them—and I couldn’t wait.  
 
    I wanted to lose to her. I wanted to feel her inside of me and I wanted to feel one of her famous ‘big loads’. But at the same time, I wanted to win because I knew that if I lost, I might not get invited back. There were only a few men in that league. 
 
    But maybe losing was the best thing that could happen. Maybe I did need to get thrown out of the league before my face ended up in too many videos. The last thing I needed was to go viral. But there were still so many girls I wanted to roll around with. There were so many girls I wanted to feel inside of me, and so many girls I wanted to fill with my own load. 
 
    “Okay, let’s get the cameras rolling, and let’s get our wrestlers in the ring,” said the director. I stepped into that slippery pool and Betsy did the same thing.  
 
    The next ten minutes went by quickly and blissfully. We started by wrestling awkwardly on our feet, until I managed to get her bikini top off. Then she managed to pin me down, and I got to feel her large, heavy breasts on my face—though it was hard to breathe as she pushed me further and further down into the oil. She ripped off my boxers and got herself hard by rubbing her cock against mine. She even grabbed my cock with a firm grip at one point, obviously needing to feel a cock to get aroused.  
 
    But I was hard before her. I was hard before she even got my boxers off. And as she rubbed my cock to make herself hard, I was worried I was going to come and lose the battle before it even began. I bit hard on my tongue. I didn’t want to end up coming faster than Quick Cum Claire—though there was an obvious advantage to being able to come quickly—if I could just get out from underneath her curvy body. 
 
    I managed to flip her over, onto her back. I pinned her down and pushed my cock between her butt cheeks while she squirmed. But she pulled a quick and surprising move on me, pushing her shaft down and sinking it straight into my butthole before I could get my cock into hers. I gasped and she grinned. She may have been beneath me, but she was inside of me. I tried to stand up, but she used her arms to hold me still, hugging me against her stacked breasts.  
 
    I squired as she started to thrust quickly, pushing her long shaft deep into my body. I loved it, but I didn’t want to lose, and I didn’t exactly love being humiliated like that for millions to see. 
 
    So I pushed off of her and slipped out from her slippery grip. I fell back and then quickly scrambled to my feet. I pounced on top of her before she could get up, and this time I made sure to flip her over so she wouldn’t be able to pull a quick move on me like before. Then I pushed my cock quickly into her ass, making her scream. I pumped hard and fast, and I came within thirty seconds—though she almost came before me (and it was my own fault) because I reached around and grabbed her stiff erection. I beat it hard and fast while I fucked her from behind. She ended up coming while I was finishing inside of her.  
 
    I won another match. I was given another thousand dollars before being escorted back to my home. I brought that thousand dollars to my loan shark the next morning, putting myself ahead of my payments. He looked at me with narrowed eyes. “Where are you getting all of this spare cash?” he asked. 
 
    “Just a little side hustle,” I said. 
 
    “Doing what?” 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders.  
 
    “Alright. Well be sure not to miss any more payments.” 
 
    I didn’t miss any more payments. A week later, I paid off the loan completely, including the interest, thanks to another fight that I won against a newcomer girl named T-Girl Theresa. It was my longest fight yet. We were both on top multiple times, penetrating each other over and over as we wrestled to be on top. I ended up winning after getting her pinned awkwardly, and luckily, I was so aroused that I only needed a few pumps to get off inside of her asshole. She wasn’t too upset though. After the fight, we slipped into the shower room together and she asked me to suck her off. “You got me so hard,” she said. “The least you can do is finish me off.”  
 
    I’d never sucked a cock before, but I liked it. I liked the feeling of her throbbing girth resting on my tongue. I loved it when she finally came, spewing her sweet substance all over the inside of my mouth. I stood up and we kissed. She tasted a bit of her own cum before looking into my eyes. “You know, you would make a pretty girl.” 
 
    I caught myself blushing. “Oh, I don’t know about that.” 
 
    “How much did they pay you for this?” 
 
    “A thousand bucks,” I told her. 
 
    She giggled. “They gave me five grand for this. I would have gotten another grand if I won—but that’s okay. I’ll win the next one.”  
 
    My heart stuttered. I couldn’t even imagine making five grand in a night. But I wasn’t so sure that I could make a convincing woman. Besides, I liked being the guy who got to roll around with the trans girls. I liked being on top and I liked being on bottom. I liked winning and losing. 
 
    But I wasn’t so fond of the attention I was getting. I had another person approach me in the street. “I like your work,” he whispered to me before turning and heading off in another direction. My anxiety level shot through the roof and I started noticing glancing faces in every direction, no matter where I went. Between all of my videos, I’d accumulated almost ten million views, and that number was climbing every single day.  
 
     It was a few weeks later when I stopped worrying so much about the looks I was getting, and the occasional comment. No one ever had anything mean to say; in fact, most people seemed jealous. People seemed to admire me for what I was doing on the side. And I had to admit: I found myself looking forward to each new fight. Sometimes I would lay awake in bed, hoping there would be a knock at my door. 
 
    I even started loving it when people would come up and say things like, “Your last fight was awesome.”  
 
    But the best comment I got came near the end of that first season, after I was eliminated from the quarter-finals by Quick Cum Claire, who beat me in our rematch (she pulled out and coated me with her sticky load). “You did great this season,” the stranger said to me with a red-cheeked smile. 
 
    “Thanks,” I said. 
 
    “Will you come back for season two?” he asked.  
 
    THE END 
 
    

  

 
   
    THE GIRL BEHIND THE SCREEN 
 
    Larry has a crush, but he’s never met her in person. He met Katt one day on his computer while playing an online video game. They started flirting. After that, gaming together, flirting, and sharing dirty pictures became a nightly ritual. 
 
    One night, during a teasing conversation, Katt lets it slip that she lives in the same city as him. In fact, she’s just down the road. “Should we meet up?” Larry suggests. Katt is hesitant at first, suddenly not so flirtatious and outgoing. Katt has a big secret that she doesn’t want Larry to know about, but at the same time, she has urges that she just can’t help. And Larry isn’t about to say no when Katt suggests getting on her knees for him in a dark park, in the middle of the night.  
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER I 
 
    It wasn’t my favorite video game. In fact, I wasn’t much of a gamer, but I played from time to time when I didn’t have much else to do. But that night, I logged into the game because I saw that she was online and searching for a match. “Can I join?” I messaged quickly, before the game found her a match. 
 
    “Let me just cancel this search,” she replied in the little chat window. A minute later, I received the invitation to join her party: a party of one turned into a party of two. My heart bounced and I bit my lip gently with eager anticipation. 
 
    I met her the night before when I logged into that game out of boredom. She was on my team in my first match, playing with the girliest avatar I’d ever seen: the game’s only girl character with a custom pink outfit and cute little wings, which she must have unlocked from some special event, because I’d never seen anyone else with the same little wings before. 
 
    Her avatar was cute, but it was her voice that got my mind racing. She had this cute little giggle, every time she took out a bad guy. She took out a sniper who was just about to take me out. “Good shot, girl,” I said. 
 
    “Thanks,” she said. “You sound cute.” 
 
    Her little flirtation took me by surprise. “I was just thinking the same about you,” I said. 
 
    She giggled again. For a moment, I was worried that I was starting to flirt with some thirteen-year-old girl. So I asked, “How old are you? I hope you don’t mind me asking.” 
 
    “I just turned eighteen,” she said. She giggled once again. “Why do you want to know?”  
 
    “Well, I was going to say that you sound sexy, but I don’t want to have my door knocked down by some sort of task force.” 
 
    “You’re funny,” she said. 
 
    We didn’t do very well in the match. As we started flirting more and more, our kills slowed down.  
 
    “Okay, lovebirds,” said one of our randomly matched teammates. “Try to focus for five minutes. You can make out after the game.”  
 
    I felt my cheeks turning red. I’d never flirted with a girl online before. In fact, I’d never flirted with any girl before. I’d always been too shy. I’d only talked to a few girls in my lifetime, and I only ever had one girlfriend: Fran Hart, the little blonde I went on three dates with when I was fourteen. She turned out to be a lesbian, and for many years I was convinced that it was because I was such a lousy kisser.  
 
    “It was nice playing with you,” she said to me as the game ended and the final score came on the screen. We lost badly, but my heart was racing with flirtatious excitement.  
 
    “It was great playing with you, beautiful,” I said. I felt my face turn even redder. Maybe it was the confidence from the liquor. I’d been out earlier in the night, drinking with some friends. When I got home, I poured myself another stiff drink to keep the buzz going. Maybe I got a little carried away.  
 
    We played two more games together, flirting the whole time. “Want to know something?” she said, halfway through our next game. 
 
    “What’s that?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m playing naked right now,” she said with a small giggle. 
 
    “Really?”  
 
    “Yeah,” she said.  
 
    “You should send me a picture,” I said. 
 
    “Why? What would you do with it?” she asked with a sly voice. Now we were in a private chat channel, and our teammates weren’t thrilled about it. Once again, we were losing. And once again, I didn’t care.  
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. 
 
    “Tell me, and maybe I’ll send you something,” she said. 
 
    “I’d log off for a couple of minutes, stare longingly at your body, and then I would log back on,” I said. 
 
    She giggled. “Okay,” she said. The match ended and she said, “Be right back.” It was a minute later when an image appeared in our chat window. I clicked the download button, and then my heart skipped a beat when I saw the picture of her naked lower half, with her hand pressed between her thighs to cover her shaved pussy.  
 
    “If you come, send me a picture,” she said in the chat window—probably too shy to say the words out loud over the microphone. 
 
    I remained frozen for a moment, trying to wrap my head around what she was asking me to do. I’d never taken a ‘dick pic’ before. I’d never even taken a picture of myself with my shirt off. But I couldn’t let her down. I liked the rush of feeling naughty. So I turned off my microphone and I unzipped my pants. I grabbed my cock, which was already rock hard, and then I began to stroke it, staring at that picture of her amazing legs and her crotch, which was barely covered by her pretty fingers. I squeezed tight and my body tingled all over. I groaned and squirmed, and then I felt it coming, in less than a minute of stroking. I quickly grabbed my phone and aimed it at my cock. The picture I got was blurry, because I was just starting to come—but you could make out the important details: my erection, and the white stuff ejaculating out of it.  
 
    I groaned and my legs shook as I unloaded all over my own stomach. I felt so naughty and so energized. But the real rush came when I put that picture in our chat window and hovered my cursor over the ‘send’ button. I took a deep breath. My skin tingled and I took a deep breath. Then I pressed send.  
 
    She was inactive for a moment. Then I saw that it said that she saw my message. Then I saw that she was typing a reply. I was on the edge of my seat, shaking with nervous anticipation. What if she was grossed out? What if I just ruined a good thing? Did she really want me to beat off to her picture?  
 
    She suddenly stopped typing her message. The little bubble with the three dots went away and I felt my skin suddenly turning pale. 
 
    “I like your big dick,” she said through her microphone, with that seductive voice. “You didn’t mention that you had a big dick.”  
 
    I cleared my throat and took a deep breath. “I don’t like to brag,” I said with a small grin. Now my face was turning dark red all over again.  
 
    I was ‘sexting’ for the first time in my life, and I liked it. We ended up playing together for another two hours, until she said, “I have to go to class tomorrow. Maybe we can play again another time.” 
 
    “I hope so,” I said. She went offline and I jumped from my seat and nearly cheered out, even though it was nearly 2:00 AM. I was so excited. I felt like I had a girlfriend, even though I had no idea what she looked like, no idea what her name was, and no idea where in the world she even lived.  
 
    I could hardly sleep that night because I was so thrilled. So when I saw her online again the next night, I obviously chatted her up right away. And I was so excited to end up back in that party of two, searching for a game that we would probably lose while we flirted and talked dirty.  
 
    “Send me another picture of that big cock,” she said. 
 
    So I sent her a picture of my naked, erect bottom half. “Cute,” she said. My face was red all over again. 
 
    “Send me a picture of you,” I said. 
 
    “What part of me?” she asked. 
 
    “All of you. I want to see what you look like,” I said. 
 
    “You’re making me blush,” she said.  
 
    “I imagine you’re amazingly beautiful,” I said. 
 
    “Maybe,” she said. “But what if I’m hideous? What if I have a face of acne, and no tits at all?” 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t mind small tits on a girl,” I said. 
 
    “But what if I have, like, no tits—like smaller than A-cup tits?”  
 
    “That’s fine,” I said. “I like girls of all shapes and sizes.”  
 
    She sent a picture of her naked torso. She was covering one of her breasts with her shy hand. She really did have small breasts—but I think they were bigger than A-cups… maybe a B-cup, but not big enough to ever need a bra. “They’re cute—and sexy,” I said. “I like them.”  
 
    She sent another picture of her rolling her nipple gently between her thumb and pointer finger. “Prove it,” she said.  
 
    “Prove it?” 
 
    “How fast can you come using just that picture I sent? Send me a picture. I’m timing you.”  
 
    I pulled my cock out and it didn’t take long. Her body was just my type: petite, soft, with a few curves to make my head spin. I came quickly. This time I was more prepared, leaning back to make sure all of the cum ended up on my bellybutton, so I could easily wipe it up (it had made a mess of my pants the night before).  
 
    “Two minutes,” she said. “Not bad. Though I hope you would last a little bit longer inside of me.” She giggled—that amazing giggle.  
 
    And we did it again the next night: flirting for an hour before exchanging naughty photos. This time she sent me a photo of her asshole as she spread her butt cheeks with both hands. The photo made me mental with lust. I could see the bulge of her sweet pussy in her tight thong, and I loved that she was wearing a schoolgirl skirt, which she had flipped onto her back for the photo.  
 
    “I bought something,” she said the next night. “It just came in the mail. Want to play with it?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s a toy for people in long-distance relationships,” she said. My heart fluttered. Were we in a long-distance relationship? I still didn’t even know her name or where she lived. I hadn’t thought to ask; every time we got in a party together, I went straight to complimenting her and flirting with her. It’s hard getting to know somebody when all you can think about is how sexy they are.  
 
    I stuttered. “How does it work?” I asked. 
 
    “Well,” she said. “I stick it into my body, and then you control it using an app on your phone. You have to download the app. It’s free.” She sent me a link. The app was simple, with a digital dial that went from one to ten, and a button that said ‘BUZZ’. “It’s in me. Try it out,” she said. So I pressed the buzz button and she let a little gasp slip a second later. “It works,” she said. 
 
    “Really? Are you sure?” 
 
    “Try a little pattern,” she said. So I did ‘Jingle Bells’ by pressing the buzz button over and over.  
 
    “Jingle Bells?” she said after letting a little moan slip. “It feels good too.”  
 
    I turned it up to three from one and pressed the button again, this time holding it down for ten long seconds. She made a moan that made my heart flutter. “Let’s play a game. You can work the app while playing a game, right?” she asked. 
 
    “I don’t see why not,” I said. I had my pants down so that my stiff erection could breathe. We’d only won a single game since we’d started playing together. My rank had dropped dramatically and her rank didn’t look so good either.  
 
    But I couldn’t help but wonder if she had others guys that she fooled around with. Maybe I wasn’t her only e-fling. Maybe she finished with one guy and then moved onto the next. Or what if she was scamming me? What if she was sending me pictures of some girl she found online, and she was going to blackmail me with the naked photos that I was sending her? Was I being catfished? Was I going to regret this relationship?  
 
    I tried not to think of any other guys. I tried to give her the benefit of the doubt. But it was hard not to think of worst-case-scenarios, so I decided to do a bit of investigating. I pulled open Facebook while the game was finding us a new match. “I can’t believe we’ve been doing this for almost a week and I don’t even know your name,” I said. 
 
    “You know my name,” she said. “It’s Sniper Kitty 29.” 
 
    I laughed. “I know your screen name. What’s your real name?” 
 
    She was silent for a moment, making my anxiety even worse. “My real name?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “It’s Katt,” she said.  
 
    “Kitty Katt,” I said. “Nice.” 
 
    I typed Katt into the Facebook search field. “And what’s your last name?” 
 
    “Are you going to start stalking me now?” she asked with a sly giggle.  
 
    “No. I just want to know the name of the girl I’m talking to. Is that so crazy?” I asked. 
 
    “What’s your name?” she asked. 
 
    Suddenly I became tense. If she was blackmailing me, was it smart to give her my real name?  Maybe she had my naked pictures, but she had no idea who those pictures really belonged to. So I gave her a fake name. “It’s Barry,” I said. It wasn’t too far off of my real name: Larry.  
 
    “What’s your last name, Barry?” she asked. 
 
    “Leckman,” I said, changing one letter from my real last name of Heckman.  
 
    “Barry Leckman huh?” she said.  
 
    “What’s your last name?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s Mariner,” she said. “Katt Mariner.”  
 
    I quietly typed the name into Facebook, hoping my microphone wouldn’t pick up my pattering keys. But there were no results for any Katt Mariner. Maybe the name was fake, or maybe she didn’t actually have a Facebook page.  
 
    “I like that name,” I said as I went to Google to perform a new search, hoping to find some information about her. But I could find nothing, making me think that she really was giving me a fake name. 
 
    “Do you still have that app?” she asked. 
 
    “Of course I do,” I said. 
 
    “Want to turn it on for our next match?” 
 
    “Sure,” I said. My anxiety suddenly fluttered away as the opportunity came up to get flirty and sexy with my possible online girlfriend. But once she logged off that night, around 2:00 AM, I found myself scouring websites, trying to find any mention of the name Katt Mariner.  
 
    I found nothing—not a single mention of any Katt Mariner. It seemed like she didn’t even exist. I’d never met anyone with zero online presence before, so I could only assume she’d given me a fake name. Maybe she was catfishing me, or maybe she just had the same reaction that I had when she asked for my name. Maybe she was worried about me, so she was just being safe.  
 
    The mystery didn’t stop me from getting excited when I saw that she was online the very next night.  
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I was a bit quiet during that next night. We flirted a little bit, but I had a hard time thinking of what to say, worried that I was being played. “Is everything okay?” she asked me. 
 
    “Yeah. I’m a bit tired, but I’m okay,” I said. 
 
    “Okay,” she said. And then she became a bit quiet. Long pockets of silence made my heart drop into my stomach. I hated to think that my sudden lack of enthusiasm was jeopardizing our relationship. So I forced myself to be more outgoing. 
 
    “Send me a picture of your body,” I said. 
 
    She took a minute before sending a shot. She was naked, in her computer chair, with her hand tucked between her thighs to cover her pussy. “Send me a shot of your pussy,” I said quietly, even though I knew that my parents weren’t home.  
 
    “It looks like every other pussy,” she said back. “Aren’t my titties good enough for you?” She sounded strangely shy—a tone I hadn’t heard from her before.  
 
    “What about your face?” I said. “Or are you going to tell me that it just looks like every other face?” 
 
    “Why do you need to see my face?” she asked, sounding even shier. Her voice was quiet now—almost a whisper.  
 
    “Because I have a beautiful image in my head and I want to see it in real life.” 
 
    “What if you don’t think I’m beautiful?” she said. 
 
    “I really doubt that,” I said. 
 
    “You never know,” she said. “I could be hideous.” 
 
    “Show me your face,” I said. “And I’ll decide. But I already know that I’ll think you’re gorgeous.”  
 
    There was a long silence. “Are you there, Katt?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m here,” she said.  
 
    “What’s up?” I said. 
 
    “I’m trying to get a picture,” she said in that soft, shy voice.  
 
    My heart fluttered and my body became tense. I was finally going to get an image to go with the voice. I waited on the edge of my computer chair, staring at that chat window, waiting for an image to pop up. I took a number of deep breaths, trying not to breathe too loudly, so I wouldn’t sound weird on the microphone. 
 
    Then suddenly the image popped up. I had to click on it to download it. I bit down hard on my tongue and then the picture came up. 
 
    It wasn’t her whole face: just the top half, above her nose. She had her sweater pulled up over her mouth and the tip of her nose, and even her cheekbones were being hidden by the fingers of both of her hands. She had big, stunning eyes, and long hair which was pulled back into a cute French braid. Her skin was soft and flawless. Her eyelashes were long and thick.  
 
    “Well?” she said quietly. 
 
    “You look amazing,” I said. “Why do you look so shy?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” she said.  
 
    “Send me a picture of your whole face.” 
 
    A minute later, she sent the full picture. She wasn’t looking into the lens this time. Instead, she was looking down, shyly at the floor as she bit her plump lip. I couldn’t figure out why she was so shy. She was absolutely stunning—assuming the picture was really her.  
 
    “You’re beautiful,” I said.  
 
    “Oh stop,” she said. “Now I’m starting to think you’re a big liar.” 
 
    “I’m not lying,” I said. “You’re gorgeous.”  
 
    “Show me your picture.” 
 
    I tried to get a flattering shot of myself, but I was suddenly self-conscious, now that I knew how stunning she was. I was worried that she would see my face and realize how out of my league she was. I took a number of different shots. “Are you going to send one or not?” she asked. 
 
    “Hold on.” 
 
    I finally got a decent shot of me smiling. I felt awkward sending it. 
 
    “Awe, you’re cute,” she said.  
 
    “Really?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” she said. There was a long silence. “I wish you were here with me.”  
 
    “I wish you were here with me,” I said back.  
 
    “Well maybe one day you’ll visit Halifax and we can fool around in real life.” 
 
    I froze. 
 
    “Halifax?” I said. 
 
    “Yeah. It’s in Canada. That’s where I live.” 
 
    “I live in Halifax,” I said. 
 
    Now she was silent. “Wait. Actually?”  
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “On the North End. Where are you?” 
 
    Again, she was silent. “I’m on the North End too.”  
 
    “Seriously?” I said. If she really was on the North End, then there was a good chance that we went to the same high school. In fact, it was unlikely that we went to different schools. But I knew that there was no Katt Mariner in my school. “Should we meet up?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s late,” she said. 
 
    “Maybe tomorrow,” I said. Though I was actually terrified of being with her in person—worried that she would make me so shy that I wouldn’t be able to say a single word. 
 
    “I’m busy tomorrow,” she said after a long silence. “I have class all day, and then I’m supposed to go out for a dinner.” 
 
    “What about the weekend?” I asked. I could feel my face getting hotter and hotter. I had a feeling that she was regretting telling me where she lived. 
 
    “This weekend I’ll be out of town,” she said.  
 
    I stopped prodding. “Want to play another game?” I asked. 
 
    “I do—but I really should be getting to bed,” she said. 
 
    “Okay. I guess I’ll see you later then.”  
 
    “Goodnight Barry.” She went offline, leaving me feeling strangely sick. The conversation had gone completely wrong. Now I knew her face and I knew where she lived—and I was pretty sure that she was now completely turned off of me. Maybe it was my picture, or maybe it was my prodding. Maybe she liked feeling anonymous. Maybe she was too shy to meet in person.  
 
    I had a hard time sleeping that night, and then a harder time sleeping the next night when she didn’t log on for the first time in a week. I reminded myself that she mentioned having a dinner to go to. Then she didn’t log on the next night and I started to worry that I’d ruined our fun little relationship. Maybe I pushed it too hard. Maybe I tried to make things move too quickly, or maybe I had the wrong idea all along.  
 
    I found myself looking at her pictures again—all of the pictures that she’d sent me. And it was while looking at the most recent one of her face that I noticed her bedroom window. And out her bedroom window I recognized a structure: a distant lighthouse statue that was only a few blocks from my house.  
 
    It was Sunday afternoon. I saved that photo to my phone and then I hiked down to that statue. I stopped at the base of the statue and looked around, trying to figure out the exact side that the picture was taken from. I managed to locate a row of houses that were legitimate possibilities. Katt could have been inside one of those houses. 
 
    My body tingled. I felt suddenly like a crazed stalker. I wasn’t trying to track her down so I could do anything weird. I was just trying to see if she was real. Or was I trying to get in contact with her? I had no way of contacting her outside of that game, and even in the game, I could only message her when she was online.  
 
    But now I knew that she wasn’t lying about living in Halifax. That was definitely the statue outside of her window, and it was where she said she lived. I looked at the row of houses again. Only a few of them had upstairs windows facing that statue, narrowing down the possibilities. I walked around the block to the frontside of the homes.  
 
      A car came around the bend and slowed down in front of one of the possible homes. My body tensed up. I was about to turn around and sprint, and then a family began to unload from the car: an older man, an older woman, a thirteen-year-old girl, and an eighteen-year-old boy. I suddenly relaxed and turned around slowly to leave, before people started wondering why I was sauntering down the street and looking into windows.  
 
    Another night went by without her logging on. I was starting to feel defeated, wishing I could go back in time and enjoy those naughty nights all over again. Then, on Monday evening, her icon lit up, surrounded by a green circle: she was online. 
 
    I hesitated, worried I was going to creep her out by messaging her too quickly. I knew that I had to play hard to get—just a little bit. I didn’t want her to think that I was clingy, so I waited thirty long minutes. I watched as her status went from ‘in a game’ to ‘searching for a game’. I let her play a few before sending her a small message. “Hey. How was the trip?” My heart fluttered as I awaited a reply. Maybe I needed to give her a full night of freedom from me. Maybe she wanted to play the game without me a little bit. After all, she could see that I was online, and she hadn’t messaged me.  
 
    “It was good,” she finally replied in text form. “Short, but good. Saw some family.” 
 
    I bit down on my tongue, wanting to ask for an invite into her party. But I knew that I needed to play hard-to-get. It was a minute later when she asked, “Do you want to play a game?”  
 
    “I, uh, can’t tonight. I’m doing some homework.” It was a lie. I just didn’t want her thinking that I was desperate. I could take a one day hit if it meant bettering my chances at getting with her in real life.  
 
    “Okay,” she said. “Well I’ll be playing for a couple of hours, if you change your mind.”  
 
    “Sounds good.”  
 
    And then a crazy idea came into my head. I was only a ten-minute walk away from her house. Maybe I could walk over and peek through a few windows, and figure out which house was hers. If I could figure out which house was hers, I could probably figure out her real name—maybe by snooping a piece of mail in the mailbox.  
 
    I felt so insane as these ideas moved through my head—but that feeling of insanity didn’t stop me from putting on my coat and heading out towards her house. My heart raced the whole way, and then he began beating like a battle drum as I stood at that row of houses facing that statue. I looked up. There was only one upstairs light on that late at night: a whitish-blue light that could have easily been a computer monitor. I was sure that it was her room. 
 
    I needed to get to higher ground, so I could see into her room. I looked around before setting my sights on that lighthouse statue. I used to climb it when I was a kid, and I was pretty sure I could climb it now—just quickly enough to get a look into that glowing room. 
 
    I looked around to make sure the coast was clear, then I carefully grabbed the lighthouse and started pulling myself upwards.  
 
    It wasn’t as easy as when I was a kid. I nearly slipped a few times as I tried to grip the edges of the lighthouse. It also seemed much bigger than when I was a kid—though I was a fearless child. The same wasn’t true now. Now, the thought of falling and breaking a limb was all I could think of.  
 
    I finally reached the top. I was shaking all over. It didn’t help that the rain was starting to drip from the sky, making the lighthouse slippery and harder to grip. I looked towards the house and squinted. The curtains were open, but I wasn’t quite close enough to see inside. Luckily, I had my phone in my pocket: a new phone, not even a month old, that had a small zoom lens. I fished the phone out from my pocket and held it up. I snapped a photo, zoomed in as much as I could zoom. But the screen was now getting wet and the phone was hard to hold. I tried to take another shot with a steadier hand, then the phone slipped from my fingers and plunged to the ground. 
 
    It exploded into dozens of pieces upon impact. 
 
    “Son of a bitch!” I said. Then my hands started to slip. The rain was becoming heavier. I needed to get down before I fell and exploded into dozens of pieces. So I awkwardly slid down the lighthouse. I scooped up the pieces of my broken phone and stuffed them into my pocket. My excursion was a waste.  
 
    But I was lucky: lucky that I didn’t fall and crack my skull, lucky that some cop didn’t see me and arrest me, lucky that Katt didn’t look out her window to see me before never talking to me again. If the phone was all I lost, then it wasn’t the worst-case scenario. 
 
    “Bring the phone in and we should be able to exchange it under warranty,” the phone store told me the next day. 
 
    “It’s in a million pieces,” I said. 
 
    “Bring it all in.” 
 
    So I brought all the little bits into the store in a plastic bag. The man emptied the bag out on the counter and shook his head. “Did you drop it from a building?” he asked. 
 
    “More or less,” I said. 
 
    “Well, it won’t be free, but you’re within your first month, so you’re lucky. Fifty bucks and we can replace it with a refurbished phone.” 
 
    “That’s fine,” I said, even though I hardly had more than fifty bucks to spare. I paid the money and then I went to sit down while he fetched a refurbished unit from the back room.  
 
    When he came out, he looked at the pieces of my old phone on the counter. Then he reached down and picked up a small chip. “This is your old phone’s little hard drive,” he said. “It looks like it’s in fine shape. Want me to put it in the new phone? It will take me ten minutes or so—I’ll have to take it all to the back room.” 
 
    “I guess so,” I said. He took the pieces to the back room, and then I suddenly became nervous, remembering that I had all of those photos on my phone: pictures of Katt, naked, and pictures of myself, erect. And then there was the photos taken right before I dropped my phone: photos from the top of that lighthouse statue, looking into a stranger’s window. Would the phone guy see the shots? Would he immediately call the cops thinking that I was some sort of creepy stalker? 
 
    I began to pace around the shop. For a moment, I thought about running away. It seemed like it had been much longer than ten minutes. What was taking so long?  
 
    I took a deep breath. My heart was racing. Then the door opened and he came out, looked me in the eyes, and said, “All done. It’s working fine. Just know that this one isn’t under warranty. The warranty ended when you made the exchange, so don’t go dropping it, or you’ll be buying a whole new phone.”  
 
    “Okay,” I said softly, afraid to look into his eyes, not knowing what he’d seen on my phone. I took the new phone and zipped out and made my way home. 
 
     As soon as I was home, I looked at the pictures I took the night before. In the zoomed shot, I could see a girl, wearing her hair in a long braid as she sat before a computer, playing a video game. It was Katt—it had to be Katt, even though I could only see the back of her head.  
 
    My heart jumped, even though I wasn’t exactly learning something I didn’t already know.  
 
    She was online that night, playing the same game. I messaged her. “Can I join?” 
 
    She invited me into her group. We were a bit quiet at first, still a bit awkward about the fact that we lived so close together. But that barrier quickly collapsed as we started playing—and flirting. “I still have that app on my phone,” I said. 
 
    “Turn it on,” she said. We played with the remote vibrator for a bit, and then we got to sending photos again. 
 
    As we started talking dirtier and dirtier, she let a comment slip: “I wish I could be sucking your big cock right now.” 
 
    “Let’s meet up,” I said without hesitation. And then she became quiet. She probably didn’t actually mean it. She probably just let it slip while trying to be sexy, forgetting that we were less than ten minutes apart. 
 
    “Meet up?” she said. 
 
    “I mean—my parents are home,” I said. 
 
    “Mine too,” she said. 
 
    “But there’s a park between us,” I said. “We could meet there.” 
 
    “Between us?” she said. And then I remembered that she had no idea that I knew where she lived. I tensed up and my brain started to quickly come up with bail outs.  
 
    “I mean—in the North End here—in the middle, there’s a park.” 
 
    “Oh,” she said. “I know the one.”  
 
    “Want to meet there?” I asked.  
 
    “Um,” she said. 
 
    “No pressure,” I said, suddenly regretting the suggestion. I liked flirting and talking dirty—it was something I looked forward to every day. I didn’t want to ruin it, but I did want to see where things could go between us.  
 
    She was silent: a long, terrible silence. 
 
    “Forget I brought it up,” I said.  
 
    “No,” she said. “Let’s meet up. I can’t stay out long though. But you’ll need to give me an hour.” 
 
    I paused for a moment. An hour? That seemed like a very long time, seeing as the park was just three minutes from her house. “Okay,” I said.  
 
    “Okay. I’ll see you there in an hour,” she said. Then she logged off. My heart dropped into my stomach. I was thrilled—but terrified at the same time. I knew nothing about her—not even her real name. I basically just knew that she liked to talk dirty and that she was beautiful. But there was a chance that I could get my cock sucked—how could I pass?  
 
    I hopped into the shower, even though I’d just taken a shower that morning. I scrubbed myself hard with soap and then I sprayed myself with the right amount of cologne. I picked out my most flattering outfit, and then I took off for the park. I was still thirty minutes early, and thirty minutes is a long time for anxiety to set in. 
 
    I paced and tried to control my breathing. I knew there was a chance that she was going to bail—and I would have no way of knowing. We hadn’t even exchanged phone numbers before.  
 
    I closed my eyes, took one long breath, and then I heard her voice: “Barry?” she said. 
 
    I opened my eyes and turned to see her. She was standing in a dark patch of the park, with her hands clasped at her waist. Her baggy sweater nearly touched her knees, so it was hard to tell if she was wearing shorts or a skirt or nothing at all underneath.  
 
    “Hey Katt,” I said with a smile. She was pretty in real life—maybe even prettier than on my screen.  
 
    I looked around. “Nice night, huh?” I said. My heart was racing now. I didn’t know what to say. I’d never been very confident around women, and this particular instance was especially bad, because I was especially crazy for her. I loved her small stature and her big eyes, which looked even bigger in person. “Want to go for a walk or something?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t have long,” she said. “I have to be back home in fifteen minutes, before my mom gets home from work.” 
 
    “What does your mom do that she’s working this late?” I asked. 
 
    “She’s a nurse. Should we do it?” she said, keeping her distance. I felt awkward. Was she referring to sex? Or the blowjob we talked about? Was this just a weird park booty call?  
 
    I walked towards her and watched her tense up as I became close. Maybe she was just as nervous as me—or maybe she was more nervous. But if she was so hesitant, why would she agree to meet me—a stranger—in a park after midnight? “You okay?” I asked. 
 
    She nodded her head. “I’ve just—I’ve never done this before.”  
 
    “Me neither,” I said. 
 
    “But I want to do it.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “No pressure. You look really pretty.” 
 
    “Thanks. You’re cute too,” she said softly. Then, as I stepped up close, she suddenly dropped to her knees and reached out for my belt, not wasting a single second. I took another deep breath and bit hard on my tongue in an attempt to make myself relax.  
 
    I was afraid to look down at her. I didn’t want her to think that I only wanted a blowjob. And I didn’t love to think that she only wanted to give one. I hated to think that I was falling for a complete slut: a girl who only wanted to fool around, who didn’t even want to go for a little walk around the park. 
 
    She unzipped my fly and reached her fingers in. I could feel her hand trembling as she looked for my cock.  
 
    I closed my eyes and bit my tongue again. “I like your hair,” I said. 
 
    “Thanks,” she said. “It took a long time to grow it like this.” 
 
    “I can imagine,” I said. We weren’t exactly having the same sexy banter that we normally had online. It didn’t help that I didn’t know what to say, and it didn’t help that she wasn’t saying anything unless I prompted her.  
 
    She found my cock and curled her fingers around it. I heard a whimper escape her lips. I looked around and spotted a brighter spot, under a streetlight. A part of me wanted to ask her if she wanted to go closer to the light, so I could actually see her face, and not just her silhouette and the glimmer in her eyes. But I knew that we were breaking the law by performing a sexual act in a public park, so maybe it was best that we were standing near a cluster of trees, in almost complete darkness.  
 
    “That feels good,” I said as she began to massage my cock with her clenched fist. 
 
    She didn’t reply, but I could hear her breathing: deep breaths, which she was trying to control. She really was nervous.  
 
    “I hope you don’t think that I just want to have sex with you,” I said. “I mean—I want to have sex with you, and I’m really excited about this blowjob, but I think you’re a really cool girl.” 
 
    She nodded her head, saying nothing back. Then she looked down at my cock, pressed her lips thin for a moment, and then she opened her mouth and leaned in, allowing my flaccid cock into her warm, wet mouth. She pressed her lips around my girth and began to suck, bobbing her head slowly. It felt good. I shuddered all over and then I let an awkward groan out. 
 
    “Shit,” I said.  
 
    “What is it?” she asked, looking up at me. 
 
    “Nothing. It just feels good,” I said.  
 
    “Try to come fast,” she said quietly. “I don’t have long.” Then she put my cock back in her mouth and kept sucking. 
 
    And it wasn’t long before I was hard. She kept sucking, without taking another break. She moved her head back and forth, sinking my cock in and out. I loved the way the tip of her tongue moved across the base of my shaft. I loved the way she squeezed the base of my manhood with a clenched fist.  
 
    “I brought a condom,” I said as the euphoric tingling started.  
 
    She looked up at me with her eyes. She kept sucking for another five seconds, and then she leaned back. “Maybe just the blowjob tonight,” she said.  
 
    “Okay,” I said, nodding my head awkwardly. 
 
    Then she leaned in again and kept sucking. She closed her eyes and let a moan slip, as if she was truly enjoying it. I watched as her body trembled with a jolt of pleasure. I couldn’t help but wonder if she had some sort of vibrating toy lodged up her cunt.  
 
    “Fuck, that feels good,” I said, tilting my head back. She started bobbing her head faster and faster.  
 
    She knew just where to suck, and just how much pressure to apply. I had a hard time believing it was her first time with a cock, but I wasn’t about to doubt her. I just enjoyed the moment, letting her bring me closer and closer to orgasm. 
 
    “I think I’m going to come,” I said. 
 
    “Come in my mouth,” she said with a muffled voice, without leaning back.  
 
    “Are you sure,” I asked. 
 
    She didn’t answer. Now I was really close, thinking about coming in her mouth. I clenched all over and tried to hold my orgasm back, but her mouth just felt too good: I ended up coming with a loud groan. 
 
    She perked up and gasped, but kept her lips around my tip. She sucked as cum blasted the back of her throat. She gagged momentarily, but remained strong. Then, after my last burst, she sucked hard, pulling the last drop out from my cock, and then she tilted her head back and swallowed. I saw her red cheeks as she leaned her head back. 
 
    I stared into her eyes for a moment and she stared back into mine. Then she sprung to her feet and pulled down her sweater with both hands. “What time is it?” she said. 
 
    “I—I don’t know. That felt really good,” I said.  
 
    “I should be going,” she said, turning away from me. 
 
    “We should meet up again. When are you free next?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said. “I’m not sure. I really need to get going.”  
 
    She started moving away from me, making me think that I’d done something wrong. I was so confused. For a promiscuous girl, she certainly was shy.  
 
    “Well then we’ll talk online!” I called out. 
 
    Without look back, she said, “Okay!” And then she turned around the corner and was gone, leaving me with a stiff erection between my legs and a lot of confusion swirling in my head. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER III 
 
    My best friend, Rob, didn’t believe me when I told him about Katt. “I’m not lying to you,” I said as we walked out of the classroom. “She’s beautiful, she plays all the same games I play, and she’s pretty much desperate to have sex with me.”  
 
    “But let me guess, I’m not allowed to meet her, you have no pictures of her, and she doesn’t have a Facebook. How close am I to being right?” he said.  
 
    I paused for a moment. “Well—I don’t know. I guess you’re right. I mean—I have pictures of her, but I can’t show them to you.” 
 
    He rolled his eyes. “Look, Larry. I don’t want to call you a liar, but you don’t need to lie about this. Having a girlfriend doesn’t make you cooler.” 
 
    “I’m not lying,” I said. “She’s real. We fooled around in the park last night.” 
 
    “In the park? Which park?” 
 
    “Needham,” I said. 
 
    “So you fucked her in Fort Needham Park?”  
 
    “No, not fucked. Just fooled around.” 
 
    “Like what? You made out? You went down on her? What?” 
 
    “She—you know—went down on me.” 
 
    “Why?” he said. 
 
    “What do you mean, why? She wanted to.” 
 
    “So she wanted to go down on you? And what—did you pay her or something?” 
 
    “She’s not a prostitute. She’s just a girl.” 
 
    “Sure. And which school does she go to? Because there’s no girl named Katt here.”  
 
    “I don’t know,” I said, looking down at the ground. Rob’s reluctance to believe me was making me doubt myself. I was starting to wonder if my imagination had made Katt and our encounter up. But I knew I had those photos on my phone. I knew I could look at them whenever I wanted, to remind myself that she was real, even though she was too good to be true.  
 
    “I don’t know, dude,” he said. “She sounds fake as hell.”  
 
    “She’s not fake. She’s real. And she’s hot.” 
 
    “She’s hot?” he said. 
 
    “She’s ridiculously hot.”  
 
    “And she plays CS?” he said. “I’ve never heard of a hot girl playing CS. How sure are you that she’s not a boy?” He laughed. 
 
    And then I laughed. “Maybe you’re just jealous.” 
 
    “Sure,” he said. “I’m jealous of your make-believe girlfriend.”  
 
    I didn’t like that he didn’t believe me. I caught him snickering at me later in the day while talking to a few of our other friends, so I knew that the ‘gossip’ was getting around.  
 
    I knew that I would prove them all wrong in time. I just needed to convince Katt to come out with me for a day. Maybe I could take her out for lunch and we could meet up with Rob and Rob’s girlfriend, Michelle.  
 
    So that night, when I joined Katt’s party, I asked her: “Want to hang out this weekend? We can grab lunch, and maybe you can meet some of my friends.” 
 
    She was quiet for a minute. “I don’t know,” she said. “I think I’ve got plans this weekend with my family. I would need to double check.” 
 
    “Well let me know,” I said, but I didn’t feel too hopeful. I could tell from her voice that she didn’t love the idea, and that she probably didn’t actually have any plans. “Last night was fun. Sorry it was a bit… one-sided.” 
 
    “I had fun,” she said. “I really liked it. I didn’t think I would like it that much, but I really liked it.”  
 
    Her comment resonated for a moment. I tried to wrap my head around what she was saying. “I liked it too,” she said. “But I’d love to return the favor, if you know what I mean.”  
 
    Again, she was quiet. “Do you want to meet up again?” she asked as we were in the middle of a game.  
 
    “Sure,” I said. 
 
    “After this game, let’s meet up. You’ll need to give me an hour to get ready.” 
 
    “Okay. But why do you need an hour—just out of curiosity?” I asked. 
 
    “I need to get ready.” 
 
    “You don’t need to do your makeup or anything—not for me. I think you’re beautiful without it.” 
 
    “You’ve never seen me without it,” she said.  
 
    “But I can just tell that you’d be beautiful without it.”  
 
    “Just—we’ll meet in an hour. Okay?”  
 
    So we finished the game and then she went offline. I went through the same routine: showering, putting on my best clothes, spraying myself with cologne. I was still early for our meeting, and I found myself with just as much trembling anxiety as the night before.  
 
    I paced and breathed deeply until she arrived. She avoided the pockets of light as she moved towards me, and then she stopped fifteen feet away again, as if she was afraid to get too close.  
 
    “Hey Barry,” she said softly.  
 
    “Hi Katt,” I said.  
 
    “Lay on your back and take off your pants,” she said without coming closer. 
 
    “What?” I said. 
 
    “Just do it. It’ll be fun.”  
 
    I looked around the park to make sure the coast was clear. Then I followed her order, slipping down my pants before laying on my back. The ground was cold, but I didn’t mind. She walked over slowly and looked down at me. She shied her face away before saying, “I like your big dick.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I said, unsure of what else to say. 
 
    “I want to feel it inside of me,” she said with that quiet voice—almost a whisper. “But I’ve never done it before. I’m sorry if it’s awkward.” 
 
    “Are you a virgin?” I asked. 
 
    She nodded her head. “You don’t mind. Do you?” 
 
    “No. Of course not,” I said. “I’m a virgin too.” 
 
    I saw her lips smiling, even though her face was completely dark. She dropped to her knees and bent down, lifting my cock with her hand and sucking it until it was hard and wet. Then she climbed on top of me, dragging her baggy sweater over my thighs and stomach. She kept one hand pressed between her legs. “Just give me a second,” she said, doing something with her hand between her thighs.  
 
    “Okay,” I said. I felt her carefully pulling her panties aside. I still couldn’t tell if she had a skirt on under that sweater—but now I was certain she didn’t have shorts on. 
 
    She took my cock with her other hand and pressed it up to her body. I felt the warmth of her body against my tip. I took a deep breath and felt my face turning red.  
 
    “Shit,” she whispered. She gently began to lower her body. Her eyes were closed. She sunk slowly—one inch ever ten seconds, until finally my tip penetrated her extremely tight hole. She gasped and I did the same. “It’s in,” she said, sounding surprised. 
 
    “It feels good,” I said. 
 
    But something about it felt strange—not bad or painful, but strange.  
 
    She sunk lower and lower, consuming another inch of my cock every ten seconds, until her bum was pressed firmly on my thighs. Then she let out a loud groan. “It’s in me,” she said, sounding surprised again. 
 
    I nodded my head. I slipped my hands under her sweater and put my hands on her hips. I gently felt her body for the first time, feeling her soft, warm skin. She was so petite and precious and cute. I didn’t want that moment to end. 
 
    She started bouncing slowly: rising up until my very tip was being clenched by her pussy, and then she dropped down, consuming all eight inches of my shaft with her deep hole. She moaned each time, and each time was faster than the time before it.  
 
    She reached up and slipped her fingers into her hair. She moaned and clenched hard around my cock. 
 
    “Shit. That feels good,” I said. “You’re so tight. I didn’t know a pussy could be this tight.”  
 
    She bit her lip but she didn’t reply. Instead, she just moaned. 
 
    And then the tingling started and I realized that I wasn’t wearing a condom. “Shit—I should put on a condom before it’s too late.” 
 
    “It’s fine,” she said. 
 
    “I don’t want to get your pregnant,” I said. 
 
    She shook her head. “You won’t. Don’t stop.” She kept bouncing, moaning louder and louder. 
 
    “Seriously,” I said. “I don’t want to get you pregnant.” 
 
    “Larry—you won’t get me pregnant. Please don’t stop fucking me.” 
 
    So I kept going, holding her hips firmly as I thrusted upwards into her body each time that she came down. Then, ten seconds later, I realized that she called me Larry and not Barry. She knew my real name, even though I never gave it to her.  
 
    But I couldn’t stop fucking her. It felt too good and I didn’t want to ruin the moment. I bit down on my tongue and tried to push away the new anxiety. I wanted to stay in the moment. I wanted to revel in the amazing euphoria. “I’m going to come. Should I pull out?” 
 
    “No. Come in me,” she said. “I want to feel it inside of me.” 
 
    “I’m not wearing a condom,” I said. 
 
    “Just fucking come in me, Larry,” she said, saying my real name again. And then the euphoria became too powerful: I came inside of her. I filled her incredibly tight hole with my thick cum.  
 
    She moaned loudly and fell forward, pressing the side of her face against mine as her pussy firmly clenched my cock. “Oh God, it feels so good,” she said.  
 
    I caressed her bare back with my hands under her sweater. “You’re amazing,” I said. 
 
    A few perfect seconds went by, and then she suddenly sat up and hopped off of me, pulling down her sweater with both hands. “I should go,” she said. 
 
    “Your mom going to be home soon?” I asked. 
 
    She nodded her head. “Yeah. I need to go.”  
 
    “Well we should meet up again—maybe for a coffee or something. We can go for a walk.” 
 
    “I’ll message you,” she said. 
 
    “Wait!” I called out. “You called me Larry. Why did you call me Larry?” 
 
    She suddenly stopped but didn’t turn around. 
 
    “Katt?” I said. 
 
    She remained still for a long moment, and then she slowly spun around to face me.  
 
    “How did you know that my name is Larry?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t know,” she said. 
 
    “Tell me,” I said. 
 
    She shook her head, looking like a frightened child. 
 
    “It’s okay. I’m not mad or anything. I just want to know how you know. I only told you that my name was Barry because I hadn’t met you, and I was afraid that you might be a scammer or something—not that I really thought you were a scammer; I just didn’t want to take any chances.” 
 
    “I think you let it slip one night,” she said. 
 
    I shook my head. “No, I don’t think so. What aren’t you telling me, Katt?” 
 
    She remained still for a long moment. “I should get going.” She turned around and jogged off, leaving me feeling more confused than ever—and a bit worried. Why was she so afraid of telling me the truth? Didn’t she trust me? And if she was so afraid of me, why was she meeting up to fuck me? 
 
    Nothing made sense. And now I was starting to worry that I was being scammed again. Maybe this was all some intricate blackmail scam. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    “Want to play a couple of games?” I asked her the next night when I saw her online. 
 
    “I can’t,” she said. “I’m just about to sign off. My little sister has a recital in twenty minutes and I have to go.”  
 
    “Oh. Okay,” I said, worried it was just an excuse to be away from me. The game had an option to ‘appear offline’ to certain people. A part of me was worried that she was about to turn that feature on. 
 
    “But I’ll be on tomorrow. We can play tomorrow,” she said. 
 
    “Sounds good,” I said. And then I watched as she went offline. 
 
    I had nothing to do that night, so I just played alone—a few games, but it was boring without her. I found myself wishing I had her to talk to, even though I was starting to think that she was up to something—maybe a scam or maybe something else. 
 
    It was an hour later when an idea came into my head. I knew where her house was, and I knew that her family was out. Maybe this was my opportunity to find out a little bit more about her. So I put on my coat and rushed out, knowing I was on a time crunch, knowing she could return home at any moment. 
 
    I hurried down the road, pulling a toque over my head. I stayed away from streetlights as I came closer to her home.  
 
    When I saw her house from a distance, my heart started racing. I took a deep breath and bit my tongue and then I slipped into the alleyway, which was silent. “What the hell are you doing?” I whispered to myself as I approached the house. But my sensibilities didn’t stop me from looking around and climbing over her small fence, into her back yard. 
 
    I ran up to the house. Now my heart was beating so fast that I was worried it was going to break. I took a moment to catch my breath, and then I looked in through a window. I was looking into her hallway and there was nothing interesting to see. So I moved around to the next window: her kitchen window. It was clean, save for a pile of mail sitting in the middle of the kitchen island. I squinted, trying to make out a name on the mail—even just a last name.  
 
    I moved to the door, which had a window on it. Now I was closer to the mail, but I still couldn’t see a name. I tried the door knob, not expecting the door to open—so I was shocked when I found that it was unlocked. 
 
    My heart skipped a beat. I was looking into her house now. “Shit,” I whispered. I looked around once more before stepping in. I went up to that pile of mail. “Walker,” I said aloud as I read the last name on the mail. Was Katt’s real last name Walker?  
 
    I looked through the mail. It was all addressed to her father, Luke Walker.  
 
    I knew I didn’t have much more time. So I hurried over to the stairs and went up. I was careful with each step, not entirely sure that the house was empty. I found myself staring at three doors. I knew that Katt’s bedroom was in the middle, so that’s the door I opened. 
 
    And there was the computer, and there was the window overlooking the lighthouse statue. I stepped in and looked around. 
 
    Maybe it wasn’t the right room. The floor was covered in boy clothes—but it was definitely the room from the pictures she’d sent me. Did she have a boyfriend? Did he leave his clothes behind? Was she cheating on her boyfriend with me?  
 
    My heart fell into my stomach. I went to the closet and looked inside: it was all men’s clothing. I dropped down to my knees when I saw something curious tucked into the corner: a pair of black leather women’s boots. I picked the boots up and saw that there was a large box tucked even deeper into the closet. I pulled it out and gently opened it. It was filled with women’s clothing, including that sweater she’d worn to meet me.  
 
    “What the hell?” I said quietly. There was also makeup and perfume in the box, along with a box of pills with a long medical name. “What’s going on?”  
 
    Digging around, I found a picture of the boy whose room I was in. I recognized him: he was in my English class. His name was Cory Walker: a short, quiet young man. I couldn’t think of a time I’d ever heard him speak, aside from replying to the teacher during attendance.  
 
    But what was Katt doing in Cory Walker’s bedroom? Was Katt his sister?  
 
    I went into the other rooms. The only girl’s room in the house belonged to Cory’s little sister: hardly a teenager and looking nothing like Katt. 
 
    On the mantle, I found a family picture. I stared closely at the photo of Cory, and then my heart started to sink deeper into my stomach. Maybe Cory’s sister looked nothing like Katt, but Cory certainly looked like Katt: the same big eyes, the same plump lips, the same high cheekbones.  
 
    My hands started trembling.  
 
    Did I get a blowjob from Cory Walker? What about when we had sex? Cory Walker didn’t have a pussy, so where did my cock go? 
 
    I started feeling sick. I put the picture down and then I made a quick exit out the back door, running to the fence. I jumped over, stumbled to the ground, and then I started running away as my heart raced faster than ever before.  
 
    I lost my virginity to a boy. I’d been flirting for weeks with Cory Walker, and not a girl named Katt Mariner. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I saw Cory in class the next day, sitting quietly in the back of the room. I stared at him for a long moment, trying to see Katt on his face—or maybe trying to convince myself that I’d made some sort of mistake. It was hard to believe that he could have been Katt, but the more I stared at him, the more I could see those little details: the big eyes, the high cheekbones, the thick lips—and the long hair was a giveaway more than anything. Cory kept his hair tied into a tight man-bun on the top of his head.  
 
    And now I was realizing other small details. Even on warm days, Cory was always wearing jeans, keeping his legs covered. He was always wearing baggy sweaters, maybe to hide his breasts—and he really did have breasts. I’d seen them in photos—assuming those photos really were of him.  
 
    He looked up at me and I looked away quickly. My heart fluttered and skipped a beat as I turned my gaze down to the assignment on my desk, which I couldn’t focus on enough to even read the first sentence.  
 
     So if Katt was actually Cory, did that mean that my cock went into his asshole—and not a pussy at all? Did I have an orgasm inside of my male classmate’s tush?  
 
    I bit hard on my tongue, trying to keep the wave of emotions from flooding out. I was confused and I was angry—but I couldn’t decide if I was angry with Cory or with myself. 
 
    No, of course I was angry with Cory. He seduced me. He trapped me. He knew who I was and then he took me to that park anyway and allowed me to fool around with him not once, but twice.  
 
    “Cory, why don’t you come up and read the first chapter?” the teachers said, holding up the book of the week. 
 
    I looked back at Cory and watched as he stood up. The rest of the class was busy staring at their phones under their desks, completely oblivious to what now seemed so obvious: Cory was secretly transitioning. Those pills I found in his room must have been hormone pills.  
 
    He started reading while standing at the front of the room. he kept his voice quiet and it was almost impossible to hear him. “Speak up, Cory,” the teacher said. Cory cleared his throat, and then he looked up at me for a brief few seconds. My heart bounced again and I looked down quickly at my desk.   
 
    He read louder. I could hear Katt’s voice in his voice—or maybe that was just in my head. He sounded so feminine, but nobody else in the class seemed to notice or care. They just continued to stare at their phones on their laps while my heart pounded furiously against my ribcage.  
 
    It was a grueling five minutes before the teacher released Cory and brought a new student up to the front of the classroom. Now, I was convinced that Cory really was Katt—there was very little doubt in my mind. I did my best not to look back over at Cory, terrified that he would catch on that I knew. 
 
    I didn’t want him to know, even though I really wanted to confront him about it. I knew that I just needed to forget all about this terrible incident. I had to force myself to forget that I lost my virginity to my male classmate. I thought it was going to be easy… 
 
    Then, that night, I got a message from Katt when I logged onto my computer. “I’m just about to play a game. Want to join?” she said. 
 
    I felt my skin turning white. I remembered all of the nights we spent together, fooling around with that remote-controlled vibrator, talking dirty, taking and sending lewd photos, and so on. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t convince myself that those weren’t some of the best nights of my life. I couldn’t forget that heart-pounding excitement. I couldn’t stop thinking about how excited I was to log on every night. Why weren’t those memories spoiled? Why couldn’t I just forget about them? 
 
    “Are you there?” she asked. 
 
    “I’m here,” I replied with trembling fingers. “I can probably play one game.”  
 
    My initial plan was to break up with Katt—to end our online relationship. Maybe I could tell her that I met someone else, and then remove her from my friends list, so she would never see when I went online.  
 
    And I really was going to end things with her, and then she said, “I was thinking about you all day today.”  
 
    I paused and let the comment sit for a moment. “Really?” I asked. 
 
    “I missed you. I like talking with you.”  
 
    “Cool,” I said awkwardly. For some reason, I could feel my cheeks turning red.  
 
    She was silent for a moment. Awkwardly, I returned the compliment. “I like talking with you, too.”  
 
    She let one of those cute little giggles slip. I could feel my heart swelling—the way it did before I knew that she was actually a boy. But why was I acting like I didn’t know? Why wasn’t I confronting her?  
 
    “I don’t want to sound creepy, but I think about you when I’m having a bad day. Today was rough, but the thought of you got me through it.”  
 
    I nodded my head as if she could see me.  
 
    “Can I send you a picture I took, just for you?” she asked. 
 
    I felt my body shiver. My fingers were cold. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, fighting the strange emotions that were pulsing inside of me. “I guess so,” I said. 
 
    “Okay. Just hold on.”  
 
    A minute later, the download link appeared in the chat window. I clicked it and squinted my eyes, worried that I was going to be disgusted by what came on the screen. 
 
    And then came the photo of her completely naked, with the camera set up five feet in front of her, taking a full-body shot. She was covering her lips with her left hand and her cock with her right hand. The only thing she had on her body was a black lace choker, and some eye makeup. She had her hair braided beautifully, and her body looked smooth and soft, like butter. An awkward pulse shook my body. I stared at that amazing body for a long moment. I knew there was a cock under that hand, but I couldn’t stop staring. 
 
    “I took it just for you,” she said. “It took like half an hour to get the angle just right.”  
 
    “You look… amazing,” I said.  
 
    “Thanks,” she said with a smile in her voice. 
 
    I took a deep breath. “Do one with your hands away from your crotch,” I said. 
 
    There was a pause. “What?” she said. 
 
    “Uncover your crotch.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I want to see all of you.” 
 
    There was another long pause. “I don’t think you would like that very much,” she said. “Just enjoy the tease.” 
 
    “Please take the picture, Katt,” I said.  
 
    Now the channel was completely silent. “I should tell you something,” she said after the most terribly long pause of my life. 
 
    “I know,” I said.  
 
    “What do you know?” 
 
    “That you’re a boy. I mean—you don’t have a pussy.”  
 
    She was silent again. “You know?”  
 
    “Yeah,” I said. It was the perfect opportunity to dig into her, to let her know how angry I was. But for some reason, I just remained silent, feeling a little bit bad for putting her on the spot after she’d apparently had a bad day.  
 
    “How did you find out?” she asked. 
 
    I thought for a moment and decided to lie. “When we were… in the park the other day—I felt it,” I said. “I knew that I was in your bum, and then I felt it on my leg, and I knew.” 
 
    “Are you mad?” she asked, sounding vulnerable. 
 
    I shook my head, not sure what to say next. I was going to miss my chance to cut into her. I couldn’t have her thinking that it was okay to do this to people. I bit the edge of my tongue hard. “I’m not mad,” I said. I instantly regretted saying it. “Just… a bit disappointed that you didn’t tell me. I lost my virginity to you.” I couldn’t believe the words coming out from my mouth. I was being so vulnerable and open with her, even though she’d betrayed me seriously.  
 
    “I wanted to tell you, but I was afraid,” she said. 
 
    “It’s okay,” I said, even though it wasn’t okay. Why was I so afraid of hurting her feelings? Why was I trying to protect her? Why did I care about her after what she did to me?  
 
    “I like you a lot,” she said. “Like—more than a lot.” 
 
    “Like how much?” I asked. 
 
    She was quiet for ten seconds. “A lot,” she said. “I don’t want to say it.” 
 
    I stopped myself from smiling by biting my lip.  
 
    “My parents just went to bed,” she said. “We should meet somewhere.” 
 
    “It’s pouring rain,” I said. 
 
    “I know. Maybe there’s a bathroom somewhere—a public bathroom, like in a gas station.” 
 
    “Gross,” I said, thinking about the grungy walls of a public gas station bathroom. My parents had also gone to sleep. The house was completely silent. “If you come here, I can probably sneak you up to my room.” Now my heart was pounding again. I was filled with that familiar excitement, but this time it was even stronger, knowing that I was volunteering for something exceptionally taboo.  
 
    “Really?” she said. “I can be over in twenty minutes.” 
 
    “Don’t need an hour to get ready?” I asked. 
 
    “I already took an hour getting ready for that picture,” she said with a little giggle.  
 
    I sent her my address. “I’ll just clean up my room. Here’s my phone number—just text me when you’re in the alley and I’ll come get you.”  
 
    When I logged off of the game, I suddenly felt nauseous. My plan to lecture her had completely backfired. Now I had a hot date with a boy from my class, and for some crazy reason I was excited about it: nervous as hell, but excited. 
 
    And what did it mean? Was I finding out that I was gay? I didn’t want to be gay. I liked girls. I liked breasts and pussies and cute faces and long hair and flashy makeup and feminine personalities. Katt had most of those things—so maybe meeting up with her and fucking her wasn’t so gay.  
 
    But now that I knew that she had a cock, there were other strange ideas appearing in my head. I was already fantasizing being naked with her, pressing my body against hers, grabbing her erect cock firmly and beating it so I could feel her warm substance all over my body. I shook my head to push the idea away. 
 
    “I’m five minutes away,” she wrote in a text message. My heart trembled and I perked up. My room was still a mess. I quickly pushed my clothes into the nearby closet and I made my bed with a few quick moves. My desk was a terrible mess of papers, so I just pushed everything into a drawer: a bigger mess that I would have to deal with later.  
 
    Then I got the message. “I think I’m behind your house,” she wrote. I went to the window and peered out the blinds. I could see the subtle silhouette of a petite woman standing behind my fence.  
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    It took a few minutes to get her upstairs. I was more careful that ever, pointing out every floorboard that had a tendency to squeak as we went up the stairs and down the hall. When we were close to my bedroom, she reached out and grabbed my hand from behind me, squeezing it tightly, as if to remind me that we were about to have an amazing night together.  
 
    And since we couldn’t make any noise, we decided to skip the chit-chat. Once my bedroom door was closed, I turned to her and kissed her on the lips. She kissed back, gently slipping her tongue into my mouth. I paused for a moment, knowing that tongue belonged to a man, technically. But it was a hard reality to accept, seeing as the smell of her amazing perfume was wafting up my nostrils.  
 
    I was kissing a boy from my class, but I wasn’t stopping myself. Maybe there was something wrong with me. Maybe I was having some sort of mental breakdown—or maybe this was the first step towards realizing that I was a homosexual.  
 
    I pushed my hands up her pink sweater, placing them on her bare chest. I squeezed her small breasts, which were soft and bulging just enough to know that they weren’t just a man’s pecs. She had big, perky nipples, and she moaned when I gently squeezed and twisted them.  
 
    I tilted her head back and kissed her neck for a minute. Then I pulled away and looked into her eyes. Her eyes were glowing.  
 
    “I know who you are,” I said.  
 
    “Really?” she said. Her face was suddenly a shade of dark red. 
 
    I nodded my head.  
 
    “Are you mad?” she asked. 
 
    I shook my head. “Not right now.”  
 
    “I’ll make it up to you,” she said with a small red-cheeked smile. She dropped down to her knees and did away with my belt. She pushed her fingers into my pants and fished out my erect cock. She gasped and looked up at me. “You’re already so hard.” 
 
    “I was hard before you got here,” I whispered. 
 
    She smiled and bit her lip, then she leaned forward and accepted my cock into her mouth. She sucked, bobbing her head with big, elegant moves. Her hands rested comfortably on my thighs, and moved up and down slowly, caressing my skin. I reached down and grabbed her head, feeling her soft braided hair. I took both of her braids and pulled them, pulling her head tight into my crotch. She held on for a moment before gagging, then I released her. She caught her breath and looked up at me.  
 
    “So you like my braids, huh?” she said with a big grin. 
 
    “Get on the bed,” I said. “On your hands and knees.”  
 
    She took a deep breath before climbing up on my bed. She had her knees close together to keep her package from falling out of place. She used her fingertips to pull her panties aside, just enough to expose her asshole, but not enough to release her cock and ball sack. For some reason, I had the urge to do away with the panties—a decision I quickly regretted as soon as I pulled them down her thighs. Her package fell down, exposing her massive semi-erect cock. I froze and gasped as it settled into place. 
 
    I was expecting a small, cute flaccid penis: not a gigantic, swollen shaft with veins and a bulging tip—something that belonged on a horse or a donkey. “Holy shit,” I whispered. 
 
    She reached down and grabbed it, pulling it back up. “Just pull up my panties. Pretend like it’s not there,” she whispered. She tried grabbing her own panties, but I grabbed her wrist to stop her.  
 
    “No,” I said. “It’s okay. I don’t mind.” Then I grabbed her other wrist, so she would let her massive shaft drop back down. I stared at it for a moment as it pulsed. Her foreskin pulled back a little bit with each throb, exposing more of that round, smooth tip. I couldn’t believe it was real. I couldn’t believe she managed to keep that hidden away with just a light pair of panties.  
 
    I closed my eyes and took a breath. I couldn’t decide if I was trying to muster up some sanity, to stop myself from going through with the act, or if I was trying to build up the courage to penetrate her. I inched forward, clutching my erection with my fist. I pressed my tip between her cheeks and then her tight hole puckered against my cock. She let out a soft whimper, making my skin tingle. I circled my cock slightly around that tight hole, and then I began to push in. 
 
    Now I was staring down at her smooth back. She had a few cute beauty spots, and her back was otherwise spotless and soft. I gently caressed her skin before thrusting forward, making her gasp loudly with a sudden penetration.  
 
    She reached back and grabbed my hand. She brought it to her face and then gagged herself with my fingers, to stop herself from screaming. She bit down—almost painfully—but I liked it. I pushed my cock in deeper.  
 
    She moaned and shuddered as I began to thrust in and out. I wasn’t pounding her hard; instead, I was just trying to enjoy the moment. I wanted to make it last and I knew I wasn’t going to last long. I watched as her perfect body squirmed and flexed like a woman. Her back curved down like a purring cat, and then her legs inched apart so her body could dip lower. I looked down and watched as my cock pushed in and out of that extremely tight hole.  
 
    A warm shudder passed through me. I bit hard on my lip and let a groan slip. How could a biological man be so beautiful and so feminine? How could a biological man make such girly sounds? 
 
    I reached down, slipping my fingers around her abdomen and pushing them down to feel her shaft. It was fully erect: as thick as her wrist and as hard a steel pipe. I clutched it and pulled back, feeling her foreskin moving with my hand. She moaned. I closed my eyes. I hadn’t stopped thrusting in and out, but now I was trying to figure out what the hell I was doing. Just an hour before, I’d been planning to break up with her. Now I was in my bedroom with her, with my cock deep in her body and her penis in my hand. Something had gone terribly wrong, and I was letting it happen. I was letting my life fall apart for a little bit of pleasure.  
 
    “That feels so good,” she whispered. Then she let out the most beautiful and the most erotic moan ever—and that was all I could take. 
 
    I bit hard on my tongue, but that wasn’t enough to stop me from coming. I filled her tight hole with my hot cum. She gasped and looked back at me. I sunk my nails into her skin and my body trembled all over.  
 
    It was a long cum shot—and it felt like I produced half a pint of cum. Then I stumbled back and my head was blank. I couldn’t come up with a straight thought as I reveled in that post-orgasm euphoria. 
 
    She rolled over onto her back and spread her legs wide, exposing that big erection that was sitting on her abdomen. I watched as my own white load billowed out from that hole beneath her swollen ball sack. “Come here,” she said, waving one cute finger at me. 
 
    I listened like a trained down as she waved me to climb on top of her. She reached out her arms and wrapped them around me, pulling me down so we could make out again. Then I felt her hand reaching down, clutching her cock. She pulled it up, pushing her tip between my butt cheeks. I knew I needed to stop her so she would go any further with the terrible idea—but my body was paralyzed. I couldn’t think fast enough to stop her. 
 
    I felt myself stretching as her big cock entered my body. I clenched hard and then she caressed my back soft, forcing me to relax. She looked into my eyes. Her eyelashes fluttered and my heart soared high in my chest. I caught myself smiling, and then she pushed in deeper.  
 
    I groaned and gasped and clutched the bed sheets as a moment of pain hit me while my anus stretched to accommodate her monster cock.  
 
    “I’m inside of you,” she whispered with a big smile on her face. 
 
    I nodded my head. 
 
    “Just give it a minute. It will feel good.” 
 
    I didn’t want to tell her that it already felt good. It was a feeling I’d never felt before: her throbbing veins pressing against so many different amazing spots inside my body. As she moved in and out, that swelling euphoria began to spread through my body. I could feel my arms and legs going numb, but somehow, I remained upright. She held my hips firmly as she thrusted up hard, penetrating me over and over. I liked it. I didn’t want it to end. And for the next five minutes, I was in heaven: absolute bliss. 
 
    “I’m going to come,” she said warning me.  
 
    “Okay,” I managed to say between groans. 
 
    I felt her body tensing up. I felt her cock swelling inside of me. Her nails dug into my skin, but I didn’t mind. She suddenly pushed her entire twelve-inch cock deep into my body, and then she started to unload: blast after blast, until my body was completely numb and filled with hot cum. 
 
    When she pulled out, I felt empty. Thoughts began returning to my brain. I remembered where I was and how she ended up in my bedroom. I remembered that she was a boy from my class and that she’d taken my virginity not too long before without telling me that she wasn’t even a girl. I fell to the bed and rolled onto my back, staring up at my ceiling as so many different emotions passed through my head. 
 
    She rolled over next to me, putting her head right next to mine. “Are you okay?” she asked. 
 
    I took a minute to reply. “I don’t know,” I said.  
 
    “Do you want me to go?” she asked. 
 
    “I don’t want you to go,” I said. “And that’s what scares me.”  
 
    She stared into my eyes for a long moment before looking down at her lap.  
 
    “At school,” I said, “it’s probably best that we don’t talk—or even look at each other. It’s probably just better to be safe.” 
 
    “For sure,” she said without looking up from her lap. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    I saw her at school the very next day. But it was uncomfortable, because she wasn’t her—she was him. He was wearing jeans and a baggy sweater. He had his hair tied into his usual man bun, and whenever he was prompted to speak, which was only a few times, his voice wasn’t her voice. It still had a slight feminine twang to it—maybe something he just couldn’t hide—but the voice obviously belonged to a male.  
 
    I tried not to look at him, as per our agreement, but it was difficult keeping my gaze away. I couldn’t stop thinking about Katt, and every time she came into my head, I couldn’t fight the urge to look at her—and then that uncomfortable feeling would set in as my gaze found Cory.  
 
    And to make matters worse, all of my social media platforms started suggesting that I add Cory as a friend, so his face would pop up every time I opened Instagram or Facebook. I just couldn’t get away from the boy. But for some reason, none of that male Cory exposure seemed to matter as soon as the evening came and I saw that account online. 
 
    “Want to play for a bit?” she said in a message. My heart fluttered and I joined her group. We played a few games, a bit quiet at first before starting our usual flirting. The flirting turned into sharing new pictures, and then, around midnight, we started toying with the idea of meeting up for a quick romp. Once I was in that flirty headspace, it was as if I never saw her male side; it was as if my brain was able to forget that she was really a boy. I felt like we were right back to when we first met, before I even knew that she was a male. 
 
    I tried to remind myself that she was actually Cory, and that meeting up was a dangerous game. It seemed like it was only a matter of time before news got out about our secret relationship. Maybe she would let it slip or maybe I would let it slip. My friends knew that I was fooling around with a local girl named ‘Katt’. How long was it going to be before one of them put the pieces together?  
 
    We met up at that park and then we slipped into the small treed area, away from the streetlights. She instantly reached down and undid my belt before sticking her hand down the front of my pants to grab my cock with her warm hand. She shuddered all over and then she looked into my eyes. “I’ve been thinking about this all day,” she said in that female voice that seemed so convincing. I wondered if the female voice was her real voice or if Cory’s voice was her real voice. 
 
    “I’ve been thinking about you all day,” I said as she began to massage my member. I reached my hands up her sweater to feel her small, perky breasts. They felt a bit bigger than the day before. I knew that she was taking hormones, and that they were going to get a bit bigger over the next few years—though maybe the overnight growth was just in my head. I squeezed and she moaned.  
 
    And then I did something curious. I reached my hand down without even thinking. I pulled up her skirt and I slid my fingers down her lacy panties, grabbing her warm, flaccid penis. I squeezed it and massaged it. She moaned. “That feels good,” she said. 
 
    I paused for a moment, realizing what I was doing. I waited for the terror to set in: the realization that I was inching closer to becoming a homosexual. But for some reason that dread never took hold. I tried and tried to make myself care, but it just didn’t seem to matter much—and maybe not at all. There was only one thought going through my head, and I wasn’t sure how to process it: ‘My girlfriend has a dick. So what?’  
 
    “What’s the matter?” she asked, looking into my eyes.  
 
    “Is this weird?” I asked. 
 
    “Is what weird?” 
 
    I looked down, looking at that growing member in my clenched fist. “You’re… bigger than me,” I said. “But—But I’m straight. Isn’t that weird? I’m not trying to offend you, and I get that it probably sounds offensive. But right now it doesn’t seem weird, and that terrifies me. It’s like… Imagine if you woke up one day and looked at the sky and saw that it was neon green. You knew that it was supposed to be blue, but at the same time, it just didn’t seem wrong. But the sky shouldn’t be neon green. The sky should be blue. Do you know what I’m saying? Am I making any sense, or is this just a bunch of gibberish?”  
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “So the sky is green,” she said. “What changes?”  
 
    I thought for a moment. “Nothing, I guess.” I looked down at her cock, which was now thick, and her tip was bulging out from her foreskin. “But…” I thought for a long moment. “What if you looked at that green sky and actually liked it? You know it’s supposed to be blue, and you liked it when it was blue, but… I don’t know what I’m even trying to say anymore.” 
 
    “Maybe you just like the sky, and the color is irrelevant,” she said with a small smile. My heart skipped a beat. I stepped forward, letting go of her shaft. Now our erections were pressed together as we embraced for a passionate kiss. I felt her gently grinding, rubbing her shaft against mine. It was a nice feeling, but still, I knew it was a feeling that I shouldn’t have been enjoying. Why couldn’t I muster up any disgust or discomfort? Why wasn’t my brain acting like a normal, straight young man’s brain?  
 
    I moved my hands up and down her sides. Her skin was so soft and her body had all of those perfect feminine curves. How could I possibly see this embrace as being gay? Sure, our cocks were rubbing together, but she was a girl. Everything about her was feminine—even that cock was feminine in a strange way.  
 
    “I like you a lot,” I said. 
 
    “I like you too,” she said.  
 
    “No—I mean… I guess what I’m trying to say is… I love you.” 
 
    She looked into my eyes. Now her eyes were wide and her lips were silent. I was quickly regretting letting the words slip out from my mouth. I opened my mouth to take the slip back, but now I was silent and unable to produce anything but an awkward whimper. After a long moment, I managed to say, “Sorry.” 
 
    “Sorry for what?” she said. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. I wanted to apologize for saying the wrong thing; I wanted to use the opportunity to tell her that I misspoke and that I didn’t actually love her. But I did love her. “I’m sorry that I love you,” I said. “I guess I just can’t help it.”  
 
    “I kind of love you too,” she said. 
 
    My heart bounced and my skin tingled all over. “Kind of?” I said. 
 
    “Well, a lot,” she said. “I guess I love you a lot.”  
 
    I smiled. We kissed again. Then I turned her around and gently pushed her up against a tree. “Hold on tight.” I lifted up her skirt and I tugged her panties down. Then I pressed my tip between her butt cheeks. I needed to use a bit of saliva to lubricate her hole. I pushed two fingers into that tight passageway, to make sure all sides were ready for me. Then I began to thrust my cock inside of her body. 
 
    And I wasn’t even completely in before I reached around and grabbed her stiff shaft with a clenched fist. I pumped up and down slowly, making her moan. I wanted to make her come all over that tree. I wanted to make her come while my throbbing cock was inside of her body, and my face was in her mind.  
 
    I began thrusting, and I refused to let go of that amazing cock. I loved her—I loved every part about her, including that cock.  
 
    But a part of me was angry, and I was taking that anger out on her asshole, thrusting hard with heavy grunts. She held on tight to that tree as her legs trembled. At first, I thought that I was angry with her, for making me fall in love with her before telling me her truth. But I knew deep down that I wasn’t angry at her. So I assumed I was angry with myself, for allowing myself to fall in love with her, even though she was actually a biological boy. But I knew that I wasn’t angry with myself because I knew that she was the best thing that ever happened to me. 
 
    It was two minutes into fucking her that I realized I was angry with my friends and my classmates. I was angry at them for things they hadn’t even said yet. I knew that they would make fun of me and her if she were to come out as a girl and if I were to come out as her boyfriend. I was angry because it wasn’t so simple to become boyfriend and girlfriend, the way a normal boy and girl would. 
 
    But it had to be done. I loved her and I wanted to be with her. I knew that she wasn’t happy as Cory. I knew that Cory needed to go away and Katt needed to take his place. I knew that it wasn’t going to be easy for her, and it wouldn’t be easy for me either—but it had to be done.  
 
    “I’m coming,” she said with a cute moan. I leaned to the side, still thrusting, and watched as her massive cock sprayed the front of that tree with long streaks of thick white cum.  
 
    Then I groaned and strained and came inside of her anus. She clenched her cheeks hard around my shaft, squeezing the semen out of me. Then she turned her head to the side and I managed to lean forward enough to kiss her on the lips, letting her press her tongue into my mouth.  
 
    “I have nothing planned tomorrow night, so I’ll see you again tomorrow night,” she said.  
 
    I shook my head. “I want to see you tomorrow at school,” I said. 
 
    She was silent for a minute. “I don’t think it’s a good idea to hang out—you know—as a boy.” 
 
    “So don’t come to school as a boy. Come like this. Come as Katt.” 
 
    She froze, staring into my eyes with a terrified look on her face. “What?” she said. “People will… They’ll be so mean.” 
 
    “That will always be the case, sadly,” I said. “You have to come out at some point, right? Whether it’s at school or in university, or at your first big job.” 
 
    “But maybe in a few years it will be more acceptable,” she said, turning her gaze down to her feet.  
 
    “Do you really think that?” I asked. “I mean—you might be right, or you might be wrong. Do you really want to sit around and wait for a hypothetical future? It’s up to you, Katt. But if you come out, know that I’ll be there with you, and I’ll defend you, no matter what anyone says.” 
 
    A small smile appeared on her face. Then she looked down at her feet again. That smile disappeared. “I just can’t do it,” she said. “It would be too hard.”  
 
    “Okay,” I said. “Like I said, it’s your call.” 
 
    We shared one last kiss and then we went our separate ways. I had a great sleep that night, feeling like a massive weight had been lifted from my shoulders. Now Katt knew that I loved her, and I knew that she loved me. Maybe it wasn’t the way that I’d always imagined things would be, but I felt happy, and that was all that seemed to matter. 
 
    I even woke up with a small smile on my face. I felt invigorated, even though I only got four hours of sleep between our park romp and when my alarm went off at 6:00 AM. I took a long, pleasant shower, ate a delicious breakfast, and then I decided to walk to school, passing on my mom’s offer to give me a ride.  
 
    I was practically skipping on my way down the street. I’m sure I got a few weird looks, but I didn’t care. I showed up at the school three minutes before my first class. 
 
    I walked through the doors and saw a group of girls whispering and pointing down the hall. Then I saw another small cluster of students doing the same, just a few steps ahead. I paused and looked to see what all the commotion was about, and that’s when I saw her: Katt, at her locker, wearing a small pink dress and cute white flats. She had her hair in a beautiful braid and her nails painted pink, to match her outfit.  
 
    Some people were wondering who she was, but the news was spreading quickly. “That’s Cory,” I heard one guy say to a few girls. “Think he had a mental breakdown or something?” 
 
    Katt looked nervous. She kept her gaze down, to avoid eye contact—and I couldn’t blame her, seeing as everyone was talking about her. I could tell that she was feeling scared and vulnerable. But at the same time, I could tell that she felt more comfortable than ever. I even caught her with a small grin as she walked by a window and caught her own reflection.  
 
    “Cory’s a tranny?” I overheard another student saying in a close conversation. 
 
    I ignored the comments I was hearing. I jogged to catch up to her. Then I reached down and grabbed her hand, making her jump. She looked over at me with wide eyes, and then she relaxed when she saw that it was me. “I’m so proud of you,” I said. 
 
    “I’m not going to lie. I’m a little bit scared,” she said. 
 
    I nodded my head. “It’s worth it.” 
 
    She smiled. I could feel the gazes staring at us. We walked by my friend Rob. He stared at me with narrowed eyes. Then he let a snicker slip. “Is that Katt?” he said. The news had obviously gotten to him too. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said.  
 
    He laughed again, shaking his head. We started walking away. “Well you were right about one thing, Larry,” he called out. 
 
    I turned around and looked at him, waiting for his ‘epic burn’. So I was surprised when he said, “She’s hot.” One of Rob’s friends gave Rob a nudge. “What?” Rob said. 
 
    “She’s used to be a he,” the friend said. 
 
    “I know,” said Rob. “But look at her and be honest. She’s hot.” He laughed and then his friend became red in the face. 
 
    I looked over at Katt and her face was red too. She bit her lip to stop the smile from stretching across her face. She had a struggle ahead of her, but she was happy.  
 
    THE END 
 
    

  

 
   
    PRETTY FEET 
 
    Stanley needs money. 
 
    He goes on a cheap Tinder date with a girl who can’t keep her attention away from her phone. It’s a habit that annoys Stanley, until he finds out what she’s doing: replying to comments on a website made for lovers of feet. Stanley’s date is a foot fetish model, posting shots of her feet for men to buy online. 
 
    Stanley checks out her photos and decides it seems easy enough. His feet are petite, and with a shave, they look feminine enough. He needs the money, after all. Though he has no idea what kind of rabbit hole he’s stepping into when he posts the first shot of his pretty feet.  
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER I 
 
    The date wasn’t much to remember. She was cute in her profile picture, but the moment she walked into that cafe, I knew that her profile picture was five years old, touched up with Photoshop, and taken from a very specific angle to make her face as flattering as possible. 
 
    I still gave her a chance. I bought her a latte and took her for a walk around the park. She was present at first, but about thirty minutes into the date, her attention started drifting to her phone screen. At first, she apologized each time she took out her phone to see why it was buzzing. Then the phone started coming out every three minutes, and each time our conversation would come to an abrupt end. “What were we talking about?” she would ask, without even looking away from her screen. 
 
    “Your brother. You said he’s in the military,” I said. 
 
    She typed the end of her message. “Sorry, what was that?” she said. 
 
    I forced a smile. “It’s okay. If you’re busy, we can maybe plan to meet up another time.” It was my polite way of telling her that I was over the phone. 
 
    She looked into my eyes with a glazed over look, as if she still wasn’t listening—waiting for my words to ping around in her brain enough to be recognized. “Sorry,” she said. “I just keep getting these messages and I don’t want people to think that I’m ignoring them.” 
 
    I tried not to scoff. She didn’t want people to think that she was ignoring them? “Well, it’s getting late and I’ve got plans for dinner,” I said. 
 
    “No, I’m sorry,” she said. “I’m not usually on my phone like this. I’ve just been getting a lot more messages than usual.” 
 
    “Is something wrong?” I asked, trying to be as polite as possible. I was tempted to be rude, but I wanted her to regret screwing the date up—and I knew she would regret nothing if she went home thinking that I was just another asshole.  
 
    “No, it’s not that. It’s really hard to explain,” she said.  
 
    “Why’s that?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s kind of embarrassing. I guess you could say that I’m working—and I know that that’s no excuse for being on my phone through a whole date.” Had she been a knockout in the looks department, I think I would have forgiven her. But she was painfully average; she didn’t have much of an ass or much of a rack. Her skin was a bit blotchy and her hair was a bit scruffy, as if she didn’t bother to do much more than brush it back before our little meetup.  
 
    “I thought you worked at a shoe store,” I said. 
 
    “I do. I mean—that’s part time, and this is part time too. But this actually makes me more money. But like I said, it’s kind of embarrassing and I didn’t want to tell you about it, because I don’t want you judging me, or whatever.”  
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “What? Are you selling nudes or something?” 
 
    She laughed and her cheeks turned red. Was she selling nudes? Was I on a date with some OnlyFans model or something? “Seriously?” I said. 
 
    “No, no,” she said. “I would never do that. My dad would murder me. But I am selling pictures.” 
 
    “Okay…” I said, trying to wrap my head around whatever her little scheme was. She took out her phone and started dabbling on it again. Now, I was ready to turn around and leave. She couldn’t even commit the closest thing we’d had to a real conversation without pulling out her phone. 
 
    I looked back towards me car. “I should be—” 
 
    “—Look,” she said, interrupting my escape attempt. She turned her phone to me and showed me a picture of her bare feet. I stared for a moment. 
 
    “Why are you showing me your feet?” I asked. 
 
    “I found this website where you can—I know it sounds stupid—sell pictures of your feet to men.” 
 
    “What?” I said, scratching the back of my head. “Why would anyone pay money for that? No offence.”  
 
    “None taken,” she said. “Some guys are really into feet. To them, it’s like staring at naked breasts, or a pussy or something. They’ll pay a lot of money for feet pictures.” 
 
    “You’re kidding, right?” I said. 
 
    She tapped a few more buttons before turning her phone to me again. “That’s how much I’ve made this month.” The number was close to eight hundred dollars. It wasn’t quite enough to live off of, but it was enough to make me speechless for a moment. We took a seat on a park bench. 
 
    “How much are guys paying for a picture?” I asked. 
 
    “It varies. Usually about a dollar per person.” 
 
    “You’re telling me eight hundred guys have paid to see your feet?” 
 
    She smiled and then she opened up her phone’s camera. She slipped her shoes off and lifted her feet off the ground, pointing her toes forward. She had her toenails painted pink. She played around with the camera angle for a moment before snapping a few shots. Then she went into her profile on the strange website and posted a picture. “Watch. In a few minutes, I’ll have made another twenty bucks or so.”  
 
    We both watched her screen as the sales trickled in. It was only a minute before the first guy bought the photo for a dollar. Then a few more, then a few more.  
 
    I laughed. “I should have made you pay for the coffee,” I said. 
 
    And then she was distracted by her phone again, replying to the comments being posted on the picture of her feet. I sat for five long minutes, waiting for her attention to return, but now she was fully distracted, obsessed with the strange attention she was getting from men on her bizarre website. 
 
    The date ended a few minutes later. “I really have to get going,” I said. And she didn’t even look up from her phone to acknowledge me. “Maybe we’ll hang out again.” I stood up. “See you later.” 
 
    “Bye,” she said, without fully realizing the date was over. I think it was just an automatic response to hearing the words ‘See you later’. I walked away, leaving her on that bench, replying to her ‘clients’.  
 
    And when I got home, I found that weird website and perused around it, trying to figure out if it was legitimate or some sort of weird scam. There were hundreds of profiles, and some of them had thousands of followers. A few profiles had free pictures—probably free to lure in new customers. I scanned through the website and found myself chuckling.  
 
    I have to say: I was a bit disappointed in my fellow men. Why would anyone pay money for a picture of feet? It was impossible to even tell if any of them really belonged to a woman—especially a pretty woman. A simple Google search could turn up a million pictures of feet, so why pay money? 
 
    I grabbed a beer from the fridge and looked at the site again. The featured profiles blew my mind. If they had thousands of paying customers, all paying a buck at least for a picture of feet, then how much scratch were these girls taking home? Even if they were just selling a single picture each week, that was possible tens of thousands of dollars. Even girls like the one I met earlier that day: it was no work for a decent chunk of change. 
 
    I finished my beer and then I chuckled as a silly thought entered my head. I began to wonder if I could trick a few guys into spending a few bucks on my feet. I took off my socks and looked down. They would need a shave, and probably a touch of nail polish as well. There was an old thing of nail polish in the bathroom vanity. I think it was left behind by the previous renter of the suite—I never bothered to throw it out because I never used the vanity.  
 
    I bit my lip as I thought about it, trying not to laugh at how ridiculous the idea was. Even if I only sold the picture to one person, it would be worth a laugh if nothing else. 
 
    So I went to the bathroom with another beer and my face razor, which I only used once a month because my facial hair was almost non-existent. I shaved my feet and toes and ankles, and then I spent twenty minutes carefully applying that pink nail polish to each toenail. I felt stupid and silly, but that tingling curiosity kept me going.  
 
    It was forty minutes before my feet were ready for their closeup. I stretched out my legs and extended my phone, camera turned on. I pointed my toes until my feet looked especially girly, and then I snapped a photo. Now I was laughing out loud. The feet in the photo actually looked like they could have belonged to a woman. I knew I had small feet, but I never thought that they were feminine. 
 
    I sent the photo to my computer and then I made myself an account on the website. I uploaded the photo, setting the price to a mere fifty cents, which was the cheapest option. Then I sat and waited for my first sale to come in. My profile’s name was Fae, with a little heart emoji after it.  I waited for an hour, but nothing happened. I looked down at my painted toes and suddenly felt like a complete idiot. Maybe it took more work than I thought. Maybe I was missing something—or maybe my feet were obviously not worth spending money on. 
 
    But how could anyone know? I didn’t have any free photos to entice men to buy my fifty-cent photo. So I pulled my pants back up and I extended my toes again, snapping another photo—this time in my bathroom, just to change up the setting. The lighting was better in my bathroom anyway.  
 
    I posted the photo and made it free. Then I spent another hour refreshing the page and waiting for a sale. I don’t know why I cared so much. It was just supposed to be a dumb curiosity, not something I actually cared anything about. 
 
    After that hour, I was tired. I realized I was wasting my time on a dumb gag that wasn’t even enough to make me laugh out loud. So I closed the website, scrubbed the polish off of my toenails (which took a good amount of time), and I went to sleep. 
 
    It was a full week before I returned to that website. I went in for a job interview at an engraving shop at the mall. “You seem qualified,” said the interviewer. Of course I was qualified: the job had zero necessary qualifications. It was a minimum wage entry-level position. “I’m sure we can bring you on board, but first I’ll do a little background check to make sure you aren’t crazy. It’s just protocol.” 
 
    I smiled and nodded. “Sure. Sounds good.” On my way home, I remembered that website. I had a mini panic attack, suddenly worried that page would come up if my name was searched. Why didn’t I delete that stupid page that night? I started rushing home, walking as fast as I could without running. 
 
    I pulled out my phone and tried searching my own name. I scrolled through twenty pages of results, and then a car honked loudly. I looked up and saw that I was in the road: on a crosswalk with a red light. A car had slammed on its breaks to avoid killing me. “Sorry!” I yelled. 
 
    I got home and went straight to my computer. I was pretty sure that feet website wasn’t tied to my name in any way, but I wasn’t willing to take the risk. I needed to delete the profile, just to be safe. I opened the website up and logged into my account so I could locate the ‘delete account’ button—and that’s when I noticed the account balance. 
 
    I had twelve dollars, ready to be cashed out. Twenty-four men had purchased my fifty-cent picture, and three of them had added me to their ‘following’ list. I paused and stared at that green figure. Sure it wasn’t a lot, but twelve bucks was more than I was going to make in an hour at my new job.  
 
    I decided not to delete the account. I left it up after going through every single page of my settings, to make sure it wasn’t tied to my name or my e-mail address. Then I cashed out the twelve bucks, sending it directly to my bank account. I needed a few bucks for groceries after all. 
 
    As I was at the grocery store, buying a couple supplies, a weird tingle crept through me. I knew that my small haul was being funded by my feet. It was weird to think that I convinced enough men into thinking my feet belonged to a woman to pay for a couple dinners. 
 
    So when I got home, I took another picture of my feet after doing a fresh shave and a fresh coat of nail polish. This time the preparation only took twenty minutes. I posted the photo, and before I went to sleep, I had my first two sales with the new shot. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER II 
 
    The days were long and boring at that engraving store. We only got a handful of customers each day, usually between the hours of 2:00 PM and 5:00 PM, so the first five hours of my day were spent sitting in silence, staring at a computer screen that had restricted internet access. My boss told me that I wasn’t allowed to have my phone on the floor during working hours, but by my third day on the job, I was being left alone to keep the shop by myself, so of course I took out my phone to help pass the time.  
 
    Every few hours, I checked my sales on LoversOfFeet.com. I had four pictures of my feet for sale now, and I was close to making my first hundred bucks. I still got a weird feeling inside of me every time someone purchased one of my pictures. I still couldn’t understand what they saw in my feet that they couldn’t find on Google—and I couldn’t help but wonder what they were doing with the photos. Were they jerking off?  
 
    It was an especially long and boring day. No customers were coming in and I had nothing to do; I felt like I’d already surfed the entire world wide web five times over, and I was sick of refreshing my social media pages. One of my managers came in to check on me. She was in a red dress and bright red heels, having just come from some conference brunch across town. She spent an hour in the office filing paperwork, and then she left after saying, “We don’t need to both be here. It’s pretty dead today.” I couldn’t think of a single day that more than one person needed to be there. Some days we got no business at all. I wasn’t entirely sure how that engraving store stayed in business. 
 
    Once she was gone, I got up and wandered around the shop, stretching my legs. I went over to the office and poked my head inside. I knew that I wasn’t supposed to go into the office, but I was bored and desperate for something to hold my attention for even just a few minutes. That’s when I saw my manager’s red heels by the door. She must have taken them off and forgotten them. I knew that she kept a pair of slippers under the desk, so maybe that’s what she left in.  
 
    I sauntered over to the heels. I put my foot next to them and wondered if they would fit my feet, just for a quick shot for my LoversOfFeet profile. I peeked out into the shop to make sure I was alone, then I put the shoes on. They fit remarkably well. Luckily, my feet were newly shaved from a photo I took the night before, so all I had to do was pull up my pants. But I needed some good light. I peeked back out into the brightly lit shop, making sure it was empty, then I stumbled out from the office. It was hard walking in those heels, but I didn’t need to go far. I went behind the counter and put my feet up. I angled my phone until I had the perfect shot, and then I snapped it. I took a minute to post it to my page, and then the door opened. 
 
    I quickly pulled my feet down. My heart leapt. An older man walked in and paused. He stared at me with narrowed eyes for a moment—possibly having seen me in those red heels, which was still wearing under the counter. “C—Can I help you?” I asked. 
 
    He stared at me for a moment longer before stepping up to order an engraving for his grandson’s graduation. I could feel that my face was almost as red as those shoes. I put in his order, and then I slipped my shoes off while he was turned and looking at the display wall. 
 
    Then I took his little plaque over to the engraving machine. He looked down at my bare, shaved feet, but he didn’t comment. He kept his distance, probably thinking I was a serial killer. I gave him his plaque, freshly engraved, and then he went on his way, looking back at me once with those narrowed eyes. Once he was gone, I took a deep breath and relaxed my shoulders. I felt so stupid—until I opened my online account up and saw that I already had twenty sales on my latest picture. It was a personal record: twenty sales in under twenty minutes. I was officially past one hundred dollars in total earnings, and I still didn’t even have my first paycheque from the engraving store yet. 
 
    So I kept posting pictures. I posted one each night, always of my bare feet in my apartment, and then the odd photo of my bare feet in that engraving shop, when nobody was around.  
 
    I started getting regular clients: men who were happy to buy each photo that I posted. The comments were always positive, and sometimes frighteningly dirty. “I want to fuck your feet so badly,” one man said. “I just want to cum on your toes and make you lick my load off.” But it was only a week before I started getting some less positive comments. “More of the same,” said one man. “Post something different,” said another. “Or I’m unsubbing.” My heart fluttered. Now I was close to having two hundred dollars in total earnings, in just a couple of weeks. But my new photos weren’t performing as well. I needed to step up my game. I needed to give my clients more, even though I had no idea what else they could possibly want. What else could I do with my feet to make the men happy?  
 
    I had a lot of spare time to think about it as I sat in that empty engraving shop, hoping a customer would come in just to obliterate my boredom. Nobody came in, so I was left with that dwelling thought in my head: how could I improve my feet photography game? 
 
    I decided to use a bit of the money I made selling feet photos to invest in some inspiration. I bought twenty top rated pictures from top users, a total cost of forty dollars, almost half of my earnings—but you have to spend money to make money, right?  
 
    The pictures were in a whole other league: high resolution, taken with impressive cameras, with perfect lighting (probably studio lights). The girls wore different shoes in the different photos, as well as stockings, leggings, pantyhose, and of course fishnets. Only one of the twenty photos I purchased had bare feet. Even the settings were often creative, with a bit of a theme to match whatever the style of the photo was. In one photo, the girl was kicking off her cowgirl boots, and in the background was an impressive old west town—maybe a set or maybe she drove a few hours just to get that picture.  
 
    I didn’t have the money for an expensive camera or fancy sets or studio lighting. But I knew I needed to do something, even if it was just a slight improvement.  
 
    I found a pair of fishnet stockings online for eight dollars. I ordered them, knowing I would make the money back. Then I ordered a single LED light for twenty dollars, and a new color of nail polish, just to vary my look up a bit. I went with a glittery gold color. And just like that, I was broke, having spent every dollar that I’d made. But you have to spend money to make money. 
 
    Three days later, all of my online purchases were at my door. I brought everything inside and set up for my newest and best photo yet: smooth feet in fishnet stockings, with a nice key light to the left, making the photo look a tiny bit more professional, nails sparkling with gold polish. I spent five minutes finding the right angle, and then I posted the photo for my small audience. 
 
    Within an hour, I sold the picture to forty different men. The new photo was on its way to paying itself off. I smiled, feeling proud of myself. The comments started coming in. I sat on my couch for the next hour answering all of them, making sure my fans remained fans. Another hour went by as I refreshed my sales and answered more comments, even getting a bit flirty with a few guys, hoping they would ‘tip’ me, which was an option on the site. I got one five-dollar tip, so the effort paid off.  
 
    And then I realized it was getting dark, and I realized I was still wearing the fishnet stockings. In a weird way, I kind of liked the way they felt on my legs, hugging my skin. Though I felt kind of dumb with my legs only shaved up to the middle of my shins. I don’t know why I didn’t just shave all of my legs. I guess I figured I could still pull up my socks and appear manly while wearing shorts. But every time I went to take a photo, I was showing off a bit more leg. 
 
    Just before I went to bed, I received a new comment. “Do you have an OnlyFans I can sign up for?” the man asked. 
 
    My stomach churned at the thought of men jerking off to the pictures I was posting. I hated to think that I was getting men off, but I knew that men only used OnlyFans for one thing: getting off. “Not yet,” I said with a winking emoji. 
 
    “You should get one. I’d sign up,” he said.  
 
    The comment lingered in my gut for a while. I don’t know why it bothered me so much, but I didn’t like it. I didn’t want people asking for pictures above my shins. It was a website for feet, and that was what I was giving them. Why couldn’t they just be happy with my feet pictures?  
 
    When I woke up, that twenty dollars had doubled into forty. I wasn’t too far off of making more with the feet pictures than I was at my actual job.  
 
    My heart fluttered and my skin tingled. I knew that I was onto something. I knew that I had stumbled into the easiest side-hustle imaginable. Sure, there would be a bit of an initial investment, but I knew that each little investment would go a long way. I saw that my following was growing, and the numbers were on an upward trajectory. It was exactly the extra income I needed to get back onto my feet after my split with Fiona. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Fiona took everything when she left me—including my dog. I never found out why she decided to leave me—probably for another man, though she never posted any pictures of herself with another guy. One day I just woke up and she was gone. The note on the table said that she was moving on and couldn’t say it to my face. Her friends came by that afternoon to pick up her things. I was heartbroken. We’d been together for nearly three years and I was planning on proposing. I thought everything was going great, and then that day happened. 
 
    “I want this split to be easy and painless,” she wrote in her note. But the split was anything but painless.  
 
    It was only a week later when a couple of large men in matching uniforms came for my dog. They had some papers written up by a lawyer, apparently saying that the dog belonged to Fiona. I loved that dog. Sure, we got it together, but I was the one who had always taken care of it. I was the one who fed it and walked it and bought its treats.  
 
    I hired my own lawyer to fight for the dog. It was an expensive battle, which I lost simply because Fiona’s name was on the adoption paper and not mine. I couldn’t even remember signing adoption papers (and I guess that’s because I didn’t sign any). 
 
    And then it got worse. Fiona fought me for everything, including the television and the couch. I kept trying to meet up with her, to figure out why she was bleeding me dry, but she refused to meet and she refused to give me her address. I still think that she’d moved in with another man and was too afraid of me finding out.  
 
    The legal battle crushed my spirits and drained my bank account. I said some ugly things about women in a public Facebook post during a particularly low moment, and then my then-boss saw the post and fired me. I was broke and unemployed and heartbroken. I won’t lie: I thought about ending it. I even walked to a bridge one night and looked down at the water and tried to convince myself to close my eyes and jump; but I chickened out at the last second, as I had my foot over the railing.  
 
    Fiona destroyed me, and I never found out why. She didn’t need my money; she had a decent job at a pub. Some nights she would come home with four or five hundred dollars, just in tips. She wasn’t particularly brilliant or qualified, but she was pretty. She was the one that taught me that, as a girl, you’ll be fine as long as you’re pretty.  
 
    That split was two long years before I started dating again. I was alone and sexless for two excruciating years. I was unemployed for most of that time as well, unable to hold down a job because of my emotional instability. There were days that I would just break down. But I was better now, for the most part. Fiona’s face would come into my mind from time to time, and I would find myself in that old state of sad confusion. I hated that I had no idea why she left. In her note she claimed that it was her and not me—whatever that meant. But deep down, I knew that it was something to do with me.  
 
    It was a quiet Thursday afternoon and I had the day off of work. I was trying to get a decent picture of my feet in my apartment, but I couldn’t get a shot that was any different than any of the shots I’d already posted. I was afraid of making my audience upset. I didn’t want to make them pay money to get a photo that they already had. I hated the negative comments. I hated seeing the ‘followers’ number dip on my profile page. If this was going to be at all worth my time, I had to be careful. 
 
    And while I was trying to get that shot in a new and special light, I remembered Fiona. I remembered her pretty feet, and then I remembered that I had a pair of Fiona’s panties stuffed in the far back of my sock drawer.  
 
    I felt my cheeks turning red as I remembered the red lacy panties. I stole them from her after the first time we had sex. I woke up before her and those panties were on the floor of my bedroom. I knew that David, an old friend, wouldn’t believe me that I got laid, so I kept the panties to prove it. I hid them in my sock drawer, and then I ended up keeping them there, to remind me of how lucky I felt on that morning, when I woke up next to the girl of my dreams.  
 
    I never had the courage to throw the panties away—and to be honest, I forgot about them for many months. I never dug into the back of my sock drawer. 
 
    I retrieved them now. They had a dusty smell, but it wasn’t unpleasant. I felt the fabric with both of my hands, remembering feeling them for the first time when I slipped them off of Fiona’s tight, smooth body. I closed my eyes and tried to push back the swell of emotion inside of me. Then I bent over and slipped the panties around my ankles. 
 
    Now I had a better shot: something different, with red panties around my ankles. I got my little light in close and then I snapped a picture. I posted the shot and waited for the money to come in.  
 
    Once again, the photo broke my personal record, making sixty dollars before the end of the day. I caught myself grinning in the mirror. Between that photo and all of my other photos, I made eighty dollars. It was my day off and I ended up making more money than I would have made at work. For the first time in a long time, I felt excited, even though I knew that what I was doing was silly and stupid and probably wrong. I was essentially a catfish, tricking men into giving me money. But it’s not like I explicitly said anywhere on my profile that I was a girl. It’s not like there was a rule on the website that said that the users had to be women.  
 
    I received a message right before going to bed. I’d received similar messages before, but this was caught my interest for some weird reason. “I’ll tip you one hundred dollars if you send me a picture of your asshole.” Usually people wanted tit shots or pussy shots—but this was the first asshole shot. I didn’t have tits or a pussy, but I did have an asshole. And the message got me wondering: if my feet could pass as feminine, could my asshole pass as feminine? 
 
    I didn’t love the idea of sending a stranger a picture of my asshole, but I liked the thought of having a spare hundred bucks for almost no extra work. I walked over to my bathroom mirror and turned to look at my backside. First, I needed to shave. I grabbed my razor and carefully spent the next thirty minutes removing all the hair—even carefully gliding the razor up my crack.  Then I looked at myself and laughed. Now, with my ass all shaved and my calves all shaved, I looked ridiculous, with a band of hair around my thighs. So I decided to do away with all of it. It was a small price to pay for a decent side hustle.  
 
    I had to figure out how to put my camera’s phone on a timer, because I couldn’t hold the phone and bend over at the same time—also while spreading my butt cheeks and holding the red panties away from my crack.  
 
    I paused for a moment to laugh while snapping the photo. It was definitely not a position I had ever seen myself in before. I never thought that I would be bending over and taking pictures of my butthole while wearing my ex-girlfriend’s panties. But there I was.  
 
    I didn’t have high hopes for the photo, but it seemed like a waste not to try. After taking a deep breath, I looked at my picture. I was shocked: the photo could have been a photo of a woman’s asshole. The bum cheeks were smooth and round. You could see some of my thighs, but they looked good, like they belonged to a model. And the lower back that could be seen also had a feminine quality to it—maybe just because of the way I was curving my spine.  
 
    I sent the man the picture in a private DM, and fifteen minutes later he sent me a $100.00 tip. I nearly shouted out with joy. $180.00 in a single day. It was more than I’d ever made in a single day at any job. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I was quickly becoming a pro: motivated by big green dollar signs. I had my sights set on a camera, but it was fifteen hundred dollars and that didn’t even include the lenses—but I knew it was what I needed to push my sales into a whole new category: maybe even eliminating the need for a day job.  
 
    It was funny to think that I could end up making a living with pictures of my feet, but I knew I couldn’t just turn down a golden opportunity because I thought it was silly. I came from a long line of entrepreneurs: business men and women who were successful in the best and worst of times. I knew that I had success in my blood, and this was the card I was being dealt.  
 
    If I was going to save for that camera, I needed to be thrifty. I needed more settings and accessories to keep my game going strong.  
 
    And I was already learning lessons; I learned that it was silly to post two photos in the same day. I was starting to figure the website’s algorithm out; it was better to get one picture with lots of likes and comments and purchases than it was to get two photos with as many likes and comments and purchases spread across both. The trick was to get high in the rankings, and only photos with lots of activity rose high. Once a photo was high up in the rankings, it got more visibility, and more sales at an exponential rate. The first few pages of results on the website’s homepage were posts that went up within the past twenty-four hours. With some simple logic, I figured out that the results were sorted with a formula that went something like: likes plus comments plus purchases, all divided by days since posting.  
 
    So I couldn’t just be lazy and waste a day. Each day was important for growth. So I was nervous when I got to work and had no photo to post. I sat anxiously behind that counter in that empty engraving store. Each hour that went by was a wasted hour: an hour that someone else had my potential spot in those search results, taking my potential income away from me.  
 
    I surfed the website, buying a few of the top selling photos of the day for the sake of research. One of the top photos was of a pair of feet with streaks of glistening cum across the toes. ‘Met up with one of my fans today,’ the comment read. My heart galloped and my skin tingled. I had a feeling that the girl didn’t actually fool around with a fan—probably just her boyfriend, and she was now just putting ideas in the heads of her fans. But the photo gave me a naughty idea. 
 
    I went into the back room and pulled out my cock. I began to stroke it, knowing there was a very low chance that someone would come into the store. It had been a while since I’d had any action, so I knew it wouldn’t take long to get off. I felt stupid and exhilarated at the same time while I stroked myself in that little store.  
 
    I thought about pulling porn open on my phone, but I needed to have my camera ready to get the perfect shot before all the cum oozed off of my feet, so I kept the camera app open instead. It didn’t feel like I was just masturbating at work; I was doing business. I was imitating the pros, and they say that the best way to be successful is to imitate the pros.  
 
    I squeezed hard and tugged fast, trying to come up with sexy images in my mind. But instead of pornographic scenes, I started thinking about Fiona. It was a problem that I’d had for years, since she’d left me. I struggled to get off because her face always came into my head, making me depressed and lonely. I couldn’t allow those feelings to ruin a good business opportunity, so I opened my eyes and pushed the thought away.  
 
    I looked down at my feet. I wasn’t a foot fetish guy, but at least my feet looked feminine. I had my painted toes and my smooth hairless skin. I guess my feet did kind of look sexy. I could see why men would have believed them to be female. And my legs were pretty cute too. I pulled up my pant legs to expose my smooth skin, making the illusion a bit more convincing. Now it felt like I was staring at a woman’s legs as I jerked off, which was much better than depressing thoughts of my ex-girlfriend.  
 
    I bit down on my tongue as I moved my legs into various feminine poses. It was kind of fun, modelling for myself. I was coming up with lots of ideas of poses for future photos. And with each stroke of my cock, I was realizing more and more what some people saw in a good pair of feminine feet.  
 
    “Shit,” I moaned, grabbing my camera. Then I pushed my erection down and I pulled my feet in close. I shuddered all over and then I came on my feet. It was a big come shot. I recorded a video of the action, with my cock out of frame. I had my feet turned in a way that looked like the cum was actually coming from the side, and not from between my legs.  
 
    Then, I started snapping photos as the cum oozed down. I probably took thirty shots from different angles, making sure I got the moment covered. I felt relieved and naughty in a fun sort of way. Even as I scrolled through the shots, my heart continued to pound as if I was still fooling around when I should have been working. 
 
    I watched the video of my feet getting streaked with cum. I watched it again and again, making sure there were no reflection in the background, and making sure it really did look like someone else was coming on me. I must have watched that thirty second video fifteen times before I felt like it was acceptable to post on the website.  
 
    ‘A client came into the shop and we had some fun,’ I wrote as the caption. I attached the video and two pictures, selling the action as a bundle. It seemed risky and awkward, but I knew I needed to imitate the pros if I was going to be successful.  
 
    But I still felt like I’d crossed a line. It was one thing to post public photos of my feet, but it was a whole other thing to post photos of cum.  
 
    That awkward anxiety soon fluttered away as the sales rolled in. Once again, I made more money selling pictures (and now a video) of my feet than I did while sitting around a shop for eight hours. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER V 
 
    Two days later came new trends. All of the top girls were posting top-down shots of their lower halves: on their stomachs, legs bent, heels against their bums. They were showing off a lot more than just their feet: now they were showing everything below their waists. Some of them were nude, others were in lingerie, and some were just in cute dresses.  
 
    I spent my entire afternoon getting a similar shot. I had to create a special stand for my phone using two stacks of old books and magazines and a long board that floated six feet off of the ground, and three feet above my body on my bed. Then I spent some time setting up lights (I got my newest light in the mail that morning). Then I changed my old bed sheets; stuffing my torn blue plaid sheets into my closet and putting on the inexpensive pink sheets I bought on Amazon.  
 
    Then I had to do a fresh shave. I also bought a moisturizer that had a skin tone tint in it that was supposed to hide blemishes. It wasn’t a cheap product, but I saw online that many models were using the same thing for their legs before photoshoots.  
 
    I took a few naked shots, obviously with my cock and balls tucked under my body. Then I put on those red panties and took a few more. Then I put on my fishnets and took some. And then I put on a dress that I picked up from a thrift store for eight dollars. It was yellow with short sleeves, and shockingly cute for eight dollars.  
 
    While I was in each outfit, I also took a few shots in different poses around my apartment. They were all shots that I planned on saving for later. I only planned on posting one that day, and I hadn’t decided which one I liked best. But I’d spent some time going through the back catalogues of some of the more successful girls, and I saw that they all used photos from the same photoshoots, posting many months apart. Nobody seemed to notice that the settings and outfits were the same—as long as there was enough time between each post. And I knew that I was going to need material if I was going to keep my profile going strong. There would be days that I wouldn’t be able to take photos—maybe even entire weeks. And there would be a day that I would be too old, and my feet wouldn’t be sexy any more. Sure, that was decades away, but if I was going to turn this into a proper source of passive income, then I needed to think far ahead. I was even already trying to think of ways to automate the posting process, so that I could just let a computer take over once I had a few hundred—or a few thousand—photos. Maybe it could truly be a low-effort source of passive income.  
 
    I was averaging just over one hundred dollars per day. My follower count was growing by the day. 99% of the comments I was receiving were positive.  
 
    It was only two weeks later when my bank account had enough money in it to afford that camera and a used lens from the same store. “Great camera choice,” the man at the camera store said to me. “What kind of pictures do you plan on taking with it?” 
 
    I felt myself blushing as a smile crossed my face. It wasn’t a question I was expecting, but I wasn’t sure why. “Mountains and stuff,” I said. 
 
    “Are you sure this is the lens you want then?” he said. “This is more for closeups and portraits and stuff like that. Maybe you want to get a wide lens, like this prime fourteen-millimeter lens from Rokinon.”  
 
    “No, that’s okay. I want to do all sorts of stuff,” I said, taking my new haul. “Thank you though.”  
 
    He looked at me strangely, probably wondering why I wanted a professional camera even though I didn’t even know what I wanted to shoot.  
 
    I was so excited about the new camera that I ended up spending the rest of the day taking pictures of my feet, and some pictures of my legs and bum. I put on all of my few outfits and did every pose I could think of, replacing all of my old photos with shots with my new, high-resolution camera.  
 
    The camera’s resolution was so high that I realized I needed to do a better job of shaving all of the tiny blonde hairs on the backs of my thighs and bum. I also had to learn how to color grade photos. But it was a fun learning curve, playing around on my computer with all of my photos. It was also a great opportunity to spend some time with pictures of my feet and legs and bum, to see what looked good and what didn’t. I felt like I was learning a lot about my own body. I was definitely learning that my body was quite feminine. 
 
    And I couldn’t help but wonder if that was part of why Fiona left me. Maybe I wasn’t manly enough for her. Maybe she would have preferred a guy who couldn’t pass as a woman on the internet. Maybe that’s who she left me for: a guy with big, hairy feet, and strong, muscular legs. But that guy probably wasn’t on track to make an extra four grand in a month, with only a couple hours of extra work each day.  
 
    I posted a photo of my bare legs extended in a classic photo, lit evenly with my set of LED lights. The reception was amazing. At a dollar per image, I sold one hundred images in under an hour: another new record. “New background photo,” said one man. Another man sent me a private message of his computer screen, with my photo on his screen, and streaks of cum oozing down. He jerked himself off to my photo, and in a weird way it felt like a victory.  
 
    “Please get an OnlyFans,” another poster wrote. “I’d buy every picture you posted.”  
 
    It was a recurring comment that I was getting more and more with each passing day. And it was starting to feel more and more awkward, ignoring the comments.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” I wrote. “I don’t think I’m quite ready for that yet.”  
 
    He sent me a private message. “Send me a picture of yourself,” he wrote. “I’ll tell you if you’re ready or not. I bet you’re smoking hot and you don’t even realize it.”  
 
    I laughed and shook my head. I rolled my eyes as I replied to the flirtation. “You’re so cute. Thanks.” 
 
    “Seriously,” he replied. “Send a full body shot, with your face. I promise not to share it.” 
 
    “I think I’m too shy,” I wrote, trying to stay in my girly character, which was strangely easy and natural. “But you’re sweet.” 
 
    “I’ll tip you a hundred bucks,” he said. “And then I delete the photo right away. C’mon gorgeous, don’t be shy.” 
 
    I won’t lie: I thought about digging around on the internet for a picture of a random girl. I even did a tiny bit of searching before realizing it was too risky. It would have been too easy for him to reverse-search the photo and realize it wasn’t me. And it would involve Photoshopping my small birthmarks onto my legs. 
 
    I walked over to the mirror. It was hard to turn down a hundred bucks, especially because I was already eyeing up tripods and new lights and new lenses and tons of new outfits online. I needed a lot more money to get myself established and comfortable. One hundred bucks would have gone a long way.  
 
    I’d been meaning to buy a wig. I’d seen many pictures on that website of hair dangling down into the frame. It was one little thing that would sell me more as a woman. And I was pretty sure that I had a bunch of Fiona’s old makeup in a box in my storage locker, in the apartment building basement. I went down to look. 
 
    Sure enough, there was lots of old makeup, and there were even a couple outfits that she left behind: dresses that I bought for her that she only wore a few times. I picked up one piece of black lingerie from one of the boxes. “I forgot about this,” I said aloud to myself. I bought it for her for Valentine’s Day, and she looked amazing in it—but she never wore it again after that night. Also in the box was an old Halloween costume, with a pink bob wig; it was part of a go-go girl costume that Fiona wore one year to a Halloween party.  
 
    Also in the box was a pair of heels that she wore to a convention, and a pair of gladiator sandals that she begged for and then never wore after I got them for her for Christmas. She said that they weren’t comfortable, but I was sure now that they would be fine for a photoshoot. I took the whole box up to my apartment and started trying things on.  
 
    I put on my little yellow dress, and then I put on the gladiator sandals, strapping them all the way up my calves with the tiny leather straps. I got that wig snugged onto my head, and then I brought all of the old makeup into my bathroom, and that’s where I spent the next two hours: trying on various supplies, dolling myself up, and then washing my face so I could try again, until I felt like I actually had a look that seemed somewhat convincing.  
 
    My eyes looked huge surrounded by eyeliner. My lips looked plump and juicy with a touch of lip gloss. I had to pluck a few eyebrow hairs to get the shape of my eyebrows right, but with a bit of plucking, my face looked genuinely feminine. I felt strange staring at myself, like I was staring at completely different person, at a real woman, yet somehow, I still looked like me.  
 
    “Whoa,” I said, leaning in to see how bright my eyes were. I never realized just how bright and captivating my eyes were before.  
 
    I stepped back and did a few poses in the mirror. My skin tingled. Maybe I could do an OnlyFans page if I was crafty enough. Maybe I could start a second source of passive income using this strange talent that I apparently had.  
 
    I set my camera up on top of my dresser and I snapped a full body shot. It was just too revealing for my comfort level. Maybe the guy wouldn’t be able to tell that I was really a man, but I could see that I was really me—so I needed to be more creative.  
 
    I put the camera down on the ground and I focused it on my feet, which were stretched out towards it. You could see me in the photo, leaning back and looking into the lens, but I was out of focus and unrecognizable. But technically, it was a full body shot: you could see everything from my dress to my face to my pink hair.  
 
    I sent the man the photo. “You tease,” he said. “I’m only tipping half for this. But I can see that you’re beautiful—even though you’re out of focus.”  
 
    I caught myself blushing.  
 
    “Seriously,” he continued after seeing that I read his message. “You’re hot. I would pay five thousand dollars to spend one night with you. You don’t live near Sacramento, do you?”  
 
    I don’t know why I was blushing so much. The words shouldn’t have come across as complimentary. As a man, his flirtations should have come across as insults. But instead of feeling angry, I was smiling and biting down on my tongue like a teen girl talking to a cute boy in the school hallway.  
 
    He sent a fifty-dollar tip, which still seemed worth the effort. “You’re so sweet,” I said. I was already navigating over to the camera store website to place an order for a tripod. Shots were going to be so much easier with a tripod.  
 
    The next day, I decided to post that same shot onto my profile, listed at $1.00. By the end of the day, I hit another new sales record. My audience grew and my picture made it onto the fourth page of the website’s search results: another new record. I deposited all of my account’s money into my bank and then I hit up the thrift store on my way home from work. For one hundred and fifty bucks, I got three pairs of shoes, five complete outfits (skirts, blouses, dresses, tank tops, and sweaters), and then I ordered a wig online after picking up my tripod from the camera store. I also grabbed another bigger LED light to be my key light; my other lights would become my fill light and my backlight. 
 
    My bedroom now looked like a studio, and I already had ideas on how to make it even better. I knew that the pictures would be better if I could make the room lighter, which meant painting the walls white. I needed to invest in some generic artwork for the walls and some knickknacks to put up on shelves, to make my bedroom background look more appealing. That night, I started looking into locations around the city that could serve as photoshoot locations. I had my eye on a cute boutique hotel room that would cost me $150.00 for a night, but I knew I could get tons of material there: easily enough for a week or two of posts. It seemed like a penny in the bucket, and a worthwhile penny at that, so I booked the room for the following night. 
 
    I packed a whole suitcase with my wigs, makeup, outfits, shoes, shaving stuff, moisturizers, and toiletries. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    It took three trips from my car to my room to load everything up, and then it took a good hour to set up all of my equipment: battery chargers, lighting, tripod, and so on. I turned that boutique hotel room into a legitimate photography studio. 
 
    Then it was time to do my makeup. There were many mirrors in that room, and where there weren’t mirrors, there were windows: reflections everywhere. I knew that my face would inevitably end up in the blurry background of at least one photo, so I had to make sure that I had all of my bases covered. I dolled myself for an hour, getting my eyeliner perfect, contouring my face just right, and making sure my new wig looked perfectly convincing and not at all like a wig. Then I spent a good amount of time picking out my first outfit for my long night of shooting.  
 
    I did a few standard shots, and then I started to mimic what the pro users were doing. I did shots in cute outfit after cute outfit. My personal favorite (especially with the yellow painted walls in the room) was my red gingham romper. I made a point of getting most of my body into my feet shots while I was in that romper. I did my best to pose sexy, curving my back and pouting at the camera like a bonafide model. I ended up turning myself on when I looked over at a mirror and saw myself bent flirtatiously over a bed, kicking back my feet with the camera behind me for a feet-and-bum shot. I could feel my shaft throbbing. I was getting hard and excited. I bit down on my lip and looked down. The new hardening bulge wasn’t going to help me with my photos; I knew it needed to be dealt with.  
 
    I looked to the television and turned it on. It had all of the classic hotel movie options. Normally, I would have skipped them to watch free television, but now that I had some expendable cash, I was curious. I flicked over to the adult section. I started looking through sexy posters of girls sucking cocks thicker than Coca Cola cans. Then I noticed a category: gay, bi, and transsexual. I paused for a moment before clicking on it curiously. I wasn’t gay or bi or transsexual, but I wanted to know how the trans girls looked compared to me. I was curious to see what they were doing to make themselves look convincingly feminine. I scrolled through a few posters until I found one with a truly hot girl, who was apparently biologically male. I stared at the poster for a moment. She had a similar brunette bob and glossy lips. The video was only two dollars to rent, so I rented it, and it suddenly started.  
 
    I found myself staring at her as she flirted with the film’s first male lead. He put his hands on her and started kissing her neck. I could see her Adam’s apple bulging slightly, but aside from that, she looked perfectly convincing. And some girls have Adam’s apples, so it wasn’t even something I could really judge her on. She had a black choker on—maybe that’s what I needed. Her breasts weren’t big at all. They were B-cups at best, and I could probably muster up some B-cups using some hormones—and then I could tell people in public that I just had a bit of a chip addiction; nobody would think that B-cups were true breasts unless they were inside of a dress or a bra. People would just assume I had man boobs—and I didn’t mind people thinking I had man boobs if I was secretly making big money on the side. It seemed like a small price to pay. 
 
    I shook my head, pushing away the strange thought. Why was I considering taking hormones? Why would altering my body even be a remote option? A chill crept through my body, then I looked back down at my big erection. It was harder than it had been in a long time—almost painfully hard, throbbing intensely. Why was I so horny? Was it the transgender pornography or the fun of being dolled up? Either way, it was concerning. 
 
    On the screen, a biological girl—fully naked—was bending the pretty trans girl over. She had a big dildo, which she slid down to the trans girl’s puckering asshole. I watched for a moment with intense curiosity. I bit down on the side of my tongue and took a deep breath as the girl pushed the toy into the trans porn star. She pushed it deep and began to plunge in and out. The trans chick moaned. Her cheeks turned a shade of dark red.  
 
    “Hold it,” the girl said. “I’ll be right back.” 
 
    Then the trans girl did something curious. Instead of using her hands to hold the toy (her hands were busy playing with her own breasts), she used the heels of her feet to hold the toy inside of her body. It gave me an idea. 
 
    I looked around and spotted a shoehorn in the closet. I zipped over and gave it a wash in the little sink before sitting down on the floor with my camera now off of its tripod. I faced the camera towards me, and then I spread my knees, showing my panties and erection off to the camera. The erection wasn’t important—I knew I could hide it with my hand. I pulled my panties to the side and then I went to push the shoehorn into my asshole. 
 
    I’d never penetrated myself before, so I had no idea what to expect. I figured there would be a bit of initial pain, but nothing unbearable. I knew the pain would be worth the clout online. I twisted and pushed, but the shoehorn wouldn’t go into me, even though it was blunt and shaped like an average sized cock.  
 
    I needed lubrication. I thought for a moment before deciding to use my own saliva. I spat on the shoehorn and then used my fingertips to spread the spit around, making the black phallic object glisten. Then I brought it back to my hole and began to push again. Still, it didn’t want to go in. “C’mon,” I said. I really wanted that picture. I knew it would perform well. I knew tons of men would pay as much as five bucks for it. I twisted and groaned. “Why won’t it go in?” I said aloud. Then I leaned back a little bit and tried again. 
 
    It suddenly penetrated me and went in three whole inches before I grabbed it and stopped myself. I gasped, feeling my insides stretching. “Fuck!” I said, waiting for the pain to set in. But there was no pain. Maybe the shoehorn wasn’t quite big enough to stretch me painfully.  
 
    My heart was pounding fast. I took a minute to catch my breath before looking down. I used my hand to press my ball sack down so I could see the shoehorn, half gone inside of my body. “Holy shit,” I said. Just like that, I’d taken my own anal virginity. And for what? For a picture? Was it really worth it? Was my innocence really worth money?  
 
    I tried pushing the shoehorn in a bit deeper. Then I suddenly hit something that made a warm shiver run through my body. I perked up and gasped again. It actually felt kind of interesting, so I pushed again, pressing that dull end against that same spot. I perked up again and felt my face turning red. I looked up at the screen and saw the biological female thrusting that dildo hard and fast into that trans girl’s asshole. It was a surprisingly calming sight, seeing just how much an asshole could take. Gently pushing in that shoehorn was nothing.  
 
    So I started to pump it slowly, pressing against the little spot that made me tingle. I let a small giggle slip, then I bit my lip. I knew that I was getting distracted, but now I was curious. I turned my gaze from the screen to the mirror. I could see everything, and I looked kind of hot. I stared into my own big, stunning eyes. Then that tingle grew stronger. A whimper escaped my lips. I started plunging harder and harder. Then I realized it would make for a good video for my page, as long as my feet were prominently featured. So I placed my feet down in front of my grounded camera. I focused manually on my feet, with myself blurry in the background, and then I pressed record. I leaned back. I hide my crotch using one hand and I pumped the dildo in and out using the other. I watched my little monitor carefully, making sure there were no ‘masculine slips’.  
 
    “Fuck,” I moaned as that tingling grew into a euphoria. It was a great feeling: so relaxing and pleasurable at the same time. I pumped harder and faster, biting down on my tongue.  
 
    My knees began to tremble. My head tilted back and another loud moan slipped out. I was pumping fast: sodomizing myself like I never thought that I would. That tingling consumed me and crept up to the tip of my cock. “Shit,” I squealed, and then I felt wetness gushing between my fingers. I looked down and saw that I was coming. My cock was pulsing out giant globs of white cream, and now that cream was streaming down my fingers, towards that shoehorn. 
 
    So I pulled the thing out from my ass and I leaned forward to stop the video. I took a few deep breaths, staring down at my crotch in a state of disbelief. Did I seriously just make myself cum by fucking myself in the ass?  
 
    After a shocked moment of complete silence, I got up and got myself cleaned up. My cock finally settled down and allowed me to finish my long night of shooting. I filled up two entire SD cards: thousands of pictures to skim through. I was tired but I stayed awake, on my laptop, going through all of the photos. I was so excited to go through the shots that I didn’t even change out of the last outfit that I’d been wearing, which was actually quite comfortable: a leopard print satin romper, and a pair of black thigh-high stockings. I even still had my wig and makeup on. I told myself that I was just being lazy, but really, I was enjoying the occasional glance over at the mirror; it was almost like a pretty girl was in the room with me, firing a flirtatious look over my way every so often.  
 
    I knew she wasn’t actually a pretty girl; I knew she was a biological male dressed up while acting as a catfish online—but I enjoyed the moments between the awkward dread and swirling confusion. 
 
    Then I told myself that I was just doing it for the money: because the money was good. I posted a slightly edited down version of my ass-plunging video, selling it for $2.00 to all interested buyers. And within an hour, I made nearly one hundred dollars.  
 
    And on top of the big money that was already streaming in, I now had about sixty polished photos (from the lot of thousands) that I could use over the coming weeks and months and years to keep the content flowing on my page.  
 
    Before I went to bed, my new video had found its way onto the first page of that website. I was getting sales unlike ever before. That boutique hotel rental had already paid itself off. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    I woke up to three hundred new followers and eight hundred sales across my whole platform. I wasn’t just matching my regular job now: I was blowing my regular job out of the water. I had momentum—and I had fans. I knew that my numbers would continue to grow with a little bit of effort, so I couldn’t slow down. 
 
    I called in sick for work. I spent the day promoting myself: creating accounts of various social media websites to push people towards my profile on that foot fetish website.  
 
    One of my fans quickly found my new Twitter page. He messaged me. “You would make so much money on OnlyFans. Why don’t you have a page?”  
 
    The comment made me pause. I had an awkward moment of nervous silence before typing that website into my browser. I’d never actually been on OnlyFans before. It wasn’t something I’d truly considered before. But what did I really have to lose? Maybe I could post a few careful photos and make a few extra bucks. If nothing else, I could send a few people from OnlyFans over to my page on the foot fetish website.  
 
    So I signed up for an account. I went through the whole process of verifying my age, and then I got the green light to start uploading content. I felt awkward. I wasn’t sure what to put up, so I started by putting up a few of my racier pictures and videos that I’d already posted on the foot website. I messaged that fan to let him know the page was up, and then I made it public on my new social media accounts. My number on OnlyFans started ticking up, from zero to ten before the end of the afternoon. I made a few sales and earned a few dollars.  
 
    But I knew I couldn’t get by on OnlyFans with just pictures and videos of my feet. I needed to provide the goods. I needed to do a face reveal, which meant getting myself all dolled up once again.  
 
    It was something I was getting pretty good at. I could do my makeup in just twenty minutes now. Even shaving my legs was turning into a quick process as I mastered all of the little techniques. I knew how to set my lights up for the most flattering look, and I’d been staying on top of keeping my room tidy because it was now also my studio. 
 
    I stared in the mirror at myself. I looked like a girl. I would convince total strangers, without a doubt. But I also looked like myself. I could see myself from every angle, inside of every feature of my face. What if a relative stumbled onto the account? What if a friend found it and shared it with my other friends? What if I posted a picture that became popular? Sure, I would make some extra money, but would I be able to sleep knowing it could be a matter of time before someone I knew saw it and recognized me? What if that very someone tipped off my fans?  
 
    It was a tense moment as I got ready to take a few pictures of myself on my bed. I took a deep breath, and then I turned my camera onto self-shooting mode. I leaned back, on my mattress, and started posing. I tried my best to look sexy, but I felt so vulnerable. Now I wasn’t just aiming that lens at my feet. Now I was shooting myself, with nothing to hide. 
 
    I didn’t have tits to flash or a pussy to show off, so as the shoot got more and more racy, I started showing off my ass more. I used my hand to hide my cock and balls while using the other hand to spread my butt cheeks. I felt strange, looking back at the camera, knowing that I was now in focus and not just a blurry face lingering in the background. But maybe this was the next step. Maybe this was the last thing I needed to feel like I could quite my tedious job engraving plaques and watches.  
 
    It took three hours to get that perfect shot, from setting up to getting the SD card into my laptop. It was more work than I’d ever put into a single outfit shoot: taking the same shot five hundred times until I got the angle absolutely perfect. But in the end, the shots were amazing. I looked sexy, feminine, convincing, and photogenic. The lighting was perfect. I spent another three hours touching up the shots: color grading, editing out little cat hairs and flakes of dust from my outfit. Then, after a terrifying moment staring at my computer screen, I uploaded the shots onto my OnlyFans. I put a foot shot from the same photo set on my foot fetish profile, linking it over to my new OnlyFans. Then I waited for the numbers to come in. 
 
    I waited five long, tedious minutes before clicking on refresh. Then I stared in awe at the thirty dollars I’d already made on the foot website, and the forty dollars that came in suddenly on OnlyFans. “Holy shit,” I muttered. I waited another few minutes and then I refreshed again. Now I had dozens of comments, over one hundred likes, and another fifty dollars in sales between the two sites. 
 
    The numbers eventually slowed down, but not until the two sites had combined to earn me nearly three hundred dollars. I couldn’t believe it. I felt like the luckiest guy in the world. I felt like I stumbled onto the secret of life, but I had nobody I could share the news with. My future looked bright. I was going to be well off, and I wasn’t going to have to spend my life working.  
 
    I just couldn’t believe my luck. Everything seemed like it was going perfectly. I ended up spending the entire night on my new social media accounts, interacting with my fans, promoting myself, and finding myself being consumed by a community of other content creators, all of whom seemed perfectly happy to accept a newcomer like myself.  
 
    I sent an e-mail to my boss. “I won’t be coming in tomorrow. I’m afraid I have to quit. The job isn’t for me.” 
 
    I got a reply around 6:00 AM (I still hadn’t gone to sleep because I was so excited). “You useless piece of shit,” he wrote. “Thanks for wasting my time.” He was angry, but I didn’t care. I had something better. I had something that was going to make me a whole lot of money. 
 
    And then I went over to my new Instagram page, where I posted some censored teases with links to my OnlyFans. I noticed a new comment on one of the photos. My heart stopped as I read it. It was written by Fiona, my ex-girlfriend. “Stanley? Is that you?”  
 
    I sat in frozen terror for a long moment. How did she find the profile? Was it linked to my name or something? I suddenly began to look through my settings, and that’s where I saw a little box that was checked: ‘Let people with my phone number find my account.’  
 
    I was doomed. I quickly unchecked the box, but I had a feeling it was already too late—and not just with Fiona. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    I could feel cold sweat forming on the back of my neck. I instantly deleted her comment, before any of my fans read it and started wondering if I was a male named Stanley. I spent the next three hours carefully going through the settings on all of my different social media pages, making sure that I wasn’t being linked to anyone that I knew in real life. But I knew that the damage had been done. I knew that Fiona had seen my pictures: me dressed up like a girl, flirting with the camera. Maybe she’d even seen some of the comments: me flirting with men online. 
 
    My stomach groaned. Fiona had my parents’ phone numbers. She knew most of my friends. It was just a matter of time before she told one of her own friends about what she saw, and then everyone would find out. 
 
    I thought about deleting everything: all of my accounts on all the sites. I could start fresh, with new profiles on all the different sites. It would only be a matter of time before my old fans found my new pages, and then Fiona wouldn’t know what to search to find me… but there was a chance she would figure it out. 
 
    I had to accept it: the damage was done. I needed to confront her about it before she made my situation worse. I felt sick. I stood up and looked towards my bathroom, wondering if I was going to throw up. Then I paused. 
 
    No—I had to just ignore Fiona’s comment, which was already deleted. I had to just pretend like it never happened. Maybe she would think that she’d made some sort of mistake. I saw that I had a new comment on my Instagram page. My heart sunk into my stomach and I closed my eyes as I clicked on the notification.  
 
    “When are we getting a new picture? I just got paid at work,” said one of my fans. 
 
    I let out a deep sigh of relief, but the terror wasn’t over. I knew that Fiona was at her house right now, trying to wrap her head around what she saw—or what she was seeing. I unlinked my phone number from my account, but she probably still had the page open. She still knew my handle.  
 
    I crawled into my bed and tried closing my eyes, hoping I would open them and find myself back in reality. A part of me was convinced that I was just having a long, strange nightmare. Maybe Fiona never found my pages. Maybe I never got wrapped up in dressing up like a girl to pose for photos on the internet. Maybe I was just a normal guy applying for jobs at the mall. Maybe I never even went on a date with Fae, the amateur foot fetish model.  
 
    But it wasn’t a nightmare. I opened my eyes and I was still in my bedroom, still wearing lingerie, still under pink sheets and surrounded by inactive LED lights on stands.  
 
    I didn’t sleep that night as I waited for Fiona to message again. I looked through her Instagram profile and tried to track down any comments she made on other posts, terrified that she was telling other people about my secret. My heart wouldn’t stop pounding. I thought that I was going to pass out from the swirling nausea in my stomach.  
 
    Then sunlight started coming through my window. My phone began to ping as my fans began to hunger for new content. ‘Any new photos for me this morning?’ one man asked. ‘Hoping for a sexy pic before I head off to work,’ said another.  
 
    “I’m working on a good one!” I wrote back.  I ended up using one of the shots from the catalogue that was supposed to be for the future, when I wasn’t able to produce new content. I just didn’t have the stomach to set everything up, get myself dolled up, and pose for photos.  
 
    I made some sales, but nothing record breaking—nothing to get me onto the first page of any websites. At least it was something—something to keep the income coming and something to keep my momentum chugging along. But I knew that I couldn’t just phone it in every day. I knew that I needed to pick myself back up for a new shoot. 
 
    I just couldn’t bring myself to do the research. I needed ideas, but the only thing in my head was Fiona. She knew what I was doing. She was probably seeing every new post that I made, and every comment. I found myself being careful with what I was saying with my fans. I didn’t want Fiona thinking that I was a homosexual, even though I didn’t really have a good reason to care what she thought. 
 
    I thought about calling her, and telling her that it was just business. I thought about pleading with her, and I even considered sending her some money to keep her mouth shut. I had money now and I knew that she liked money. But I was terrified of reaching out to her, even just casually without mention of my little feminine scheme. There was a chance she dismissed my girly account and chalked it up to a case of mistaken identity; a sudden phone call would certainly set off alarm bells in her head. I had to leave her alone. I had to hope that she would forget about what she saw and keep her mouth shut around people that could destroy the whole operation.  
 
     It was a long week, constantly checking in on her various profiles. I had gone so long without thinking about her, and now I couldn’t go ten minutes without thinking about her. I was more nervous than ever at every moment of the day—even more nervous than when I stuck a shoehorn into my ass to get a video for a foot fetish website.  
 
    I needed something to take my mind off of the new stress. I needed a distraction. I was pacing around my apartment when I got a new message from one of my original fans.  
 
    “Your latest post—I think we live in the same city,” the man said.  
 
    My heart stuttered. I went back to my latest post: a shot of me next to my window. It was a cute shot, showing off my bum as I stood profile to the camera.  
 
    “That’s Victoria, right?” he wrote.  
 
    I bit down on my tongue before writing my reply. “It is!” I wrote. “Small world.” 
 
    “We should meet,” he said. 
 
    My heart fluttered again. “I’d love to,” I wrote before really thinking about it. “I’m just so busy right now.” 
 
    “Busy with what?” he asked. 
 
    I thought for a long moment. “Everything,” I said. “Photoshoots, networking stuff, and life in general. Plus my boss has me working every day this week.” None of my fans knew how much money I made, so I had them thinking that I still worked a crappy nine to five job—the pity helped rake in a few extra dollars.  
 
    “I’ll pay you,” he said. “We can spend an evening together.” 
 
    “That’s sweet,” I wrote. “But I really don’t know if I can get the work off.” 
 
    “Call in sick,” he said. He was persistent—almost annoyingly persistent, but it was kind of warming to think that he was this devoted to meeting with me.  
 
    “I only get so many sick days a year,” I said. 
 
    “Use one of them. It will be fun—I promise.”  
 
    Now I was trying to think of some excuse to brush him off without scaring him away. He was a good client. He bought all of my photos and always left a nice tip.  
 
    “A thousand dollars for an evening. Tonight. I’ll pay you in cash. And I hope you don’t think that I’m treating you like a prostitute. The cash can just be a tip, for all of the great work you do. I think you’re beautiful and I’d love to spend an evening with you.” 
 
    I felt sick. I knew I needed to turn him down, but I also wanted that thousand dollars. I could upgrade my equipment in a big way with a thousand dollars. I could get a fancy new lens for my camera. I could buy a whole month worth of lingerie for photoshoots—nice lingerie, not just crap that was made for a fraction of a penny in some Chinese sweatshop.  
 
    “I don’t know…” I wrote. 
 
    “Two thousand, and I’m not taking no for an answer. I’ll even book the room. The Historian Hotel, downtown. I’ll send you the room number once I know it. We’ll meet at nine tonight.”  
 
    “I’m not promising sex,” I said. 
 
    “I’ll leave that up to you,” he said. “But you might struggle to resist me. The money is yours either way.” 
 
    Two grand was more than I had in my bank account. I had no idea what I would do with that kind of money. I couldn’t turn it down. I was already drifting over to the fancy lingerie sites to peruse the new releases. I wanted all of it—and I was going to get all of it, assuming the man was real.  
 
    I got myself dolled up to take a shot for the day. I went with a cute cat-eye look, wearing my classic leopard print romper and a pair of black swede boots that touched just above my knees. I took a few dozen shots before finding myself in front of the mirror, closely examining my face. I cleared my throat and started practicing some lines. “How are you today?” I asked in my best girly voice. After forty minutes, I took out my computer to record myself. Then I started tweaking my tone. 
 
    Then, after another hour, I started watching YouTube videos on how to do a perfect girl voice. I did some more practice. My throat was starting to hurt from talking so much, so I took a short break, and then I started again. My voice was already naturally higher than the average male’s voice. I often had people mistake me for a girl over the phone, so it was an easy feat, making myself sound like a chick. It wasn’t exactly a skill I was proud of, but it was about to make me two grand, so I wasn’t mad about it. 
 
    Before I knew it, it was almost nine. I had to get going or I was going to be late for my two-thousand-dollar date. I stared at myself in the mirror for a long moment, even though I’d spent the better part of the day staring at myself in the mirror. Was I really going to try to fool a man—in person—that I was a woman? Was this horrible stress really worth an extra two thousand dollars? 
 
    I looked down at my red dress, which I’d recently bought but hadn’t had a chance to wear until that moment. It had a long slit down one side, almost showing off my matching red panties. It had a low-cut top, which nearly showed off the padded bra I bought online.  
 
    “You’re insane,” I said to myself, and then I turned to the door to go and meet my date. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    He was already at the hotel waiting for me, with a bottle of wine already open. He poured the wine into the glass as soon as I stepped into the room. “I’m so glad you made it tonight,” he said with a surprisingly charming smile. I had been expecting a total creep: the kind of man who can’t get laid unless he pays thousands of dollars. But he was shockingly normal—and even a bit handsome. He had a stubble beard and thick, muscular arms. He was wearing an expensive suit, so I could only assume that he was rich (the room was also an expensive penthouse suite, which was probably costing him a thousand bucks for the night).  
 
    “You look beautiful,” he said to me. 
 
    I smiled. I still hadn’t opened my mouth. A part of me wanted to try to get through the whole night without saying a word, but I knew that was likely impossible.  
 
    “Don’t be shy,” he said. “We’re going to have fun. Here. Have some wine. It will help you relax.” 
 
    I took the glass from him. I caught a whiff of his cologne, which was like a combination of expensive scotch and cedar wood. “You’re even more beautiful in person,” he said. I still hadn’t said anything. I forced another smile and sipped from my drink. Now my silence was starting to feel awkward. I apparently had him fooled with my looks. I didn’t want to spoil it with my voice. I had no idea whether or not my voice would pass his boy-or-girl test.  
 
    “Thank you,” I said softly.  
 
    He walked over to the window and looked out. “When I saw that you were in Victoria, I knew that it was a sign. You might not believe me, but you’re the only girl I follow on that website—on any of those websites. Your profile came across me by incident.” He looked over at me with that warm smile. “It’s actually a long story—for another time. But I was just shocked by your beauty. Even when I just saw your feet—I’m not even a foot guy; though I do like a nice pair of feet.” 
 
    I took another big sip from my wine before trying to look around the room for a clock. Exactly how long was I expected to stay before I could have that money?  
 
    “You have a beauty about you—something special that I just can’t put my finger on. Did you bring your camera?” 
 
    “My camera?” I asked. 
 
    He laughed. “Your profile makes it seem like you bring your camera everywhere. I thought maybe you wanted to get a shot with me—for your page.” And that’s when I remembered seeing one of the top girls on the foot fetish site posting a picture of an erect cock between her pretty feet. It wasn’t a bad idea—that picture was on the front page for four straight days, and it probably made her a few thousand dollars. Maybe I could do something like that. Maybe I could get a quick shot that would make this night even more profitable.  
 
    “It’s okay,” he said. “I brought my own camera. Don’t worry, I won’t share these photos. Only with you—if you want them.” He leaned over and picked up a very expensive camera. I saw it when I was doing my research—the body alone was nine thousand dollars. I didn’t recognize the lens, but it was big and shiny and probably worth about the same as the camera body.  
 
    “That’s a nice camera,” I said. 
 
    “Is it? I know nothing about cameras,” he said. “It takes the occasional nice photo though.” He chuckled. Then he walked over to me. “You don’t mind if I take a few photos of you, do you? If it creeps you out, please tell me.” 
 
    It did creep me out, but I didn’t want to turn him down. Besides, if he wanted to send me the photos, then I wasn’t going to be mad. I’d never had someone else taking my photos. I was always stuck using a tripod and a timer. Maybe this was a good opportunity to get shots that I could never get before.  
 
    “What do you want me to do?” I asked softly, praying that my voice sounded girly enough. 
 
    “Why don’t you go to the bed. Bend over and look back at me.” He raised his camera up. I paused for a moment before walking over to the bed. The room was silent—I hated that silence.  
 
    I heard his camera snap a shot. “Look right into the lens,” he said. I didn’t realize I was signing myself up for a photoshoot. But it was his money and his time—I suppose he could do what he pleased. “Pull your dress up a little bit. Tease me.” He let a small laugh slip. I grabbed the bottom of my dress and pulled up very carefully, making sure not to reveal too much, because I had stuff down there that I didn’t need him seeing.  
 
    “Beautiful,” he said, snapping a few more shots.  
 
    “Now get on the bed. Crawl on all fours for me,” he said. I followed his directions. He snapped a few dozen photos from every angle. He had me roll on my back and then onto my stomach, and then onto my side.  
 
    He asked me to show him some skin. I gently pulled up the skirt of my dress to show him everything but my crotch; I used my hand to keep my bulge covered. And that’s when I noticed a bulge in his own pants. It was big and stiff and pointing upwards. I paused, staring at it. It was big—too big for his frame. Was it a joke? Had he slipped something into his pants to try to freak me out? It must have been nearly a foot long. 
 
    He looked down and laughed. “I’m sorry about that. You just turn me on in a way that I’ve never been turned on. I can’t put my finger on it.” 
 
    I could feel my face turning white. “It’s okay,” I said. I cleared my throat. “It’s hot.” I forced a smile. I needed to stay in character. Online, I was a flirty slut. I didn’t want him thinking that I was actually a shy shut-in.  
 
    He stared at me for a long moment before lowering his camera. He walked forward and brushed my hair off of my face. I had the wig clipped on with nearly a dozen bobby pins, so I was confident that it wasn’t going to budge.  
 
    “You’re so beautiful,” he said. 
 
    His compliments should have been insults, but for some reason they made my lips curl into a smile. I felt my cheeks becoming warm. “You’re sweet,” I whispered. 
 
    He reached down and unzipped his fly. “You can do what you want with it,” he said. “No pressure.” He reached into that opening and fished out a thick appendage: a meaty, foot-long cock. I gasped as it throbbed. I could see a vein pulsing right down the base. It was too big to be true.  
 
    He aimed his camera at me and snapped a photo before I even looked up at his face. “Is that real?” I asked with a lump growing in my throat. I’d never seen another man’s erect cock in person before. I didn’t like the weird feelings that were now swirling inside of me. I was too in character. I needed to take a step back, but I couldn’t seem to gather my thoughts in a coherent way.  
 
    “It’s real. You can hold it,” he said. 
 
    I wanted that money, and I didn’t want to disappoint my highest paying customer. So I reached out, bit hard on my tongue, and wrapped my fingers around that impossible girth. I gasped again. “You like it,” he said with a grin in his voice. It was warm. I could feel it throbbing intensely. He aimed his camera and snapped a few more shots. 
 
    Then I looked up at him. “Can I rub it with my feet?” I asked. 
 
    He laughed. “I would love that.” 
 
    So I leaned back and clasped both of my feet around that thick slab of hard meat. “Take a photo,” I said. He snapped a few shots as I jerked up and down, pulling back his foreskin to reveal a tip that was too big to exist on a white man.  
 
    “That feels good,” he said. 
 
    “Keep taking photos,” I said. I wanted to make sure a great photo came out of the set. I wasn’t willing to take any chances.  
 
    “Want me to come on your feet?” he asked. 
 
    “Maybe,” I said.  
 
    “Why don’t you suck me?” he said. He pushed my feet off of his cock and then he climbed up on the bed, on top of me, before I had a chance to tell him that I didn’t want to suck his cock. Now the lump in my throat was huge—blocking my words from escaping my mouth. He dangled that massive cock over my face. I really didn’t want a cock in my mouth. I was straight. I liked women. But for some reason I just couldn’t look away from that thick piece of cock. It was so big and so impressive. Why couldn’t I look away? Had I let myself becoming my online persona? Was I turning into the girly slut that I pretended to be online?  
 
    He grabbed his shaft and aimed it down. “Open your mouth,” he said. I hated being pinned under him. I couldn’t even reach for my own crotch. I had no way of pulling down my dress, which felt like it was riding up. “It’s okay. You’ll like it,” he said. 
 
    I closed my eyes and parted my lips. Then I felt that warm tip pressing against my mouth, forcing it to open wider. I groaned and tried to turn my head away, but now his cock was stopping me, pushing into my mouth.  
 
    “Suck it, beautiful,” he said. I pressed my lips around the cock and began to suck. It was a weird feeling: hard and warm, in my mouth. I no longer felt like the straight man that I knew I was. I hated the weird feelings inside of me: especially the feeling that I liked the way the cock felt as it slid along the length of my tongue and pressed into the back of the throat. I liked that it was throbbing so hard—for me. It was like a weird compliment. And now that he was groaning with pleasure, I felt even better about it.  
 
    I began to bob my head to the best of my ability, stuck underneath him. I could feel him getting even harder, which seemed impossible. I was determined now to get him off: partly because I knew that I could bring the night to a swift end if I got him off, and partly because I wanted to know if I could do it: I wanted to know if I could make a man so horny that he came in a matter of minutes.  
 
    “Fuck, that feels so good,” he said.  
 
    “Film me,” I said, muffled by his cock. He lifted up his camera and aimed it down at my face and started to film. I couldn’t believe I was asking a man to film me sucking his cock, but it seemed like a wasted opportunity not to have the footage to post online. I liked the feeling of that camera rolling. Maybe I kind of liked being a slut and an exhibitionist. Maybe I’d stumbled onto a little hidden passion. 
 
    “Don’t stop sucking,” he said with another deep groan. 
 
    I kept sucking. I bobbed hard and pressed my lips thin. That throbbing got harder and harder, and then I was just about to tell him how much I loved his cock when he groaned loud and came hard in my mouth. I gagged and used my tongue to block my throat. I tried to squirm but his cock was gagging me and pinning me in place. I could feel giant blasts of hot cum filling my mouth. He held that camera still the whole time. 
 
    He came so much that it started billowing out of my mouth, falling down my cheeks and ruining my makeup a bit. But it was okay—definitely worth the footage. That footage was going to make me more money than I’d made on any photo or video.  
 
    He finally stood up, letting me roll over to spit the giant load of cum out so I could take a breath of air. 
 
    “Fuck, that felt good,” he said.  
 
    I was still wiping cum off of my lips, and I could feel some trickling down my throat. I felt weird, like I’d been violated—like I’d violated myself. But at the same time, I felt strangely giddy, like I’d accomplished something.  
 
    I wanted to be upset with myself over what I’d done, but I couldn’t help but feel anything but a strange sense of pride. Sure, I knew I was going to make money with the footage he took, but there was something else: a strange sense of belonging, like I was finally being recognized.   
 
    We spent the next three hours taking photos and chatting casually. We had a few more glasses of wine, and then he sent me on my way with the money: two thousand dollars to spend on whatever I wanted to spend it on. 
 
    And before I went to bed, I perused that foot fetish website, which I was spending less and less time on now that my OnlyFans was where all of my fans seemed to be congregating. I scrolled through a couple dozen pages of new posts, until I found a familiar username. 
 
    It was Fae’s account. She was still posting pictures, but her photos were getting fewer and fewer likes—probably because she wasn’t being creative enough to keep up the momentum. She had links to an OnlyFans page of her own, but she only had a couple of followers there. I felt a bit bad for her, but it’s not like she was making no money. She was probably still making some decent side income—but seeing her profiles did make me realize something: this wasn’t just something that anyone could do. It wasn’t even something that any girl could do.  
 
    I had a special skill. Maybe I was prettier than I realized, or maybe I was just better at marketing, or maybe it was something else.  
 
    I hadn’t just stumbled into some easy money. I was earning my money with a skill that I was working hard to perfect. I had a talent, and I couldn’t just write my talent off as luck. I was fortunate and blessed. I went to sleep with a smile on my face after posting the video that my date sent me. It was weird watching myself sucking a cock, but it was also kind of hot. I watched the video a few times, and I even jerked myself off while watching it (still wearing my cute dress).  
 
    I slept with a smile, but I woke up in a nervous panic. I still hadn’t figured things out with Fiona, and now she had probably seen that video—or at least the teaser that I put up for free. She was probably shocked, seeing her ex-boyfriend sucking a cock while dressed like a girl.  
 
    And maybe I was thinking about her because she was thinking about me. Maybe there was some strange energy connecting us, because as I sat up, my buzzer went off. I went to the intercom with a pounding heart. “Hello?” I said, rubbing the sleep from my eyes, even though it was nearly noon. 
 
    “Stanley? It’s Fiona. I think we need to talk,” she said.  
 
    A sickness trembled inside of me. I was terrified of what she had to say, or of what she’d already said to other people. I had a terrible feeling that my easy ride was now coming to an end. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER X 
 
    It was surreal seeing her in my apartment. I was as tense as a board, looking around every few seconds to make sure all of my gear was put away. I only had a minute before she reached my door to stuff all of my camera gear and my outfits into my bedroom. All of my makeup (a lot of it was her makeup) was crammed into a bathroom drawer, but I had a feeling that there was still a hint of perfume in the air.  
 
    “What brings you over this way?” I asked. 
 
    She looked into my eyes and smiled. “It’s been a long time,” she said.  
 
    “Yeah. Sorry—I haven’t had a chance to tidy up yet today. It’s a bit of a mess.” 
 
    “It’s not a mess. It’s cleaner in here than it ever was when we were together,” she said with that soft smile that I’d almost forgotten. I hated that she was back in my life now. I spent so much time trying to push her out of my head. 
 
    “I have to get ready for work,” I said. “Did you want to talk about something?” 
 
    “Where are you working now?” she asked. 
 
    “The engraving shop at the mall,” I said, biting my tongue. 
 
    She smiled. “Why are you lying?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I could always tell when you were lying,” she said. “Your face gets so red so quickly. You would be a terrible poker player. Where do you actually work?”  
 
    My heart sunk down into my stomach. “Did you come here to ask me where I’m working, Fiona?” I said. 
 
    She shook her head and looked down at her feet. “No. I was just in the area and I thought I would swing by. I wanted to make sure that you were—um—okay. Are you okay?” 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders after a moment of silence. “I’m fine, I think,” I said, biting hard on my tongue to stop my face from turning red. “How are you?” 
 
    “I’m okay. I’m recently single actually. Living alone again. I’ve been thinking about you a lot. We had a good thing back in the day. I’ve always regretted leaving you the way I did.” 
 
    I nodded my head. I wanted to tell her that it was alright, but it wasn’t alright: almost committed suicide because of her. “That it?” I said. 
 
    She stared into my eyes again. “Stanley, I came across something a bit worrying online. I don’t want to embarrass you, but I worry about you. I worry about your mental health.” 
 
    “What?” I said. Now I could feel my fingers shaking. Cold beads of sweat dripped down my back.  
 
    “I found pictures of you,” she said. “Dressed like a girl.” 
 
    I nearly fainted on the spot. If I was near that bridge now, I would have definitely jumped. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 
 
    “C’mon, Stanley. You’re wearing my old clothes in some of the shots. And I recognize the apartment. What’s going on? Do you need help?” She asked with a gentleness that sounded genuine, but somehow it felt like a horrible insult. 
 
    “I’m fine, Fiona. I—I just think you’re mistaken.” 
 
    “You think?” she said with a small laugh. “Do you need me to pull the pictures up?” She pulled out her phone.  
 
    “No—don’t do that. What I do here is none of your business, okay?” 
 
    “I worry about you, Stanley. I left you, but I never stopped loving you. I think you need help. I want to get you help.” 
 
    “I don’t need help. I’m doing better than ever.” 
 
    “You need to see a therapist,” she said. “Come with me. I’ll take you to a place.” 
 
    “Fiona, no,” I said, stepping back. “You need to leave. Please just forget about all of this. Delete that stuff off of your phone and leave me alone. I’m really fine.”  
 
    “I don’t want to have to tell your family. I’d hate to have to do an intervention.”  
 
    My stomach turned and that faint sensation came back. “Why can’t you just leave me alone?” I asked. 
 
    “Because you’re disturbed, Stanley. I was worried about you after we broke up. I’ve been watching you on your social media accounts. I’ve talked to your friends. They say they don’t hear from you much anymore.” 
 
    “Because I don’t talk to them because I know that you still talk to them!” I said, getting defensive. 
 
    “Let’s start by getting rid of all my old stuff. Let’s get the women’s clothes and makeup out of here.” She marched over to my bedroom. 
 
    “Don’t. You can’t do that,” I said, but she opened the door anyway, revealing my room with my pink sheets and all of my outfits and camera equipment. 
 
    “My God,” she said.  
 
    “It’s none of your business, Fiona,” I said. “Just drop it and go.” 
 
    She shook her head. “I think I need to call your parents. We need to get you help.”  
 
    I closed the door of the bedroom and stepped in front of her so she couldn’t attempt to touch any of my things. “You need to leave and you need to get out of my life. You ruined the last two years of my life by running away with another man, and now you’re just trying to ruin me again. Just admit it: you’re upset because your boyfriend left you and I’m over here thriving without you.” 
 
    Her eyes became wide and her lips parted. No words came out.  
 
    “That’s what I thought,” I said. “I’m sorry you don’t agree with what I’m doing, but this is who I am now. I’m happy doing this. It might not be something I talk about with my friends or with my family members, but I’m doing well and I’m happy and I’m not hurting anyone, and that’s all that matters. Now you made the decisions that you made; you’re responsible for your own life. Don’t try to ruin mine because you don’t like it. I suppose I can’t stop you from telling people about this, and maybe you already have told people. Maybe I should give you some money so you’ll keep your mouth shut, but something tells me it wouldn’t even make a difference. So just go do whatever it is you’re going to do and I’ll figure out a way to live with the consequences. Maybe my parents will disown me. Maybe I’ll lose all of my friends. But at least I’ll still be here feeling happy about myself, and not feeling like anyone controls me.”  
 
    She stared at me with big, frightened eyes. Her ego was being shattered for the first time, maybe ever. “But this isn’t right, Stanley. You can’t just dress up like a girl unless you are a girl.” 
 
    “Why not? And maybe I am a girl—inside—if that makes any sense. I don’t know. Maybe that sounds stupid, but I don’t care how it sounds. I like doing what I’m doing and you aren’t going to stop me no matter how hard to try to destroy all of my relationships.”  
 
    She looked at the floor and then she turned away from me. She started walking towards the door. “Fine,” she said. “I’ll just drop it and I’ll forget all about this.” She walked to the door, and then she paused. She looked back at me. “This is why I left you, by the way.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I wanted to be with a man, but you were always just so… feminine,” she said. “The way you talk and the way you walk and the way—the way you do everything; you’ve always acted like a girl. It was awkward for me. I loved you, but I didn’t want people thinking that I was with some transgender or something.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you just tell me that?” I asked. 
 
    “I suppose I didn’t want to offend you. There wasn’t another man. I was alone for eighteen months after we split. I met a guy and lived with him for a few months, but we just broke up. It didn’t work out. I guess it’s good that you’re happy, though I’m still going to keep an eye on you, to make sure you aren’t having a complete mental breakdown.” She smiled. 
 
    I laughed. “Well then don’t look at my OnlyFans post from last night.” 
 
    “I already did,” she said. She took a deep breath. “I have to admit that you looked pretty cute. Just be careful you don’t get hurt.”  
 
    She turned around and walked to my door.  
 
    “Fiona, wait,” I said. 
 
    She looked back at me. 
 
    “I loved you. Maybe I still love you in a way,” I said. “I almost killed myself after you left me.” 
 
    Her smile disappeared.  
 
    “But we weren’t meant to be together. I always knew it and was too afraid to admit it. It’s better this way. You’ll find a guy—I’m sure of it.” 
 
    “Thanks, Stanley,” she said with a little smile. Then she turned to leave. 
 
    She never did tell anyone about my secret, and I was fairly certain that she was the only person who knew about it. 
 
    My accounts continued to grow. I woke up the morning after Fiona left with a strange sense of freedom. I was no longer worried about censoring myself. I no longer felt like I needed to be too careful about what I was posting. I felt like a giant weight had been lifted from my shoulders. And on top of that, I felt inspired. I spent the rest of the week doing shoot after shoot, populating my profile with great material that helped to grow my audience and my bank account.  
 
    I was on track to becoming one of the top users. 
 
    And it wasn’t too long after my encounter with Fiona that I decided to go out as a girl: not just in an Uber to a hotel, but out during the day, around people. I wore that yellow dress that I loved so much and I turned a few heads. A week later, I decided to announce on my OnlyFans account that I was a transgender. I lost a few followers but gained a few more shortly after. My fans were mostly supportive, which was better than I was expecting.  
 
    As the weeks went by, I started going out more and more as a girl. I started thinking about coming out as trans in my real life—though I couldn’t help but wonder how many people already knew. Fiona’s comments made me think that people already thought that I was a girl trapped in a boy’s body (although my body wasn’t all that manly). A part of me was nervous, but another part of me was excited for the reactions I would get.  
 
    I wasn’t just ready yet, but I was getting there. For the time being, I was just happy to share my feminine persona online with my thousands of fans. And to think that it all started with a picture of my pretty feet. 
 
    THE END 
 
    

  

 
   
    MY HOUSE MY RULES 
 
    Kendall Baker needs help. All of the staff at her personal manor quit at the same time and she has a big party coming up, with plenty of clients planning on attending. She'll take whatever she can get, even Pete, the eighteen-year-old boy who shows up without a resume, desperate for work. 
 
    What seems like a desperate situation suddenly doesn't seem so bad. Pete seems to be able to do everything, even though he's a bit weird and doesn't seem to know boundaries. He can clean, he can cook, he can garden, and he never seems to tire. He's the perfect fit, until Kendall catches him dressing up in her clothes.  
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I was down my butler. I can’t say I saw it coming. I came down the stairs on that Thursday morning, still in my satin robe and Gucci slippers, and he was standing there with his bags packed. I’ll never forget how red his face was. 
 
    “I can’t take any more,” he said, tense all over. “You’re the worst. You’re the biggest bitch on the planet. I can’t stand you anymore. I’ve had enough. I’m gone!”  
 
    He’d clearly been standing there for a while, waiting for me to wake up so he could yell at me before leaving. He looked like he had a whole speech prepared, but all of his words left his brain as soon as he saw me. He stuttered a bit and his face somehow turned even redder, then he turned with his bags in hand and marched to the front door.  
 
    “You’re a horrible person, Kendall Baker!” he shouted. I didn’t say a word. I just watched him go with a big smirk on my face. He probably thought that he was making me feel bad, but he was just embarrassing himself.  
 
    I walked over to the front door and watched him waddle down towards my driver. Did he really think that I was going to let my driver take him home after calling me a bitch? Not just any bitch, but the biggest bitch on the planet?  
 
    He walked up to the window. Then the driver stepped out and opened the back door for him. I waved to my driver and he looked at me. “Let him walk, Daniel,” I said, still with a big grin on my face. I couldn’t help the grin. My now ex-butler thought that he was screwing me over by leaving me without any notice; he didn’t realize that I could easily have my maid put out an ad for a new butler, and I would have someone before the end of the day.  
 
    But my driver just stared at me, letting the ex-butler into the car. “What are you doing, Daniel?” I said.  
 
    “I’m sorry, Miss Baker. I’m afraid I’m leaving too,” he said. 
 
    I felt my smile disappear. “What are you talking about? You can’t just take my car with you,” I said, starting to feel a bit vulnerable.  
 
    “I made sure all of your cars were stored away this morning. I put all of the keys on the hooks in your driving room. I’m afraid I can’t work under these conditions anymore. I wish you the best of luck, Miss Baker.” 
 
    “You won’t be getting a reference,” I said to Daniel, who had been working for me for five years. When he came to me, he didn’t even have a resume. Was he just going to start fresh with nothing? Had he lost his mind? He could have at least given me a few weeks of notice, and then he would at least have a resume with an amazing reference.  
 
    “Sorry Miss Baker,” he said.  
 
    I shook my head. “You’ll be replaced—easily,” I said, biting down on the edge of my tongue. “You were a lousy driver anyway. I was just doing you a favor. And by the way, I can see now why your wife left you, and I don’t blame her for taking the kids with her!” I felt my blood turning hot. It was a coup. They had this all planned out and they were trying to make this sting as much as possible. “I’ll have Cordelia replace you all!” 
 
    And then Cordelia slipped by me with her head down.  
 
    “Where are you going?” I asked. “You can’t leave the house with those shoes on. You look absolutely ridiculous.” She was dressed like a peasant, in old running shoes and mom jeans and what looked like a man’s workout sweater. I didn’t let my employees look like that on my property. It was bad for my image. It looked like I was running a halfway house.  
 
    She turned to look back at me. “Goodbye, Miss Baker,” she said. 
 
    “You too?” I said. 
 
    “Sorry,” she said, and then she skirted off to the town-car, which apparently wasn’t my car. And maybe it wasn’t my car. I was beginning to remember Daniel showing up to his interview with the car. But if it was his car, then why had I been paying for all the maintenance? Had he been using it for personal use on the side? I would have my accountant look through the records and then bill him for a percentage of all the bills from the past five years.  
 
    “This is unacceptable,” I said. “None of you are getting references. If anyone calls me about you, I’ll tell them not to hire you.” 
 
    “Fuck you, Miss Baker!” my ex-butler shouted. I couldn’t even remember his name. I always just called him boy because it suited him better than whatever his name had been. And I thought boy sounded cuter. He never seemed to mind, and it made me feel like a character in an Audrey Hepburn movie every time I said it.  
 
    They piled into the car and zoomed off together. “Those fuckers,” I said under my breath, even though I knew it wasn’t terribly ladylike to curse. Nobody was around to hear me.  
 
     I had a feeling that I knew why they were angry. I made them work through Christmas, even though they all individually asked for it off. But what was I supposed to do? I couldn’t give everyone Christmas off. Someone needed to clean the house and someone needed to prepare the food and someone needed to drive me around town to do my Christmas errands. “Why can’t you do it yourself for a few days?” my butler asked me the week before Christmas. 
 
    They were asking for more than a few days—they were asking for a couple of weeks. And I’d already given them their Christmas bonuses, and they all accepted. What else is a Christmas bonus for?  
 
    And it wasn’t that easy. I had dozens of clients that I needed to host. I had almost forty gift baskets that I needed to drop off, which I always did in person. None of that was easy, especially with my condition. Very few people knew, but I had a stroke when I was a teenager. Staying coordinated was difficult. Driving for more than five minutes made my body sore, and after ten minutes of focusing on the road I would get migraines. I didn’t like to complain about my condition, so I hired people to work for me.  
 
    And by the way, they were being paid handsomely for the work they did. All of them were making at least fifty grand per year, and that came with a luxurious room, food, and access to my pool and gym and theatre room when they weren’t working (as long as I wasn’t using it). I didn’t have to pay them that much and I didn’t have to let them use my facilities.  
 
    I needed help more than ever around Christmas. What was the point of hiring staff if they were all going to disappear during the busiest time of the year? Sorry—not sorry.  
 
    I paced around my house, trying not to let the little coup get to me. It had been a long time since I’d hired staff on my own: almost ten years. I had to remember how to do it; and it was probably different now, with all of the different employment services and websites that existed.  
 
    Noon rolled around. I looked out the window and noticed a few weeds poking up between the flowers. Where was my gardener? I looked up his number in the rolodex Cordelia left behind. I rang him three times before he picked up and said, “I don’t work for you anymore, Miss Baker. You’re on your own. I’ve never met anyone as rude as you in my entire—” I hung up the phone before he could finish his unemployed sentence. 
 
    I was angry. I took a few deep breaths and then I let out a scream. Nobody was around to hear it. I was alone in my house for the first time in a very, very long time.  
 
    “This sucks,” I said, looking around. My house seemed emptier than ever. I wondered if they stole anything on their way out.  
 
    I let out a deep sigh. Now I needed to hire a bunch of new employees. And this time, I needed to find people who weren’t going to desert me. I went up to Cordelia’s room, which was now empty, but she didn’t bother cleaning up before leaving. There were candy wrappers on the ground and dirty dishes on the large dresser to my left. I opened one of the dresser drawers and found another stash of candy wrappers. “No wonder she was such a pig,” I mumbled. She never took up my offer to use my gym. I urged her to use it at least every week. Maybe it came off as mean, but I knew that she was single and I was just trying to help. No man was going to want her with that big gut. She wasn’t the cute kind of fat—she didn’t have a big ass or big tits or nice curves—just a big gut and flabby arms. An hour a day on a treadmill would have done her good, and was it so wrong to tell her that? Was it really so bad to be honest with people?  
 
    Maybe I shouldn’t have said anything. It’s not like I had a partner of my own. I was alone in that house, so I probably shouldn’t have been dolling out relationship advice.  
 
    “This sucks,” I said again. Then I went to my computer. I felt embarrassed creating an account on a hiring website. It seemed like a task that was below me. I’d worked hard over the years to create a well-oiled system. I had Cordelia trained to do this sort of work for me, but now I was reading through stupid website rules; it seemed like a such a tremendous waste of time.  
 
    I paid the extra money for the highlighted ad. I wanted everyone to see my ad. Then I called up one of my favorite photographers. “Clear your day today and come take pictures of my house. I need them for an ad.”  
 
    “I’m shooting a model in an hour,” he said. 
 
    “Call her and tell her you’ll do it another day. If you ever want my business again, you’ll make yourself free for me.”  
 
    I felt a bit bad bossing him around, but I was his top client. Over the years, I’d probably paid him close to a quarter million dollars. I basically jump started his career—the least he could do was help me out while I was in a tough position. 
 
    I had a big party coming up in just a few days. I needed staff. I couldn’t just put out a bunch of booze in the kitchen and tell people to help themselves. I wasn’t throwing a high school party at my parents’ house while they were out of town. Big names were coming—as well as investors in my various companies. They expected a certain image and I needed to provide that image.  
 
    Richie showed up with his camera gear. “We were shooting that model for a Vogue submission,” he said to me with a smile that I could tell was fake. 
 
    “For Vogue, or for a Vogue submission?” I asked. “Because any idiot can submit to Vogue.” 
 
    He looked at his feet with red, embarrassed cheeks.  
 
    “That’s what I thought,” I said. “I need pictures of the staff rooms and the facilities. It’s part of an ad I’m putting up online. The website said that if I’m offering housing, I need pictures of the rooms. Silly, right?” 
 
    He forced another smile. “That’s it?” 
 
    “What do you mean, that’s it? Does this sound below you or something?”  
 
    “No, Miss Baker,” he said, tensing up. “I’ll take the pictures. Just show me to the rooms.” 
 
    I showed him Cordelia’s room first. He stared at the candy wrappers on the floor. “Um,” he said. “Will one of your maids come to clean that all up? And what about the bed—it should probably be made.” 
 
    “Just Photoshop it,” I said. “I don’t have a maid right now. That’s why you’re here.”  
 
    He stared at me with a blank look, as if I was insane. I didn’t tell him that cleaning up the room wasn’t so easy for me. All the bending over would surely make me black out because of my condition. I technically had brain damage, though I didn’t want everyone to know.  
 
    “You can Photoshop that out, right? I’ve seen you Photoshop girls’ pimples. You can surely Photoshop some candy wrappers.” 
 
    “It’s not easy. It would be easier to pick it up,” he said, staring at me. 
 
    “Whatever you prefer to do,” I said. “I’ll leave you to it. Let me know when you’re ready to see the other rooms.”  
 
    It took him all day, and I heard him mumbling under his breath. But I was sure that he wasn’t going to leave me like the others. He needed my money and my work, and he owed me for jumpstarting his career. I used him for all of my fashion websites and ads. When you searched his name on Google, my name came up first.  
 
    So he took the pictures like a good boy and then he sent me the edited shots later that night. And he was nice enough to make all the beds and pick up all the garbage. “Thank you, Richie,” I said in a text message. “You’re the sweetest photographer I know.” He didn’t reply. I could tell that he was grumpy about missing his shoot, but that wasn’t my problem.  
 
    I posted the pictures online with my ad and then I made the ad go live. It was late, and I was hungry. I hadn’t had a bite to eat since the night before. So for the first time in almost fifteen years, I ordered a pizza from a chain pizza store. I would have gotten a meal made by a professional chef, but the three chefs I had in mind wouldn’t pick up their phones when I tried to call, and I was too hungry to wait for them to return my calls.  
 
    It was a deluxe pizza and it was disgustingly greasy, but I ate it anyway. I sat on my long leather couch in the living room and I stared at one of my marble pillars. “This sucks,” I said again. Luckily, it was the last day that I would be without help. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I spent a total of fifteen hundred dollars on my ad, between the photographer and all the options to boost my ad to the top of every search (I bought every single possible ad-on, and posted the ad in every city within one hundred miles). It was expensive, but I wanted to make sure I got the right person for the job. 
 
    I was so desperate for new staff that I even drove to town for the first time in almost a month. I didn’t leave my house a lot, unless I really had to leave for work. The nearest town (where I grew up) was a total dump; the people were rednecks and the shops all sold crap. Every second store was an artisan, and I was pretty sure that the word ‘artisan’ just meant ‘hippie who sells crap because they don’t have any real skills’.  
 
    The nearest city was an hour away. I went about once a month to get a latte and to attend fashion shows. Socializing once a month was more than enough for me. Sometimes I would send Cordelia an hour to town to get me a latte from my favorite cafe.  
 
    I thought about making the long drive to the city to put up ads. But I had a headache and I knew the long drive would just make it worse, so I decided to focus my efforts on the small town where I grew up. 
 
    I put up a printed job listing on the old job board in the small town. It was the same job board where I found the listing for my first job, when I was thirteen years old. My parents were struggling to pay the rent so I went out and pretended to be fourteen (the minimum working age) and got a job cleaning bathrooms at a biker bar. It was a terrible job, being hit on by the occasional pedophile. My boss caught onto the fact that I was underage for the job, so he started paying me less, using my age as blackmail against me. I hated his guts, but that job was the basis for the work ethic that would eventually make me a millionaire.  
 
    After putting up my ad on the old board, I got back into my car and drove home. Now, the main road was blocked because of construction. “You’ll have to take the backroad, lady,” the construction worker yelled from the dusty site. 
 
    I sighed. I didn’t want to take the backroad, but I had no other option. I turned onto the backroad and drove carefully so that the little rocks wouldn’t chip the paint on my $250,000 car. I tried not to look left when I passed Blue Rocks Academy, where my parents sent me for a year after they caught me experimenting in high school. I still had nightmares about those daily anti-gay lessons, where they told you all the terrible things that the devil and his demons did to homosexuals in hell. It was a big price to pay for some casual high school experimentation—something that every girl in the world does at some point in their academic career.  
 
    I was excited to see an inbox filled with job applications… So I was shocked when I only got a single reply, from a young eighteen-year-old man who lived in the nearby town. “I really need a job. Can I start today by any chance?” he said in his message. The idiot didn’t even have a resume. Normally, I wouldn’t have bothered to reply or even finish reading his dumb-as-hell message, but I needed someone to at least get started on dusting before my big party. 
 
    “Come over now,” I said in a reply. “We’ll talk about the position.” Maybe I could just hire him for the day and then fire him as soon as someone better came along.  
 
    He showed up an hour later, on his bicycle, which he leaned up against my fountain. He started walking towards the house. I stepped out. “Do not leave that there,” I said. “That fountain was seven hundred thousand dollars. Your hideous bike is rubbing rust all over that stone—which, by the way, was imported from Italy.” 
 
    The young man looked back at his bike. “Oh. Sorry,” he said. He grabbed his bike and wheeled it around to the side of the house, which wasn’t much better. Lucky for him, I had no clients coming, and the wall of aspens that had been planted two years before were finally starting to block out the view of the closest neighbor, who was almost a half mile away. It was unlikely anyone would see the bike, so I gave the young man a pass. 
 
    “Follow me,” I said, leading him into the house. 
 
    “Whoa,” he said. “This place is huge. It’s like a castle.” 
 
    “It’s not a castle,” I said. “It’s a manor.”  
 
    “What’s the diff?” he said. I paused, trying to figure out what a ‘diff’ was. 
 
    “Are you still in high school?” I asked, turning to him. 
 
    “No,” he said with a big smile. “I dropped out two years ago.”  
 
    “A drop out?” I said. Now I was nervous having him in my home. What if he stole something? Sure, I had a great insurance policy, but to have to tell my insurer that I hired some homeless delinquent—I couldn’t think of anything more embarrassing.  
 
    “You haven’t spent time in prison, have you?” I asked, keeping my distance from the boy. 
 
    “No, ma’am,” he said. 
 
    “It’s not ma’am, you can call me Miss Baker.” 
 
    “Miss Baker,” he said. “They called me Mr. Baker in high school.” 
 
    “Is that your last name?” I asked. 
 
    He laughed, and then he looked into my eyes. “Oh, you’re serious?” he said. “No. It was a different reason.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said, narrowing my eyes. “Basically, I need someone who can fill in until I find real help. This is a temporary gig, but I’ll pay you well if you do a good job. I need the house cleaned—and that means all the little crevices and everything. I need someone to answer my calls, but maybe I won’t have you touching my phone—or answering the door, for that matter. Maybe just stay hidden. If someone comes to the door, just hide somewhere until they’re gone. Worry about cleaning the house. Just touch the cleaning supplies. And like I said, this is temporary.” 
 
    “Sure thing, ma’am. How much money are we talking here?”  
 
    I had to bite my tongue. I desperately wanted to send him on his way, but I really needed to get the ball rolling on cleaning. None of the cleaning agencies would come to my manor—apparently, I was too rude to them when they came ten years ago, and now I was on some sort of blacklist. They said my standards were too high, and I made a single comment about one of the maids being from Mexico. It was just a joke, but they took it very seriously. But is it not a little bit true that all Mexican women who come to America are only fit for cleaning bathrooms?  
 
    “I’ll give you a hundred dollars today—maybe two hundred if you do a tremendous job, but I don’t have high hopes. Start by getting that filthy bicycle off of my house and out of sight, then work from the doorway, and into the rooms that people would be most likely to venture during a big party. Got it? I’m going to be in the office, trying to find real staff.” 
 
    “I thought the ad said that this was a full-time spot. Don’t you want me to stick around to be your real staff?” he said. 
 
    I smiled and shook my head. “I definitely don’t want that. But please, make the most out of today. You biked all the way here, after all. We’re thirty miles from your town—that’s a big bike ride, even for a young man. The cleaning stuff is just in that third door on the left, down that hallway. I’ll be in my office.” I turned around, then I paused. “Oh, and I have many hidden cameras around here, so please don’t get any ideas.” I didn’t actually have any hidden cameras, but now I was thinking about getting some.  
 
    I went to my office, but I left my door open so I could keep an eye on the front door, in case he decided to slip out with my belongings.  
 
    I posted new ads on new websites. I was still getting used to all of the websites. I always had Cordelia make accounts for me whenever I wanted to be on a website. She even ran my dating profile for me—even picking out the men that seemed worthwhile. Maybe I should have done it myself, but the stress of picking the right guy made me nauseous. It was easier to leave it up to someone else—almost like leaving it up to fate.  
 
    I watched him scrub the lobby of my manor, and then I heard him down the long hallway, into the kitchen. After that, the house became silent. I tried my best to get my online errands done, but I was so distracted by that silence. What was he up to? I didn’t want to spend the whole day watching him clean. He wasn’t stupid enough to rip me off, was he? I had all of his personal information, including a picture that he submitted with his original email.  
 
    I stood up and walked through the house to find him. The lobby was shockingly clean, and the kitchen was sparkling brighter than ever. “Boy?” I shouted out, forgetting his name. Did he ever tell me his name? Did I even bother to ask? It was on his original email, but now I couldn’t remember. “Boy, where are you?” 
 
    I walked through the house. All of the hallways were sparkling, and the most amazing smell of lavender permeated my manor.  
 
    “Where is that young man?” I whispered. And then I turned a corner and found him scrubbing the walls of one of the guest rooms.  
 
    “Hey there, ma’am,” he said. 
 
    “It’s Miss Baker,” I said, biting down on my tongue. “What is that smell? I don’t think any of my cleaning products smell like that.” 
 
    “Don’t you like it?” he asked. 
 
    “I like it—but what the hell is it?” I said. 
 
    “When I was putting away my bike, I noticed that you had some mature lavender along the side of your house. It needed to be cut back so it could grow fuller, so I cut it back. I used the trimmings to make a fragrance, with some rubbing alcohol.” 
 
    “Why do you know how to do that?” I asked. “And why do you know anything about plants?” 
 
    He shrugged his shoulders. I liked the smell. It smelled so fresh.  
 
    “Well, carry on,” I said. “I’ll be in the office. Oh, by the way, what’s your name?” 
 
    “Pete,” he said. 
 
    “Pete,” I repeated. “I’ll try to remember that.” 
 
    It was an hour later when I smelled something that wasn’t lavender. It smelled like bacon. I paused for a moment, ignoring the odour, and then it became stronger. I stood up and walked over to the kitchen. There was Pete, standing by the stove, flipping bacon strips.  
 
    “What are you doing? You can’t just stop to make yourself a snack with my food,” I said. 
 
    “It’s not for me. It’s for you,” he said. “I started the bread when I got here. I made the mayonnaise with the eggs that were about to expire—it seemed like a better idea than throwing them out. The arugula is from your garden—it was also past maturity and time to be harvested. And the tomatoes I got from your greenhouse.” He flipped the bacon onto a sandwich and then he passed it to me. “It’ll be hot, ma’am, so be careful.”  
 
    I stared at it. “A BLT?” I said. “It’s a bit… childish.” 
 
    “Try it,” he said. 
 
    So I tried it, and it was actually incredible. I paused as my mouth began to water. Maybe I was just starving, or maybe the boy was actually some sort of young genius.  
 
    I took another bite. He was standing there with a smile on his face. “Okay,” I said. “Just clean this all up.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “It’s Miss Baker, not ma’am,” I said.  
 
    I went back to the office and finished my sandwich. He came for my plate ten minutes later, also dropping off some fresh tea, which was a flavor I didn’t recognize. “What is this?” I said when I saw him again. 
 
    “You had all of the ingredients in your garden to make a homemade Earl Grey. It’s probably more fragrant than the store brand you’re used to.”  
 
    I was quiet for a moment. “Okay. Carry on.” 
 
    It was only three hours later when he came and said, “Okay, the house is clean. What do you want me to do now?”  
 
    I didn’t believe him. Cordelia used to work all day and the house was never clean. But I walked through the house with Pete, and sure enough, the house was clean. It smelled amazing and I couldn’t spot a single speck of dust or a smudge. “How did you do this?” I asked. 
 
    He shrugged his shoulders. “It’s just cleaning. It’s not hard.”  
 
    “Tell that to Cordelia,” I said. 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “Never mind,” I said. “You did a good job. Uh, I guess you can have the two hundred.” 
 
    “But it’s only three,” he said. “You wanted me all day, right? Can I make you some dinner? Maybe I can iron some outfits for you—or I can do some gardening. I’m good at that.”  
 
    “Um. Okay. Whatever. Just work until five—or whenever I told you to work until, if you really want to keep working.”  
 
    He worked for another four hours. He made me dinner, he weeded the garden and watered the plants, he cleaned the kitchen again, and then I found him ironing dresses I hadn’t worn in eight years. “Okay, Pete. You can go home now.” 
 
    He looked up at me with puppy dog eyes. “Can I come back tomorrow and work again?” he said. 
 
    I was silent. He looked like a vagrant, but he did a hell of a good job. And I still didn’t have any new bites from any of my ads. “Okay, but just tomorrow,” I said.  
 
    He smiled. “Can I stay in one of the guest rooms?” he asked. 
 
    I shook my head. “No way,” I said. “You can go home and come back in the morning.” I was telling him to do a sixty-mile round trip on his bicycle. How many hours of biking was that? He was in shape—maybe it wasn’t a big deal to him. 
 
    “Okay, ma’am. No problem.” 
 
    He started towards the front door. 
 
    “But Pete,” I said. He turned around. “If you clean yourself up and show up looking more… presentable—then maybe you can stay the night tomorrow night.” 
 
    His face lit up. He perked up. “Really? Oh, thank you so much, Baker. You have no idea what this means to me. I need a job so badly. This is amazing. You won’t regret this. I’m going to go to the mall now to get an outfit that you’ll be happy about. Seriously—thank you so much.” He turned around and zipped out the door with more energy than when he showed up. 
 
    I kind of hated him. He was too weird and too much of a spaz—but he did an amazing job cleaning my house and making my meals and trimming my plants. He was exactly the kind of hard worker that I needed, and he was willing to work for less than any of my previous employees.  
 
    I went to bed with a smile on my face, and then I woke up to a serious fright. 
 
    Pete was standing over me with a tray of food as I opened my eyes. I nearly kicked him like a horse after I screamed. He jumped back, spilling some of the coffee that was on his tray. 
 
    “What the hell are you doing in my bedroom?!” I shouted. 
 
    “I made you breakfast in bed,” he said. 
 
    “How did you get in?” I asked. “You’re lucky I’m not calling the cops right now!” 
 
    His face turned white. “The lock on the back door is broken. I was going to fix it today. You really shouldn’t leave a broken lock on your door.” 
 
    “Pete, you idiot,” I said. “You’re a real idiot. I’m not paying you for today. Get out of here. Go away. You’re done. That’s it for you.” He backed out of the room, leaving the tray of food on the dresser. I stood up and paced around, terrified. I looked out the window and watched him as he left my house. “Jesus, what an idiot,” I mumbled under my breath. 
 
    I still ate the breakfast. It was delicious. It was the first time in ten years that I had scrambled eggs—but those weren’t normal eggs. He did something to them to make them amazing. 
 
    Then I took a long bath, staring up at the ceiling as I wondered what I was going to do before my party, which was now just a day away. I needed someone to serve drinks, at the very least. But there was no way I was going to call Pete back. He was too creepy, and too dopey. I needed a real professional. And I didn’t want to call Pete back—I couldn’t think of anything more embarrassing. 
 
    I finished my bath and then I decided to go down to the kitchen to get another cup of coffee, in the nude. I figured it didn’t matter if I was nude, now that I lived in my manor alone. 
 
    So I was shocked when I saw Pete in the hallway, cleaning the floor. I gasped and covered my pussy and my breasts. His eyes turned wide but he didn’t look away. “What the hell are you doing here, Pete?!” I said. 
 
    “I’m cleaning!” he said. 
 
    “I told you to leave! I watched you leave!” I said. 
 
    He stared at me for a long moment. “I thought you meant your bedroom. I went out to your garden to get more lavender. You have a lot of mature lavender.”  
 
    “My God, Pete, are you mentally ill?” I said. “Can you not take a hint?” 
 
    “What hint is that, ma’am?” he said. I was sick of him calling me ma’am. But the hallway was sparkling clean—cleaner than it had ever been. And that lavender smell was amazing. And my stomach felt great, full of eggs and freshly baked bread and steaming coffee.  
 
    I took a deep breath and tried to let my anger go. 
 
    “I’m sorry, ma’am,” he said. “I really need this job. I’ll do better. I promise.”  
 
    “Fine,” I said, shaking my head. “Just—Just act like a normal person while you’re here. Quit being so… creepy.”  
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he said. 
 
    “And it’s Miss—you know what? Never mind. It’s obviously not getting through your thick skull. Just keep cleaning.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” He continued to clean. I went to make some calls, confirming attendance for my party. 
 
    “Hey Pete!” I called out. He came quickly.  
 
    “Yes?” he said. 
 
    “Do you know how to mix drinks by any chance?” 
 
    He nodded his head. “I can mix drinks that will get people drunker than they’ve ever been. With a touch of lemon juice and a bit of sugar, you can make someone down a whole glass of vodka without even realizing their drinking alcohol.” 
 
    I stared blankly at him. “What about nice cocktails for a party?” I said. 
 
    “I’m sure I can figure it out,” he said with a smile.  
 
    “That’s what you’ll be doing tomorrow night.”  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Pete worked like a horse. He never seemed to get tired. The day of the party, he showed up at 6:00 AM to start cleaning and gardening. He made me breakfast, lunch, and then he started preparing dinner before I could tell him that I had a chef booked to cook for everyone. At 8:00 PM, fourteen hours after he started the day, he started mixing drinks for the arriving guests. He zipped around handing out cocktails to everyone, and I even caught him doing a bit of cleaning on the side.  
 
    Maybe he was addicted to amphetamines and cocaine, or maybe he had some sort of neurological disorder that made it so he was unable to rest. I didn’t really care what his issue was—I was just thrilled to have someone doing the work of three people for the price of half a person. I wasn’t about to complain. 
 
    It was 1:30 AM when the party finally ended. “You can clean this all up tomorrow, Pete,” I said when I saw him collecting glasses. 
 
    “It’s okay. I’ll do it now.” 
 
    “You must be exhausted,” I said. 
 
    He shrugged his shoulders. “I’m fine, ma’am. Just happy to be useful.” 
 
    Of course I paid him extra for the day. He deserved the overtime, seeing as he saved me hundreds of dollars by doing everything himself.  
 
    I gave him a little pat on the back and then I went off to bed. Maybe he wasn’t so bad. Maybe I didn’t need to find a replacement. It would be next to impossible to find someone who could do as much as he could—though I still couldn’t have him answering my calls or interacting with my clients. He was a bit too much of a small-town hillbilly for any human-contact work. But he was my small-town hillbilly.  
 
    I fell asleep immediately, and then I woke up only five hours later to a gentle knocking. “What’s going on?” I asked, rubbing my eyes. He opened the door and walked in with a tray of food. 
 
    “Breakfast, ma’am?” he said, stopping two steps into the room. 
 
    “Pete, it’s only six. What are you doing?” 
 
    “I thought you might be hungry,” he said. 
 
    “I want to sleep for at least four more hours, Pete. Do you have autism by any chance?”  
 
    He stared at me for a long moment. “I don’t know anything about it,” he said. 
 
    “Well maybe you need to get tested,” I said, rolling over. I closed my eyes. “I’m going back to sleep. You go ahead and eat that. Don’t wake me up again, or you’re fired—for real this time. I need four hours.”  
 
    I heard the door close. I took a deep breath and began to doze off. But now I had a guilt swelling inside of me. Maybe I was too mean to him. Maybe I should have just eaten the food and gone back to sleep. Maybe I was being the ‘bitch’ that all of my ex-employees seemed to think that I was.  
 
    I spent the next ten minutes trying to fall back asleep, but that guilt was starting to nag at me. I wasn’t used to feeling guilty. I hated apologizing more than anything, but now I really felt like I needed to apologize to him. After all, I was fairly certain that he hadn’t slept in over twenty-four hours. I was pretty sure that he worked through the night—something that none of my employees had ever done before.  
 
    So I pulled myself out of bed. I stretched my arms into the air and groaned with a tiny bit of a hangover. Then I started looking around the house for him. 
 
    He wasn’t in the kitchen, so I checked the garden, but he wasn’t there either. I thought about calling for him, but I was too tired to yell. So I just wandered the house as my body slowly woke up. 
 
    I walked by a door and heard a shuffling inside. It was my laundry room. Pete was inside doing laundry. I grabbed the door handle and pushed the door open. 
 
    “Hey Pete, I’m really sorry about—” I stopped speaking as I saw him. He looked up at me and froze. 
 
    He was wearing my clothes and putting on my makeup. On his head was a wig from my style room. I bought a dozen wigs of different lengths and colors, and I often used them before getting my hair styled, so I could try out different looks before committing. “Pete?” I said with parted lips.  
 
    He remained frozen. His face was quickly turning white. He was wearing an old blouse that I forgot I owned, along with a red checked skirt that I used to wear a lot during the summer of 2018. In his hand was a tube of deep red lipstick. He was giving himself the Taylor Swift look. “What the hell are you doing in my clothes? Is this some sort of joke?” 
 
    He remained frozen, like a deer that thought he was invisible as long as he stayed still.  
 
    “Answer me, Pete,” I said. 
 
    “I’m sorry, ma’am,” he said in a strange, soft tone. It almost seemed like he was trying to do a girl voice. He cleared his throat and tried again. “I’m sorry, ma’am.” Now his voice was deeper and more normal. 
 
    “Pete, you’re a man and you need to dress like one,” I said. “I said you could use my facilities—not my clothes. Please don’t tell me you’ve been using my toothbrush too.” 
 
    “No, ma’am,” he said. 
 
    “Are you going to tell me why the hell you’re dressed up?” I said.  
 
    He froze again, consumed by fear. I don’t think he was smart enough to come up with a fake excuse. I let out a long sigh and shook my head.  
 
    “Whatever,” I said. “If you’re going to insist on doing it, clean everything when you’re done. I don’t want my clothes smelling like you. And if you rip anything, it comes out of your paycheque, and that blouse you’re currently wearing is worth more money than I’ve paid you, so I would be very careful if I were you.” 
 
    “I won’t do it again, ma’am,” he said. “I was just—I was fooling around. I was just seeing something.” 
 
    “Whatever, Pete.” Had I caught one of my previous employees doing the same thing, I would have fired them immediately. And maybe I would have fired Pete too, but I still had that bit of guilt inside of me after turning down his breakfast. Pete was the hardest worker I’d ever had and I didn’t want to lose him over something ridiculous like this. If he wanted to dress up like a girl, that was his own strange business.  
 
    I left the room and went back to bed. I have no idea if he continued dressing up or if he put everything away with a stomach full of shame. I didn’t care—I was too tired to care. He wasn’t wearing clothes that were even on trend anymore, so it wasn’t the biggest deal. 
 
    Pete didn’t strike me as a homosexual, but it did explain his knack for gardening and cooking and preparing cocktails. Maybe he liked boys; it made no difference to me. In fact, it was a bit relieving to think that he liked boys, and that he wasn’t going to try to catch a glimpse of me in the shower. I had a gay friend a long time before, but he stopped hanging out with me because he claimed that I acted too homophobic around his friends, even though I only ever made jokes that were supposed to be funny. I wasn’t actually homophobic. I liked the gays just fine.  
 
    The next time I saw Pete, he was in the kitchen, making lunch. The house was sparkling, as it had been since he arrived. I thought about bringing up the cross-dressing incident, but I could tell that he was still embarrassed—unable to look me in the eye.  
 
    He served me a delicious lunch, and then he walked over to clean up the pots and pans. “The house is immaculate, Pete. You’re doing just fine,” I said. It felt weird to compliment an employee. He was just doing his job. He was being paid to do it, so why was I complimenting him?  
 
    “Thanks, ma’am,” he said. 
 
    “I can’t imagine there’s anything left to clean here,” I said. “Why don’t you take the afternoon off. Hang out in the pool or something.” 
 
    “That’s okay, ma’am,” he said. “I really want to tackle the basement today.” 
 
    “The basement?” I said. I often forgot that I even had a basement. It was basically a dungeon down there, filled with boxes of crap that I never touched. Most of the stuff down there was gifts from old clients. People were always dropping off gifts, but I had use for less than a single percent of any of it. “You can probably just throw it all away down there. I wouldn’t even bother, if I were you. Maybe just make sure there aren’t any spiders or rats.”  
 
    “Yes, ma’am.”  
 
    It should have been a simple job, but Pete was overthinking it. It was only ten minutes after he started the operation when he came upstairs with a handful of things. “Do you want to keep any of this, ma’am?” he asked, holding up an old hair curler and some prototype board games. 
 
    “No. It’s all trash, Pete.” 
 
    And then he came up ten minutes later. “Do you want any of this?” Now he was holding up lawn chairs from 2008.  
 
    “No, Pete. It’s trash. Everything down there is trash.”  
 
    “We should have a yard sale,” he said. 
 
    “I’d sooner die in a fire,” I said. “Throw it all away.” 
 
    And ten minutes later, he was back. “This stuff looks important,” he said. “You might want to keep it.” He was holding up an old DVD player and an even older TIVO box.  
 
    I sighed. “In the trash, Pete.” 
 
    It was thirty minutes later when he showed me a box. “Do you, uh, want me to throw this out too?”  
 
    “What is it?” I asked. 
 
    His cheeks were red. And then I recognized the box. It was from a bachelorette party that I threw at my house for a friend, back when I still had friends who liked hanging out with me. Everyone at the party got a big box of sex toys. Now I was blushing too, looking at the box. “It’s garbage,” I said. 
 
    He turned towards the door. I suddenly started to think about the last time I had any action. It had been a while—too long. Maybe I could have used the toys. Maybe it was time to start fooling around a little bit. It would be easier now too, now that I only had one employee instead of four. The house was much emptier and I had more privacy. “Wait,” I said. “Just leave it in my room.” 
 
    I looked down at the table. He paused for a moment before turning to head to my room. Then he continued with his basement operation.  
 
    “Pete, if there’s anything you want down there, you can have it.” 
 
    “Really, ma’am?” I said. 
 
    “Sure. I don’t care. It’s all garbage to me. One woman’s trash is some simple boy’s treasure.”  
 
    He smiled, and then he stopped bugging me as much throughout the day. He only came up a few times to ask if I wanted to keep strange items, like a tarot card set and a life-sized Chia Pet, all crap that I got for free from clients over the years.  
 
    I urged him to use the pool when he was finished. I just wanted to see him relax. His constant go-go-go restlessness was making me feel restless. “Just relax, for the love of God, Pete,” I said.  
 
    “I don’t have a swimsuit, ma’am,” he said. 
 
    I sighed. “I don’t know, Pete. Put on one of mine.” 
 
    “One of yours?” he said. His face was turning red. I could tell that he was thinking now of the embarrassing cross-dressing incident.  
 
    “Nobody will see you, Pete. It’s just to swim in. I’ll grab one that will probably fit.” I went up to my second dressing room and grabbed him a red one-piece with white polka dots. I paused for a moment, worried I was emasculating him, and then I remembered that he was probably gay and probably didn’t care. “Here you go. You know where the towels are, right?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he said. “Are you sure I can’t just do some work in the garden?” 
 
    “No. Go and swim. It’s an order. You need to relax.”  
 
    I went by the pool thirty minutes later and saw him in the bathing suit. It actually looked pretty good on his smaller frame. That particular suit had always fit me funny because of my large breasts, but it looked good on his flat chest. He was wading in the water, and then he started to swim laps, unaware that I was watching from the balcony. I couldn’t help but notice that his legs were shaved, making me think that the cross-dressing thing was more than just a one-time incident.  
 
    I didn’t love the thought of him wearing my clothes when I wasn’t around, but if that’s what kept him happy, then I could live with it. I needed him around, after all.  
 
    While he was swimming, I slipped into my room and opened that old red box. There were six dildos inside: two vibrators, one strap-on, two hard plastic shafts, and one pink floppy thing, which was supposed to be a flaccid cock—I’m not sure why any woman would want to play with a flaccid cock. 
 
    I grabbed one of the vibrators and leaned back. I pressed the tip against my clit and let it buzz. It felt nice. I took a deep breath and pushed it harder against my clit. Then I grabbed one of the thick plastic shafts and pushed it into my hole. It was the first time in a very, very long time that I was masturbating.  
 
    I moaned. A gush of warm fluid fell out of me. I pulled my knees up and bit down on my bottom lip. In my mind, I imagined a thick hunk bending me over, pinning my arms down on a bed so I couldn’t move. He pressed his giant cock inside of me and I could feel it throbbing. Then he gently began to thrust. I did the same with the dildo in my hand. 
 
    More fluid gushed out of me. “Shit,” I moaned, wondering why I hadn’t gone to the basement to get those toys sooner.  
 
    I began to pump the toy in and out of my hole. Then I opened my eyes and gasped as I saw Pete, in the red one-piece, standing in my doorway. His eyes were wide. “I’m so sorry, ma’am,” he said. 
 
    “Get out!” I said. 
 
    He jumped back and slammed the door, leaving me with a pounding heart. 
 
    I opened my mouth to scream ‘You’re fired!’, but I stopped myself. I hated how much I needed him. I hated how useful he was. He was such an idiot. I don’t think I’d ever met a bigger idiot in my life.  Why did he have to be so good at cooking and cleaning and gardening?  
 
    “What the hell do you want, Pete?” I called out.  
 
    He was still on the other side of the door. “Um,” he said. “I noticed the pool’s main filter hasn’t been changed in a while. I was wondering if you want me to change it out.”  
 
    “I don’t care, Pete! Do whatever the hell you want.”  
 
    “Well, it means draining the pool and then filling it up again, so you won’t be able to use it until tomorrow afternoon.”  
 
    “I don’t care!” I shouted, feeling more vulnerable than ever. Did he see everything? Did he see the toy pushing in and out of my cunt? Did he see the fluid gushing out of me? How long had he been standing there?  
 
    That embarrassment just wouldn’t go away. I went downstair to pour myself a drink, hoping it would help—but now I felt sick with humiliation. Nobody had ever seen me masturbating before. Now I was stuck in a house with a young man who walked in on me pleasuring myself. God, I was so embarrassed. How pathetic did I look? I was a grown woman—thirty-five years old. I should have been with a man, but instead I was alone with a box of dildos.  
 
    Pete wasn’t able to make eye-contact with me, even when he was serving me my late-night tea. He didn’t mention the incident. And maybe he felt the same way after I walked in on him dressed up in my clothes.  
 
    I kept drinking, long after he went to his bedroom for the night. I stared at myself in the mirror. Maybe it was time to start looking for a man again. Maybe my loneliness was starting to take a toll of me. I couldn’t help but notice that people seemed to hate me more and more as the years went by. I was probably getting a bit more bitter and jaded. I definitely found people to be less and less tolerable—but maybe that was just my own jealousy, seeing people happy together all the time while I was stuck alone in my big manor.  
 
    It wasn’t fair though. Most men had no interest in being with me because I made more money than them. No guy wants to make less than his partner. And I was a busy woman. I had a lot of clients to keep happy—and maybe that was a turn off too. Maybe I was just destined to be alone forever. Maybe I was destined to be stuck in that big house with Pete, the small-town idiot who liked to wear my clothes. 
 
    I had another strong drink. 
 
    Maybe I was being hard on him. I always called him an idiot, but he was good to me. He was always going above and beyond for me, and I was always calling him names. He didn’t deserve to be called names, even if he was into weird shit. I felt bad for him. Why did I feel so bad for him? 
 
    I looked over at my box of dildos. Maybe I could give him something special. Maybe I was drunk. No—he deserved something special. 
 
    I got up and nearly fell as I walked over to my closer. I was definitely drunk. I took my clothes off and changed into some expensive lingerie. I never got to wear that lingerie. I never had a man to wear it with. It felt nice on my body, hugging my curves with all the little straps. Then I grabbed the strap-on dildo and fastened it around my hips. I swayed from side to side, watching that big plastic cock slap my thighs. I giggled and then I almost stumbled again.  
 
    I was too drunk. I probably needed to stop myself and drink some water. But Pete deserved a treat. 
 
    I stumbled down the hallway towards his bedroom. I didn’t bother knocking on the door. I let myself in, giving him a taste of his own stupidity. “Pete,” I said. “Wake up.” 
 
    He sat up in his bed. I turned on the light. He covered his eyes. “What is it, ma’am?” he said. 
 
    “Get dressed—wear whatever you want,” I said. “And do your makeup, but don’t take long. You have fifteen minutes.”  
 
    “What are you talking about ma’am?” 
 
    I let a small burp slip. “Excuse me,” I said, giggling. “Get dolled up. Fifteen minutes.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, ma’am. That’s okay. I think I’ll go to sleep.” 
 
    “No,” I said. “It’s an order. You have fifteen minutes to get dressed up for me. Did I say that it’s an order, because it’s an order.”  
 
    He started blankly at me for a moment before standing up. He skirted by me while staring at the floor. He left the room, leaving me alone. I sat down on the edge of his bed, then I fell onto my back. I yawned and began to doze off. I turned my head to the side as my eyes began to close, and then I saw my erect cock: the plastic dildo standing straight up, as if I was a man. I giggled, and then I let my eyes close. The next thing I knew, I was being nudged. 
 
    I opened my eyes. “Huh? What is it?” I said, looking around. 
 
    There was a girl standing over me. She had a cute blonde bob and thick eyeliner around her eyes. Her lips were red and plump. “Who are you?” I asked. 
 
    “You asked me to get dressed up, ma’am,” she said with a slightly off voice. What was off about that voice? 
 
    “I did?” I said. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” she said. She talked like Pete, saying ma’am with almost every sentence. And then I remembered everything: she was Pete, and I was still drunk. I started laughing. I looked down at my strap-on cock and saw that it was still erect in the air. “You look cute, Pete,” I said. “Now suck my cock.” 
 
    “What, ma’am?” she said. 
 
    “I said, suck my cock. I know you want it.” 
 
    “I don’t really want to do that,” she said. 
 
    “Do it.”  
 
    She paused and then she sunk down between my legs, opening her mouth around my dildo. She pressed her face down and began to suck, bobbing her head up and down. I couldn’t feel anything, of course, but I played along. I grabbed my breasts and squeezed them, tilting my head back and moaning. “Oh, Peyton, that feels so good.” I squeezed my breasts hard and moaned loudly. “Suck me with your whore mouth.” 
 
    I looked down and saw that her cheeks were dark red. She was embarrassed, but I had a feeling she liked it. “Keep sucking, slut.” She kept sucking.  
 
    I giggled. “Consider this punishment for wearing my clothes,” I said. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” she said, muffled by my cock. She sounded a bit disturbed, as if this was actually a punishment and not actually something that she was all that into. Was I being mean again? Was I humiliating her instead of giving her a treat?  
 
    “Do you like it when I call you Peyton?” I asked. 
 
    She didn’t respond.  
 
    “Answer me, you dumb slut,” I said. I could still feel that vodka pulsing through my veins. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” she said.  
 
    “Call me Kendall,” I said. 
 
    “Yes, Kendall.”  
 
    “Roll over onto your tummy, Peyton. You need to be punished like a proper slut.” She rolled over, off of me. Then I stumbled up to my feet. I felt dizzy, and a bit worried I was going to lose the contents of my stomach. I paused for a moment until everything settled inside of me. Then I looked down at Peyton. She had a great body. She was wearing one of my sluttier dresses: a tight red number with a tiny skirt and no back. I put my hands on her butt and caressed up and down before pulling up her skirt to reveal her panties. “You’ve got a tight ass.” Then I remembered that she was only eighteen.  
 
    “Thank you, Kendall,” she said. 
 
    I paused for a moment. “Go back to ma’am. I liked that better.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” she said. I tugged down her panties so they were around her thighs. Then I climbed up, planting my knees next to her legs and pressing my plastic erection between her butt cheeks. That cock was slick with her saliva. I giggled. “Now you be a good slut and take all of it, okay?” I said. 
 
    She was silent. 
 
    “Answer me, whore,” I said. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” she said.  
 
    I used my hands to pry her butt cheeks apart, revealing that tight, puckering hole. I spat on it, even though my cock was already well-lubricated. Then I pressed my tip against the hole. Her body became tense. “Relax, whore.” She took a deep breath, then I started to push the toy into her body. She groaned. I giggled. I kept pushing until I penetrated her, then I pushed some more. I sunk that shaft deep into her rectum, stretching her hole wide.  
 
    “Ouch,” she said, clutching the bed sheets. 
 
    “Don’t pretend like it hurts,” I said, slapping her on the ass. “You be a good girl and stay quiet.”  
 
    “Okay,” she whimpered. 
 
    I pushed in deeper and she clutched the bed sheets tighter. I had to admit: she looked cute in that outfit—cuter than I ever looked in it. It wasn’t fair: she had the perfect body. She was small and curvy, with long legs and a big tush. She looked like a model; I should have sent her over to Ritchie for a Vogue submission shoot.  
 
    “Relax, Peyton,” I said, feeling her clenching my shaft, stopping me from going any deeper. She relaxed and I pushed in another two inches. Now I had eight inches inside of her. I giggled again. “How does that feel, my sweet little whore?” 
 
    “Good,” she said with a soft whimper.  
 
    “I knew it,” I said. Then I started pumping, holding her down by pressing on her lower back. She started moaning and clenching, but now her clenching was stopping nothing. I couldn’t stop giggling. There was something so funny about her being dominated and humiliated like that. I still suspected that she liked it more than she’d ever liked anything before—she just wasn’t admitting it.  
 
    I kept pumping: thrusting hard and plunging deep. Her legs began to tremble. I slapped her on the bum, leaving a red mark, and then I did it again. “Take it, slut,” I said. I kept pumping. Then I grabbed a pillow and took off the pillowcase. It was something a guy did with me once, when I was young, and I loved it. I pulled the pillowcase around her throat and then I pulled back, making her head tilt back as I gently blocked her airway. She gasped for air, so I pulled harder as I thrusted harder into her body.  
 
    “Oh God,” she muttered, unable to breathe.  
 
    “Come for me, beautiful,” I said, thrusting hard. I could feel sweat forming on my forehead and the back of my neck. I pumped harder and harder, and then I looked over and saw that her face was starting to turn purple. Maybe I was getting carried away. Maybe I needed to stop. 
 
    I let go suddenly and stepped back, slipping my fake cock out from her body. She was limp for a long moment. “Are—Are you okay?” I asked, worried I just killed her.  
 
    She managed to nod her head.  
 
    “Roll over,” I said. 
 
    She was still for a long moment. 
 
    “Roll over, Peyton,” I said. Finally, she rolled, revealing a giant wet spot between her legs. “Ew. Did you piss in my dress?” 
 
    She shook her head.  
 
    “What is that then?” I asked.  
 
    Her cheeks turned dark red and that’s when I realized that I made her come in the dress. 
 
    “Oh,” I said, biting down on the edge of my tongue. “I see. Uh… I guess you can clean yourself up now. Are you okay?” 
 
    “I’m okay,” she said gently.  
 
    “Okay. Goodnight,” I said. I backed out of the room, starting to feel sober. I was quickly realizing what I’d done. I definitely crossed a line. I basically forced my employee to dress up like a girl and put out for me. I mean—she could have said no. She knew that I was drunk, and she even found me passed out on her bed—but she woke me up anyway.  
 
    I crawled into my bed, starting to feel sick: the beginning of a bad hangover. And to make it worse, I felt guilty. I felt naughty and wrong. Hopefully Pete liked it. Hopefully it wasn’t something that would make him quit, leaving me alone once again in that big, lonely manor. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    He didn’t look at me when he walked into the kitchen the next morning. He didn’t say anything either. It was horribly awkward. Even though I couldn’t remember every little detail, I knew that what I did was wrong. I wished he would have turned me down. I wished he would have taken me to my room and put me back in my bed so I could go to sleep. Why did he let me fool around with him? Did he think that he had to because I was his boss?  
 
    “What do you have planned for today?” I asked. “There isn’t much to clean and the garden is looking better than ever.” 
 
    “I’m going to try to create an automatic watering system for your plants. I found a bunch of PVC pipe and sprinkler heads, so I assume that your last gardener was planning to do the same thing.” He still wouldn’t look at me. 
 
    “Do you know how to do that stuff?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s pretty straight forward,” he said.  
 
    I watched him as he cleaned the breakfast dishes. “Get me a cup of coffee—something stronger than this,” I said. 
 
    He paused without looking back at me. Was he waiting for me to say please? I wasn’t paying him two hundred dollars per day so that I could say please like I was begging him. But I’d seen that pause before. It was the same way my past employees would pause whenever I was getting under their skin.  
 
    So I bit my tongue and forced a smile. “Please,” I said, trying hard to make it sound genuine.  
 
    “Yes, Miss Baker,” he said. He went to the coffee maker and changed the settings before starting a new cup.  
 
    “I can’t be around the coffee machine. The humming hurts my head,” I said. 
 
    “It’s definitely a louder unit,” he said. 
 
    “I had a stroke.” 
 
    He turned to look at me. “A stroke?” he said. 
 
    I nodded my head. “When I was a teenager. I had a stroke while I was walking to school. I fell down and hit my head and then I spent three weeks in a hospital. I had to relearn how to walk, and they told me I could have another stroke at any moment. Loud noises give me terrible headaches. Certain smells make me sick. I still struggle to walk properly sometimes, as if I can’t remember how to do it. If I try to bend over, there’s a chance that I’ll fall down.”  
 
    “Are you serious?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes. But I haven’t told many people, so please don’t go telling anyone—especially my clients. I don’t want their pity—and I don’t want your pity either.”  
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he said.  
 
    “I’m lucky to be alive. And if I want to stay alive, I have to be careful with certain things. So that’s the main reason that I don’t do my own cleaning or cooking. It’s just safer. That and I’m obviously busy with my client work.”  
 
    “I understand,” he said.  
 
    I stared at him for a long moment. “Do you like my clothes?” I asked. 
 
    He stared back. Then he shook his head. “I was just trying something out. It was just a curiosity.” 
 
    “What does that mean? Who just tries out cross dressing?” I asked. 
 
    He shrugged his shoulders. “Well, that TV in my room has all those channels. At home, we don’t have a TV or internet. It’s too expensive. So I was going through the channels, and there was this show where they take men off the street and dress them up like girls. I don’t really know what the point of the show is, but there was a fellow that looked like me and they really made him look like a girl. So I couldn’t help but wonder if I could look like a girl.” 
 
    “And what do you think? Do you think you looked like a girl?” I asked. 
 
    He shrugged his shoulders. “Not really,” he said.  
 
    “Well, I thought you looked pretty good,” I said. “I mean—you could use a bit of work. I would use less eye shadow and less eyeliner. Maybe put a bit of highlight on your cheekbones, and then contour your jaw a tiny bit—that would go a long way.” 
 
    “Okay, ma’am,” he said. 
 
    “Go get the makeup now. Try it,” I said. 
 
    “What?” His face was turning white. 
 
    “Now I’m curious, and I have nothing to do today. So I want to see what it looks like when you do it right. Get the makeup, and grab that blonde bob—it looked right on you.”  
 
    “I don’t know, ma’am,” he said. 
 
    “Just do it. You were curious, now let’s settle that curiosity.”  
 
    He paused again before going to fetch the makeup. Then he set it all up on the table and sat next to me. He started to doll himself up. “You’re too heavy with the brush. Light swipes,” I said. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he said. He needed a lot of direction. I was shocked that he made himself look so convincing the night before with these heavy-handed techniques.  
 
    We probably spent an hour at that table. I taught him to properly fill in his eyebrows and then I taught him how to contour like a model (I used to do a bit of modelling as a teenager). He was pretty good at blending, and he had a careful hand with the eyeliner. Once he had that bob on his head, he looked like a proper girl. 
 
    “Perfect,” I said. “Now let’s try on different outfits.”  
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he said. I brought him up to my main closet, where I kept my best clothes. I made him try on a number of different outfits until we found the perfect one: a pretty pink dress with a pleated skirt.  
 
    “Cute,” I said. “Do a little spin.” 
 
    He spun around, making the skirt lift into the air.  
 
    “What do you think?” I said. 
 
    “It’s fine, ma’am.” 
 
    “Do you like it or not?” 
 
    He shrugged his shoulders.  
 
    “Just give me an answer, you idiot,” I said.  
 
    “I don’t know, ma’am. It feels weird.”  
 
    “Well spend the day in it. Clean my house and cook my meals like this. See how you feel at the end of the day.”  
 
    I watched as his face turned that familiar dark shade of red. 
 
    “Oh, don’t get all humiliated on me. Just try it out. I’m not judging.” 
 
    So he got started, cleaning the manor in the little pink outfit. I watched for a while, trying to think of ways to make him look more feminine—but he already looked shockingly girly.  
 
    After a while, I went to my office. I started catching up on some work, and then my phone rang. It was Ritchie. “What is it, Ritchie?” I said.  
 
    “I have this model that wants to do a shoot today. She has a million followers on Instagram.” 
 
    “So what? You want a cookie or something, Ritchie? You think I give a damn about Instagram?”  
 
    “No, Miss Baker. I was just hoping that I could maybe use your house for the shoot. It has the perfect look that we’re going for. I promise we’ll stay out of your way.” 
 
    I was silent for a moment, thinking about how annoying it would be to have some ditsy Instagram whore prancing around my house in some skimpy outfit. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said. “I knew it was out of line to ask—I don’t know what I was thinking. It’s okay, we’ll find somewhere else. I hope that I didn’t put any pressure on you.” 
 
    “It’s fine, Ritchie. Just shoot her here. I don’t care. Do me a favor—if you’re going to have sex with her, bring her back to your own house.”  
 
    He laughed. “Seriously? Okay—thank you so much. This means so much to me. You’re the best, Miss Baker.” 
 
    “You can call me Kendall, Ritchie. You’ve known me for long enough.” 
 
    He was silent for a moment. “Okay. Thank you, Kendall. This means a lot to me. We’ll be over in an hour or so.” 
 
    I hung up and went back to work, answering more emails.  
 
    “I’m just pulling up,” Ritchie’s text message said an hour later. I looked over at my video feed of my front gate and saw his car pulling in. I could see the young blonde model in his passenger seat, looking left and right at my property. She looked particularly dumb but perfect for a magazine submission. I rolled my eyes and turned my attention back to my computer screen. Then Pete poked his head into the room and I realized that he was still dolled up in a girly outfit and makeup and a wig. He was still a girl. 
 
    I felt my face turning white. “Can I make you lunch, ma’am?” she asked. 
 
    I stared at her for a long moment, realizing she was about to be very embarrassed. I wanted to tell her to go and get changed, but it seemed too late. I didn’t want Ritchie to see my house empty and without staff—I didn’t even want his model to see that I was alone like some nasty old woman.  
 
    “Lunch would be great,” I said. 
 
    She smiled and nodded her head. She turned to head towards the kitchen. 
 
    “Wait,” I said. I stared at her for a moment. She really did look like a girl. I couldn’t help but wonder if anyone would be able to tell the difference. Maybe her best bet was to pretend to be a woman, then nobody would think I had some cross-dressing weirdo in my home. “I have guests showing up in a minute. I need you to answer the door and let them in, and then make lunch for three—not just me.”  
 
    I watched as her face turned white and her lips parted. “Excuse me?” she said. The doorbell rang. 
 
    “That’s them. Please don’t keep them waiting. And don’t let them know that you’re really a boy. That would be embarrassing for both of us.” I smiled and turned back to my work.  
 
    I couldn’t help but smirk as I sat there, listening as she walked towards the door. It was kind of funny, teasing her like this. I knew that she was embarrassed and overwhelmed, but that just made it more entertaining. I was curious to see if Ritchie—a photographer who specialized in taking pictures of girls—could tell that Pete wasn’t actually a girl. 
 
    “You must be Kendall’s new maid,” I heard Ritchie say. I couldn’t hear Pete’s reply. If she was talking, she was talking quietly.  
 
    I watched Pete zip by with small, quick steps. A minute later, Ritchie poked his head into my office. “What’s your new maid’s name?” he asked with a big grin. My heart fluttered down into my stomach. Could he tell that she wasn’t actually a woman? 
 
    “Peyton,” I said softly with a little smile. 
 
    “She’s cute,” he said. “Wouldn’t mind getting some photos of her one day. Does she model at all?” 
 
    I couldn’t tell if he was being serious at first, and then I realized that smirk was actually the smirk of a teen boy who just talked to a girl for the first time. Not only did he have no idea that Pete wasn’t actually a girl named Peyton, he had the hots for her.  
 
    I did my best not to laugh. “I’ll check with her and maybe I can find an opening in her schedule for you.” It was very hard not to laugh, thinking of Peyton dolled up and posing for Ritchie. Maybe Peyton would be into it. Maybe she would like the excuse to put on some skimpy outfits. Or maybe it would be absolute torture for her and amazing entertainment for me. “She’ll fix you and your model some lunch,” I said. 
 
    “That sounds wonderful,” Ritchie said. “I’m going to start setting up. I hope you don’t mind; my model is just checking out your garden.”  
 
    I did mind, but I wasn’t in the mood to make a big deal out of it. I couldn’t understand why a complete stranger would feel comfortable wandering through someone’s private property without permission. “Okay,” I said. 
 
    Ritchie smiled and then he went away to set up his lights. I kept an eye on my security monitor, watching to make sure that model wasn’t going to try to steal any of my flowers. They were looking better than ever, and I didn’t need anyone whimsically plucking them.  
 
    Fifteen minutes later, Peyton came back with a large tray of food. I watched as she held the tray out for Ritchie, and then she turned to come to me. As she turned, Ritchie looked down to inspect her ass. I snickered. Then I remembered that Ritchie had a diverse portfolio, which included nude photoshoots for magazines like Playboy. I imagined him shooting Peyton. I imaged him telling Peyton to take her panties off, and then I imagined Ritchie seeing her penis. I could perfectly picture his shock and horror, and it was hilarious. 
 
    “Why are you laughing, ma’am,” Peyton said, still with red, embarrassed cheeks.  
 
    “No reason,” I said. “Lunch looks great. Thanks Peyton.” 
 
    “My pleasure, ma’am,” she said before turning away. And now I found myself looking at her tush. She had a pretty good tush considering she was actually a boy. I guess I couldn’t blame Ritchie for staring at it. It had a nice bounce to it, and it was perfectly round. 
 
    Ritchie checked it out again as she went by, back to the kitchen to clean up the dishes.  
 
    It was twenty minutes later when I saw Ritchie on my security monitor, looking around the garden for his model. He searched for a good fifteen minutes before taking his phone out to make a call. Then he showed up at my office door. “You don’t happen to know where my model is, do you?” 
 
    “You lost your model, Ritchie?” I asked. 
 
    His face was dark red. He bit his lip and shrugged his shoulders. I checked all of the exterior cameras. I didn’t have any inside, so I had to help him look around. “She’s not answering her phone.” 
 
    I sighed at the thought of some dumb girl snooping through my house. Then I had the idea of checking the recordings outside. We went to my office and went through the last hour of footage at 5x speed. Finally, we found her leaving the property and getting into a car at the street. “What the hell?” Ritchie said. “She left?” 
 
    “What’s wrong with her?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. This happens from time to time. Models get cold feet.” He sighed and shook his head. “I’m so sorry.” 
 
    “I don’t care. It doesn’t affect me.” I turned the footage off and went back to my desk. But Ritchie continued to linger. “What is it, Ritchie?” I asked after a minute. “Why aren’t you taking down your lights.” 
 
    “Well,” he said, scratching the back of his neck. “I thought that maybe, since I’m set up, I could shoot your maid.”  
 
    I looked up at him. He was smiling big, showing lots of teeth. “You’re joking, right?” I said, once again trying not to laugh. I tried hard, but it was impossible to hold back. 
 
    “I mean, I’m used to working with non-models. I’m sure I can work with her to get something—even just one picture to submit to some dinky magazine. If you think it’s inappropriate, I totally understand. In fact, pretend like I never asked. I’ll just take everything down. It’s not a big deal.” 
 
    “No—please, shoot her. As long as you don’t mind me watching—I don’t think it’s something I want to miss.”  
 
    “Really?” he said. His eyes lit up. 
 
    “Yes. Please. It would be my pleasure. I want nothing else than for you to shoot Peyton in my grand foyer.” 
 
    He nodded his head. “Okay, great. Maybe you can go make the proposition for me, and then I’ll be ready whenever she’s ready.”  
 
    “I will go do that right now.”  
 
    I laughed the whole way to the kitchen, and then I managed to make a straight face once I was standing in front of Peyton. “Peyton,” I said. “I have an unusual task for you, but it’s very important. Our good friend’s model dropped out at the last minute and now he needs someone to pose in a few outfits. So you can put a pause on cleaning up the lunch dishes and get back to that later.” 
 
    She stood with parted lips and frightened eyes, staring at me as if she was waiting for me to tell her that I was joking. But I wasn’t joking. “Go on. He’s waiting.”  
 
    Ritchie was now standing twenty feet behind her. She turned around and saw him, and then I finally had a chance to let out a quiet laugh into the palm of my hand. Now Ritchie was showing Peyton the outfits he brought and they were all perfectly skimpy. This was going to be a blast. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I honestly thought that the photoshoot was going to be much more embarrassing than it was. It was perfectly embarrassing for the first fifteen minutes, as Peyton tried to pose for the professional photographer as I watched from the sidelines. But then, as they moved around the room and tried more shots, Peyton started to relax, and it wasn’t long before she actually started posing properly, as if it was something she’d done before. 
 
    And I couldn’t help but wonder if it was something she’d done before. After thirty minutes in front of the camera, she was a natural. She was thriving in front of that camera. She knew just how to seduce the lens, and how to bend her body to show off all of her curves—curves I didn’t even know that she had. At one point I even started feeling embarrassed. The shoot was going too well. Ritchie seemed to happy. 
 
    Even when she left and came back in one of the tinier outfits—which was bordering on being lingerie—she still seemed comfortable, though a bit rosy in the cheeks.  
 
    She was looking through Ritchie’s suitcase of outfits when Ritchie said, “I think we’ve got enough. I have over a thousand shots here.” 
 
    She looked up, almost looking disappointed that it was over. “Really?” she asked.  
 
    “Yeah. It will take me days to grade all these shots. I’m sure we can get at least a few of them into a decent magazine. These are great. I’ll get Miss Baker to shoot me your contact info.” He started taking down his lights while Peyton stood still and quiet. 
 
    “Go get changed so Ritchie can have his outfit back, Peyton,” I said. 
 
    She looked at me, looking like a fragile little doe. 
 
    “It’s fine,” Ritchie said. “I don’t need the outfits. Once I’ve shot them, I’m done with them. I usually just let my models keep the outfits as a bonus.” He smiled. 
 
    Twenty minutes later, he was gone, and Peyton was still lingering. “Why aren’t you going back to work, Peyton?” I asked. 
 
    She looked at me with those wide eyes. It was obvious that there was something profound going through her head, something she just couldn’t wrap her head around. “Oh,” she said. “Right. I’ll make some dinner. Sorry, ma’am.” 
 
    She stayed in her outfit, maybe not sure if she was allowed to change, or maybe she just didn’t want to. I had a hunch that she was thriving in her female persona. I had a feeling that she liked being Peyton more than she liked being Pete.  
 
    Ritchie sent me a few of her photos later that evening. “These are just the first couple I’ve gotten to. Your girl is a natural,” he said. 
 
    And the photos were quite stunning. I couldn’t believe I was staring at Peyton—at Pete, the dopey, poor young man who showed up on my doorstep just days earlier.  
 
    “I’m all done for the day, ma’am,” Peyton said from my office doorway. “You should probably stop working. You’ve been in front of that computer all day. It’s not good for your healthy, you know.”  
 
    “Thanks, Peyton. Why don’t you go get changed? Feel free to relax by the pool or use the theatre room. I’m going to keep working. I still have lots to do.” 
 
    “Okay, ma’am,” she said before turning away. I kept looking at those photos.  
 
    I just couldn’t believe those photos. I couldn’t believe how comfortable Peyton looked in all of them. But why was I still calling her Peyton—even in my head? She was Pete. She was a young man that I was forcing to dress like a girl. But why? Why was I torturing the poor young man? Did I really think that he liked it, or was I just being a bully and justifying it with the lie of good intentions?  
 
    I ended up staying up late, staring at my computer screen. I was trying to get work done, but I couldn’t stop going back to those photos, finding myself in that strange conundrum.  
 
    She was cute. She made a good girl. Staring at those photos of her in that one skimpy pink dress, I could feel my pussy starting to get wet. I reached down and gently rubbed my clit through my panties. 
 
    I wasn’t a lesbian—no, it was wrong to be a lesbian; that’s what my parents always said. That’s what they told me when they caught me kissing my best friend in the basement. “You’re just experimenting, Kendall. There’s nothing wrong with experimenting, but you’d better stop before it turns into bad ideas in your head. You need a man. You’re supposed to be with a man.” 
 
    And I liked men. I liked the thought of muscles sometimes—and I usually liked the thought of a nice cock. But whenever I reached down to rub my pussy, I couldn’t fight away images of girls. I always just told myself that it was a matter of envy. I liked pretty women out of respect, not out of lust. I wanted to be a pretty woman and I wanted men to think of me the way that I thought of women. 
 
    Or maybe I was just confused. No—I wasn’t confused. I was a straight woman, and that’s all there was to it. But Peyton wasn’t a woman. I could look at those photos and breathe knowing that I was technically looking at a man, right?  
 
    My heart skipped a beat. I closed my computer screen and went to my room. I pulled that box out from under my bed and looked for a particular dildo that I had my eye on a few nights before. But that dildo was gone. Where did it go? Did I take it out from that box? 
 
    I looked under my bed and then I began looking through my drawers. How could I misplace something I never used? I wanted that particular dildo, with a built-in vibrator. It was perfectly thick for my pussy. The others were all shaped funny or too small. I needed that big dildo.  
 
    I paused as I remembered Peyton cleaning my room earlier in the day. Did she take my dildo? Was she using it? Was she putting my sex toy into her own bum? 
 
    I went down the long hallway and down the stairs to Peyton’s room. The light was on inside. I crept up to the door and put my ear against it. I could hear a gentle humming: the humming of a vibrator. After a moment I heard a moan.  
 
    An anger surged through me. She stole my vibrator and now she was sticking it in her bum! Was she planning on secretly returning it without me noticing? Even clean, I didn’t want some used toy going into my snatch. I grabbed the door handle and threw the door open.  
 
    I stepped into the room and saw her frozen on the bed, dressed in my lingerie, on her back with her knees in the air and my vibrating dildo in her ass.  
 
    “Miss Baker,” she said with a pale face. 
 
    “Explain yourself,” I said, clenching my hand into a fist as I pressed my lips thin. I took a deep breath. She’d crossed a serious line.  
 
    “I—I’m sorry,” she said. “I just—I was curious. I saw it there under your bed when I was cleaning. And I found the lingerie. And—I’m so sorry.”  
 
    I opened my mouth to fire her, but then she beat me to the punch. “Please don’t fire me,” she said. “I need this job. This is all I have. I’m really so sorry. I couldn’t help myself. There’s something wrong with me—but I need this job. It won’t happen again. I promise!”  
 
    I shook my head, still wanting to yell ‘You’re fired!’, but something was stopping me. She had a different wig on: a short blond wig with straight bangs. The bangs looked stunning on her. And she had her mascara just right: nice and thick and hard to look away from.  
 
    “Roll over,” I said gently.  
 
    She stared at me. “Do it now,” I said. 
 
    So she rolled onto her stomach. I walked over and looked down at her soft, young body.  That bum was perfect—no man should have a bum like that. “Now roll onto your stomach.” 
 
    She rolled onto her stomach. Now I could see the erect bulge in her lingerie. She was staring at me with scared eyes. I reached down, slipping my fingers into the lingerie. I grabbed that warm shaft and I pulled it out into the open. My heart fluttered again. I needed that reminder that I was straight. I liked the cock. I wanted to squeeze it and stroke it and suck it. I wasn’t a lesbian. But then why was I also so captivated by the rest of her body? Why did I love seeing her in that lingerie? I took a deep breath. I clutched that cock and gently pulled back, pulling her foreskin off of her round tip. I bit down on my lip. 
 
    “What are you doing, ma’am?” she asked. 
 
    “Shut up,” I said. I loved the feeling of it throbbing in my hand. I picked up the dildo from the bed and handed it to her. “Fuck yourself with this.”  
 
    She was frozen for a long moment. “I really am sorry, ma’am,” she said with a quivering bottom lip. 
 
    “I know. Just be quiet,” I said. “Put it in your ass and pump it.”  
 
    She followed the command, penetrating herself with the toy. She groaned and squirmed, biting her lip until the toy was deep in her ass. I reached down and turned on the vibrator, making her tense up. A small moan escaped her lips. “Go ahead,” I said. “Don’t just sit there.” 
 
    She began to pump the toy in and out. I watched her amazing feminine body as she squirmed and moaned. I reached down and caressed her chest, which was being helped by some silicone pads, which felt almost like the real thing. “Don’t stop,” I said. 
 
    She kept sodomizing herself for my viewing pleasure. I could feel a dampness in my panties. I was so wet that it almost felt like I’d peed myself. I reached under my dress and slid my panties down. Then I grabbed Peyton’s shaft and stood it upright before climbing up on the bed. “Don’t stop,” I said again as she paused. So she kept plunging herself as I squatted down on her tall erection. It went in easily into my tight cunt. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath.  
 
    Was I relieved to feel a warm cock inside of me? I had no idea. My head was swirling with confusion. I couldn’t be a lesbian, but it seemed hard to believe that I was properly straight now, as I couldn’t look away from her girly body.  
 
    I started to bounce up and down. Euphoria quickly grew inside of me. I wasn’t drunk now. I hadn’t had a single drink, and neither had she. We were both sober, fooling around in the most inappropriate way possible. I fell forward and pressed my hands on her breasts. I squeezed and she moaned. I kept bouncing. I could feel her hand below me, pushing that fake cock in and out of her body while I hopped on top of her. The pleasure was too intense to handle. I started screaming, then I let out a warm gush all over her soft body. She didn’t seem to mind, so I kept bouncing.  
 
    I clutched my hand around her throat and looked into her eyes. “Look at me,” I said so she would open her eyes. I loved how she had her makeup done. I loved how stunning her eyes were. I loved how perfectly feminine her body was. And I loved that she had a cock. Maybe there was something wrong with me. Maybe I was crazy—or maybe I was a lesbian. Maybe I couldn’t choose between men and women and that’s why I was single and alone in that giant manor.  
 
    “Come inside of me,” I said. 
 
    “Okay,” she said with dark red cheeks. 
 
    “I want to feel it inside of me. I want you to empty your fucking load in my tight pussy.”  
 
    “Are you on the pill?” she asked. 
 
    “Fuck the pill. Just come inside of me. I need to feel it.”  
 
    I felt her cock bulging and twitching. I knew it was close. I stuck my thumb into her mouth and she began to suck. Then I bent over and pressed my lips against hers, pressing my tongue into her mouth. She kissed back, putting her hands on my back, caressing gently. I was making love with a woman and I liked it. Now it seemed like I was definitely a bisexual—maybe with a female preference.  
 
    She thrusted her cock deep into me and then I felt the warm goo unloading. I gasped and groaned, sinking my nails into her soft skin. She held me tight as she poured her seed into my body. After a minute, I rolled off, onto my back. I pressed my hand between my legs as it came pouring out. I pulled it up and spread it up, over my pubic hair and up my abdomen. I kept spreading up until there was nothing left inside of me. Then I turned to Peyton. “Lick it all up. Clean my pussy, slut.”  
 
    She paused for a moment before rolling over and burying her face between my legs. She started licking up her own cum that had poured out from my cunt. I watched as I squeezed my own breasts and played with my nipples. I’d never been so aroused in my life. Why was I so aroused? Why couldn’t I look away from the sight? Why was she so stunning? I loved the feeling of her tongue nestling into my pubic hair to get all of that cum.  
 
    “Oh God,” I moaned. 
 
    “Are you okay?” she asked, looking up at me. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said, shaking my head. “There’s something wrong with me, but that’s none of your business. Keep licking. I still see cum.” She kept licking, going up my abdomen. She even licked the smears of cum off of my breasts. Then I made her kiss me deeply so I could taste it too.  
 
    I rolled off of her bed. I pulled my dress back on properly and then I took a deep breath. I walked to her door. “No more fooling around behind my back in this house,” I said. “I won’t accept it anymore.” I grabbed the door handle. “If you’re going to fool around, you come and find me first. And I don’t want this to be a discussion. This is the end of the discussion. I’ll see you in the morning. And I expect you to be Peyton tomorrow for work. You can access my third closet—the one that’s three doors down from my bedroom. It’s all clothes I don’t wear anymore, so you’re free to use anything there. But try not to look like too much of a slut for work.” 
 
    Before I went to bed, I went through my lingerie closet and picked out a few dozen outfits that I thought she would like. I quietly placed them in front of her bedroom door for her to find in the morning. My heart was still pounding awkwardly. I still didn’t feel right. I still hated the thought that I was allowing myself to turn into a lesbian, just like my parents warned me against. Maybe I just needed to fire Peyton. Maybe I needed to get some older, unattractive woman to be my maid, like Cordelia, so I wouldn’t have any urges that I didn’t like. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I was feeling urges that I hadn’t felt since I was a teenager experimenting with friends. It didn’t help that Peyton fit perfectly into all of my little outfits. We were even the same shoe size, but for some reason all of my shoes looked better on her.  
 
    Now, she was cleaning my lobby. I could see her from my office, standing up on a step ladder in tall heels, dusting the various ledges. I could see right up her skirt. Her round bum made me jealous and damp at the same time. I bit my lip, trying to push those weird feelings away. Then I set my sights on her bulge and felt a bit better about myself.  
 
    But it almost seemed like she was teasing me. “Can I clean up in your office? I’ll be quiet,” she said. 
 
    “Sure, Peyton,” I said. Then she started cleaning up around. She was being quiet, but still very, very distracting. She would bend over in front of me, showing me that bum and her slutty panties. And she was wearing a perfume. I had no idea where she found it—I didn’t recognize the smell. Maybe it was in one of the basement boxes.  
 
    I had to step out while she was doing the bookshelves in my office. I was getting too hot, and I needed a new pair of panties seeing as my current pair were soaking wet, as if I sat in a pool of warm water. I fanned myself and took a deep breath. I went to grab a new pair of panties, and then I saw that box of sex toys under my bed. I pulled it out and took out that strap-on. My heart was pounding. My urges were over the top.  
 
    I was just like my first boss, when I was thirteen years old. He never tried to have sex with me, but he would blackmail me without overtly threatening me. He always mentioned the job board and the labor laws. Whenever it was time for me to go home but the work wasn’t quite finished, he would tell me about what they did to kids who lied about their age. It was all lies, but I didn’t know that and it kept me doing what he wanted.  
 
    Now, I was using Peyton’s desperate position to satisfy my unwanted urges.  
 
    I took a deep breath. How could I resist? I was fairly certain it was what Peyton wanted. She seemed happier than ever in those outfits. She was practically prancing around my house with that duster.  
 
    I strapped the dildo to my waist, slicked it with lubricant, and I went back down. She was now perfectly bent over my desk, reaching across the wooden surface with Pledge. I came up quietly behind her and flipped her skirt up onto her back. She looked over her shoulder at me. “What are you doing, ma’am?” she asked. 
 
    “Shh,” I said, using my hands to turn her head back forward. Then I pulled her panties to the side and pressed the plastic cock deep into her ass. She gasped, clenching hard—but too late. The toy was deep in her body, stretching her wide. She dropped the Pledge and clutched the edges of the desk.  
 
    I pumped hard, giving her no time to get used to the sudden penetration. I couldn’t help it. I wanted to see her squirm and I wanted to hear her moan. I got what I wanted. Her body quickly started trembling. I looked down to watch the toy pumping in and out. I watched the ribbed shaft massaging her anal walls. Each moan was louder than the one before it.  
 
    I ran my hands up and down her thighs. Then I pushed a hand in front of her and grabbed her erect cock. It was throbbing. I smiled. If she was hard, then she must have liked it. I squeezed it firmly and started stroking it. Holding that cock was the relief I needed: a reminder that I was still straight. I wasn’t going to let my late parents down. I wasn’t a lesbian. 
 
    But my God, was she ever beautiful. Now her back was curved and her head was tilted back. I could see her moaning face in a nearby mirror: her gorgeous eyelashes and her plump lips. I wanted to make out with those lips. I wanted to push my tongue into her mouth.  
 
    But for now, I was fine just fucking her and watching her have her orgasm. She came within a few minutes, coating my desk with cum. Of course I pulled her down and made her lick it up while I caressed her back. I think she liked it—or maybe I was just trying to justify my terrible behavior.  
 
    She looked back at me. Her chin was glistening with cum. I leaned forward and gave her a small lick. “Go get cleaned up,” I said. “And then get back to work.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” she said. 
 
    “You can call me Kendall you know.” 
 
    She nodded her head. She was smiling. Her cheeks were rosy. I wanted to kiss her, but I knew that was a line that was better left uncrossed. 
 
    While she was upstairs cleaning, my gate bell buzzed. I walked over to the small television security monitor and saw a black car waiting to be let in. I wasn’t expecting guests. “Can I help you?” I asked through the intercom. “I’m not looking to buy anything, so if you’re selling something, you can just turn around.” 
 
    “I’m looking for a missing person,” the woman said. “It’s very important. We believe they may have come through your property.”  
 
    I paused. Then I buzzed them in. I hid my strap-on and fixed my dress. I checked my makeup in my mirror, and then the person was at my door. Peyton was still getting cleaned up, so I let them in myself.  
 
    The woman was familiar: old, grey, and thin. She was wearing a black overcoat even though it was a hot day. “Your property is very large,” she said. “And you have many cameras. Perhaps we can review some footage from the past week.”  
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. “But what is this about? Someone went missing? No offence, but you don’t look like the police. Isn’t this a police matter?”  
 
    She stared into my eyes. Why did she look so familiar? “The police are doing what they can. Unfortunately, this particular person has somewhat of a runaway history, so the police don’t seem to think it’s a priority. Can we see your footage?” 
 
    “Um. I guess so,” I said. “Come this way.” I showed her to my office, which still smelled like a mix of Peyton’s perfume, Pledge, and anal sex. I don’t think the old woman noticed the smell. “We have fifteen cameras outside of the property—none inside. Each save recordings for two weeks.” 
 
    “That’s perfect. He went missing about ten days ago,” she said. “Can you rewind the cameras to ten days ago?” 
 
    I stared at the woman. “This sounds like it could take a while, going through hours of footage on fifteen different cameras. Maybe I can just give you the tapes and you can do this yourself.” 
 
    “That’s fine,” she said. “I’ll wait in your lobby.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said. She walked out, and then it dawned on me who she was: she was my instructor when I was a teenager, at Blue Rocks Academy. She taught Bible Studies. Her classroom was covered in posters about the dangers of homosexuality: mostly the death rate of AIDS and other sexually transmitted diseases. 
 
    I tried to remember her name. “I’m sorry. What’s your name?” I said. 
 
    “Margaret.” 
 
    “Margaret Gleeson?” I said as the name returned to my brain. 
 
    “That’s right. Do you know me?” She narrowed one eye as she stared at me. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “I think we met a long time ago,” I said with a small smile. My heart skipped. “This missing person—are they from Blue Rocks Academy?”  
 
    She nodded her head. “Unfortunately. He slipped out in the night.” Blue Rocks Academy had a strict curfew, along with many other strict rules. During my year there, I didn’t see the world outside of those steel gates. We were cut off from the world, only occasionally getting our hands on the newspaper. It was a full-blown indoctrination camp, and maybe that was necessary to accomplish the end goal. 
 
    “What’s the boy’s name?” I asked. 
 
    “We’re keeping that private at the moment,” she said.  
 
    “Well maybe I can help. It’s hard to help if I don’t even know the name,” I said. 
 
    She stared at me for a long moment. “We aren’t looking for this to be a public matter. As you can guess, it’s quite embarrassing for us, having lost a young man.” 
 
    “How old is he?” 
 
    “A few weeks over eighteen,” she said.  
 
    My heart skipped a beat and my stomach groaned. “What does he look like?” 
 
    “He’s a young man. Shorter than average, and a thin build.”  
 
    I knew she was talking about Pete. I don’t know how I knew, but I knew it with absolute certainty. I opened up my security system and saw the stack of tapes, all ready to be removed. I knew that there was tons of footage of Pete on those tapes, working in the garden. 
 
    “And you have no idea where this guy went?” I asked. 
 
    “We have some ideas,” she said. “We know he went in this direction. We have some footage of him coming this way.” She looked at my stack of tapes. “I’ll take those and be on my way.” 
 
    I paused and bit down on my tongue. “Well, I mean—he is eighteen, right? Can you really drag him back to the Academy?” 
 
    She stared into my eyes for a long moment. “We have contracts, which he signed when he was admitted three years ago.” 
 
    “But he’s an adult now,” I said. 
 
    “I’m sorry, but I really shouldn’t be discussing the matter. Could you please give me the tapes?” 
 
    I looked down at the tapes. “Um,” I said. “Is he a criminal or something?” 
 
    “He’s a young man in our care, and right now it’s my job to bring him back. The tapes, please.” 
 
    “No,” I said. 
 
    “Excuse me?” she said. 
 
    “I’m sorry, but it doesn’t sound like this guy wants to be with you, and he’s old enough to do what he wants. So why don’t you just leave him alone?” 
 
    Now, I could see Peyton standing behind Margaret, in the stairwell. He paused and stared at Margaret from behind with wide eyes. I tried not to alert Margaret to the fact Peyton was behind her.  
 
    “I’m asking very politely for your tapes. We just want the boy to be safe.” 
 
    I knew what they did in that school. I knew how the punished the people who broke the rules. I knew how extreme they got when their initial methods didn’t work. “I’m sorry, Mrs. Gleeson. I can’t give you the tapes. We’ve had a problem with a pesky raccoon, and I’ve actually been meaning to go through the tapes to see where the raccoon is coming from at night.” 
 
    “That doesn’t sound nearly as important as tracking down a lost boy.” 
 
    “He’s not a boy—he’s a man, and he can do whatever he wants to do. You can’t change him—especially now that he’s grown. So if you don’t mind, I’m going to keep these and you can move along.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, but I really am going to insist that you give me those tapes,” she said, taking a step towards me. “ 
 
    “Get lost, lady,” I said, “before I call the cops. In ten seconds, you’re trespassing.”  
 
    She stared at me for five more seconds before turning to leave. I followed her to my front door, to make sure she left properly. At my door, she turned to me. “You know, I recognized you when I saw you,” she said. “I remember you when you were young.” 
 
    “No kidding,” I said.  
 
    She looked from me to Peyton, who was still standing stiff in the stairway. She didn’t seem to recognize her. She looked back to me. “We saved you, so I’m surprised you’re not helping us save someone else.”  
 
    I smiled. “You didn’t save me,” I said. “You just left me very confused for a very long time. I would call it a delay before anything else.”  
 
    “A delay?” she said.  
 
    “Well, I still do love a good pair of tits,” I said. “And every now and then I touch myself while thinking about beautiful women. But I guess our definitions of saved are different, right?”  
 
    Now she looked horrified as she stared at me. Her lips parted as if she had something to say, and then she turned to leave. I turned to look at Peyton, who was awestruck in the stairwell.  
 
    “Kendall?” she said with a soft voice. 
 
    “What is it?” I asked. 
 
    “You didn’t have to do that for me.” 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “I wanted to do it. It felt good to do it.” I went back to my office and she followed me.  
 
    “I should have told you. I’m not actually from around here. I’m from a long way away from here, but my parents sent me to that school a couple of years ago. I couldn’t take it any longer. I needed to get out.”  
 
    “I understand, Peyton,” I said. 
 
    “You never told me that you went there,” she said. 
 
    “It never came up.”  
 
    “Did they do bad things to you too?” 
 
    I looked at her. “They did what they did.” 
 
    “So are you, like, a lesbian then?” she asked. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know what I am. I used to know, and then I went there, and then I had an idea, and now I just don’t know. I guess I just like what I like.”  
 
    “I think that’s fine,” she said. 
 
    “Me too,” I said.  
 
    “I like what I like too,” she said. 
 
    I smiled. “That’s good. I’m happy for you.”  
 
    “I like working for you. I like living here.”  
 
    “I like you being here,” I said.  
 
    She smiled. We were both silent as we stared into each other’s eyes.  
 
    “Why don’t you finish cleaning my office?” I said. 
 
    “Okay,” she said.  
 
    She picked up her Pledge and cloth and came into the room. “Wait,” I said. “Maybe you can go change into something a bit… sexier. Feel free to go into my main closet.” 
 
    “Really?” she said. 
 
    I nodded my head with a small smile. “Only if you want to.” 
 
    “I really do want to,” she said.  
 
    We shared a smile and then she turned to get changed.  
 
    A strange euphoria was pulsing through me. I felt weirdly satisfied and vindicated. I felt like a giant weight had been lifted from my shoulders. I felt like I was doing something good. I felt like I wasn’t just being the crabby bitch that everyone thought I was. In fact, I felt a strange urge to donate money to a good cause—one that helped young men and women with identity issues. I sent them twenty thousand dollars and then I sat back in my chair with a smile on my face. It felt good to be nice, though I had a feeling that Blue Rocks Academy didn’t think I was so nice.  
 
    I went into my security system and erased everything, just in case they tried to get some police warrant to apprehend my tapes. Then Peyton came back and started cleaning while I casually worked (and mostly watched as she moved around the room).  
 
    For once I was happy in my house, and for once I had help that was happy with my rules 
 
    THE END 
 
    

  

 
   
    A SCHOOL FOR THE NAUGHTY 
 
    Nathaniel has gotten into trouble for what may be the last time. After being caught with the principal’s eighteen-year-old niece, Nathaniel finds himself expelled, and there aren’t any schools that want him now that he’s been expelled from three different institutes.  
 
    But there is one place still willing to give him a shot: an all-boys boarding school, an hour out into the middle of nowhere. It’s a school exclusively for naughty boys who have run out of options. The rules are strict and the school has a one-strike policy, so the students have to be very creative and careful when it comes to getting a little bit of action. A bunch of eighteen-year-old boys can’t go a year without any romantic interaction after all. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER I 
 
    Sleeping with Kylie was totally worth it, even though I knew it was going to be the last straw. When we started kissing in that empty room at the end of the hall, I saw the camera in the corner of the room, and I knew that it meant getting in a bit more trouble. And I hadn’t forgotten the principal telling me just a week before: “If I see you in my office one more time, you’re gone.”  
 
    But how could I pass on the opportunity? It was the only empty room and the school supervisors were guarding both of the school’s exits. Kylie wanted it and I wanted to give it to her. “Let’s be quick,” I said, looking down from the camera. I knew we probably only had a few minutes before the school security guard noticed us on his screen, just a few doors down. 
 
    I think we were in one of the school’s many staff rooms. It was a door I’d never been through before and it wasn’t labelled, but there were two coffee makers in the small space, and a couch that was the perfect height for bending a young woman over.  
 
    Kylie was happy to skip the foreplay when I said, “We’d better hurry.” She even bent herself over and she pulled down her own panties, leaving me to flip up her skirt, revealing that round ass and that plump pussy. I dragged two fingers across her wet slit, making her moan. She looked back at me with her wide, youthful eyes. Then she bit her lip and grinned. 
 
    “Do you want to fuck me?” she asked. 
 
    “Obviously,” I said before reaching back down to penetrated her with my two fingers. She moaned loudly, tilting her head back. I looked over at the door. Her moan was surely audible from the hallway, and maybe even from the classroom two doors down. “But you’ll have to keep those big lips shut if we’re going to last very long.” 
 
    She closed her mouth, pressing her lips thin, and she nodded her head. Then I fished out my erection and pressed it up against her wet slit. 
 
    It wasn’t the first girl I’d been caught on camera fucking in our school. And had she been any other girl, I probably wouldn’t have ended up being expelled. She was the principal’s niece.  
 
    But how could I say no when she was looking at me with those bright, glistening eyes? I pressed my tip against her hole and she moaned again. “Hold on,” I said. I pushed my thick erection into her tight pussy, making a bout of warm fluid gush out. She moaned yet again. I thought I heard the door opening, so I looked back quickly, but there was nobody there.  
 
    “Oh my God, it feels so good,” she said, rolling her head from side to side, with her face pushed down on the back of the couch. I pushed in deeper and deeper, and then she said, “Oh God, I’m not a virgin anymore.” My heart skipped a beat and my skin tingled. I suddenly felt a moment of guilt, but it quickly passed.  
 
    “Just hold on,” I said. I watched her pretty fingers clutch the edge of the couch, and then I began thrusting. She was much wetter than any girl I’d ever been with before. Every thrust made a gush of fluid pour down her legs, and that fluid was quickly pooling on the floor, even getting underneath my feet, making me slip. I had to widen my stance. 
 
    “Harder. Please fuck me harder,” she said. It was hard to believe that she was really a virgin. I wouldn’t have believed it had she not been so tight. Whenever she clenched, I perked up, worried she was going to squeeze my cock off of my body. “Slap my ass!” she said, so I started to gently spank her. “Harder! Spank me harder!” I spanked harder, now with my head turned towards the door. It was only a matter of time before our romp was brought to a swift end. Someone just needed to walk by, or that security guard just needed to look at his screen. 
 
    I turned to look up at the blinking red light on the camera. I couldn’t help but wonder if Kylie knew about the camera. Maybe she wanted to be caught by her principal uncle. Maybe this was some sort of weird revenge; she did mention being angry with her family earlier that day, after all.  
 
    But I wasn’t about to stop to ask questions. I only had a few minutes left—at most. So I grabbed her hips firmly and began thrusting even harder. I bit hard on my tongue and I looked down at her young, petite body. She had cute little beauty marks all over her back, and a band of freckles across her shoulders. She had a pair of braids dangling down over the couch. I decided to grab both braids, pulling her head back. “Oh God, yes!” she cried as I tugged. So I tugged even harder, making her groan. Somehow, she became louder. Maybe she really was trying to get caught. “Don’t stop! Don’t stop!” 
 
    I wasn’t sure how much longer I could go for. I was tingling all over with euphoria. I dug my fingertips into her and closed my eyes, trying to think about something else: my grandparents, my homework, the mess in my room that I promised my mom that I would clean up, but I didn’t. I tried to control my breathing. 
 
    “Just don’t come in me. I had my period two weeks ago and I’m not on birth control,” she said with the cutest little moaning voice. And my mind went right back to thinking about her youthful body and that tight pussy, and then I knew I couldn’t hold back any longer. 
 
    Before opening my eyes, I pulled out, ready to spray her cute back with my huge load.  
 
    “What the hell is going on here?” a deep, male voice shouted from the doorway. I turned to look and then I froze as my gaze found the reddened face of the principal. But even that scowling face wasn’t enough to stop my orgasm from coming. Cum began to spray out the tip of my cock, streaking across the man’s niece. I closed my eyes and shook my head, but I didn’t want to ruin the cumshot, so I clenched my cock tight and reveled in the dying moments of my academic career.  
 
    He wasn’t happy. And why would he be happy? He watched his niece getting sprayed with cum for a long fifteen seconds. When I finally opened my eyes again, his face was white and his eyes were dark red. “My office. Now,” he said. And then he marched away. 
 
    “I can’t believe you came on me, you asshole,” Kylie said, looking back at me. “It’s all over me! Gross!” She reached back and tried to wipe the cum off of her back. She flicked a glob onto the floor and said it again: “Gross! That’s so gross!”  
 
    I didn’t stay around to help her get cleaned up. Instead, I pulled up my pants and darted towards the principal’s office with my tail between my legs. 
 
    He was sitting there, behind his desk, red in the face as he waited for me. He shook his head as I approached. It seemed like everything was moving in slow motion. “That’s about all I can take from you,” he said. “That’s it. You’re done. Your ride here is over. Over. Get it?” 
 
    I took a seat across from him and nodded my head. “It won’t happen again,” I said softly. It was a line I’d used many times, with a few different principals. I had the puppy dog look perfected, but this time it didn’t matter. His face was getting even redder. I was surprised that steam wasn’t rising up from his ears.  
 
    “You’re done. Your parents are on their way already. You can sit there and wait—but I have nothing else to say to you. You’re done.” 
 
    I cracked a small grin. “But am I done?” I asked. 
 
    “You have no idea,” he said. And I really didn’t have any idea. I figured I was going to be sent to the school down the road. I’d been expelled a few times before, and they always just shuffled me over to a new school. Or maybe my parents would just let me finish my final year of high school online—which was honestly a dream. I knew that I could finish a day’s worth of schoolwork in a matter of a couple hours, and then I could use the rest of my time to play video games.  
 
    But I wasn’t going to be spending my time finishing my diploma online. I wasn’t going to be sent to the school down the road, or any school within the city limits.  
 
    “I highly recommend sending Nathaniel to a special school,” the principal said to my parents after filling them in on all of the details. “We’ve sent students to this school before. It’s only for the worst students. It teaches them discipline, and best of all, it tends to be a grueling experience—which is what a lot of these delinquent students need.”  
 
    Of course my father was nodding his head in agreement, as if he agreed that I was a ‘delinquent’. “Just give us the information and we’ll get him signed up,” my dad said. 
 
    Then the principal passed my father a brochure. I looked at it quickly but didn’t recognize the name of the school. “Horus Academy,” I said. “Where the hell is that?” 
 
    “It’s about two hundred miles north of here.” 
 
    “Sounds good. Sign him up,” my dad said. My dad was still grumpy because I took his motorcycle out the week before, while he was at work, and I accidentally scraped it against a cement wall. 
 
    “C’mon. Two hundred miles away? Where am I going to stay?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s a boarding school,” my now ex-principal said. “You’ll live there until June. Five more months. They can probably get you started as soon as next week.” 
 
    “This is crazy,” I said. “You’re seriously going to send me to a boarding school because I fooled around with your niece?” 
 
    Now his face was turning red again. “No. I’m expelling you. I’m just giving your parents a suggestion. It’s up to them to send you to a boarding school.”  
 
    “We’re sending him,” my dad said.  
 
    I looked over at my mother, hoping to have at least one person on my side. She always took my side, so I was shocked when she opened her mouth and said, “If you think it’s a good idea, then it’s what we’ll do.” 
 
    Later that evening, the arrangements had been made. My dad made all of the calls and my mom dug a big suitcase out from the basement. “He can start on Monday,” my dad said as I sat in the living room, watching my parents dart left and right. They still seemed to be moving in slow motion, but at the same time, everything was happening so quickly.  
 
    “You’re just kidding around, right?” I said. But nobody answered me. I felt like I was a ghost trying to get the attention of the living. 
 
    “Are you sure about this?” my mom asked my dad. 
 
    “It’s just five months,” my dad said. “He needs it. If he acts like this out in the real world, it won’t be long before he ends up homeless—or a drug addict.” 
 
    “That’s ridiculous,” I said. But still, nobody was listening to me. “Why would I become a drug addict?” 
 
    “So when are we going to take him out there?” my mom asked. 
 
    “I’ll drive him in the morning—tomorrow.” 
 
    “The morning!” I said, jumping to my feet. “You said I wouldn’t start until Monday. Why the hell do I need to go in the morning?”  
 
    “You can put that suitcase away. They’ll provide him with clothes. They have a strict wardrobe policy there. It’s an expense, but I think it’ll be worth it.” 
 
    “Strict wardrobe policy?” I said. “You mean I’ll be dressed like one of those preppy private school assholes? Oh God, this is so embarrassing. Those guys don’t get any action. You know that right?” 
 
    My dad finally looked at me, acknowledging my existence. “Action?” he said. “It’s an all-boys school. It’s a two hour walk to the nearest town and the nearest girl. You won’t be seeing another girl until at least July.”  
 
    “July!” I said. “Is this some sort of cruel joke?”  
 
    “You just need to pack your tooth brush. In fact, they might even have that for you there.”  
 
    I felt like I was about to faint. I watched as my mom marched the suitcase back to the basement.  
 
    “I just have to make one more call,” my dad said. “They need Nathaniel’s sizes.” He looked at me. “You’re still a seven shoe size, right?”  
 
    I was too shocked to reply.  
 
    “He’s a seven and a half,” my mom said.  
 
    “Okay, I’ll go make that call.”  
 
     I didn’t sleep that night. I just sat quietly on the edge of my bed, staring at the wall, trying to decide if it was worth it. 
 
    And I kept finding myself smirking, because it was totally worth it: Kylie’s perfect pussy was worth a five-month prison sentence. Though I wasn’t exactly excited about it. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER II 
 
    It was a long three-hour drive north. My mother didn’t come along for the drive. Instead, she stayed in bed and cried, making me feel guilty even though I still didn’t think that I had anything to be guilty about. I was eighteen and so was Kylie. Neither of us had class, so we weren’t even skipping class—we were just two consenting adults doing adult things. But I guess nobody else saw it that way.  
 
    My dad said almost nothing, except for, “I’m stopping for a coffee,” when we were halfway. He didn’t even offer to buy me a coffee, and I was exhausted. 
 
    The next sentence that came out from his mouth happened when we were just five minutes away. “Don’t get kicked out of this school, or you’ll be kicked out of the house too.”  
 
    We pulled up to the school: an impressive structure that looked a bit like a castle. There were three buildings: one tall building on the right, one tall building on the left, and a long U-shaped building in the middle of the property. “Here we are,” my dad said. “Let’s do this quickly. I need to get home before 2:00 PM for a meeting.” 
 
    My dad rushed me towards the large entrance of the long U-shaped building. A pair of black-clad adults came out, looking a bit like nuns. “Is this a religious school?” I asked. 
 
    “If it is, you’re going to do a damned good job of pretending to be Christian,” he said.  
 
    “Are you serious?” I asked. 
 
    “Sisters,” my dad said with a big fake smile, waving the women down. 
 
    “We aren’t nuns,” they said.  
 
    “Oh,” my dad said. His cheeks turned red. I snickered, knowing my dad would spend the rest of the day feeling embarrassed about the blunder.  
 
    “You must be Nathaniel’s father—and you must be Nathaniel.”  
 
    “I must be,” I said. 
 
    “We’re excited to have you here.”  
 
    “I’m excited to be here,” I said, almost rolling my eyes. “I was told there would be no girls here, so you’re both a pleasant surprise.”  
 
    The women both looked at my father. “If he makes any more inappropriate comments, we’ll be calling you to pick him up.”  
 
    “He won’t,” my dad said, turning to look at me with narrowed eyes.  
 
    “Tough crowd,” I said softly, almost under my breath.  
 
    “He thinks he’s funny. He’s not actually trying to be inappropriate. At least I don’t think he is. He needs guidance. That’s why he’s here.” 
 
    “Well we can give him that. We have a strong reputation for setting boys straight. Come and walk with us. We’ll show you the school.” We followed the women while they continued to talk, giving us the rundown on the school. “Here is where you’ll spend the next five months. Students live in this building and all of your classes will be here. The other two buildings on the property are the administration building and the library. Students need special permission to access the library. Usually we will retrieve the books for the students, to keep the library clear and quiet.” 
 
    “Do you ever let the students out of this building then?” I asked. 
 
    “Of course. Every day, for gym class, assuming the weather is tolerable.”  
 
    I nearly groaned. We were only allowed outside for gym class? I was pretty sure that prisoners got to go outside more often than once per day, five days a week.  
 
    “I’m sure you’ll find that you will have plenty of coursework to complete in your dormitory.”  
 
    “Do I at least get my own room?” I asked. 
 
    Both women shook their heads. “You will share a room with five other students.” 
 
    “Five?” I said. My heart sunk into my stomach.  
 
    “And you will share a bathroom with eleven other students. There is a communal shower and a small kitchenette that we keep stocked with healthy food.” 
 
    “So where do I go for some privacy?” I asked, wondering where I could masturbate if there weren’t going to be any women around. 
 
    The nun-looking ladies just stared at me, as if the question was absurd. “Here’s where you’ll be staying.” She pushed open a door, revealing a room with three bunks: six beds in total. “Your bunkmates are currently in class, but you’ll meet them later tonight.” There was a stack of outfits on a bed in the corner. “Those clothes are yours. You should try them all on to make sure they fit correctly. You’ll be expected to keep your clothes folded as you see them now, and you’ll be expected to keep your bed made as you see it now. Failure to do so will result in expulsion.” 
 
    “He’ll do it,” my dad said. Then he looked at his watch. “You know what? I’ve got to get going. Sorry, ladies. I have an important meeting. You don’t mind finishing this tour without me, do you?” 
 
    I looked at my dad, straining to get his attention without saying anything. He finally looked at me and I forced a smile. “Okay, dad. You made your point. I won’t screw around anymore. Just take me home with you. I promise I’ll be good. We’ll look into that online school we talked about a few weeks ago. I’ll finish my classes online—and you won’t even know that I’m home.” 
 
    He shook his head. “I’ll see you in a few months. Be good,” he said, and then he turned around to leave, leaving me with a horrible sinking feeling.  
 
    “Dad. Please don’t go.” 
 
    “Come along,” one of the women said as she took a step in the other direction. “We’ll show you your shared bathroom, and then we’ll go over all of the rules here.” 
 
    “Dad!” I called out. But my dad wouldn’t turn around. I’d never felt so betrayed in my life. Why was he just leaving me? Didn’t he care about me? I could turn myself around without some silly boarding school. “Dad! Don’t go!” He wouldn’t turn around. 
 
    So I found myself in a large office with the two women. “Silence comes at nine-thirty. Lights go out at the same time. Everyone wakes up at five-thirty.” 
 
    “That’s early. Why so early?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s good to get into a habit. Five-thirty is a normal hour to wake up for a working man.”  
 
    “But I’m not a working man,” I said. 
 
    “You will be once you’ve graduated. Here, at Horus Academy, we prepare young men with difficulties, like yourself, for the working world. We give you your best shot at success.” 
 
    “And for some reason that means cutting us off from everything, including women?” I said. 
 
    They both nodded their heads. “And that’s another rule: we don’t allow our students to talk about women.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked. 
 
    “No talk of sexual behavior. No talk about girls you know or like. None of that.” 
 
    “Are you serious? What if I just want to tell someone a story that involves a girl?” 
 
    “You can tell the story, just don’t mention the girl specifically, and don’t describe her to your classmates. We’ve found that thoughts of women tend to complicate the minds of delinquent boys, like yourself.”  
 
    “You have to be fucking kidding me,” I said with parted lips. I shook my head. 
 
    “And no swearing. Another swear word, and you’re gone. The eighteen-thousand-dollar admission fee won’t be refunded to your parents.” 
 
    “Eighteen grand? Are you serious? They paid that? They wouldn’t even buy me a new XBOX when mine broke! I didn’t know they had that kind of scratch. Holy sh—” I stopped myself before saying it.  
 
    “We’re actually very affordable compared to the alternatives,” she said. 
 
    “I’m pretty sure my last four schools were completely free, unless you want to count my bus fare. Even then, I figured out how to make fake bus passes in Photoshop that the drivers actually fell for.” 
 
    The women stared at me with blank, unimpressed faces.  
 
    “Just know that we have a one strike policy—as in one strike and you’re out. And that starts now—that’s us being lenient.” 
 
    “Sure,” I said.  
 
    “And this book is for you. You can read it tonight,” she said, sliding a binder—and not a book at all—towards me. “Before you start class tomorrow, you can write a two-thousand-word essay on the book. Hand it in to your first period teacher. Here’s your class schedule, and here’s a map of the facilities.” She handed me more sheets of paper. 
 
    “Two thousand words by tomorrow morning—on something I haven’t even read yet. You’re kidding me, right? That’s like… eight hours of homework.”  
 
    “It’s not negotiable. Now go off to your room and get started.” 
 
    The women stood up and walked to the door. One of the women opened the door and the other motioned for me to leave. “Well? Go on now,” she said. 
 
    I stood up slowly with my new stack of homework. I walked by the women slowly, thinking that my orientation was strangely short, considering how strict the school was. Then I got to my room, which was still empty, and I opened up the book I was already dreading to read. It was a rulebook—at least for the first eight thousand words. The next sixteen thousand words were detailing the job opportunities available to a person without a completed high school diploma. Seeing as I had no Internet, I couldn’t ‘fact check’ the material, but it was alarming. The first five pages were strictly about fast-food joints, and by page ten I learned that most fast-food joints, including McDonald’s, won’t allow someone without their high school equivalency to become a manager.  
 
    It was a harrowing read, and I finished just as my flatmates returned from a long day of classes. 
 
    God, they looked like such losers in their school uniforms. All their sweaters looked too tight, and their shorts were far too short, showing off way too much thigh (and then their socks hid way too much calf). The uniforms had a 1900s Bavarian look about them. I looked down at my pile of clothes and wondered if the outfit would be just as tight and ridiculous on me. 
 
    “Hello there,” one of the boys said.  
 
    “Hey,” I said. 
 
    “So you’re replacing Jeff?” said another. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “Am I? I don’t know—I guess so. Is that who used to sleep here?” 
 
    They nodded their heads. They seemed so harmless and timid. It was hard to believe that these young men were ‘naughty’. It was hard to believe that any of them had been caught in the teachers’ lounge with a naked schoolgirl, or caught behind the school with a bag full of drugs. “How long have you guys been here?” I asked. 
 
    “Three months,” said one young man. 
 
    “A year,” said another. 
 
    “Two years,” said another young man. I looked them up and down and nearly shuddered. Was that going to be me before I was finished? Was this ‘school for the naughty’ going to make me into a soft, limp-wrist loser?  
 
    They all sat down at their little desks and pulled out their homework. Quietly, they got to work, as if school hadn’t ended. At first, I was trying not to laugh. Then I realized that getting right to doing homework was probably better than the alternative: nothing. There was nothing to do in that boarding school. There were no games, no Internet—not even a deck of cards that I could spot. And every twenty minutes or so, I heard a pair of adult feet patrolling the hallway, probably making sure the students weren’t getting up to anything that could be remotely considered fun.  
 
    I started plodding away at my essay, writing whatever quickly came to my mind. It was getting late. The boys left for dinner and then they came back. “You should go eat before the food gets cold,” one of the men said to me. So I pulled myself away from my not-even-half-finished first draft and I went to the kitchen where one of the nun-looking-ladies had a big pot of soup. She served me a bowl, and it was alarmingly bland—but I wasn’t surprised. The goal of the school seemed to be to make the students bland, so it made sense that the food was bland.  
 
    When I returned to my room, the sun was down and the lights had been dimmed. My bunkmates were now in their beds, sitting up and chatting quietly. “Do you need us to be quiet?” the younger-looking blonde boy asked. 
 
    I shook my head. “It’s fine. I’m just writing whatever bullshit comes to my mind,” I said. The three men looked at me with wide eyes, and I remembered that I wasn’t supposed to curse—even though I didn’t think that ‘shit’ was a curse word. They continued to chat quietly, then one of them said, “It’s lights out in five minutes. That means you have to stop that.” 
 
    “Stop what? Doing homework?” I said. 
 
    He nodded his head. 
 
    “I can’t do homework once the lights are out?” 
 
    All three men nodded their heads.  
 
    “But I’m only half done,” I said. 
 
    “You’ll have to finish before class tomorrow morning—otherwise you’ll get into trouble.”  
 
    I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. It wasn’t even 10:00 PM. I was used to staying up way later. I wasn’t even a tiny bit tired—though my eyes were heavy from boredom. I wanted to fight my bunkmates—or maybe to shake some sense into them. But instead, I took a deep breath and let out a long sigh. “Fine,” I said. I put my papers and pen away, and then I slipped into my bed. One of the female staff members came to turn out the light. She was younger—probably no older than twenty-five, and she was kind of hot—or maybe that was just my brain adjusting to the lack of women around. She looked at me for a moment, not recognizing me. I smiled and winked, and then her eyes narrowed. Was winking against the rules? Was I about to get into trouble?  
 
    “It’s quiet time now,” she said, gently pushing her blonde hair off of her face.  
 
    When she slipped away, I sat up. I waited until her footsteps were inaudible, and then I whispered, “Who was that? She’s not bad, huh?” 
 
    “Shh,” said one of my bunkmates, but I couldn’t tell who in the darkness. 
 
    “You guys don’t even whisper after curfew?” I asked, still being as quiet as possible. 
 
    “You’re going to get us in trouble.”  
 
    “Whatever,” I said, shaking my head and rolling over. “What a bunch of losers.” I said it as quietly as I possibly could, but I had a feeling they could all still hear me. My first day at that prison wasn’t even over and I was already a combination of confused, furious, and defeated. Just how badly did I want my high school diploma? That book made flipping burgers sound like the worst job on the planet, but it probably wasn’t really that bad. And I could always save up enough money to start a business. It’s not like you need a high school diploma to start a business. Or do you? 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER III 
 
    It was a long time before I fell asleep—probably four, maybe five hours. And then I had a weird dream that didn’t make a lot of sense. In my dream, I woke up in that bunk room alone. “Anyone here?” I asked, looking around. It was still dark, but I could hear footsteps outside the door, and what sounded like a giggle. 
 
    I stood up slowly and checked all of the beds before going out into the hall, which was also desolate. “Hello?” I gently called out. Then I went to the room across the hall, which also contained six empty beds. Where did everyone go? I went to the next room, and then the next, but they were all empty.  
 
    And then I turned around one corner and froze as my gaze fell upon a naked young man. He had a big, stiff erection and his eye were covered with a blindfold. He turned around to face me and my heart skipped a beat. Then I started backing up. For some reason, I was filled with fear—as one gets during a nightmare. I started running, but now I was lost. I couldn’t remember my way back to my bedroom, so I started taking random turns, hoping to eventually end up at my room. I ran into rooms and tried to open locked doors. My heart rate picked up and I felt beads of sweat forming on my forehead.  
 
    Finally, I ran through one door and I instantly recognized my bed, with my unfinished homework scattered on the end of the blanket. I crawled under the sheet and closed my eyes, and then the dream ended.  
 
    At least I thought it was a dream. I walked into my first class the next morning, dressed in my ridiculous school uniform, but before I could sit down, one of the female instructors came up to me and put her hand on my shoulder. “Come with me, please.” 
 
    She sounded angry. I went with her down a series of hallways. We ended up in a small room with a television. “We have a one-strike policy here,” she said. “And this could be your one strike.” She turned on the television and pressed play, showing CCTV footage of me running down the hallway in a panic, in the middle of the night.  
 
    “You broke curfew,” she said. 
 
    “I did?” I said. Until that moment, I assumed the strange middle of the night incident had been a bizarre dream.  
 
    She stared at me with narrowed eyes. “If one of your bunkmates put you up to this, I strongly suggest telling me who. It could be the difference between you getting a degree and you going home.” 
 
    “I swear I don’t remember doing it. I mean—I had a weird dream—but—but—I don’t know. Maybe I was sleepwalking.”  
 
    She continued to stare at me. “Well we have four different angles of you running like this. I don’t know what you were up to, and I don’t yet know you well enough to know if you’re lying to me—but don’t let this happen again. Students cannot leave their rooms past curfew.” 
 
    “I understand,” I said, biting down on the edge of my tongue. I didn’t want to get thrown out. I didn’t want to make my parents any more disappointed in me than they already were.  
 
    “Go to class and we’ll forget this didn’t happen. But don’t think this is us being lenient. We aren’t lenient here. We have a one-strike policy, and maybe this should have been a strike—and maybe it will be a strike if we find out you were up to something.”  
 
    “Okay. I understand,” I said. I nodded my head politely and I went back off to class. My hands were trembling—something I wasn’t used to. I’d never cared about what any teacher had to say to me before. I definitely never cared about getting into trouble, especially over something stupid like being caught running in the middle of the night. But maybe that reading material got to me. Maybe that propaganda they forced me to read actually got into my head.  
 
    I took a deep breath before slipping into class, which was already underway. I took a seat in the back and I sunk into my chair. And then the teacher pointed at me. I assumed she was about to introduce me to the rest of the class, but instead she said, “Sit upright like a proper adult.” 
 
    I sat still for a moment, not thrilled that someone was telling me how to sit. Then my skin tingled and that unfamiliar fear crept back into me. “Okay. Sorry,” I said as I sat up. Maybe they really were getting through to me.  
 
    Class was boring. It was material we’d already gone over in my last school, but now the class was frighteningly silent. I wasn’t used to this kind of silence—not even the pattering of fingers on phones or gentle whispers between friends. Everyone was sitting upright and staring forward, like a room filled with robots. And I was trying my hardest to be one of them, but the boredom was so overwhelming that I couldn’t help but squirm. I moved my legs and tried hard not to groan. Usually I would kill some time on my phone—and if I didn’t have a phone, I would draw some sort of inappropriate doodle on a sheet of paper, or maybe a comic.  
 
    Now, all I could do was stare at the teacher. She was an older woman, maybe fifty or fifty-five. Her hair was mostly grey already, but I could see how she would have been hot back in her twenties. She had high cheekbones and big eyes. She wasn’t wearing makeup now, but I bet she would have looked good with some eyeliner and a bit of eyeshadow. She had the early forming of jowls, but it was nothing a simple face lift couldn’t have— 
 
    “Nathaniel, do I have your attention?” she said. Now everyone was turned and staring at me. My heart fluttered. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” I said. 
 
    “Good. This is very important.” 
 
    And now I was trying to figure out how she knew that I was zoned out. I was sitting upright (with a sore back) and I was staring at her—so how did she know that I wasn’t paying any attention?  
 
    The next class was the same. The teacher was even older and even more boring, so it was an even greater challenge to stay focused on the pointless nonsense coming out from her mouth. She was the school’s math teacher, now teaching formulas for finding angles of complicated shapes—information nobody in that classroom would ever use. Somehow, I got through the hour without announcing my boredom with a loud groan. 
 
    Then, for our third class of the day, we had a hottie for a teacher. It was history class and she was thirty-five years old at the most, with long blonde hair and a pair of glasses that sat flirtingly on the tip of her nose. She had pouty lips—or what I would call ‘blowjob lips’. It was easy to stare at her for the hour, even though she wasn’t wearing any makeup. She didn’t really need any makeup, though a bit of eyeliner would have easily taken her from a seven to a nine.  
 
    Whenever she looked at me, I grinned, trying to let her know that I was interested if she was interested. But she never looked at me for long enough to help me know if she even noticed that I hadn’t been there every day since the start of the school year.  
 
    I imagined her wearing skimpy lingerie. I stared down her body for a long time, download a clear mental image that I could work with later. There was no Internet in that facility, which meant I would only have my imagination when it came to ‘alone time’—which wasn’t even going to be alone time, seeing as we never got to be alone. I knew I was going to have to jerk off in my bed, under the covers, quietly once my bunkmates were asleep.  
 
    Then I thought about them all jerking off around me and on top of me, and a shudder tingled through me. When else were they jerking off? Surely, they were jerking off. No eighteen-year-old man can go more than a week without busting a nut. Or was this school planning to eliminate my libido as well?  
 
    We got another pile of homework at the end of the day. My pile was the biggest because I apparently had to ‘catch up’, even though we were going over material that I’d been over before at my last school. From the time we returned to our room to the time the lights went out, I sat at my little desk and trudged through piles of assignments and worksheets.  
 
    And running off just a few hours of sleep from the night before, I was exhausted when the lights finally went out. I dozed off, even though it was my goal to stay away for an hour so I could rub one out to the mental image of the young teacher whose name I’d already forgotten.  
 
    I wanted to jerk off so badly that I actually forced myself to wake up, pulling myself from a dream in the middle of the night. The room was silent and dark. I took a deep breath and fought the urge to fall back asleep. I mustered up the image of the pretty teacher, and then I forced her to take her clothes off in my imagination. She bent over slowly with straight legs. I was watching from behind her, watching the reveal of her plump pussy and puckering asshole. I imagined her reaching back with a big dildo. First, she pushed it into her soaking-wet cunt, just to get the dildo lubricated. Then she dragged the tip of the dildo up to her puckering butthole and started pressing it in. Her hole was tight, but she pushed hard enough to penetrate herself, eliciting a cute moan. Using her free hand, she played with her nipples. Drops of warm juice began to drip from her pussy to the cool academy floor.  
 
    She pushed the dildo deep into her asshole. She threw her head back and screamed out with pleasure. Now my cock was erect in my clenched fist. I started to jerk it slowly, making sure not to make a single noise. I could feel my veins throbbing. I hadn’t been this hard in years—it was the first time I’d gone more than three days without beating off since I was old enough to know that masturbation was even a thing. 
 
    In my mind, the teacher was now wedging a ruler stick into her tight pussy, still with the dildo in her asshole. It was an awkward struggle, but she managed to push it deep—and then the young man in the bunk above me rolled over. 
 
    I froze. The hot image of the teacher fluttered out from my head. I kept my eyes closed and I refused to move a muscle, not even taking my hand off of my cock. I listened as he climbed down the ladder and walked across the room. He stopped at the bunk across from me. I peeked my eyes open to see what he was doing. He was giving the sleeping young man a nudge. Then he turned around and I closed my eyes again. I heard him nudging another boy, and then another. “Let’s go,” whispered one of the boys. I opened my eye a tiny crack, enough to see the boys sneaking out from the bedroom.  
 
    They were breaking the rules: all of them. A part of me wanted to tell them to stop, worried they were going to somehow get me in trouble. But another part of me was proud of them. It was nice to know that they weren’t completely brainwashed. It was nice to think that they weren’t complete losers, completely afraid of going against the almighty academy.  
 
    I sat up and jumped out from my bed after the last boy left the room. I peeked out into the hallway and watched them tiptoeing down, joining the boys from the other rooms. 
 
    “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me,” I whispered. It was something everyone was in on.  
 
    I followed from a distance, copying them as they moved from one side of the hall to the other. They had the CCTV cameras memorized. They knew which hallways to avoid. The line was probably thirty students: five whole rooms joined together.  
 
    I watched them all filter into a room at the very end of the school hallway. The door closed without a sound, leaving me alone in the hallway, fifty feet away, watching from around the corner, unnoticed.  
 
    I wanted to go into the room but a part of me was afraid to get wrapped up in their little scheme. They were smart to all break the rules together: the academy couldn’t expel everyone… could they?  
 
    I crept up to the door and pressed my ear against it. I strained to listen for a long moment. I could hear faint chatter when I strained hard enough, but it was impossible to hear what was being said. I looked on the door to see what the room was for, but the room didn’t have a label, unlike our bunk rooms and all of the classrooms. Maybe it was just a spare room, or maybe there was something special inside. 
 
    I reached for the door knob, tempted to go inside. Would they be mad at me if I joined them? Was I the only one not allowed to attend their secret club?  
 
    I paused, worried again that I would implicate myself into whatever nonsense was going to get them all expelled. So I took my hand off of the handle, and then I heard the footsteps coming from down the hallway. I paused and looked around frantically. Instead of retreating into the room, I ran across the hall and tucked myself into the nook of a doorway. I held my breath as a woman walked by slowly. She stopped just ten feet away and looked around. I was crouched and tucked into a small ball. Thankfully she didn’t look down to see me hiding in that shadowed nook. 
 
    She kept walking. I assumed my classmates had her schedule memorized. Now, I wanted to go back to that door, to listen hard again to hear what was being said. But before I could stand up, that door opened. One of my bunkmates came out, holding the hand of a young woman—about our age. I covered my mouth as my eyes became wide. They were hiding girls in that school!?  
 
    The couple scurried down the hallway without noticing me. They went into a room and gently closed the door. Were they going to fuck? Maybe my classmates really weren’t giant losers after all.  
 
    I stood up and tiptoed over to that room. I put my ear against the door and heard the faint giggling of a young woman. “That feels good,” I heard the boy say. 
 
    “It’s so hard.” 
 
    “You’re so hot,” he replied. 
 
    I bit down on my tongue and covered my mouth again. They really were going to fuck. I looked down and saw that there was a large gap between the door and the floor. I knew I could peer under that gap, so I flattened my body down and peered into that room. I could see their bottom halves. I could see his bare legs and his big erection, which was in her fist, and I could see her cute skirt and her tall stockings. She was stroking him.  
 
    But where did she come from? Was there an all-girls school on the other side of that big building? Maybe on a different floor? Why did nobody mention the existence of any girls? Why was I told that there weren’t any girls for miles, aside from the staff? Or was she a staff member? The skirt didn’t appear to be a school uniform. It was pink and cotton and short—not plaid and long like a schoolgirl skirt should be.  
 
    I watched for a moment, until the boy turned the girl around and bent her over a desk. That’s when I heard the footsteps coming again. I retracted myself away from the door and tucked myself into a tight ball again, still in the doorway nook. I closed my eyes and held my breath, worried that this would be the time I got caught. But the footsteps went right by. My shadowy nook kept me hidden enough—and maybe just enough. 
 
    Now I could hear a gentle moaning, and it was a minute later when I started hearing the slapping of a pelvis against an ass. “Just like that,” a soft voice muttered. “Don’t stop. Right there. Oh God, it feels so good.” 
 
    I bit down on my tongue and fought back a grin. Maybe this place wasn’t such a dull hellhole after all. Maybe I just needed to work my way into my bunkmates’ friend bubble, so I could be included in whatever I was now listening to. 
 
    Down the hallway, that door opened again. Another boy came out holding a girl’s hand. They giggled as they jogged across the hall and slipped into one of the empty rooms. I crept over and put my ear against the door, listening as the couple giggled inside before starting to moan gently. They became quiet a minute before that patrolling teacher came by. The students definitely had the patrol schedule down firmly.  
 
    And now I knew that I had to get back to my room. I was gambling with my academic career every time that teacher went by.  
 
    I did my best to follow the same path back to my room, hugging the same series of walls until I reached my bunk room door. Once inside, I took a deep breath, though I was still nervous that one of the CCTV cameras picked me up. Maybe I didn’t follow the path perfectly, or maybe I didn’t time my escape the way I was supposed to.  
 
    I crawled into bed and closed my eyes, but now I couldn’t sleep, feeling jealous that my classmates were all out sleeping with hot girls while I was alone in bed. It was forty minutes later when I heard the door open and tiptoeing footsteps came in. Without saying a word, my bunkmates crawled into their beds and the room became silent again, as if nothing had happened at all. And for a moment I wondered if maybe the whole thing was a weird dream. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I looked around at my classmates the next day. I looked at their faces as they stared forward at the teacher. They all looked so inconspicuous—but now I was starting to realize that they were all pros. They were like me: expelled from every school they’d ever gone to. They were expert troublemakers, and now, with all of this school’s strict rules, they were just honing their troublemaking skills. They were probably sharing their secrets and becoming masters of undermining authority.  
 
    One of them looked over at me and I looked away quickly. I waited until he was looking forward again before I looked back at him. He was short and skinny and blonde. His skin was smooth and he had big eyes. He certainly didn’t seem like the troublemaking type—but maybe that was intentional. He looked like a nerd. He certainly wasn’t doing any weightlifting—or anything particularly manly. It was hard to imagine him trotting off with one of those cute girls, but maybe he had some sort of game that I wasn’t seeing. 
 
    I couldn’t help but notice his legs. He was wearing shorts and he had his socks pulled up, as per the dress code, but the few inches of exposed leg had no leg hair. Did he shave or did he have some sort of condition? 
 
    It wasn’t just him: the young man sitting next to him was also clean-shaven on the legs, and so was the young man to my left, and the one to my right. Maybe it was some sort of inside joke, or some sort of way of identifying who was cool and who was an outsider. There were only a few guys in the class with hair on their legs.  
 
    “Nathaniel,” the teacher said. I looked up quickly. “Do I have your attention?” 
 
    “Of course,” I said. 
 
    She stared at me for a long moment as I prayed that she wouldn’t ask me to repeat what she had been talking about, because I had no idea what she’d been talking about. Luckily, she looked down at her material and continued droning on. 
 
    I was excited when the third period rolled around and I got to see that young hottie of a teacher, with her big fluttering eyelashes and her perky rack that she didn’t do a great job of hiding under her tight sweater. She was a feast for the eyes: a real beauty in a sea of drab. I stared at her gorgeous face whenever she was looking up, and I stared at her succulent body whenever she was looking down. I still wanted to fuck her, and I would have definitely surrendered my chances at getting my high school diploma if the opportunity came up.  
 
    When we returned to our room that afternoon, I looked around at my studying bunkmates and then I said, “I want in.” 
 
    They all stared at me in silence. 
 
    “I know what you guys have been up to at night, and I want in too.” 
 
    “What do you think we’ve been up to?” one of my bunkmates asked with a raised brow. 
 
    “You’ve been meeting up and partying with girls. I want in.” 
 
    The young men turned to look at each other. They started giggling.  
 
    “What’s so funny? Let me in. I want in,” I said. 
 
    “You don’t know anything,” the blonde in the corner said. He was biting his lip and smirking.  
 
    “I know everything, pretty much,” I said. “I was awake last night. I followed you guys. I want to come tonight. Bring me.” 
 
    “You have no idea what you’re asking for right now,” said the straight-faced young man with the scruffy brown hair. “You’ve got five months until you graduate. Just ride it out and don’t risk getting kicked out because you want to feel included.” 
 
    “If you don’t include me, I’ll tell the teachers what you’ve been doing,” I said, and then I was the one smirking as their faces all went white and their smiles disappeared.  
 
    “Why don’t you just mind your own business?” said the blonde in the corner.  
 
    “Because I don’t want to. I’m stuck here for five months. I can’t go five months without seeing and feeling a woman’s body.”  
 
    The men looked at each other. “Just stay out of it,” said the blonde. “For your own sake. You’ll be happier—just trust me.” The other men nodded in agreement. 
 
    “No,” I said. “Bring me tonight or I’ll go and tell the teachers the moment you leave this room. That’s the deal.” I wasn’t happy to be blackmailing my classmates. I could already tell that they didn’t like me very much—they saw me as an outsider and now they saw me as a threat. “I promise I won’t ruin the fun. I just want to be included.” As I stared at their unimpressed faces, I started to feel bad, like I was the loser in the group; I was the one bringing down the fun and ruining the good thing they had going. “I promise—you won’t even notice me there.” 
 
    “Yes, we will,” said the blonde, who seemed to be the one who liked to do all the talking. “But I guess if you’re giving us no choice, then that’s what’s happening. Just don’t be upset when you don’t like what you get.” I assumed it was his way of saying that he didn’t think any of the girls would be interested in getting with me, and he was worried that I would go and tattle on them when I didn’t get laid. But I didn’t care as much about that—I just wanted to feel like I was a part of something other than just endless school work and dumb curfews.  
 
    I turned back to my homework and the room became silent. I heard a few sighs behind me, and I hated that I just bullied my way into being included, but I was happy that I would get to at least have the opportunity to get some action.  
 
    The room remained mostly silent until the teacher came by to let us know that it was time for bed. The guys all crawled into their beds so I did the same. I was tired, even though I wanted to stay awake, just in case the guys decided not to wake me up for their night of fun. But the lack of sleep from the previous night was quickly catching up with me.  
 
    I tried to stay awake—I tried as hard as I could, knowing there was almost no chance they would wake me up when the time came. But the harder I tried to stay awake, the faster I fell asleep. 
 
    I was out before an hour even went by. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I was having a dream about that gorgeous teacher. In my dream, she was wearing red, lacy lingerie, crawling around on the floor on her hands and knees, purring like a kitten as she stared at me, dark eyeliner around her eyes. She turned around and started crawling away from me, looking back at me over her shoulder. From behind, I could see her butthole behind the tiny string of her G-string. It was puckering and begging to be plugged. 
 
    And then a rude hand shoved my arm and scared me awake. “Hey!” I said, rolling over, ready to throw down even though I was still completely wiped out. 
 
    “Shh,” my blonde roommate said with his finger to his lips. “Either get up or go back to sleep.”  
 
    I rubbed my eyes and blinked a few times before my eyes were able to focus on the line of my classmates filtering out of that bunk room. I remained still for a moment, remembering the deal I made—or maybe it wasn’t so much a deal as it was blackmail. Now the blonde was leaving the room. He stopped to look at me before slipping out the door. 
 
    I jumped up to my feet and nearly stumbled as my legs woke up after the rest of my body. I didn’t want to miss out on my chance to be part of something fun, even though my body desperately wanted to go back to sleep. I hustled to catch up to the line of students. I managed to get right behind the blonde boy, just fifteen feet from our room. 
 
    “Should I have brought anything?” I whispered. 
 
    “Shh!” he replied, turning to look at me over his shoulder with narrowed eyes. He looked far from impressed—probably still angry at me for inviting myself to be part of their little club.  
 
    We went down the hall, hugging the right wall and then the left wall before making a turn and then another turn, avoiding the hallways with security cameras. 
 
    My heart was racing. I hadn’t forgotten that book they made me read on day one: the detailed guide of how horrible my life would be if I made a single mistake at that boarding school. Now I was certainly making a mistake that would get me tossed out. I was trusting my classmates completely, even though I knew that they weren’t too fond of me. Sure, the teachers did their patrol on a schedule, but there was nothing stopping them from doing their walk a few minutes early. 
 
    We got to that empty classroom. The paint on the walls of the dark room was peeling, and there was a pile of old wooden desks in the corner. “What room is this?” I asked after the door closed behind us. 
 
    “Shh,” the blonde male said again, looking at me with those narrowed, judging eyes. 
 
    There were twenty students in that room, at least. Everyone was standing silently, moving away from the door. I looked around, trying to figure out what was happening. A whole minute went by. Everyone remained still and silent, staring at the ground. I was starting to think that I’d invited myself into some sort of weird cult. Everyone was acting so strange. I was too tired to just stand quietly in a musty room all night.  
 
    “What are we doing here?” I whispered to the male next to me. 
 
    “Shh!” he snapped quietly with a finger to his lips. 
 
    So I played along. I remained silent for another long minute, and then another minute. I looked up at the old clock on the wall, which was still ticking. Another five tedious, silent minutes went by, and then the quiet footsteps of a patrolling teacher went by. Everyone tensed up and looked towards the door as the faint shadow of the patrolled moved by the door. Once the footsteps were gone, one of the students started whispering. “We have a newcomer with us tonight, which means initiation.”  
 
    Everyone looked towards me. Apparently, I stuck out like a broken and bloodied thumb.  
 
    “Who gets initiation duty?” asked another student. 
 
    “Carol, right?” said the student directly next to me. 
 
    “Betty is before Carol,” said the first student. 
 
    “What’s the initiation?” I asked. 
 
    “Shh!” five different students said at once, making me retract back, with my shoulders rising up to my ears.  
 
    “Sorry,” I whispered—too quietly for anyone to hear, otherwise I would have probably gotten another sharp ‘shh’.  
 
    “I was sure it was Carol first.” 
 
    “No. It’s Betty. Carol gets the next initiation. That’s just the order.” 
 
    “Then where’s Carol?” 
 
    “Taking the night off.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “What difference does it make?” 
 
    “Whatever.” 
 
    I had no idea what they were talking about, or what the initiation was. 
 
    The apparent leader of the young men—the guy who broke the silence after the teacher went by—looked at me and pointed at my torso. “Clothes off.” 
 
    “My clothes?” I said. 
 
    “Everything.”  
 
    “For what?” I asked. I wasn’t a shy nude. I didn’t care if a bunch of guys saw me naked. I had a big dick and I spent a good deal of time working on my body. But I wasn’t terribly fond of the idea of stripping down without being told why. What if this was some sort of setup? What if they were going to get me in trouble and expelled? No—they wouldn’t do that. I had too much dirt on them. I knew how and where and when they met up at night; I could tell the principal and have their whole operation shut down… Though I wouldn’t be able to say exactly what they were doing when they mysteriously met up every night. 
 
    “Quick,” said another student. “Take off your clothes.” 
 
    So I bent over and slipped my school-provided pajamas down, and then I pulled off my shirt. 
 
    “Undies too,” said the leader. 
 
    “What is this for?” I asked. 
 
    “You’ve got fifteen seconds.” The boys were now looking at the clock. 
 
    My heart skipped a beat. I slipped down my boxers and used a hand to cover my cock, feeling strangely vulnerable, even though I didn’t mind showing off what God gave me.  
 
    “What is this—” 
 
    “Shh!” eight students said simultaneously, and then everyone turned to the door. 
 
    Fifteen long seconds of silence came before another round of footsteps. The footsteps stopped for a moment in front of the door. The student next to me pressed his hand against his lips. His eyes were wide and terrified. I could feel my own hands shaking as beads of cold sweat began to form on the back of my neck. Were we about to get caught? Was it going to be my fault?  
 
    The footsteps turned to the door. The faces in the room suddenly turned white. Then the footsteps turned away and walked down the hall, continuing on their patrol route.  
 
    Ten seconds later, the students in the room let out a collective sigh of relief. “Okay, it’s the big break,” said the leader student. 
 
    “Big break?” I asked. 
 
    He sighed and rolled his eyes. “They come by every five minutes in four rotations, and then they take a twenty-minute break before the next four rotations. The schedule’s different on weekends—we can fill you in on all that later though. You and Betty need to finish your initiations.” 
 
    “Who’s Betty?” I asked. 
 
    “Put his blindfold on,” said the leader. Then suddenly I was blind. A student snuck up behind me and pulled a dark band across my eyes.  
 
    “Any idea if Betty is ready?” asked a boy with a grin in his voice. 
 
    “She should be ready. Nate better hope she’s ready.” A few of the boys giggled. They were allowing some volume into their voices now, apparently more comfortable now that the teachers were on their ‘big break’. “Hands behind your back.” It was a moment before I realized they were talking to me. I put my hands behind my back and then I felt a pair of hands grab my wrists. Then I felt the tight restriction of some sort of tough cloth. “Tight enough?” 
 
    I tried pulling my hands apart. I felt so stupid, standing naked and blindfolded in a room with nineteen other men who were basically strangers. I didn’t know a single name among them, and they were probably all staring at my dick now. 
 
    “You’ll go left down the hall and then you’ll take a right at the first turn. Go down thirty-five paces and then take another right.” 
 
    “Are you talking to me?” I said. My head was spinning and I was struggling to understand what they were saying to me.  
 
    “Yes. Don’t forget it. You’ve only got eighteen minutes now. And if you don’t get off in eighteen minutes, you’re out.” 
 
    I shook my head and laughed. “If you kick me out, I can just tell the teachers on you,” I said. 
 
    “That’s what everyone says, but they’re usually gone before they get a chance to tattle.”  
 
    “What do you mean?” I said. “And what do you mean by get off?” 
 
    “Seventeen minutes. What do you think we mean by get off?” 
 
    “Get him out there!” said one of the students. I was suddenly shoved through the doorway. I nearly fell flat on my face, but I managed to catch my balance. My heart was pounding now. I could feel the darkness of the hallway surrounding me. “Where do I go?” I whispered. But nobody answered. I knew that I was alone. I knew that I’d made a big mistake by signing myself up for this. 
 
    I didn’t want to get caught. I didn’t want to get kicked out of the club—or kicked out of the school (and it sounded like getting kicked out of the school was the punishment for failing the initiation). So I started moving, turning left and heading towards the first turn. I walked awkwardly into the wall when I thought I was turning down a new hallway. “Shit,” I mumbled. I used my shoulder to find the proper turn, and then I tried to remember how far down I had to move to the next checkpoint.  
 
    Was it twenty steps? Thirty steps? How would I know if I was correct? I tried hard to think of what he said. I was pretty sure he said thirty-five steps, so I started counting, but it was hard to count with my heart racing at two hundred beats per minute. When I reached thirty steps, I walked into a wall with my right shoulder. “Ouch,” I grunted. Did I go too far? I took another four steps, dragging my shoulder across the wall, and then suddenly I felt an opening: a turn. Was it the right turn I was supposed to make? How much longer did I have until the ‘big break’ was over?  
 
    I stumbled forward, and then I heard the sound of footsteps. I gasped and turned around, tripping myself. I fell to the ground with a dull thud, unable to catch myself with my hands. I scrambled until I was up on my feet, and then I spun around trying to locate the sound. Now I wanted my blindfold off. This was a big mistake. I didn’t want to work at a burger joint for the rest of my life! 
 
    I spun around multiple times, until I was completely turned around. Then I heard the footsteps again, coming closer. I had the sudden urge to beg, to tell whoever was coming at me that they made me do it—that I tried to say no, but they gave me no choice. 
 
    “Hey there,” a soft, female voice said. 
 
    “H—Hello?” I said, trying to turn my face towards the girl. 
 
    “You’ve got a big dick,” she said. 
 
    “I do?” I said. My heart was throbbing quickly. I wanted to cover myself up, but I couldn’t move my hands. 
 
    “We only have ten minutes. I hope you can get it up and get off that fast,” she said. “We should start.” 
 
    “Huh?” I said, still trying to process her big dick remark. There was something peculiar about her whispering voice, but I couldn’t figure out what. I felt her hands press up against my ribs, and then I felt them slide down and she moved to her knees. My heart skipped another beat. Was she going to give me a blowjob?  
 
    “We don’t have much time,” she said. “Tell me what you like best.” 
 
    “What I like best?” I said. 
 
    “Hurry,” she said. “What would be fastest? You want sucked? Handjob? Tell me. We’re running out of time.”  
 
    “Um,” I said. I couldn’t think of anything to say. I was terrified and overwhelmed. I was trying to imagine a face to accompany the girl’s voice. I wanted to ask her what she looked like: was she thin? What color was her hair? Was she pretty? Where did she go to school? How did they organize all of this? 
 
    She sighed. “Just try get it up,” she said. “We don’t have much time left.” I felt her fingers curl around my flaccid cock, making me jump and gasp. She had a tight grip. She tugged it a few times before leaning in to stick my tip into her warm mouth. 
 
    I let out a long sigh of relief. I couldn’t see her, and maybe she was hideous, but it had been a long time since I’d had any action. I was down to take whatever I could get. 
 
    She pulled her hand down to my pelvis and pushed her head forward, so she had all of me inside of her mouth. She began to suck, tickling the underside of my shaft with her tongue. “That feels good,” I said. 
 
    She started slow with her head bobs, but she didn't stay slow for long. After thirty seconds, she was bobbing her head quickly, pressing her lips tight to massage my thickening cock. It really did feel amazing—unlike any blowjob I’d ever gotten. This girl knew how to give a great blowjob. She knew her way around a cock. There wasn’t a single move that felt awkward or uncomfortable, which was unusual from someone our age. She obviously had some experience.  
 
    It was only a minute before I was rock hard. Now she couldn’t fit me all in her mouth, so she used her hand to massage my length. I let her suck for a long, perfect minute. The thought of getting caught breezed through my mind, but I no longer cared—just like when I was with the principal’s niece in the teacher’s lounge: if I got caught, it was worth it. 
 
    “Are you going to come soon or what?” she asked, taking a break with her mouth but not with her hand. 
 
    “Just keep going. It feels great,” I said. 
 
    “We don’t have much time. I can’t fail this initiation,” she said. 
 
    “I’ll do my best,” I said. 
 
    “That’s not good enough. You need to come.”  
 
    “Whatever happens happens,” I said, shrugging my shoulders. 
 
    She groaned. “Fine,” she said. Then I heard her spit, and I felt her free hand reaching around behind me. I felt her fingertips nestling between my butt cheeks.  
 
    “What are you doing?” I asked. 
 
    She didn’t answer. She kept jerking and sucking with one hand, and then the fingertips of the other hand found my asshole.  
 
    “Seriously. What are you doing?” 
 
    She suddenly penetrated my hole. I gasped. “Hey!” I shouted. 
 
    “Shh!” she said before returning to my cock.  
 
    I became frozen with parted lips. She pushed two fingers deep into my asshole, which I was not fond of. She curled her fingers inside of me. It didn’t hurt, but it definitely was humiliating. She twisted and tugged her fingers until she found a sweet spot, and then she began to thrust her fingers in and out.  
 
    “What the hell are you doing?” I whispered. 
 
    “Just come. We have, like, three minutes at most.” She sucked her lips around my tip and jerked hard with her free hand. I tried to imagine the scene: her on her knees with one hand in my ass and the other around my cock. The image in my head was ridiculous—but it did feel kind of nice (not that I was about to admit it). She managed to find a strange sweet spot in my asshole, which felt great every time her fingertips pushed against it. It paired well with her tight jerking and the teasing of her tongue on the tip of my cock. I groaned.  
 
    A part of me didn’t want to come, because coming would be like admitting the anal penetration felt good. But it did feel good—and I needed to come in order to pass the test. So I tried to push away the humiliation. I tried to focus on the amazing euphoria that was pulsing through my body. I squirmed and groaned and bit down hard on my tongue.  
 
    I probably should have warned her that I was going to come. She gasped as the first blast struck the back of her throat. I let out a deep groan. She leaned back, releasing my cock from her mouth, maybe instinctually. Then I heard her gasp before saying, “Hey!” I think I was coming on her face now. She let go of me and jumped back, ruining the orgasm. I wanted to squeeze my own cock, to keep that euphoria going strong. But instead, my cock drained itself in the open air, twitching with every cum shot.  
 
    “What the hell?” I said. 
 
    “C’mon!” she said, grabbing my arm and pulling me off to the side. I struck a wall and then she pushed down on my shoulders. “Don’t make a sound,” she whispered. “Don’t even breathe.”  
 
    It was ten seconds later when the footsteps came by: a patrolling teacher. Betty squished her body firmly against mine, turning her head down into my shoulder. I could feel that we were in one of the dark doorway nooks. There wasn’t a touch of light piercing my eyelids. 
 
    The footsteps went away and then Betty pulled me to my feet. “Let’s get you back to the room.”  
 
    She guided me by holding my wrist, down the same series of hallways that took me to that mystery spot in that boarding school. She pushed me through the door and then backed out and left. Two men grabbed me and pulled me aside. “Can you take this off of me?” I asked. 
 
    “Shh!” they said. And then we stood in silence for three minutes, until the familiar footsteps walked by the room. Then they took my blindfold off and the room seemed strangely bright, even though it was dark and lightless.  
 
    “Well, I guess you’re in the club now,” said my blonde roommate.  
 
    One of my classmates gave me a firm pat on the back. “You really did it,” he said. “Good for you. More than half the guys who try out end up failing.” 
 
    “Really?” I said. “But it seems like every guy in the school is here.” 
 
    “Yeah, they are,” he said. 
 
    “So where are the people who fail?” I asked. 
 
    They all chuckled. “Who knows?”  
 
    They giggled some more, leaving me with a churning in my gut. I was so close to being caught, and from being kicked out of that school. And now that I had a clear head, I wasn’t so sure that it was worth the risk. Getting a blindfolded blowjob probably wasn’t worth spending the rest of my life in a burger joint. 
 
    But that didn’t matter now. I passed the initiation and now I got to be part of the club. Though the night was over. The guys formed a line, waited for the next ‘big break’, and then we all returned to our respective bunk rooms to get some sleep before our morning classes. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    We were all sitting and waiting for the teacher to show up for our first class of the day. “So what do we do now?” I asked the blonde man, whose name I found out was Cash.  
 
    “Shut up, man,” said Cash. “We don’t mention any of that during the day.” 
 
    “After school?” I asked. 
 
    “No. You can ask questions tonight, when we’re in that room. And that’s all I’m saying now, so drop it.”  
 
    I dropped it, even though I had so many questions that I wanted to ask. I was still curious as to why most of my classmates had shaved legs. Were they going to ask me to shave my legs? Was that part of some next level initiation?  
 
    The anticipation was killing me. The day was especially boring, going over more material that I’d already gone over with my previous school. The only moment of the day that wasn’t terribly dull was that third period class, with that gorgeous, young teacher. She was wearing stockings under her dress, and she wasn’t wearing panties under those stockings; I knew because I kept ‘accidentally’ dropping my pencil so I could look between her legs, under her desk. I could make out the contour of her pussy lips, and at times when the light was just right, I could even see some of the pink tint of her cunt. She was sitting in a boyish way, with her legs spread out—and she probably would have crossed them had she known there was a perfect viewing angle from the ground beneath my desk.  
 
    “Nathaniel, please stop dropping your pencil,” she said, looking into my eyes with what I’m sure was a slight grin. Did she know that I was looking at her coochie? Did she like the thought of me checking out her plump, fertile lips?  
 
    “Sorry. I’m just super clumsy today,” I said. I had to be careful. The school had a 1-strike policy, and I didn’t want to get my strike from stupidly trying to look up the teacher’s dress. 
 
    The rest of the day was boring and pointless. The homework was plentiful and also pointless—and I managed to finished it just before the teacher came by to let us know it was time for bed.  
 
    As I crawled into bed, my skin began to tingle with excitement. I was ready for another naughty night, hiding from the teachers. Though I had no idea what was in store for me. 
 
    I fell asleep late, only an hour before I was nudged awake by Cash. He said nothing to me as he went to the next bed to wake up Drew, the scruffy brown-haired boy that slept in the bed across from me.  
 
    We all formed a line and started our journey towards the empty room down the long series of corridors. This time, I knew not to make a peep. I knew to keep quiet once we were in that room, until that patrolling teacher went by, ushering in the first ‘big break’ of the night. Then, I excitedly broke the silence. “What are we doing tonight?” I asked with a big smile. 
 
    All of the men looked at me. Again, there were twenty guys in that room, but tonight it was a different group: ten of the same, and ten guys that weren’t around the night before. The young man across from me looked familiar, beyond just being a classmate. I stared for a minute at him, trying to figure out why he stuck out, but nothing came to mind. 
 
    “Tonight, we’ve got our pick of Annie, Carol, Lottie, Frankie, Tess, Jenna, Patricia, and Hunter,” said the leader of the group, whose name I learned was Dennis.  
 
    Eight girl names, and twenty guys.  
 
    “Cash, tonight you get first pick,” said Dennis, looking over at my blonde bunkmate.  
 
    Cash smirked. “Tess,” he said. 
 
    “He always goes with Tess,” mumbled the young man to Cash’s left.  
 
    “No I don’t,” said Cash. 
 
    “Okay, sure.” The young man rolled his eyes and giggled. 
 
    Then Cash turned and grabbed the man by his pajama collar. “What are you saying, huh?” he said. “If you want to say something, say it now, punk.”  
 
    “Guys, break it up,” said Dennis with a firm tone. I was surprised by Cash’s outburst. None of the guys seemed like the outburst type, but I was quickly realizing that I knew almost nothing about any of them. “Steve,” Dennis said to the startled young man. “Keep your thoughts and comments to yourself. This is a no judgement zone. I hope you haven’t forgotten that, because nobody here forgot about your little date with Andrea last month.” 
 
    Steve’s face turned dark red.  
 
    I wanted to ask to be filled in, but I knew that we didn’t have much time.  
 
    “Okay, Bernie, you get second pick,” Dennis said. 
 
    “I’ll take Hunter,” he said. 
 
    “Okay, go get your girls. Now we’ll roll the rest.”  
 
    He dug three dice out from his pockets. Each side of each die was covered in masking tape, and on each little piece of tape was a name. He clutched both hands around all three dice and then he shook. “Who wants to pick?” 
 
    “I’ll do it,” said the boy next to him. He reached into his closed hands and pulled out one of the three dice. Then he rolled it on one of the old wooden desks.  
 
    “Faster,” said another man in the room. 
 
    “Hector,” he said, reading the name on the die. 
 
    “Jenna,” he said. And before getting a confirmation, he hurried to the door and left.  
 
    The process restarted. The three dice were shaken in Dennis’s hands, then the young man to his side picked a random one out and rolled it. “Peter,” he said. 
 
    “Carol,” he said with red cheeks. Then he left to go retrieve Carol. 
 
    I watched from the far end of the room, wondering if my name was anywhere on any of those dice. Another two names were picked and another two men left the room with excitement. I quickly counted in my head and realized there were only two girls left, in a room with fourteen guys. Even if my name was on one of the dice, it was unlikely that I would be picked— 
 
    “Nathaniel,” the young roller said.  
 
    Everyone turned to look at me. It was a moment before I realized there wasn’t another Nathaniel in the room. “Me?” I said. 
 
    “Yes, you. Who do you want?” 
 
    “Um,” I said as my heart took off into a fast puttering. “Who’s left?” 
 
    “Patricia and Lottie,” Dennis said. 
 
    “C’mon, man. Pay attention,” said Steve, shaking his head and rolling his eyes. 
 
    “Sorry,” I said. “I don’t know—who’s hotter?” 
 
    They laughed. “Pick one.” 
 
    “Lottie, I guess,” I said. 
 
    “Okay, go get her.” 
 
    “Where?” I asked. 
 
    More heads shook and eyes rolled. “Take a left out the room, then your first right, then your second right, then it’s the door with the frosted window. Go fast. The patrol comes by in three minutes.”  
 
    The guys rolled and Steve got the last pick. So I just followed him down the dark hallways to the room with the frosted glass door. Steve opened the door and poked his head in. “Patricia, you’re with me. Lottie, you get the new guy,” he whispered.  
 
    A brunette emerged and took Steve’s hand. Then Lottie came out, with her short, curly blonde hair that bounced on her shoulders. She was wearing a lot of eye makeup. She was short and a bit thick, but I never minded thick girls. She extended her hand towards me and I took it. “Hey,” I said, feeling strangely shy, even though I was usually quite confident around women. 
 
    “Hey, new guy,” she said with rosy cheeks—though I think that was just her blush and not her blushing.  
 
    “Where do we go?” I asked.  
 
    She motioned to the room that she was already in. “Last pick stays in this room,” she said. 
 
    So we went into the room and closed the door. “Just so you know, you weren’t the last pick,” I said. “I was seventh,” I said. “Steve got the last pick, but he just beat me here.”  
 
    She stared into my eyes for a moment before giggling. Then she reached down and grabbed my crotch with a firm grip, making me tense up. I gasped. “So we’re just skipping the foreplay then?” I said. 
 
    She looked into my eyes again. “You want foreplay?” 
 
    “I dunno,” I said. “You’re a pretty girl. How long do we have?” 
 
    “We have as long as you want,” she said. “Just don’t make any noise.”  
 
    “Well maybe we can kiss a little bit,” I said. 
 
    She paused. “You want to kiss me?” 
 
    I looked at her face. She was cute. She wasn’t stunning—but she was probably a solid 6.8. I kind of liked her round face and her big butt, which was squeezed into a tight dress—probably a full size too small for her body. I put my hands on her sides and slid them down to her ass. I squeezed and then I winked. “Let’s kiss,” I said. I leaned forward and pressed my lips against hers. She didn’t kiss back—not immediately. She was tense and nervous, but I was determined to make her feel comfortable. I didn’t just want a pointless fling (even though it was pointless to me, aside from feeling good); I wanted to make her fall in love with me, even though I had no interest in pursuing anything beyond sex. I wanted every girl to fall in love with me. I wanted her to think about me for the next five weeks. I wanted to stay in her brain for the rest of her life.  
 
    So I kept kissing her, slipping her a bit of tongue. And then finally, she caved, slipping her hands around me and pulling herself close to me. I playfully nibbled her bottom lip, making her giggle awkwardly. I squeezed that ass before caressing her soft body.  
 
    Then she suddenly turned around, away from me. “Let’s just do it,” she said, bending over the desk.  
 
    “What about the foreplay?” I asked. 
 
    Her face was dark red. “It’s fine. Let’s just do it.” I could hear that she was flustered. Maybe she was trying hard not to fall for me. Maybe she wanted this to just be a fling and nothing else. I couldn’t help but grin, knowing that I’d gotten through to her.  
 
    I stepped up behind her and caressed her sides. Then I pulled that tight dress up, revealing her black panties. I wanted badly to slap her ass, but I knew it would be too loud—the slap and the gasp it would elicit. So instead, I grabbed a handful of ass and squeezed, making her moan gently. Then I pulled her panties halfway down her thighs. “You want my big dick in your tight pussy?” I asked. 
 
    She giggled awkwardly. I pulled down my pajama bottoms along with my boxers, and then I pressed my throbbing erection between her butt cheeks.  
 
    “Less talk and more doing,” she whispered.  
 
    “I hope you’re wet,” I said. 
 
    She spat into her hand and then reached her hand around, pressing her fingers between her butt cheeks. “I am now,” she said with another giggle. I paused, thinking the move was strange. Was it supposed to turn me on? Because it did turn me on—but why wasn’t she just wet from being aroused? I remained paused for a moment while I convinced myself the move wasn’t that weird. Then I aimed my cock down and pushed it towards her pussy. I felt her plump cunt for a brief moment before she reached down and grabbed my shaft. “You missed,” she said, pulling me back towards her asshole.  
 
    My heart fluttered and I realized she was asking me to fuck her in the ass—maybe because she didn’t want to get pregnant, or maybe because it was some kink that she was into. I wasn’t about to turn down anal sex. I laughed and bit my lip. “Whatever you want, beautiful,” I said. I had to push hard to get my tip to penetrate her asshole. She groaned and squirmed until it was in, then she let out a cute whimper. “Shit,” she whispered. 
 
    “You like that?” I asked, rubbing her bum. 
 
    “Yeah,” she said. “I can feel you throbbing. It’s making me so hard.”  
 
    I paused again, thinking the comment was strange. But I didn’t think too much into it. I just assumed it was her weird sense of humor. I didn’t know her at all. I didn’t even know if Lottie was her real name. I just knew that she was a cute blonde with bouncy hair. I reached up to pull on that hair now. All girls love having their hair pulled gently during sex. But this girl’s hair moved when I pulled it. She reached up and grabbed it before it fell off. It took her a moment to reposition it while I froze, with my cock halfway into her asshole. 
 
    “Careful,” she said. 
 
    “You’re wearing a wig?” I asked. 
 
    She laughed without looking back. “Of course I am,” she said. 
 
    “Of course?” I said.  
 
    There was an awkward silence. I could feel her asshole clenching my shaft.  
 
    “I’m confused,” she said. “Are you just really into character?” 
 
    “What character?” I said. 
 
    “Okay. I’ll play along,” she said with another cute giggle. “Just go ahead and fuck my little pussy. Make me squirt.”  
 
    I bit my lip and grinned again. I liked her dirty talk, even though it was a bit confusing. I pressed my cock deeper into her hole, making her moan louder. Then, once my pelvis was pressed against her soft ass, I started thrusting. She gripped the desk firmly with both hands. “Shit, that feels good. You’re so big.”  
 
    “You’re taking it well,” I said, caressing her sides again.  
 
    “Keep fucking my pussy. Don’t stop,” she said. I couldn’t figure out why she was calling her asshole her pussy. She seemed to think that it was some sort of role-play, or maybe she thought that I wasn’t comfortable being in her asshole even though that’s what she wanted. I was too confused to bother asking any questions. I was just happy to be getting laid. I was happy to know that I wasn’t going to suffer through five long months without any female interaction. 
 
    I thrusted harder, making her moan louder. She used one of her hands to cover her mouth, so we wouldn’t be caught. And once again, I didn’t care if we got caught. Fucking her in her asshole was worth getting caught. That pleasure was worth a lifetime in a Burger King.  
 
    “Don’t stop,” she said. “Fuck my little pussy. Fuck it!” 
 
    I had the great idea of reaching around to rub her pussy while I fucked her in the ass. I knew the added stimulation would definitely make her come.   
 
    But I couldn’t find a pussy. Instead, I found a swollen ball sack, and above it was a stiff shaft. I froze, thinking I was being pranked. I felt around, trying to find the seams of the prosthetic, but I could find nothing. It was warm and it felt like it was pulsing: because it was. It was a real cock.   
 
    I let go of it suddenly and stepped back, pulling my cock out from her ass. “Whoa!” I said. “You’re a dude!? Are you fucking kidding me?” 
 
    “Shh!” she said with wide eyes, looking at the clock. “The teacher will be coming by any minute.”  
 
    “You tricked me?” I said. 
 
    “Shh!” she said again. And then I heard the footsteps. She ran to me and grabbed my wrist, pulling me to the corner of the room. The door opened and a teacher stepped in. She took three slow steps into the room and looked around. My ladyboy date put her hand against my lips. 
 
    Then the teacher turned around, scanning right past us, and she left the room, oblivious to our presence. She closed the door behind her. We remained still for the next thirty seconds. 
 
    Then I pushed that hand off of my face. “Get off of me!” I said. 
 
    “Why are you so mad?” she asked. And now her erection was obvious in her tight dress. 
 
    “Why do you think I’m mad? I thought you were a girl?” 
 
    “Why would you think that?” she asked, narrowing her eyeliner-painted eyes. 
 
    “Are you serious? Why do you think I would think that?” I said. 
 
    “I have no idea. There isn’t a girl within one hundred miles of this place.”  
 
    “Huh? What are you talking about? I saw girls the other night—and last night, I was with a…” Before I finished talking, I put it together: the shaved legs, the blindfold, the changing groups of boys: the girls were actually the boys. “Oh my God,” I said, putting my hand to my lips. 
 
    “Are you serious? You thought I was really a girl?” Lottie said. 
 
    I nodded my head and turned away. 
 
    “Well, I guess that’s kind of a compliment,” she said, blushing.  
 
    “It shouldn’t be,” I said. 
 
    “Get over it,” she said, putting her hand on my shoulder. “We’re all stuck at an all-boys school. This is us making the best of the situation.”  
 
    I stared at her for a long moment, unsure of how to process what was happening. I wanted to be mad at her—at him—for fooling me. But he didn’t really fool me; I fooled myself. I convinced myself that there were girls hiding out in that all-boys school. I was the one who made assumptions, and it was my own fault for failing to put the pieces together.  
 
    “So are you just not going to finish then?” he asked. But he was still using that girly voice. It was a convincing voice, but now I could hear the slight masculine twang hiding in it. The ‘girls’ obviously spent a lot of time practicing: the voice, the mannerisms, the makeup… But where did they even get the makeup and the clothes? How did they smuggle all of this stuff in? “It’s not gay,” he said with that confusingly feminine voice. “It’s just us all making the best of a bad situation. So are you going to finish or should we clean up?”  
 
    “You want me to—to finish?” I asked. 
 
    He shrugged his shoulders. But I just couldn’t look at him as a him—the face was too convincingly female. I knew that bouncy blonde hair was a wig, but it still looked so real. And the curvy, thick body seemed like it could only belong to a woman. 
 
    “It’s always hard the first couple of times,” she said. Then she turned around and bent over the desk. She reached back and pulled her skirt back up, exposing her ass. She used one hand to pull her left butt cheek apart from its twin, showing me her slightly agape asshole, still moist with her saliva.  
 
    My heart fluttered and my stomach groaned. Why wasn’t I running away? Why was I actually considering the offer? Why was I now staring at her ass—at that round hole. My cock had already been inside of it once, so what exactly did I have to lose? Everybody else was doing it, so it’s not like they were all going to make fun of me. It was a tight hole: warm and tight. I could come inside without worrying about getting her pregnant.  
 
    I took a step forward. My heart rate increased dramatically. I paused for a moment and nearly fell over. I took a deep breath. 
 
    “Are you going to fuck me or not?” she said, looking back at me with those big, flashy eyes. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. I took another step forward and put my hands on her hips. At least she looked like a girl. At least she was all shaved up and her skin was soft and her tush was big and round and cushiony, like a woman’s ass should be. I pressed the tip of my harder-than-ever erection between her cheeks. She let out a small moan, sounding more like a woman than ever. 
 
    Was my brain just clouded by horniness? Was I going to come and then immediately see her as the chubby boy she was? I bit down on my tongue, trying not to think of that. I pushed my dick into her hole and she gasped. I pushed deep and started thrusting. 
 
    She put her face down on the old wooden desk and held on tight while I pushed in and out. I watched my own cock as it slid back and forth, disappearing into her hole and then reappearing again, pulling her rim around with it. 
 
    I tried not to think about the erection I knew she had, though it was hard not to think about as she pushed a hand between her legs to pleasure herself. I knew she was gently jerking herself off while I plunged her hole.  
 
    There was so much going through my mind. Now I knew that I got a blowjob from another boy the night before: and he stuck his fingers in my asshole to make me come. I’d been consumed by depravity before I even had a chance to realize it.  
 
    “Oh God, I’m coming,” she moaned. Her body shuddered. Curiosity overwhelmed me suddenly. I leaned over slightly and looked down as streaks of cum splashed across the floor. She really was coming, squeezing her erection with a clenched fist to make that cum shoot far.  
 
    And then the worst thing happened: I came suddenly. I went from being confused and slightly aroused to being intensely aroused and intensely confused. I groaned and sunk my fingernails into her ass as my shaft unloaded inside of her body. She moaned and pressed her face against the desk again. I had my entire nine-inch length inside of her body, stretching her wide.  
 
    I pushed hard into her a few last times as the final few drops of cum oozed out of me, and then I stumbled back to watch the waterfall of white goo pour out of her, running down her thick thighs. “Shit,” I whispered with parted lips.  
 
    She continued to moan for a minute, reveling in the feeling of the warm goo trickling out from her pleasured hole. “That feels so good,” she said. 
 
    “Really?” I asked nervously. 
 
    She nodded her head and then she looked back at me. I darted my gaze away, afraid to make eye contact with the boy I just finished fucking. “We should clean up,” I said. 
 
    “There’s a towel over there. You move the desks; I’ll clean the cum.”  
 
    My heart skipped a beat. I started pushing the desks back into position, as if they hadn’t been nudged around to make room for our fucking. Then I looked over and watched as she rubbed that towel up her smooth legs, cleaning off the cum before using the same towel to clean her own substance off of the floor. I looked up at the clock and saw that it was patrol time. “Shh,” I said, and then she stopped. We remained still for ninety long seconds. The teacher walked by, and then we made our escape. She went right, heading off to whatever room she got changed in, and I went left, back to my own room so I could get no sleep as I stared at the wall and thought about the horrible thing I just did. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    It was especially hard to focus the next day. I managed to stare at the teachers, but I didn’t register a single word any of them said—especially that young, beautiful third period teacher. When I wasn’t thinking about what I did with Lottie, I was thinking about how good that teacher would look in a short skirt and a push-up bra.  
 
    We had less homework than usual that evening. For the first night since I arrived, I was finished hours before bedtime, which was less exciting than it should have been because now I had nothing to do. So I went wandering around the halls while I was still allowed to wander around the halls. I casually went to the room where we all met at night. It was locked, and I couldn’t help but wonder how it became unlocked at night. I went to the room where I plugged Lottie, and it was locked too. 
 
    Then I kept walking around. A few other students were sitting in the hallway, making playing cards out of cardboard. I watched them for a moment, and then one of the students looked up at me. He was a bit chubby with big eyes, and I knew right away that he was Lottie, so I quickly looked away and started walking in the other direction. I didn’t want to have a male face to put into my mental image of Lottie—but now it was too late.  
 
    It was only a matter of time before I figured out which guys were which girls. Then the days would start becoming even more awkward and uncomfortable. Now I understood why it was so silent in that school, even when we weren’t in class or doing homework. I probably wasn’t the only one feeling confused and conflicted over what was happening at night. But at the same time, I found myself looking forward to getting another chance at another cute ‘girl’. But why was I excited? I knew that they were boys and I knew that I would regret whatever ended up happening… Maybe it was the boredom. Maybe I just needed something to pass the time, and at least the taboo encounters got my heart racing the same way a heart races when a bungee jumper leaps off of bridge.  
 
    I kept wandering. I went into a room and spotted Dennis. He looked up at me suddenly, grabbing the three dice in front of him, hiding them in the palm of his hand. Then he realized I wasn’t a teacher and he put the dice back down. “You scared me,” he said with a nervous smile. 
 
    “Sorry,” I said. I watched as he wrote down names on small strips of masking tape. I watched for a moment before seeing my own name on one side of one of the dice. I wondered how he kept track of the female rotation. 
 
    And then I began to wonder if they were going to try to thrust me into the female rotation. Had I unknowingly signed myself up to be a girl for one of the boys? Did I have to pay back all of the action I received? Was it just a matter of time before the guys were rolling the dice and choosing me to be their nightly date?  
 
    I wanted to ask Dennis, but I was too afraid of hearing his answer—and I knew that talking about it wasn’t allowed outside of that room during that very specific nightly time slot.  
 
    Bedtime came. Cash walked up to me before getting into his bed. “It’s your turn to wake everyone up,” he whispered in my ear, and then he went to his bed without looking back at me. It was a good day to get the chore because I wasn’t particularly tired. So I slipped into bed and I stared at the wall while trying to decide what I was going to do. 
 
    I didn’t want to go deeper down the gender swapping rabbit hole, but I didn’t want the next five months to be completely dull. What else was there to do? What else was there to look forward to? What else could get my heart racing so that the days could be a little bit more tolerable and interesting?  
 
    I watched the clock as it ticked slowly. I waited an hour and then I waited two hours and then I waited three hours, and then I watched as the big hand touched twelve and I knew it was time to wake everyone up.  
 
    I stood up slowly. I looked at my sleeping bunkmates. I knew that it was my opportunity to skip on the night. I knew that I could pretend to have fallen asleep—they might be mad in the morning, but it probably wouldn’t be enough to have me kicked out. 
 
    But at the same time, I didn’t want to let anyone down. I groaned and then I gave Cash a nudge. He looked at me for a moment, then he looked at the clock, then he pulled himself out of bed. I woke up the rest of my bunkmates, one at a time, and then they formed a line and went out into the hallway. I followed from behind. My heart was already racing. I knew that my name was on one of those dice. I knew there was a good chance that I could end up in a room with a girly boy. And I couldn’t decide if it was what I wanted or what I was dreading. 
 
    We went through the usual ritual of waiting for the teacher to pass before announcing the girls and rolling the dice. I was relieved and disappointed when my name wasn’t picked. Me and eleven other guys were left in that room while eight lucky men went off to get laid.  
 
    I watched the men as they migrated over to one side of the room where a big box was sitting. Dennis pried the box open. “These are the clothes she got for us,” he said. Then he started pulling out outfits. Some of the boys watched while some moved in to inspect the options. One of the men held up a little yellow dress. “I like this,” he said. “This is cute,” said another boy, holding up a black skirt with pleats.  
 
    It was surreal watching the men talk so openly about dressing up like women. They were really into it; it wasn’t just something that they were doing for some sort of cause, like Lottie made it seem. It wasn’t just ‘making the best of a bad situation’; it was more like a hobby.  
 
    “I’m going to try this on,” said Kyle, one of the shorter men in the school. He got undressed and then he pulled a red one-piece onto his body. It was a swimsuit, like something that would be on Baywatch. He did a full turn while the other boys watched. “How do I look?” he said. 
 
    “You look like you need to try on this blonde wig,” said another boy, tossing him a long blonde wig. He put it on. Another male helped him get it on right.  
 
    Then Cash slapped him on the bum—not quite hard enough to make a loud noise, but enough to make Kyle perk up and giggle.  
 
    “That was made for your body,” said another student. 
 
    And I just stood in awe. The men were all acting like chicks in a shopping mall. They were swooning over outfits and discussing ways to look ‘cuter’. At the same time, Kyle did actually look kind of cute. His legs were amazing: smooth and long. His bum was perky.  
 
    “You like it, huh?” said Cash, motioning down at his crotch. Kyle had a stiff erection. Now Kyle’s face was turning red. 
 
    “I like it,” he said, suddenly using a girly voice.  
 
    “I think she wants it,” said another student with a chuckle.  
 
    “I’ve never done group before,” Kyle said, biting her bottom lip. 
 
    “You’ll like it,” said Cash. He put his hands on her hips and turned her around before bending her over. Then he caressed her perky butt cheeks. Two other students moved in to feel her body. Then Cash pulled the thin strip of red fabric out from Kyle’s butt, exposing her butthole. “Dibs first.” Cash reached into his pajama pants and suddenly pulled out an erection. Kyle looked back at it and gasped. “You’re hard for me?” she said. 
 
    “Yeah. Look at you,” Cash said. 
 
    Kyle blushed more and bit her bottom lip again. “Just be gentle. I’ve never done group.”  
 
    Two other students now had their cocks out, standing close by as if they were waiting for their turn. I remained still and silent on the other end of the room, watching with wide, frightened eyes. Were they really all about to take turns fucking her? Was she actually okay with it? Was this the only way to pass time within the walls of that strict boarding school?  
 
    Cash penetrated Kyle with a saliva-coated cock. Kyle gasped and then Cash began thrusting quickly, going deep each time. He was in a rush to come, and he came fast, before a full minute was up. He groaned and clutched her butt cheeks, and then he stepped back. I watched his thick cum begin to ooze out, and then another student pushed it back in using his erection. Now, Kyle was getting fucked by a new partner, and four other men were in line, jerking off, waiting for their turn.  
 
    The next creampie came two minutes later. It began to ooze out and then the third man took his turn. “Fuck,” he said. “It’s already getting sloppy in here.”  
 
    “She loves it,” said another student, with his stiff cock clutched in his fist.  
 
    In the next ten minutes, eight men came in her asshole. Now, the men couldn’t swap out fast enough. Every time they pulled out, large amounts of cum would pour out of Kyle’s reddened hole. Kyle was limp on the desk now, moaning as if she was high on crystal meth. The final man snuck up behind her and pushed that cum back into her body.  
 
    “Oh God, there’s so much,” Kyle moaned. “I can feel it—there’s so much!” 
 
    I looked to the side and noticed Cash staring at me. “Get ready. You’re next, Nate,” he said. 
 
    “What?” I said. My heart suddenly fell into my gut.  
 
    “You’re next,” he said. “Get it out and get ready.”  
 
    All of the men were staring at me, except for the one man who was finishing inside of Kyle’s tush. But I didn’t want to fuck Kyle. I didn’t want to stick my cock into a tight hole that had the cum of ten different men in it. Or did I? If it wasn’t what I wanted, why was my cock so hard in my pajamas? 
 
    “C’mon, man,” said Cash, pushing me from behind. “Don’t be a loser.” 
 
    For some reason, I pulled down my pants, letting my erection spring up. I took a deep breath and watched as the man before me stepped to the side, letting that waterfall of cum spring. Then Cash gave me another shove. “Don’t let it all fall out. Go.”  
 
    I pressed my cock between those firm cheeks. I used my tip to plug that hole and then I felt the rush of warm goo against my manhood. I shuddered, grossed out and aroused at the same time. I hated the emotions that were swirling inside of me. I had no idea how I was supposed to feel. I closed my eyes and bit my tongue and pushed my cock inside of her. 
 
    She gasped. “Oh my God,” she said. “He’s so big. He’s so fucking big!”  
 
    She clutched the edges of the desk and moaned loudly. I pushed in deep, feeling all of that warm good squishing around inside of her body. It was an awkward feeling: horrible and amazing at the same time. No man’s cock should ever touch the cum of ten other men—but still, it felt good. I pushed in and out, feeling that cum squishing out and splashing at my feet. I could feel the other men watching me with glowing eyes. I ran my hands up and down Kyle’s trembling sides.  
 
    She looked good in that red swimsuit. I couldn’t get over how amazing her legs were. They made me think about the real differences between men and women. Maybe there were fewer differences than I thought. Maybe this really wasn’t so much crazier than eleven men sharing a real, biological girl.  
 
    But I hadn’t forgotten that cock that was hiding on the other side, squished into that tight bathing suit. 
 
    I looked at her amazing body and I watched as she shuddered and trembled with euphoria. Then I came, adding my own substance to the load. I took a deep breath and stepped back, and then we all watched as the mass of goo came out and splashed on the floor.  
 
    Kyle didn’t move for a few minutes. Her body remained limp until she finally had the energy to pick herself up and turn herself around. Her cheeks were rosy and her eyes were flashing. She smiled and looked down. “Nate made me come,” she said. And then we all looked down at her crotch. She had a big wet stain around the tip of her penis.  
 
    But she’d been clutching the desk the whole time, meaning I made her cum with anal stimulation alone: something I felt strangely proud of, even though it was something that should have been a real reality check. Once again, I had sex with a biological male: my third sexual experience with a man. Now I was beginning to wonder if I was being turned gay, along with all these other social outcasts.  
 
    “Let’s get her cleaned up,” whispered Cash. “The big break is almost over.”  
 
    After we left that room, the incident was never brought up again, as if it never happened. And a part of me couldn’t help but wonder if the whole thing was just a weird dream. The other guys all went on with their lives as if it never occurred, and maybe it never did. Maybe I was just losing my mind. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    I didn’t want to be gay. I hated to think that I was being turned gay, one night at a time. It wasn’t even happening slowly: after just a few nights, I was already imagining the girls with their hard cocks tucked into their tight outfits. I even caught myself smirking as I imagined that hot third period teacher with a hidden cock of her own.  
 
    But I didn’t want to go down that rabbit hole. I didn’t want to end up like the other guys, looking through boxes of outfits and talking like chicks in a shopping mall. I was a man and I wanted to continue being a man. I had to fight these strange new urges. I couldn’t let them overwhelm me. 
 
    Thankfully, the hot third period teacher reminded me that I was still straight. She looked at me with a smile near the end of class, while we were all quietly reading the course material. Then I looked up at her again and saw that she was looking at me. I swear she gave me a little wink before looking down at her desk. 
 
    My heart throbbed and I nearly jumped out of my seat with joy. I was excited and aroused without any confusion or conflict. It was the way that I, as a man, was supposed to feel: attraction for a normal, beautiful woman (with no cock between her thighs). I dropped my pencil, just to get a view up her skirt, and I saw the contour of her plump pussy lips: the exact sight that I needed. I loved the way that pussy looked, though a strange part of me was a bit disappointed that she didn’t have a cock. 
 
    As I came back up, she smiled at me again. Did she spread her legs just for me? Was she trying to seduce me, or was this just part of me losing my mind? What if I was imagining all of this? What if she was just sitting quietly and minding her own business while my brain invented all of this sexual nonsense?  
 
    I was a good-looking student. There were no adult men around, aside from us students—so maybe I was best thing she’d seen in a long time. Maybe I was the closest guy she’d seen to a mature male, thanks to my height and muscle mass. I was definitely the most muscular guy in the class—and maybe the school. I don’t think I was the tallest, but I was the only one who could grow some stubble. I was one of few men would wouldn’t be able to pass as a woman—and I was one of few men with hair on my legs, which I’m sure she noticed. 
 
    So maybe she really did want to fuck me. Maybe I was a manly sight for sore eyes. And maybe it would be worth getting kicked out of school for a fun romp with the sexy teacher.  
 
    When class ended, I decided to follow her. I wanted to pull her aside and find out with certainty if she was interested in me. Those looks couldn’t have meant nothing. So I followed her from a distance: fifty feet away, down a series of hallways as she made her way to the teachers’ side of the boarding school. She looked back at me, smiled, paused, and then went into a room. My heart flew up into my throat. I perked myself up, took a deep breath, and then I let myself into her room without knocking. 
 
    She was sitting on the edge of her bed, taking off her shoes. “You aren’t supposed to be on this side of the school, Nathaniel,” she said without looking up at me.  
 
    “I wanted to talk to you,” I said. 
 
    “What about?”  
 
    “Um,” I said. “The coursework. I, uh, already went over all this stuff at my last school.” 
 
    “A few days of review won’t hurt you, Nathaniel,” she said.  
 
    She put her shoes down on the floor and then she walked over to the other side of the room and started to take out her earrings.  
 
    “You’re very pretty, by the way,” I said. “What’s your name?” 
 
    “You know my name,” she said. “It’s Miss Grant.”  
 
    “I know your last name, but what’s your first name?” I said. 
 
    “You don’t need to know that,” she said with a grin. “I need to change. I’m heading into town to pick up some things.” 
 
    “You can change. I don’t mind,” I said with my own little grin. 
 
    She stared at me for a long moment and then she shook her head. “You’re on thin ice,” she said. “I could turn you in, and you’d be instantly removed.” She turned around and then she pulled off her shirt. My heart skipped a beat. She was really changing in front of me! She must have really been into me.  
 
    And she couldn’t have been much older than me—maybe seven years my senior, at most. Now I could see her perky breasts in the reflection of her bedroom window. I watched her bend over to slip down her skirt and her pantyhose.  
 
    “You look good, Miss Grant,” I said, biting my bottom lip. 
 
    “You shouldn’t be looking, Nathaniel. It’s highly inappropriate”  
 
    “Are you going to punish me?” I said with a smirk. 
 
    “Should I?” she said, turning to me while holding the little dress she was going to wear.  
 
    “Maybe I need to be punished,” I said, taking a step towards her. I wanted to feel her soft body. I wanted to touch those breasts, and I wanted to stroke that amazing cunt.  
 
    “Okay,” she said. “In that case, bend over my bed.” 
 
    “What?” I said. 
 
    “I said bend over, and pull down your pants. Show me that muscular bum of yours.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Miss Grant. I think you’ve got the wrong idea.” 
 
    “The other option is I take you to see the principal, and I tell him that you let yourself into my room while I was changing. The option is yours, Nathaniel.” 
 
    I froze. My skin tingled cold. I felt sick—on the verge of passing out. I looked at her bed and then I walked over. She went to her dresser and pulled out a long dildo. 
 
    “You’re kidding, right?” I said. 
 
    “Just be quiet and try to relax. I promise it will feel good—but it will also be a good punishment. You’ll think twice before following a teacher into her private room.” 
 
    “Miss Grant, please don’t do this,” I said. 
 
    She walked over and grabbed a handful of my butt. She squeezed, making me tense up. I closed my eyes and groaned. Then I felt her slide the dildo between my butt cheeks. She pulled it up and down. Then she giggled. 
 
    “I’ve learned my lesson,” I said. “I don’t want this.”  
 
    “Be quiet, Nathaniel. The other teachers will be in the hallway soon. If they find us in here, we’ll both be gone. Though I have another job opportunity at a school an hour from here—I’m thinking of taking it. But you—this is all you have.”  
 
    I felt the tip line up with my hole. I bit down hard on my tongue.  
 
    She pushed the tip into me. I gasped, trying to clench it back, but it was moist with her spit. She twisted it and crammed it deep into me. I groaned, not wanting to be penetrated—but I couldn’t help but remember the amazing feeling of Betty’s fingers in my asshole just a few nights before. Miss Grant’s dildo was headed for the same sweet spot, and I was afraid that it was going to feel just as good—or even better than those feminine fingers.  
 
    I took a deep breath. “Relax, Nathaniel,” she whispered. Now I could hear footsteps outside in the hallway. I knew I had to be still and silent for the sake of my academic career—and my future in general. I bit hard on my tongue and she began to plunge the toy in and out of me. I could feel it sliding around, stretching me wide as it pushed in deep. It felt weird, like it should have hurt, but there was no pain. I groaned and rolled my head from side to side, waiting for that pain to suddenly take over. But instead, pleasure was starting to seep in. I suddenly had the urge to moan but I fought the urge away. 
 
    And then my body started trembling. She began plunging the toy in and out, even faster. I gripped the bed sheets and let out a whimper. Then I covered my mouth with my hand.  
 
    “Feels good, right?” she whispered. 
 
    At least she was a real girl. At least she was a beautiful woman, so somehow this felt less gay, even though I was now being penetrated repeatedly by a replica cock. More confusion began to swirl in my head. Why did this feel good? Why did I like it? Why didn’t I want her to stop? 
 
    The euphoria was growing stronger and stronger. I could feel my cock stiffening in my shorts. “Shit,” I moaned. 
 
    “Swearing is against the rules, Nathaniel,” she said, pushing that cock in deeper. It struck my sweet spot. I groaned and shuddered all over. Now she was rubbing that cock against that amazing spot. My whole cock began tingling.  
 
    “I’m going to come on your bed,” I said, warning her, hoping it would make her stop. 
 
    She didn’t reply. She just kept thrusting the toy in and out, for the next two minutes. My body was completely overwhelmed.  
 
    And then I came, spewing white cream all over her silky sheets. She pulled the toy out of me and then she pushed me down to my knees, so I was face-to-face with my cum. “Now lick it up,” she said. 
 
    “What?” I said. 
 
    “Lick it up. Clean up your mess.” She stood with her hands on her hips, staring down at me with her amazing naked body. I knew I didn’t have a choice, so I turned to my dripping cum and I began to lick it up. It was bitter, and a bit sweet. It didn’t taste horrible, but it did make me feel like a complete degenerate.  
 
    “Now pull up your pants and head to your next class. Tell your teacher that I was giving you an extra assignment.” She handed me a bundle of paper: a workbook.  
 
    “Do I actually have to do this?” I asked, flipping through the pages, feeling defeated and vulnerable. 
 
    “Of course you do,” she said. “Now go, while the hallways are clear.”  
 
    I turned around and left, not sure if I was thrilled to have fooled around with Miss Grant, or if I was regretting having ever been attracted to her. On my way out, I noticed a box by the door. It looked just like the box that the boys had gone through the night before. I turned to Miss Grant and looked into her eyes. 
 
    “What is that?” I asked. 
 
    “Clothes,” she said. 
 
    “For what?” I said. 
 
    She smirked. “Just trying to give you boys something to do,” she said. 
 
    Miss Grant was the one providing the boys with clothes, and probably makeup and wigs too. She was the secret organizer of the nightly sex romps.  
 
    I turned around and left quickly, but I couldn’t stop thinking about Miss Grant and that box of clothes. It was hard to believe that a teacher was behind the feminization of the boys of the school. She was the curator of the degeneracy.  
 
    And if she really was considering this job at another school, how long did we have before the whole operation was shut down? Before she left, would she rat us all out? Could the show go on without her?  
 
    I felt strangely terrified and uncertain. The revelation didn’t sit well with me. Miss Grant was up to something—more than just giving us something to do—I could sense it and see it in her eyes. We were all playing into her hand, but I had no idea what her plan was, or how I could let the other students know. 
 
    My classmates were already too far gone. They were too obsessed with becoming women and enjoying each other’s company. And soon, I would be just like them. I needed to do something fast. I needed to find a way to end the whole operation before Miss Grant got away with whatever she was doing.  
 
    Or maybe she really was just giving us all something fun to do. Maybe she was just trying to give us a little break from the dull life that was provided by that mundane boarding school.  
 
     I saw Dennis getting the dice ready again that night. Then, in the bathroom, I walked in on Cash posing in the mirror: practicing a few different mannerisms before he noticed me standing there. He cleared his throat and his face turned red. “What?” he said, looking at me. I wanted to ask him if he knew that Miss Grant was the one fueling the whole operation, but I knew we weren’t supposed to talk about it.  
 
    “Nothing,” I said, and then I used the bathroom and went back to our bunk room to finish my extra homework.  
 
    I wanted to bring up Miss Grant at our secret meeting that night, before the silence broke after the teacher walked by, ushering in the big break. But I was too afraid: afraid that I knew too much, and afraid that I would piss off the wrong student. Maybe I just needed to ride out the next five months. Maybe I could play along with whatever this game was and then forget it ever happened.  
 
    They rolled the dice and I wasn’t chosen. I let out a sigh of relief, but a part of me was disappointed that I wasn’t going to get to have a romp with a cute T-girl.  
 
    Dennis looked over at me as some of the men dug into a new box of cute outfits. I had no interest in dressing up. Unlike them, I wasn’t built for girly outfits. I spent too much time in the gym. My shoulders were too wide for any of those outfits, and my arms were too toned to pass as feminine.  
 
    But my God, some of those guys looked just like girls as soon as they had wigs on their heads. Some of them didn’t even need the wigs. Some of them took off their boyish pajamas and instantly looked like chicks, with long eyelashes, curvy figures, and smooth skin. The shaved legs helped. I didn’t feel right looking at them. I knew that they were still boys, but I could feel a tingling inside of me: an attraction that I couldn’t push away. A strange part of me felt relieved once the boys had their little dresses on, with their wigs and their stockings. At least then I could convince my brain that I was looking at a girl and there wasn’t anything wrong with that. But I knew deep down that I was looking at a group of young men, all with penises between their legs and testosterone flowing in their body. I knew it wasn’t right, but I just couldn’t say no when a cute, short blonde walked over to me wearing a red plaid skirt and a tight white blouse. “I heard you have a big dick. Can I see it?”  
 
    I bit my lip and then I pulled down my pants so she could see my half-erect cock. She stared at it with glowing eyes. “Can I suck it?” she asked. I noticed a few of the other ‘girls’ looking my way now. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. The girl in the red plain skirt dropped to her knees and picked up my heavy shaft with one of her soft hands. She pulled my foreskin back and then she leaned forward to suck me off. It was only thirty seconds later when another cutie was next to her, on her knees, waiting for her turn. A third girl sat down, and then they began to pass me off, sucking for ten beautiful seconds at a time before passing me off. It wasn’t long before it became like a game. They each took ten second turns and they were determined to be the one to get me off, as if I was some sort of opposite Jenga.  
 
    It was the girl in the red plaid who finally pushed the right button. There was something about the way she pumped with her tight grip and teased my tip with her tongue at the same time. I came on her face, but she had the decency to share my cumshot with her friends, turning my cock to make sure they all got plenty on their tongues.  
 
    Her skirt was standing up, propped upright by her throbbing erection. She saw me looking down at that huge bulge. “Do you want to suck me now?” she asked. 
 
    My skin turned cold and my heart fluttered. I shook my head. “No,” I said. 
 
    “Do you want to watch them do it?” she asked with a grin. I opened my mouth to reply, but no words came out. So they went ahead. She pulled up her skirt and then the other two girls bent over, taking turns sucking her cock, which wasn’t nearly as big as mine. She stared into my eyes with that grin the whole time. I wanted to run away—or at least look away—but I couldn’t. I stood there with that cold terror until the girls got their friend off. She came all over her own bare tummy and red plaid skirt. Then the girls licked the cum off of her tummy, giggling the whole time.  
 
    The orgy then turned into the girls taking turns stuffing the ass of the girl with the red plaid skirt. Four different beauties came in her bum and then they all took turns eating her out: eating the mixed cum out from her stretched hole.  
 
    And I just stood there the whole time, in disbelief and terror. What happened to these men that they all became so feminized? What was happening to me now? Why couldn’t I look away? Why did I let myself be part of the experience? Why was I already looking forward to the next night of debauchery? 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    The next day, I noticed Dennis was taking his time gathering his things after our third period class. It almost seemed like he was waiting for everyone to leave while trying to remain inconspicuous. Miss Grant wasn’t leaving either. She was sitting behind her desk, staring at her computer screen, even though she was finished for the day. I knew there was something weird going on. 
 
    So instead of heading to my next class, I snuck outside when nobody was looking, knowing I was making a huge gamble. I ran around the school’s desolate yard until I was outside of Miss Grant’s classroom window. And sure enough, I saw Miss Grant and Dennis talking with the classroom door closed and locked. Miss Grant slid a box out from under her desk and opened it. Dennis looked inside and nodded his head. It almost looked like a drug deal in progress, but it was really just a sissy outfit deal.  
 
    The window to my left was slight cracked, so I ducked under it, and could just make out what they were saying. “I’ll put it all in classroom 3B. You can get it after fifth period; that’s when we’re going to have our weekly teachers’ meeting,” she said. I had a hunch that Miss Grant was working through Dennis, but now it was confirmed.  
 
    “This all looks great. This will be perfect,” said Dennis.  
 
    Then there was a knock at the door. The two froze and looked towards it. I ducked down, just in case they decided to look back at me. Dennis carefully walked over to the corner while Miss Grant went to the door. She opened it slowly before opening it all the way to let Cash in. His hair was scruffier and blonder than ever.  
 
    She closed the door behind him. “You need to get changed fast,” said Dennis, stepping out from the corner, where he hid just in case the newcomer was a teacher.  
 
    “I know, I know,” said Cash. “Is this the new stuff?”  
 
    “That’s it,” said Miss Grant. She opened the box. “For you, I’m thinking something like this.” She pulled out a strappy black piece of lingerie and a sheer red kimono to go on top. “You’ve got fifteen minutes until he shows up. In fact, I bet this is him calling now.” She pulled out a phone and answered. “Hello? You’re early? Just park your car and come around to the back entrance.”  
 
    I looked to my left and saw that very back entrance. My heart fluttered. The wall was straight and the field was big and open: nowhere to hide. I scurried away from that window and started running down the wall before the mystery caller came around the corner from the school’s small parking lot.  
 
    I reached a curve in the wall and quickly through myself around it. I took a few deep breaths and peeked out just as an adult male—probably thirty years old—walked around from the parking lot. He was tense and nervous looking, with a beard on his face. He came to the back door and stopped. He looked around and I hid. Then the door opened and he went inside.  
 
    I took another deep breath before slipping out from my hiding spot. I went back over to Miss Grant’s window and looked in, but now Cash and Dennis were alone together in the room. “You’re going to do fine. Don’t sweat it,” said Dennis. “Everyone is nervous the first time.” 
 
    “I know, I know,” said Cash, now in a wig and that black strappy outfit. He had a makeup mirror set up on the desk and he was about to apply eyeliner.  
 
    “He’s going to love you,” said Dennis. “You’ll do great.”  
 
    Miss Grant poked her head into the room from the hallway. “He’s in classroom 14C,” she said. “He’s waiting. Try to be quick.”  
 
    “I’m almost done,” said Cash.  
 
    Cash looked cute, with her long blonde hair and thick black eyeliner. She blinked a few times, making her natural eyelashes flutter. Dennis pulled out a black robe and wrapped it around Cash’s body. “You don’t have time to be a perfectionist. Let’s go.” 
 
    Cash’s face was white. From that window, I could see his hands trembling. He was nervous. “You’ll do great. I promise,” said Dennis. 
 
    They left the room together. Now Miss Grant’s room was empty.  
 
    I went back into the school through that back entrance. I knew that I was supposed to be in class, and there was a chance I would get in trouble for being absent; my plan was to say that I had the runs and spent the class in the bathroom. Teachers never questioned the runs.  
 
    I followed the doorways until I found classroom 14C. I put my ear gently against the door and could hear a soft moaning. It sounded feminine, but I had a good feeling that the noise wasn’t coming out of any biological girl. 
 
    I noted how many doors were between the exit and 14C, and then I zipped back outside to try to get a glance into the classroom from outside. The window was high up, but there was a convenient set of pipes to climb to get a peek through the window. 
 
    And there was the thirty-year-old man, standing behind a bent over Cash. That sheer lingerie was on the ground next to the black robe, and now he was only wearing the strappy number. The man was erect, pushing his big, thick cock up between Cash’s petite, feminine butt cheeks. The cock was glistening and so was the area around Cash’s mouth, making me think he’d just finished a quick blowjob. Now, the man was pulling a black strap aside to expose Cash’s asshole. As he pressed his tip into that hole, he reached around to squeeze Cash’s small, feminine erection.  
 
    I stood in complete shock as I watched the scene. I knew what I was seeing: Cash was prostituting himself out to the man, and the whole operation was being orchestrated by Miss Grant and Dennis. They were running a transgender brothel inside the walls of that isolated boarding school.  
 
    I couldn’t look away as that thick meat slid deep into Cash’s body. His head tilted back and his cheeks turned a shade of dark red. His lips parted and I could almost hear his elated whimper through that thick pane of glass.  
 
    The man squeezed his erection with a firm grip, pulling back to pull the foreskin away from his feminine penis. Cash’s legs trembled, then the man began to pump, making Cash fall forward, gripping the edges of the desk. 
 
    I knew I needed to do something. I needed to tell someone before Dennis and Miss Grant feminized all of the students and spoiled everyone’s innocence. This wasn’t right. She was abusing her power. 
 
    I crept back into the school. My heart was pounding. I knew I needed to hurry. I went down the hallway towards the principal’s office, crossing the no-students line, going into the teachers-only side of the school. A teacher came around the corner and looked at me with narrowed eyes. “Hey,” she said. “You can’t be over here. Stop!” 
 
    But I didn’t stop. I had to tell the principal what was happening. I went down a series of hallways, knowing I was being followed now by the teacher. I could hear her heels echoing along the empty halls. “Stop!” she called out. 
 
    Then I found the door labelled ‘PRINCIPAL HERRING’. I tried to open it, but it was locked. So I knocked. “Principal Herring!” I called out. “I need to talk to you. Quickly! It’s important.” 
 
    Then the teacher put her hand on my shoulder. “You can’t be over here. You’re in serious trouble.” 
 
    I turned to her. “Where’s the principal? This is important.” 
 
    “She’s out,” she said. “This better be really important. We have a one-strike policy here.” 
 
    “Miss Grant—the teacher—she’s whoring out the students. She’s selling us to men, like prostitutes. I can prove it! It’s happening now.” 
 
    “You’re coming with me,” she said, grabbing my arm.  
 
    “I’m telling the truth! I can prove it, but we need to hurry. Please—let me show you.” She started pulling me in the opposite direction with impressive strength.  
 
    “No! I’m not lying! You need to believe me.” 
 
    She pulled me into an empty teachers’ lounge, which didn’t look too different from the one that I got caught with the last principal’s niece in. “Sit down and wait while I call in the vice principal,” she said. 
 
    “You have to believe me. It’s happening right now, in room 14C. Go look, before it’s too late. This is real—and it shouldn’t be happening. It’s not right.”  
 
    She didn’t reply. I tried a few more times to convince her to spare me and to investigate, but she was determined to treat me as if I was the problem. She hung up the phone. “She’ll be here shortly.” 
 
    “Why won’t you listen to me? I’m trying to do the right thing here.”  
 
    “You can wait and explain it to Vice Principal Morrison.” 
 
    “But I’m telling you. It will be too late in a few minutes.” 
 
    She didn’t reply, so I gave up. I sunk into my seat and let out a long sigh. Then three women came into the room. I had no idea which one was the vice principal, so I didn’t bother looking up from my lap.  
 
    “He says he saw a student with a client,” the teacher said. “He said that Miss Grant is prostituting out students, and he can prove it.” 
 
    “Can you prove it, Nathaniel?” asked one of the women. 
 
    I looked up slowly and shrugged my shoulders. “Maybe. It’s probably too late now. You can go check room 14C—that’s where they were doing it.”  
 
    “You saw this happen? You understand how unbelievable it sounds, right? You’re saying a teacher sold one of our students to a client—at a boarding school that’s almost an hour from the nearest town.” 
 
    “It sounds just as crazy to me, believe me,” I said, rolling my eyes. 
 
    “Nobody will believe you,” said one of the women. I looked up slowly, put off by the strange comment. It wasn’t what I expected to hear. Maybe she could have said ‘I don’t believe you’ or ‘We don’t believe you’—but ‘Nobody will believe you’?  
 
    “What do you mean?”  
 
    “You can try to tell people about this, but of course we’ll deny it,” said one of the faculty members. “We aren’t forcing anyone to do anything. But for some students, it’s part of the rehabilitation program. It’s none of your business, so you need to keep your nose out of it.” 
 
    “Don’t bother telling him anything,” said another faculty member. “Let’s just expel him. We don’t need anyone snooping around. Snooping around is against the rules and we have a one-strike policy, don’t forget.” 
 
    “True,” agreed the original woman. Now I was confused.  
 
    “You know about this?” I said. “You know that men are paying to be with students?” 
 
    They all stared at me with blank expressions.  
 
    “Is this what you wanted to do to me? You were going to try to make me into… what—a transgender prostitute?” I felt sick. I could feel my skin turning pale. I bit down hard on the edge of my tongue to stop myself from having a big outburst. 
 
    Then the women laughed. “No, of course not,” they said. “You were brought in to be a bull. Most of the students we bring here desperately need to learn to respect women; they’re boys who have mocked or abused or mistreated girls for various reasons. But sometimes we bring in boys like yourself; you get into trouble but you don’t exactly disrespect women. You have a high sex drive, so you’re the perfect candidate to be a bull.” 
 
    “A bull?” I said, almost unable to speak at all with the giant lump in my throat. 
 
    “That’s right. Before we send students off with clients, they need to have practice. You’re a young man with a high sex drive, therefore you’re the perfect candidate.”  
 
    “This is insane,” I said. “I—I’m going to tell everyone about this. This can’t go on.” 
 
    “Nobody will believe you,” said the teacher. “Especially with your track record. Now that you’re expelled, people will assume that you’re just desperately trying to blame others for your own shortcomings.” 
 
    Now I really had nothing to say. They were right: nobody would believe me. I was helpless, and now I was being kicked out of school. 
 
    “Well hold on,” said one of the teachers who hadn’t yet opened her mouth until that moment. “Maybe we can offer him a deal. We’re short on bulls right now, so we can’t just send him home.” 
 
    “It’s not safe to keep him here. He’s a liability,” said the woman I assumed was the vice principal. “And we have a one-strike policy. He broke the rules.”  
 
    “We have a long list of clients waiting for dates, and we only have a few students who are ready to entertain them. Maybe just this one time, we can let this slide—assuming Nathaniel will agree to help.”  
 
    The women all looked at me. “I’ll consider it,” said the assumed vice principal. “What do you think, Nathaniel?”  
 
    “I think this is nuts,” I said. 
 
    “He’s not interested. Let’s send him home.” 
 
    “Wait!” I said. My skin tingled all over. I groaned and bit hard on the edge of my tongue. “I—I guess I’ll do it. If it means graduating, I’ll do it. But this isn’t right. You can’t force boys into being women. You can’t force them to be prostitutes. That’s… That’s trafficking!”  
 
    “It’s all voluntary. As far as they know, there is no operation here. Some of them know that Miss Grant is providing outfits, but beyond that, they all think that this is a student led and run operation. We put a lot of effort into keeping it that way.” 
 
    “But still—prostitution is illegal.” 
 
    “Who said that there’s an exchange of money?” 
 
    Now they were staring at me again, and I had no idea what to say. “Why else are you doing it?” I asked. 
 
    “Rehabilitation.”  
 
    I let the answer sit for a minute. It stung, but it made sense in a strange way at the same time.  
 
    “Now we can either send you home, or you can play along. Be a bull for us, until the end of the year.” She looked over at her co-workers. “You know, I think Nathaniel might have come a long way since arriving here. Look at him: risking his last chance at a diploma because he thinks he’s doing the right thing.” The women all chuckled. 
 
    “We’re proud of you, Nathaniel.” 
 
    They sent me on my way. I don’t think I blinked for another ten minutes while the whole conversation repeated itself in my brain. I was being used as a pawn in a large-scale transgender prostitution ring, which may or may not have been illegal. What was I supposed to do about it? If it really was all voluntary, was there anything that should have been done about it? If it really was helping to rehabilitate young men who had been bad to young women, then was it my place to stop it?  
 
    I remained in shock for the rest of the day. I didn’t fall asleep before I was nudged by one of my bunkmates. It was showtime.  
 
    I saw Dennis looking at me. I could tell that he’d been filled in on everything. He knew that I knew everything.  
 
    He did his own rolling that night, and I was the first name to get rolled. “Nathaniel,” he said. “Make the first pick. By the way, I hear Hunter is especially cute tonight.” He stared into my eyes as he said it, as if he was nudging me to choose Hunter. Maybe Hunter needed a bit of work. Maybe she needed a bit of help before she was ready to take the next big step in her feminization.  
 
    “I’ll pick Hunter,” I said. 
 
    “Okay, go ahead,” he said. So I went down the series of hallways to that classroom where all of the girls were finishing getting ready.  
 
    “I’m here for Hunter,” I said at the door.  
 
    She came out. She was cute: a short redhead wearing a tight black dress. She took my hand and led me to an empty room that had been assigned to her.  
 
    I could tell that she was shy. She stood with her hands clutched at her waist. “Do you want to be top or bottom?” she asked. 
 
    “Both,” I said. My gut turned, but I knew that she needed to practice both. “I’ll start on top.” 
 
    She turned around and bent over. 
 
    “Wait,” I said. “You need to relax first. You’re tense.” 
 
    “Sorry,” she said, looking at the floor with her big eyes. 
 
    “Don’t be sorry. Look at me.” I tilted her head up so she was looking into my eyes. Then I kissed her. She had soft lips. 
 
    I knew that I was kissing a biological male, but it didn’t matter anymore. Now I knew that I was doing something good—at least I was pretty sure it was good, though I needed some more time to really think about it. I knew that Hunter was actually Harry, a boy who came to the school not long before me. Just a few days before, I overheard him talking with another student about why he was at the school. Apparently, he convinced a girl to send him nudes, and then he sent the nudes to all of his friends—and it wasn’t the first time he did it.  
 
     Now he was starting to learn what it was like to be vulnerable, as a girl named Hunter “Bend over,” I said, turning her around and bending her over a desk. I pulled up the skirt of her dress, revealing her round bum. Her butthole was barely covered by a G-string.  
 
    I looked around. We were in the art room, and there was a Polaroid camera on the desk. I grabbed it and walked back over. I snapped a photo of her ass just as she looked back to see what I was doing. “What’s that for?” she asked, tensing up. “What are you going to do with that?” 
 
    “I’m going to keep it,” I said. “I’ll use it when I need to be turned on.” I winked at her. I’d taken pictures of vulnerable girls before, but unlike Hunter, I’d never shared them with anyone. 
 
    But I could tell that Hunter was uneasy about the pictures. She knew that they could easily be sent around or shared online.  
 
    I pulled out my cock and slid it up between those perfect butt cheeks. “You’re soft—and warm,” I said. “You’re cute, too.” 
 
    “Thanks,” she said with a smile in her voice. I spread her cheeks wide, pulling that G-string to the side. I could see her ball sack now, trying to slip out from the little pair of undies, but I didn’t mind. I sunk down to my knees and pressed my face into her bum. I gently licked her hole, making her giggle nervously. “What are you doing?” she asked. 
 
    “Getting you wet,” I said. I pushed my tongue into that hole and then started to explore. She let out a soft moan after a minute, and then I knew that she was ready. I stood back up and pressed by cock into her body. 
 
    I couldn’t put into words why I knew that I was making the right decision, but in my heart, I knew that it was right. I knew that I belonged in that school. I knew that fate led me to the right place. In a weird way, I knew that it was my job to help all of those naughty students get in touch with their female sexual side. It would take some time to process, and it would take some time to truly understand how I was helping—but at least I knew that I was helping. 
 
    It wasn’t long before I came inside of her tight hole: a few dozen pumps, and then I was draining inside of her.  
 
    I pulled back. Now she was more relaxed and comfortable. She reached her hand back to catch some of the oozing cum. She pulled it up to her erect cock and she coated herself with it, to act as lubricant for the second part of our rendezvous. “Now you get to bend over,” she said with a grin and a wink. 
 
    I bent over for her. She stepped up behind me and pressed her girthy cock between my cheeks. “Ready?” she asked. 
 
    “I guess so,” I said, closing my eyes tight.  
 
    I was doing the right thing. I was being rehabilitated in an unorthodox way while helping my schoolmates to be rehabilitated as well. We all did bad things, and now we were learning to be better. And I couldn’t think of a better way to be rehabilitated. 
 
    THE END 
 
    

  

 
   
    EXCHANGE STUDENT 
 
    Liam is embarking on the opportunity of a lifetime. He’s always dreamed of travelling the world and now he is leaving the country for the first time, for a three-month exchange-student program. He’ll be staying with a woman named Olga in Poland. 
 
    Based on the few emails he exchanged with Olga, he can’t help but expect a stern, grumpy old woman. She has strict rules and seemingly no sense of humor. So when he lands in Poland and finds out that Olga is a gorgeous blonde with long legs and glowing eyes, he can’t help but revert to being a shy teenager. He quickly finds himself obsessed with her, but she has a few secrets that might come as quite a bit surprise.  
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I knew nothing about the woman who was going to host me during my three months in Poland, aside from her name: Olga. I certainly had an image in my mind: old, wrinkly, hunched, and brooding. Based off of the few emails we’d exchanged, I could tell that she was going to be strict. In her first email, she made it clear that I wasn’t to be out of the house after 9:00 PM, otherwise I wouldn’t be allowed back in. She knew that I was eighteen, but she talked to me as if I was eleven. 
 
    But it didn’t really matter if she was old and strict—I didn’t plan on spending much time in the house. My plan was to see the city from 6:00 AM until 9:00 PM, and then I could spend the rest of my time sleeping and doing homework. It was my first time leaving the country and I didn’t want to end the trip thinking that there were things that I’d missed. 
 
    I already had my first few weeks planned. I had a giant list of destinations I wanted to check out. I made sure to bring extra camera batteries, so I could take tons of pictures. I even had a few hotels booked in nearby towns, so I could do a bit of weekend travelling. I made sure Olga was okay with me leaving on weekends. “If you must,” she replied simply. I had no idea if she was really okay with it; she was technically responsible for my well-being while I was overseas, even though I was eighteen. My school treated me like a child—maybe because most of the students in my class were children, seeing as I was held back a grade back when I was small.  
 
    It was a long flight. I was at the very back of the plane, sandwiched between two large Polish men who both decided to lean on me when they fell asleep. They were together but uninterested in swapping seats. They spent a good hour showing each other photos of girls they thought were stunning on their phones, but to me the girls looked dopey and a bit dirty. Maybe that’s what they were into.  
 
    I had a bad feeling that Polish girls weren’t going to be my thing, based on what I’d seen briefly online. But I wasn’t travelling to meet or hookup with girls. I was given a once in a lifetime opportunity by my school: Dmitry was going to Canada for three months to live with my parents and I was going to Poland to live with his mother, Olga. It was all paid for by the school. It was my dream to travel the world and Poland seemed like the perfect place to start my dream. 
 
    I didn’t get any sleep on the plane. I was awake the whole time, jittering with excitement, and sore from the non-reclining seats (behind me was the bathroom). I was thrilled when the plane touched down. I leaned forward to see Poland over my neighbor’s lap. It was foggy outside, so I could only see the faint suggestion of a forest. “We’re here,” I said. 
 
    The Polish men looked at me with narrowed eyes. “Why so excited?” asked one of the men next to me. “It’s Poland, not Hawaii.” 
 
    “What’s wrong with Poland?” I asked with a small laugh. 
 
    He continued to give me that blank stare. “What’s right with it?” 
 
    Then he stood up and budged by me to get his bag. His comment left me with an awkward tingle in my spine, but I tried not to let it get to me.  
 
    I got off the plane and rushed to the baggage claim. I paced as I waited for my bag, teeming with more energy than I’d ever had. I was finally living my dream of travelling the world. I couldn’t understand how I had so much energy after being awake for almost thirty straight hours. Maybe it was just false energy. Maybe I was about to crash. 
 
    My bags didn’t come. I waited for almost an hour before I went into the long line of people who had also lost their bags. It was a long hour before I was able to submit my lost bag claim. “Your bag will be here tomorrow, or maybe the next day. Or maybe the day after day, but no later than five or six days from now—a week or two at the most,” said the man behind the counter. I stared at him for a long moment, now fighting both my excitement and confusion at the same time. 
 
    “So what am I supposed to do until my clothes get here? I can’t just wear this for two weeks,” I said. 
 
    “Maybe three weeks,” he said. “It all depends on when we find your bag. It could be anywhere in the world, really. You stopped at three major airports on the way here. All three of those airports have global connections. Just think about it—your bag could have travelled to ten different countries already by now.” Apparently, my luggage was doing a better job of living out my dream than I was. 
 
    “Okay. Thanks anyway,” I said.  
 
    I didn’t need my clothes. I could always buy new clothes in the morning—it just meant being a bit stinky for a day, which wasn’t the end of the world. Everything was so much cheaper in Poland. They were selling laptops in the airport for less than fifty dollars—though they didn’t exactly look like current models. 
 
    I went outside and looked around for a taxi service. And that’s when I noticed a beautiful blonde staring at me. She was older—maybe thirty years old. Her hair was cut short, not quite touching her shoulders. She was built like a model: thin, tall, with legs that made my own legs tremble. I looked away from her, feeling overwhelmed and surprised. I don’t know why I wasn’t expecting Polish women to be beautiful. For some reason I just had this idea in my head that all Polish women were going to be like Olga: blunt, hardened, and rough around the edges. 
 
    But now the beautiful blonde was walking towards me. I perked myself up and tried not to look at her. She even walked like a model: one foot in front of the other. I looked over to give her a little smile; she was still looking at me, or maybe looking through me. I took a deep breath, feeling strangely vulnerable. Maybe I was her type. Maybe I was attractive in Poland. The guys I’d seen so far weren’t exactly what I would call handsome. I was wearing new sneakers and a new pair of jeans, so maybe I looked rich. Maybe she was trying to find a rich guy to hook up with.  
 
    I looked at her again. Now she was close: ten feet away. I forced an awkward smile as my cheeks turned red. “Hello there,” I said. My voice cracked slightly.  
 
    “Hello,” she said with her Polish accent. “You are Liam?” Now she was staring deep into my eyes. 
 
    “H—How did you know that?” I asked. Her eyes were an amazing whitish-blue color. It seemed like an impossible color, like her eyes had been manipulated in Photoshop. 
 
    “I am Olga. I am your exchange mother for three months.” She stuck out her thin hand. I stared at it in a state of disbelief. She was Olga? Olga was a beautiful blonde? Was this girl even old enough to have a kid in high school? I looked up at her face, and then I looked away quickly, feeling strangely overwhelmed.  
 
    “Hi Olga,” I said, shaking her hand. She had a soft grip with her long fingers. I could suddenly smell her perfume: an amazing mix of lavender and vanilla.  
 
    “You’re late—very late. I was expecting you two hours ago. I’ve been standing here,” she said. 
 
    “I’m sorry. They lost my bags,” I said. 
 
    “You should have come out to tell me,” she said. 
 
    “I didn’t even know you were picking me up.”  
 
    “Of course I’m picking you up,” she said, turning to walk to her small car. I rushed to follow her. “You can’t take a cab in this city—it’s well-known. They sometimes kidnap Americans and they don’t release them until they get them to empty out their bank accounts. It’s a tragic problem. I know you aren’t American, but people here don’t know the difference.”  
 
    My heart stuttered. Was it a well-known problem? Was Poland maybe not as safe as I assumed it was. “Don’t worry,” she said as if she was reading my mind. “This city is very safe. Just a few criminals who will strike if they see that you’re a tourist. Just pretend to be Polish and you will have no issues.”  
 
    I laughed. She opened the passenger door for me. “Thank you. I’ll do my best to pretend to be Polish, I guess. Though I don’t know a single word of Polish.” 
 
    “You didn’t lean any words?” she said. 
 
    I laughed again. “No—I meant to, but I guess it slipped my mind.” 
 
    She didn’t look impressed. She stood there staring at me as if I was a complete idiot—and she was doing a great job of making me feel like a complete idiot.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” I felt compelled to say. 
 
    “It’s a shame,” she said, and then she closed the door. My heart skipped a beat. She was just as blunt as in her emails—but I just couldn’t get over how beautiful she was. I watched her circle the car. Her little dress bounced and swayed around her thin body, almost showing off her bum. I couldn’t take my eyes off of her. Was she seriously Dmitry’s mother?  
 
    She got into the car and turned on the engine. It coughed and puttered before firing up. Then she started driving. I thought for a moment about the few emails we’d exchanged. She never actually said that she was Dmitry’s mom. Maybe she was his sister. Yes—of course. That made way more sense.  
 
    “So Dmitry’s your brother?” I said. 
 
    She looked over at me. “Why do you think this?” 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “I mean—you’re too young to be his mom.” 
 
    “What makes you think that?” she said, looking forward at the Polish traffic. 
 
    “You’re like—thirty years old.” 
 
    “I’m twenty-nine,” she said. 
 
    “I’m sorry—but exactly. You can’t possibly have a son in high school.” 
 
    “Dmitry is fourteen. I’m twenty-nine.” 
 
    “Right. I mean—it’s not like you had him when you were fifteen, right?” 
 
    She looked over at me but said nothing. And now I was realizing that she possibly had Dmitry when she was fifteen years old, meaning she probably got knocked up at fourteen. I looked down at my lap, feeling awkward. I didn’t love that the first conversation I had with her was about the fact that she got knocked up as a teenager. “I’m sorry,” I said. 
 
    She said nothing. And then I felt too awkward to say anything else for the rest of the drive to her house, which was a long forty-five-minute drive. 
 
    Her house was small, on the edge of town. It was a standalone home but it was only the size of a small two-bedroom apartment. Her walls were covered in vines and her garden was overgrown in a charming sort of way. “Here is the house,” she said. She opened the door. “Follow me.” She led me down the hall. Walking behind her, I fell for the temptation to look down at her ass. It was round and perky and bouncy in her tight dress. “That’s my room. Don’t go in there. And here is the bathroom—we will share it. Then there’s your room.” She opened a door, revealing a room that wasn’t much bigger than the closet in my parents’ bedroom back home. 
 
    “This is it?” I asked, looking around the space. There was no bed. 
 
    “Is it a problem?” she asked with both hands on her hips. 
 
    “No—it’s fine. It’s just—do you have a mattress I can put down?” 
 
    “A mattress?” she said. “You don’t need that. You have the blankets.” In the corner of the room was a tall stack of folded quilts. “You stack five and it’s a mattress. You roll one up and it’s a pillow. Understand?”  
 
    I had an awkward churning in my gut. Dmitry was probably already at my parents’ house, snuggling into my bed, on my queen-sized mattress, underneath my goose-feather duvet.  
 
    I bit down on my tongue and reminded myself that I was living my dream: I was travelling. There were going to be countries that weren’t quite as wealthy as Canada. Sleeping on a pile of blankets was a small price to pay to see the world. “It’s perfect. Thank you,” I said. 
 
    “Okay. It’s almost nine. Time for you to sleep. There’s food in the fridge. You can eat that and then go to bed.” She turned around and walked to her bedroom.  
 
    “Thank you,” I called out. 
 
    “I’m going to bed. Please don’t yell like this,” she said, then she closed her door, making me feel just a little bit more uncomfortable.   
 
    I went to the fridge, expecting to see a lot of food. But my expectations were destroyed when I only saw a single item in entire unit: what appeared to be a cake, made with various layers of ingredients. It wasn’t a dessert cake—it was a sort of dinner cake. One whole layer was beats and another layer was herring. The whole fridge smelled like fish. I took the wobbly cake dish out and stared at it. I was starving but the smell of the food made me nauseous. Did they really eat whatever this was in Poland? 
 
    My heart skipped another beat. Maybe this wasn’t going to be such a blast. Maybe Poland wasn’t really the place for me.  
 
    I cut a slice and placed it on a plate. I took a small piece with my fork and brought it to my lips. One whole layer was onions, and I don’t think they were cooked onions. I put the food in my mouth and almost immediately gagged. What was I eating? What was this country? I thought Polish people ate potatoes and sausages—normal people food—not whatever this was. 
 
    I decided to scrape the food into the trash. I put the cake back into the fridge and then I went to sleep. Even though I’d been awake for thirty-five consecutive hours, I still had a hard time dozing off. Maybe it was the empty stomach, or maybe it was just the dread of being stuck in Poland for three more months. I was starting to think that I’d made a big mistake. I was starting to think that travelling wasn’t for me. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER II 
 
    “Wake up,” her voice said during my dream. “Get up, Liam. It’s not good to sleep in like this.” Then she gave me a nudge and I threw myself up.  
 
    “What are you doing?” I said, suddenly in a panic as I tried to remember where I was.  
 
    “It’s almost nine. You’ve been in bed for too long. It’s not healthy to sleep this long. Get up.” 
 
    I rubbed my eyes. “Please don’t tell me that I need to hold your hand for the next three months. Your parents—do they make you do chores?” 
 
    “Chores?” I said. “Sure—sometimes. Why?” 
 
    “You left your dirty plate in the sink, and you put fish in the garbage but didn’t take out the trash. Now the whole kitchen smells of fish. Bugs have gotten in to taste the fish.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. “I was tired.”  
 
    “It’s unacceptable. I hope this won’t happen again,” she said. Then she turned and left to go to the kitchen.  
 
    Now there was a new strange smell. It wasn’t a bad smell, but I couldn’t tell if it was food or just the musty walls of the house.  
 
    “Come eat, before the food is bad,” she said. I went to the kitchen in my pajamas. Then I saw a nasty-looking pile of food on the table.  
 
    “What is that?” I said. 
 
    “It’s food,” she said. 
 
    “Right. But what is it?” I asked, approaching the food slowly. I didn’t want to be rude, so I tried to force a smile—but I’m pretty sure she noticed my wincing as I turned my head away from the gross sight. 
 
    “It’s cottage cheese and radishes. It’s normal for us to eat this at breakfast. It’s very nutritious—good for after a long day of travelling.” 
 
    “I have a few allergies,” I said.  
 
    “You’re allergic to cheese?” she asked. 
 
    “Some cheeses,” I said, lying.  
 
    “This cheese?” she asked, holding up the plate. Now the smell seemed worse. I turned my head away from it. 
 
    “You don’t have any cereal or anything like that, do you?” I asked. 
 
    She shook her head. “I have this.” 
 
    “Right…” I said.  
 
    “You can eat this or you can go buy your own food,” she said.  
 
    “Well, I want to go for a walk, so maybe I’ll get my own. No offence or anything,” I said with a smile, but the smile wasn’t returned. She looked pissed—but still beautiful. Her bangs nearly touched her eyeballs: perfectly straight and smooth, as if she’d spent an hour doing her hair that morning.  
 
    “Don’t go more than a few blocks away. We aren’t in the best part of town—there are no tourist attractions here. If you want to see tourist attractions, we can go on the weekend. Here, there are some criminals. They will take your money. And because you are small, they might rape you. Do you understand?”  
 
    I felt my face turning white. “Rape?” I said. 
 
    “I think this is the word—where a man forces his erect penis inside of someone else. Right?” 
 
    I opened my mouth to reply but it was hard to conjure up any words. “Okay,” I said. “Maybe I’ll stay here.” I had no idea that there was a rape problem in Poland, but I could tell that we weren’t in the best part of town. Now that it was light out and I wasn’t so exhausted, I could see that she had bars on all of her windows, and there were two deadbolts on her front door. Out the window was a desolate, cracked street that looked like a street from some dystopian movie.  
 
    “Do you live alone here?” I asked, hoping to change the subject away from rape. 
 
    She nodded her head. “With Dmitry,” she said.  
 
    “Right,” I said. “And you feel safe here, with just you and Dmitry?” 
 
    “It’s where we live. I don’t get to choose.” It was a strange answer, but it was obvious that she was poor, so maybe she really couldn’t afford to go anywhere else. It was starting to seem like we were in the absolute poorest part of Poland. Had I known that’s where I was being sent, I probably would have turned down the opportunity to go abroad. I didn’t want to be stuck there. Now I was terrified of going out: afraid of getting robbed or raped. I had no idea if I could trust the taxis and no idea how to find public transportation—if such a thing even existed where we were. Hell—I didn’t even know the name of the town that we were in. I knew that Krakow was the closest big city, but I knew that were weren’t in Krakow—maybe a nearby hamlet.  
 
    “So what do you get up to all day?” I asked. 
 
    “I tend to my garden, and I meet with the odd client.” 
 
    “Clients?” I said. “What kind of work do you do?” 
 
    She just stared at me with that blank stare. “I make a living,” she said simply.  
 
    “Well I’m interested. Tell me about what you do. I saw all the flowers in the front. Do you have a gardening business?” 
 
    She laughed—the first laugh she’d made since I’d met her. “I do not have a gardening business. That is silly.”  
 
    “Oh,” I said. 
 
    There was still a full week before my first day of class in Poland. I arrived early hoping to take in as many sights as I could, but now that week felt a bit like a prison sentence. I couldn’t just sit in that tiny house for a week, but I also couldn’t go out and get robbed or raped.  
 
    “Later today, I’m meeting with a client in the back house. Is this what you call it? You aren’t to go into the back house. Do you understand this?” 
 
    “Sure,” I said. It wasn’t until an hour later, while I was walking around her garden, that I noticed there was another structure on the property: the ‘back house’. It was a bit bigger than a shed, with a single window that was covered with a sheet from the inside. I walked up to the structure and thought of what could be inside. If she wasn’t growing flowers in there, what was she doing? 
 
    And that’s when I remembered that pot was very illegal in Poland—and probably a very lucrative business for anyone willing to risk it. She was probably growing weed in her ‘back house’ and selling it to her ‘clients’. Was I living with a drug dealer? 
 
    Probably not—but it was a fun thought. I had a feeling that Olga was actually just some sort of small business consultant or maybe an accountant. She didn’t seem nearly edgy or cool enough to be a drug dealer.  
 
    Her client came around 3:00 PM. The client was a woman, also with blonde hair—but not quite as stunning as Olga. She had long hair, a curvy build, and she came wearing a long floral dress. Olga took the woman to the back house and they both came out forty minutes later. I watched from the kitchen window as the woman handed Olga a handful of cash, and that was it.  
 
    I had absolutely no idea what they were doing in that back house. I was curious, but I figured it was something terribly uninteresting—at least to a young man like myself. My best guess was that they were doing some sort of design business. Maybe Olga helped her sew a pillow cover or something. 
 
    Olga took the money to her room, and then she got into the shower. I sat in the kitchen, trying to see if my phone could find reception. I got up, getting a bar for a brief moment. If I could get reception on my phone, maybe the next three months wouldn’t be too dull. I walked down the hall, trying to catch that elusive bar. And then I noticed the steam coming from the bottom of the bathroom door. The door had a large gap underneath—almost two full inches between the bottom of the door and the floor. I paused for a moment, knowing that Olga was naked on the other side of that door. Then I sunk down to me knees and bent over. My skin tingled with a curious, taboo excitement. I knew that I was invading her privacy in a big way, but I just couldn’t pass on the possible opportunity to see her naked. 
 
    The room was steamy, but I could make out her figure behind her clear shower curtain. Steam billowed up around her. I guess she liked her showers hot. But I could see her breasts: small but perky, perfect for her frame. She was in amazing shape for a mother. Her ass—at least what I could see of it—was to die for. I watched for a perfect minute, and then she turned towards me. I jumped to my feet quickly and zipped away, terrified she noticed my face under her bathroom door. It wasn’t how I wanted to start that three-month-long exchange trip. I couldn’t have her think that she had some creepy boy in her house—and I wasn’t even a boy. I was an adult male, and I could easily overpower her, which surely made her nervous.  
 
    I went back to the kitchen, still with the image of her naked torso in my mind. She came out of the bathroom wearing only a towel. She came into the kitchen and looked at me for a moment, pausing in the middle of the room. 
 
    I felt my face turning red. “Is everything okay?” I asked. 
 
    “Everything is fine,” she said.  
 
    “Okay. Great,” I said, forcing a smile.  
 
    “Are you bored?” she asked. 
 
    “A little bit. Why?” 
 
    “I have many books. You could read one of them. At least a dozen are in English.” She showed me her bookshelf, which I’d already looked through many times. I wasn’t a big reader—it had never been something I wanted to do. But now, it seemed it was all there was to do. Once she was dressed in a cute yellow dress, she grabbed a book and sat in the garden reading. So I did the same. I took a book to her garden and sat in the chair across from her. I voluntarily read a book for the first time in almost a decade—though somehow it didn’t feel so voluntary. And it wasn’t exactly light reading material. It was a book by Dostoyevsky: dense with small print. It was hard to focus on the heavy book with her across from me, legs crossed, feet dangling pretty in the air. She really was stunning in a special sort of way.  
 
    “Are you married, Olga?” I asked. 
 
    She looked up at me. “I’m not,” she said. 
 
    “Do you have a boyfriend?” 
 
    Her eyes narrowed. “Why do you ask these questions?” she asked. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders, feeling my cheeks turning red. “I’m just wondering. I feel like I don’t know anything about you.” I forced a smile. I felt my cheeks turning even redder. I cleared my throat and looked back down at my book. I felt so stupid for asking if she was single—as if I was some sort of player. But I was basically just a kid—hardly eighteen, scrawny, and still with pimples on my face. She was beautiful; why did I think that I had any chance? And what did I think I was going to do—get with her? Was I going to have some three-month fling with my Exchange Mother?  
 
    I looked back up at her as she crossed her legs. I saw up her skirt for a brief moment: the soft bulge of her pussy in her white panties. I groaned and squirmed and bit down on my tongue. Then I realized it had been almost four days since I’d last masturbated, which was close to a record for me. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER III 
 
    There was nowhere to masturbate in that house. The walls were so thin and there were large gaps under the doors. I wasn’t comfortable enough to pull out my cock and stroke it—even at night after Olga had gone to sleep. I could occasionally hear her turning over in her bed, so I assumed she might hear me tugging my meat. So I didn’t jerk myself off, and I let that tingling lust grow even stronger. Now I couldn’t stop thinking about her. When I saw her in the kitchen the next morning, my gaze was glued to her. I was practically drooling as I watched her cooking a strange meal with cottage cheese and eggs and radishes and a piece of herring.  
 
    I wanted to impress her, so I ate the food. After the first few shocking bites, I realized that the food actually wasn’t so bad. It was kind of tasty once I got over the strange idea of eating fish for breakfast.  
 
    I watched as she pulled out her phone to send a message. It wasn’t until minutes later that I realized she had reception and I didn’t. I thought about asking if I could use her phone to mindlessly surf the internet, just for something to do, but I had a feeling the answer was no. So I just kept watching her when she wasn’t looking, and that’s how I passed the time. 
 
    “I have an important client coming in an hour,” she told me. “I’ll be in the back house for an hour. Do you need anything?” 
 
    “No,” I said.  
 
    I was in my room when her client came: a large Polish man with thick arms. He definitely did not seem like the type to want some sort of custom pillow cover designed, so I once again started to wonder what Olga did for a living.  
 
    The house was quiet without Olga in it. I paced around, counting down the minutes until her hour was done. Those minutes were going by slowly.  
 
    I found myself at her bedroom door. My heart was pounding. I knew that I wasn’t supposed to go inside, but I was overwhelmed with curiosity and boredom—and a part of me also wanted to find a pair of her panties, just so I could get a small whiff of her beautiful pussy. 
 
    I grabbed the door handle. My heart jumped. I turned the handle and bit down on my tongue. I knew I needed to stop myself, but I just couldn’t. I let myself in.  
 
    Her room was small—not much bigger than my room. She had her mattress on the floor and a small dresser next to a small closet, which had no door. Her bed was made and the room was spotless, so I knew I needed to be careful not to leave any trace of my entrance. I stepped into the room and started looking around. I carefully opened her top dresser drawer, finding her perfectly folded panties. Had they not been folded and sorted so nicely, I probably would have stolen a pair. But now I knew it was a bad idea. So I kept looking through her drawers. 
 
    She had a number of adorable dresses and rompers and blouses and skirts. I felt the different fabrics and took a deep breath in, smelling the residual smell of her perfume.  
 
    I saw a red satin number under one stack of outfits, so I carefully reached down to grab it, thinking it was lingerie. But my fingers found something else under there: a small bottle of pills. I couldn’t read the Polish on the label, but the pills were big. I wondered what they were for. I knew it was none of my business, but I had nothing else to do—other than pretend to be a private investigator. So I took out my phone and I took a photo of the bottle label. Then I slipped my phone back into my pocket.  
 
    I kept snooping. My heart kept pounding harder and harder. Then I heard the wooden door of the back house creak on its hinges, and I quickly closed the drawer I was looking in and sprinted back to my room. I closed my own door and waited with beads of sweat on the back of my neck. It was a minute later when she came into the house. I checked the time—had it been an hour already? 
 
    I heard her footsteps move to her room, and then I heard her go inside. There was a terrible silence for a long minute, and then she emerged. Her footsteps moved back to the front door, and then I heard the creaking of the back house door hinges again. 
 
    I needed to be more careful. I needed to do a better job of following the rules. I couldn’t let my stupid curiosity get the better of me.  
 
    I decided to go for a walk, leaving her property for the first time, even though my better judgement told me to stay at her house so I wouldn’t get robbed—or worse. The streets were quiet and eerily desolate. A plastic bag nearly flew into my face with the gentlest breeze; it made me jump, thinking I was being attacked by some Polish street rapist.  
 
    I walked for twenty minutes, until I reached a line of shops and a cafe that actually had people in it. They all looked up at me when I entered. “Do you speak English?” I asked the woman behind the counter. She stared at me with the blankest expression I’d ever seen. Did she not even know the word ‘English’ in English?  
 
    “Um,” I said, looking up at the menu, which I couldn’t read. “Coffee?” I said. She continued to stare at me as if I was an alien. How different could the word for coffee be? 
 
    I looked down at my phone. I had a bar of service—enough to access the internet (which was very slow). I managed to pull up the translation for coffee. I showed it to her. Then she turned and grabbed a cup that was already sitting behind her. She said something back to me and now I was the one giving her the blank stare. She rubbed her fingers together, and I realized she was telling me to pay, but I had no idea how much she was asking for. I gave her a ten dollar note, and then she took it from me, but she didn’t give me any change. Was it enough? Was it too much? Was I being taken advantage of? Was she giving me a break? I had no idea what was happening. 
 
    I was suddenly regretting skipping out on taking Polish lessons. I probably should have learned something—anything. Even if I just knew a few words, like ‘coffee’ and ‘bathroom’. Now I felt terribly vulnerable. I felt like everyone was looking at me. I felt like it wouldn’t be long before people saw an opportunity to take advantage of me. I found myself squirming. I took my coffee to a table, but now I could see that people were looking at me. They weren’t gentle-looking people. They looked mean, like they wanted to hurt me—or maybe that was just in my head. I didn’t end up finishing my coffee. I was too overwhelmed. I was realizing that my travel fantasy was really just fantasy—reality was much different. The world was a real, scary, and unforgiving place. You can’t just wander through foreign countries like you’re in some whimsical fairy tale.  
 
    On my way home, I could sense that I was being followed. I was too afraid to look back, so I just kept moving—walking faster and faster with each passing minute. I could feel him getting closer. I had a terrible feeling he had a knife—maybe he saw my wallet when I went to pay. Why was I carrying so much cash? Why didn’t I just leave Olga’s house with enough for a coffee? What was ten dollars even worth in Poland? I finally reached Olga’s house. I went through the front door and then I turned the lock. I could feel that my shirt was wet with sweat. I took a few deep breaths.  
 
    “What’s the matter with you?” Olga asked, sitting from the kitchen area. 
 
    “Huh?” I said. “Nothing.” I walked to the window and looked out, but there was nobody there. I turned back to Olga. “I was just—uh—out for a little jog.” 
 
    “In Canada, is it normal for boys to go jogging in jeans?”  
 
    I smiled and shrugged my shoulders. “I still haven’t gotten my luggage yet. This is all I have.” 
 
    “I know. I can tell from the smell,” she said. “You could always wash your clothes while you wait, instead of wearing the same thing for the next weeks.” She kept staring at me with that blank, judging look. She wasn’t very expressing, but somehow that just made her more beautiful, like a fashion model. Now, she was wearing a full floral jumpsuit, which was cut low to show off her cleavage. It was hard not to stare at her breasts, especially now that I was almost a full week into not touching myself.  
 
    “Do you have a washing machine?” I asked. 
 
    “No, but there’s water and soap outside, and a clothes line.” 
 
    “Is that how you clean everything?” I asked. 
 
    “Oh course,” she said. “Do you need help?” 
 
    “I can figure it out,” I said. So I went outside and saw the big bucket and the bottle of soap and the hose. It seemed straight forward enough—and I really wanted to wear clean clothes for the first time in days. So I took off my shirt and slid down my shorts. I tossed my socks into the bucket and then stood filling that bucket with the rubber hose.  
 
    Olga leaned out the window behind me. “You’re going to wear that stinky underwear until you get your luggage?”  
 
    I turned and looked back at her, feeling vulnerable with my scrawny body. “I don’t want to be naked in your yard,” I said. 
 
    “What’s wrong with that? It’s a private yard. How else will you get everything clean?” 
 
    I bit my lip. “Maybe I’ll do it in another load while I’m wearing my shorts.” 
 
    “That’s very strange,” she said. “I’m assuming you’re shy. In Poland, it means something if you’re shy.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    She smiled but didn’t reply. 
 
    My heart fluttered and I suddenly felt like I had something prove. I couldn’t help but think that she was insinuating that I had a small penis. I didn’t have a small penis—at least I didn’t think it was small. But I didn’t want her thinking that I was a loser. I didn’t want her thinking that I was some shy, prepubescent teenager. I was a man—and I needed to prove it. So I bent down and slipped my boxers to the ground. I tossed them into the bucket, feeling confident for a good ten seconds. Then a cool breeze came by and I suddenly felt a shiver. I had the urge to cover myself up, but I knew that she was watching. I couldn’t let her think that I was shy, so I kept my hand on my hip and the other on the hose. My heart was pounding like a war drum. 
 
    “That’s more than enough water,” she said from the window. I looked back at her, trying to stop my face from turning dark red. Was nudity not a big deal in Poland?  
 
    I turned off the hose and grabbed the soap. I poured some in and then I looked around.  
 
    “Now you have to churn your clothes to make them clean,” she said. “Is this the right word: churn?”  
 
    I saw the stick and I remembered seeing an actress cleaning clothes with a stick and a bucket at my town’s local heritage festival. So I did the same thing, pumping and stirring my clothes with that big stick. I looked back at Olga again; she was still watching. 
 
    “Nice day,” I said, because I had nothing else to say. I forced an awkward smile. 
 
    “You have a big penis,” she said. “Even by Polish standards.” 
 
    My heart stopped for a moment. I had to process her words a few times before I believed that I heard them correctly. “What?” I said. 
 
    She smirked. “I’m just making an observation,” she said. Then she motioned down towards my cock.  
 
    Now I was really blushing. I opened my mouth to reply. Was she screwing with me? I thought that I had a pretty big dick, but I’d never actually compared it with any other dicks before.  
 
    “Thank you,” I said. 
 
    “It’s not a compliment,” she said. “It’s just an observation.”  
 
    And she continued to watch me from the window. Maybe she was hot for me. Maybe I turned her on. Sure, I was younger, but maybe that was something she was into.  
 
    I looked over again. She was leaning forward. I could see down her top as she pressed her breasts against the windowsill. I felt my body tingling. Now I was worried I was going to get an erection with her staring at me, so I looked away and bit hard on my tongue. I took a deep breath. 
 
    “You have to churn it more than that,” she said.  
 
    I took another breath and continued churning. I could feel beads of sweat forming on my muscles. I could feel her gaze moving up and down my body.  
 
    The next ten minutes went by very slowly. With each passing minute, I felt even more vulnerable. I kept wanting to cover myself. Why was she still watching me? Did she like what she was seeing? Was this my opportunity to make a move on her? Could my trip be made extra special by hooking up with my Exchange Mom? I hung my clothes on the line and then I turned to her. “Do you have a towel or something that I can wear while these dry?” 
 
    “When was the last time you bathed?” she asked. 
 
    “In Canada,” I said. 
 
    “You need to bathe,” she said. “You’re free to use the bathroom.” 
 
    I went inside and slipped by her, completely naked. Her eyes went down to my cock again as I went by. I couldn’t help but think that she wanted me—maybe she wanted to feel my cock. Maybe it was the biggest she’d ever seen in person. Maybe it had been a long time since she’d had any action. 
 
    I went into the bathroom and closed the door. The door had no lock, but just being in a closed room made me feel much more relaxed. I ran the shower and stepped into the water. Then I looked down and saw that I had an erection.  
 
    I took a deep breath. I’d waited long enough. I couldn’t wait any longer. The loud hiss of the shower and the clunking pipes were enough of a mask. I grabbed my cock and gently started pumping it. I closed my eyes and leaned my head back. I brought the image of Olga’s smooth body into my mind. I imagined her naked, on her knees, sucking my cock. I imagined myself grabbing her short blonde hair and pulling it. I imagined her fingers between her legs, rubbing her clit as small squirts poured out of her onto the bathroom floor.  
 
    In my imagination, she was speaking Polish. I couldn’t understand a word, but I knew that she was talking about how much she loved my cock. 
 
    Then suddenly I heard the toilet flush. I opened my eyes and let go of my cock, looking to my side to see that Olga was right next to me. I gasped and felt my skin turn dark red—almost purple. “What are you doing?!” I asked. 
 
    “I had to pee, Liam,” she said. “What are you doing, masturbating in my shower? I hope you weren’t going to put your cum on my walls.”  
 
    “I wasn’t—I mean—I didn’t mean to…” I felt so humiliated. Now she was staring at me. I was using both hands to hide my throbbing erection.  
 
    “It’s me you’re thinking of?” she said. 
 
    “What?” I could feel my body trembling now. I’d never been so embarrassed in my life. “I’m sorry. I wasn’t thinking at all—it just happened. I just zoned out.” 
 
    “It was me—I know because you keep looking at me. You look at my breasts all day. It’s not appropriate; I didn’t want to say anything.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. “I’m really so sorry.” 
 
    She sighed and shook her head. “You need to get this out of your system. Move your hands.” 
 
    “What?” I said. I didn’t move a muscle. 
 
    “I said move your hands. Let me see.” 
 
    I slowly parted my hands. Then she suddenly reached forward and grabbed my erect cock with a firm grip, making me perk up and gasp. “Just get this out of your system so that you can think straight.” She began pumping, but she wasn’t pumping in a way I’d ever been pumped before. She had a strange grip on my cock, twisting slightly with each pump, cupping my tip and pulling down with individual fingers, like a pianist on a piano. She knew just where to apply pressure, and just where to rub. It wasn’t long before my legs were trembling and I was groaned. 
 
    I watched her pretty fingers moving up and down. Then I looked into her eyes. She was staring at my cock with that blank face, as if she wasn’t doing anything out of the ordinary. It was the same face she had when she was washing dishes and the same face when she was cleaning the counters—it was just something that needed to be done.  
 
    “You’re going to make me come,” I said. I almost told her that I was a virgin, and that this was technically my first sexual experience. 
 
    “That’s the idea, Liam,” she said with her monotone voice. She squeezed harder, squeezing a whimper out from my lips.  
 
    “Fuck,” I said. 
 
    “Don’t swear,” she said as I began to come. The first blast got her on the chin, then she quickly used her free hand to cup my tip, catching the rest in the palm of her hand. I felt so humiliated and so thrilled at the same time. I just got a handjob from a beautiful blonde Polish woman.  
 
    She stood up and opened her fingers, revealing a giant pool of cum that was literally dripping off both sides. “You made a lot of cum,” she said as she walked to the sink to pour it out.  
 
    “Thank you,” I said. 
 
    “Thank you for what?” she asked. 
 
    “For the handjob,” I said. 
 
    Her eyes narrowed. “That wasn’t a handjob. It was just relief—and it was to stop you from spending your days ogling me. Now you need to behave yourself. No more staring at my breasts, and no more trying to look up my skirt. I also saw that you were in my room—that’s unacceptable, though I assume you were just looking for naked pictures of me.” 
 
    “I wasn’t—I mean—I was in your room, but I wasn’t looking for anything! I was just bored.” That horrible humiliation was creeping back in. 
 
    “You don’t need to make up excuses. Don’t break the rules again. I was very clear in our original correspondences. I have strict rules here and there will be punishment for breaking them.” 
 
    She was scaring me a little bit—but a small part of me thought that she was just teasing me in her dry Polish way. Maybe she was trying to be naughty. Maybe we were role playing and I didn’t even realize it. Or maybe she really did just jerk me off because my horniness was annoying her. 
 
    “It won’t happen again,” I said. 
 
    “And no jerking off in my house,” she said. “It’s messy. You can go into the alley to do it, at night when nobody will see you. But I don’t want you cum on my walls. It’s bad enough now that it’s on my face.” And it really was still on her face: a big glob clinging to her chin, ready to fall off and splat on the floor. She cleaned it up before it was able to fall.  
 
    I went back to my room with the worst embarrassment of my life weighing down on my shoulders.  
 
    But I couldn’t help but smirk: it was my first sexual experience, and it was with a beautiful blonde woman. I’d never felt anything so euphoric in my life. I felt like I could still feel her gentle fingers gliding up and down my hard shaft, pumping to make the cum blast out onto her face. I could still see her glowing eyes and that smooth bust in her low-cut shirt.  
 
    I knew that I should have been telling myself that it was time to behave, but instead I found myself wondering what she would do to me if I misbehaved—or what she would make me do to her. I couldn’t help but think that she secretly wanted a little bit of action. I couldn’t help but think that if I played my cards right, I could get her in the bedroom, and I could stick my cock in more than just her clenched fist. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I was still staring at her whenever I got the opportunity. Who could blame me? She would put on these thin dresses and she would wear no bras. Whenever she bent over in front of me, I could see everything—and she had a tendency to bend over a lot; it almost seemed like she was trying to seduce me. And with each passing day, I was more and more convinced that she was trying to seduce me. Or maybe Polish women are just very comfortable with their bodies. Maybe she didn’t think her breasts were a big deal. 
 
    I was eating breakfast one morning when she climbed up onto the kitchen counter to reach a top cupboard. I could see right up her skirt—and surely, she knew it. I could see her perfect bum and the bulge of her sweet pussy. It was a big bulge, but somehow that just turned me on more. I liked the idea of big puffy pussy lips.  
 
    I was getting hornier by the day, even though I was sneaking out to relieve myself in the alleyway like a gross homeless man. I was tempted to jerk off in the shower again, out of the hope that she would come in and catch me. I was desperate to know what her ‘punishment’ would be for me.  
 
    School started. I was half-expecting all of my classmates to be gorgeous blonde Polish babes like my Exchange Mother, but they didn’t turn out to be much different than the girls I was used to back in Canada: mostly undeveloped, shy, and uninterested in me. I went into my first day with so much confidence—certain that I was going to be swarmed with pussy—but instead I was immediately overwhelmed and brought down ten pegs; nobody spoke English, except the teacher (and her English was hard to understand). They looked at me as if I was an alien. I sat alone at lunch and then I sat in the back of the room during the rest of my classes. I went home as soon as the bell rang. I had a headache from listening to a language I didn’t understand for five straight hours. There were only a few moments when the teacher spoke in English, just for me, and those were the worst moments because everyone would turn to look at me, making it hard to focus on her broken English.  
 
    I was relieved to be home. Olga was home with her gorgeous body and her fluent English. I wanted to throw myself at her. I wanted to squeeze her and I wanted to bury my face in her chest. “I’m so glad to see you,” I said. 
 
    “Why is this?” she asked. 
 
    “I feel so out of place here. I didn’t think it would be so hard,” I said. 
 
    “Well why didn’t you try to learn the language. Maybe then you wouldn’t be so confused,” she said. 
 
    “Maybe you’re right,” I said. “Maybe you can teach me some Polish.”  
 
    “I’m a very busy woman. I don’t have time for this. But I have many books that can probably help you. Perhaps you can teach yourself my language.” I really didn’t want to read a bunch of books after a long day of focusing in class, but I had nothing else to do. I started reading one of her books. It was conveniently called ‘Learn Polish’ and published in English. Olga said she bought years ago it because it was easier to understand than the alternative Learn English book that was published in Polish.  
 
    I read the book for two long hours, learning a few words but mostly just understanding the different letters. I had a question about one letter in particular, so I went to find Olga, to get a clearer answer than I was getting from the book. She wasn’t in the kitchen or the garden, so I went to knock on her bedroom door. Then I noticed that it was open a crack, so I decided to let myself in. “Hey Olga, what’s up with this letter? Sometimes it’s pronounced one way, and then sometimes another way—am I understand it right?” I looked up and saw her naked body: completely naked as she stood next to a dress that was placed on her bed. She looked at me. “What are you doing in my room?” she said with an angry tone. 
 
    But I couldn’t move. There was something very much out of place: her cock. Between her legs was a long, flaccid cock. It was thick and uncircumcised. She had a bit of pubic hair, shaved into a nice square above her shaft—but it was all wrong. That cock shouldn’t have been there. “W—What’s that?” I asked, still looking at it.  
 
    “You shouldn’t be in here,” she said. But for some reason she wasn’t covering herself. She was just letting it hang there as if it wasn’t unusual.  
 
    “You have a cock,” I said. 
 
    “What is a cock?” she asked with narrowed eyes. 
 
    “That,” I said, pointing at her dangling shaft. It made absolutely no sense. It was halfway down to her knees! It was almost as thick as her wrist. Sure, she had thin wrists, but still!  
 
    “You shouldn’t pry into the business of others,” she said, turning away from me. “You know not to come into my room, yet you’ve done it twice now. It’s very disappointing, Liam.” 
 
    “I’m sorry—but you have a cock,” I said. “You shouldn’t have a cock.” 
 
    “Everybody’s different, Liam,” she said with her Polish accent, still acting as if nothing was out of the ordinary.  
 
    “But you’re a girl. And you’re a mother. How did you have a child if—if you have a cock?” 
 
    “Who said I’m a mother? You said this, not me.” 
 
    I was shocked, still unable to look away from her cock. Even now, with her back to me, I could see it dangling between her legs. “But you have a son. He’s in Canada now.” 
 
    “He’s not my son,” she said. “He’s my nephew. His parents passed five years ago so he lives with me now. Can you please stop staring at my penis?”  
 
    “It just isn’t right,” I said. 
 
    “That’s very rude, Liam,” she said. “I’m not thrilled with your disobedience. You don’t seem to understand that we have rules in this house. You seem to be used to getting whatever you want back in Canada. I hate to say this, but you are spoiled. Your reaction is rude because you’ve been spoiled.”  
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. “But you can’t possibly be mad at me for reacting like this. Women don’t have—penises. And—And you jerked me off the other day. Why didn’t you tell me you weren’t a woman? That’s like, basically rape!” 
 
    “Don’t be silly, Liam,” she said, shaking her head before fetching a pair of panties from her top drawer.  
 
    “Well that was my first time—like, sexually—and you’re not even a woman.” 
 
    “I am a woman,” she said, glaring at me with narrowed eyes. “Not all women have vaginas, Liam.” 
 
    “Agree to disagree,” I said. 
 
    “You’re being rude.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, but I’m allowed to be mad,” I said—and I was mad. I felt a rage tingling inside of me. My first sexual experience was with a transgender. The hand that stroked me off was the hand of a man. Sure, it was soft and gentle and dainty like the hand of a female model, but it was biologically male and I would never forget that.  
 
    “Bend over,” she said. 
 
    “What?” I said. 
 
    “Bend over my bed. You need to be punished. It’s only sensible.”  
 
    I paused for a moment.  
 
    “Bend over or you can be out on the street for the night,” she said. And that’s when I remembered that terrible anxiety of walking back from that cafe. I didn’t want to be on that street past nightfall. And what was the worst she could do? How hard could she honestly spank me with her thin arms? I took a deep breath and bent over the bed. “Pants down, Liam,” she said.  
 
    I paused again. It was nothing she hadn’t already seen. I bit my tongue and shimmied my pants down, so she had a clear shot at my butt with the flat of her hand. Then I braced for impact. I knew it wasn’t going to hurt too bad—I was an eighteen-year-old man and she was a one-hundred-pound woman—sort of. I bit my tongue and closed my eyes, waiting for the slap. But it wasn’t coming. She was making me wait—making me bask in that moment of anxiety. She surely knew that the anticipation was worse than the actual slap. I took another deep breath. That slap was coming at any moment.  
 
    “You won’t be misbehaving again after this,” she said. 
 
    I couldn’t help but laugh out loud. Did she really think spanking me was going to stop me from ‘misbehaving’? She was treating me like a six-year-old. Maybe Dmitry was afraid of her, but I surely wasn’t. She was far from intimidating, especially now as she stood naked with her perfect body—no, it wasn’t perfect; it was a man’s body. She put a lot of work into making it look feminine, but it was still a man’s body. It didn’t matter how many pills she swallowed or surgeries she got—she still had a man’s body… A curvy, feminine man’s body. 
 
    I took yet another deep breath, waiting for that slap. Why wasn’t she slapping me? Was she just trying to humiliate me by bending over with my pants down? Was she waiting for the humiliation to truly sink in before she slapped me with her hand? Or was she just waiting as long as she could to catch me off guard?  
 
    I sighed, and then I let a small, nervous laugh slip. “Any day now,” I said, rolling my eyes. And then suddenly a thick, wet, warm something slid between my butt cheeks. It penetrated my hole by a full inch before I could react with a clench. I gasped and looked back. She had one hand on my butt and one on her long, erect shaft. She was sodomizing me: sticking her long cock into my body. 
 
    “Stop!” I cried.  
 
    “Stay still, Liam,” she said, gripping my hips with both of her hands. She pushed her cock another inch into my body.  
 
    Instead of throwing her back, I became still and frozen with terror. I’d never been penetrated before. And now, I felt so vulnerable. I felt like I had no options. I had nowhere to go, unless I wanted to fight for myself on the street. Maybe I should have taken her threats seriously. Maybe she really meant it when she said that she would punish me for breaking the rules. 
 
    Was this my fault? Did I have to take the punishment? I wanted to beg her to stop, but I couldn’t muster up any words. I was completely shocked. There was a lump the size of a baseball in my throat. I tried to swallow it back but it wouldn’t go down.  
 
    She pushed in deeper. I could feel it throbbing. I could feel her swollen tip pushing through my narrow cavern. It was warm, and wet with her saliva. I winced and buried my face into her bed, which smelled like her lavender and vanilla perfume. “I’m sorry,” I finally managed to say, but it made no difference. She was determined to punish me. She pushed in deeper. I could feel my hole stretching wide. I felt so humiliated and so submissive. Why wasn’t I fighting back? Why was I letting her do this to me?  
 
    She pushed another inch into my body. It didn’t hurt, but I almost wished that it did. I could feel that throbbing getting more and more intense. I had no idea if it was my anus throbbing or her shaft—but I could certainly feel the thick veins in her cock. “Oh God,” I groaned.  
 
    She gently caressed my sides, and then she felt my ass with both of her hands. I heard her giggle, as if my humiliation was hilarious. I wondered if this was some sort of messed up punishment in Poland, or if this was just for me.  
 
    “I won’t do it again,” I groaned. 
 
    “I know you won’t,” she said with a grin in her Polish voice. She pushed another inch into me and I screamed—not because it hurt but because I could feel her up in my guts now—further than she should have been.  
 
    She began to rub my bum. “It’s okay, Liam. You will survive,” she said. And then she began to thrust, slowly at first. There was an elegance to the way she pushed in and pulled out. I could feel her foreskin tugging back and forth, and I could feel her saliva squishing out of my hole. It was only a minute before she spat on her cock again before pushing it back into me. I clutched the bed sheets. I tried to muster up the courage to demand that she stop, but I just couldn’t do it. I was just praying that the punishment would end soon. Surely, she would feel bad for me and stop at any moment now—or was it not going to end until she was finished? Was I going to feel cum inside of my body?  
 
    I knew this was something I would never forget. I knew that I would never be able to forget this moment whenever I was with a real woman. Maybe this would cause some sort of PTSD. Maybe this was my first real trauma—but it didn’t hurt. Shouldn’t trauma hurt? The truly traumatic part of being fucked by Olga was the throbbing between my own legs. My cock was starting to turn hard, no matter how hard I tried to stop it. I wasn’t aroused, but there was something about the way she was thrusting; she was rubbing her thick rod perfectly against a spot in my body that made my cock tingle. She was making me hard the way a farmer milks a bull. It was just a consequence of the friction—but I couldn’t help it!  
 
    “Oh God,” I groaned again. 
 
    “What’s wrong, Liam?” she asked, still maintaining that elegant pace. I could feel her fingernails gliding on my skin, and I could smell that perfume, stronger than ever. Everything was so confusing: that smell was so girly and those fingernails felt so sensual—but there was a cock inside of me. I was having gay sex, but for some reason I still felt like I was with a woman. My head was starting to hurt as it tried to process what was happening to me.  
 
    She dug her hand under my body to grab my cock. I wanted to stop her, so she wouldn’t find my erection, but it was too late. Her fingers curled around it. “You like this then?” she asked. 
 
    I wanted to say no, but I couldn’t even push those two letters out.  
 
    She squeezed and gave me a few strokes before letting go. “It’s not much of a punishment if you like it,” she said. “Maybe you knew that I had a penis. Maybe you misbehaved because this is what you wanted.” 
 
    “No,” I finally managed to say, defending myself. 
 
    She laughed, obviously not believing me. Now I felt more embarrassed than ever. Did she really think that I liked it? I couldn’t let her think that! I couldn’t have a beautiful woman think that I was gay. But no—she wasn’t a beautiful woman. She was a man who looked like a woman. My mind was racing and spinning in fast circles. Nothing made sense. My world was crumbling down around me.  
 
    She pulled out of me suddenly. A part of me was relieved, but another part of me suddenly felt empty, as if I was missing something. My heart was pounding. “Flip over,” she said. I turned myself over. Then she climbed up onto the bed, on top of me, dangling that stiff erection over my head. She looked down at me. “Open your mouth.” 
 
    “Why?” I said. My heart was now pounding harder than ever before.  
 
    “If it’s no punishment in your backside, then maybe this will be punishment enough,” she said with that thick accent. I don’t know why I did it, but I opened my mouth. I closed my eyes as she pressed her tip down on my tongue. I felt it sliding in. She was pumping herself with her hand, working the tip. I could feel that throbbing on my tongue, and I could taste a tinge of my own anus.  
 
    I heard her moan for a brief moment, and then I gasped. A rush of wetness entered my mouth. She was coming. I could feel her cock pulsing on my tongue. I tried to turn my head away but she reached down and held it still with both of her hands. “Don’t move, Liam,” she said with a groan in her voice. She moaned again as another big pulse of goo entered my mouth. I nearly choked. The sweet substance coated the back of my throat and the inside of my cheek. She kept coming, until she had nothing left and my mouth was completely full. I groaned. She slid her cock out from my lips. I was just about to roll over to spit it out, then she covered my mouth with her hand and said, “Swallow it.” 
 
    I tried to fight but quickly realized that it was futile. So I closed my eyes and swallowed the thick substance with a big gulp. She walked back over to her clothes. She grabbed her panties and pulled them up her legs. I remained on her bed, on my back, basking in my horrible humiliation. “You got what you deserved,” she said with her cold, dry tone. “I warned you many times. Now maybe you will start to learn.”  
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. 
 
    “Go read your book,” she said, pulling her soft dress over her curvy, thin body.  
 
    I pulled myself up to my feet, and then I pulled up my pants. My bum was now sore from being plunged, and the taste of cum was stronger than ever in my mouth. I went to the kitchen sink and tried to rinse that taste away, but it just wouldn’t go away—maybe it was in my brain. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I was even more docile at school over the next few days. I was starting to pick up on a few words here and there. I couldn’t put together a single sentence, but it was nice to know that I was learning. I was still wishing that I would have done some learning before travelling across the world for three months—but it was better late than never.  
 
    I was jumpy, and that jumpiness wouldn’t go away. I thought it was just the fear of being robbed or taken advantage of because I was a fish out of water, but the jumpiness didn’t start until after Olga had her way with me in her bedroom.  
 
    I couldn’t stop thinking of the act, even though it wasn’t even a full ten minutes from start to finish. It replayed in my head, over and over. It took days for my asshole to close back up as tight as it used to be, but that taste didn’t seem to go away. Luckily it wasn’t a bad taste—it was actually kind of nice: sweet and tangy, and only a tiny bit bitter. But that almost made it worse: I almost wished that it would have been disgusting. No matter how hard I tried, I just couldn’t look back on that bedroom romp with disgust. I knew that Olga was a male and I knew that she fucked me in the ass and came in my mouth—but for some reason I just wasn’t disgusted or revolted. I was scared and confused, but that wasn’t good enough.  
 
    My teacher gave me a short book to help me learn some more Polish words. I read it a number of times, mostly because I had nothing else to do. It had words like coffee, tea, bed, bathroom, and other commonly used words. She told me to go into town and attempt to use them, so that’s what I did the next day. It was frightening, walking the desolate streets alone into town. But I did feel a bit of pride when I went into a coffee shop and ordered myself a coffee. I even understood the barista when she told me to pay three dollars. I knew the word for dollars and I knew the word for three. I paid the money and drank my coffee with a smile on my face—and that was a good enough victory for the day.  
 
    I went home and read through another book, learning a few more words. Then the next day I went back to town and tried out my new words again. I got another coffee, and then I went to buy a photography magazine. I sat in a quaint park and read my magazine—mostly admiring the pictures of the different countries. I loved travel photography, but I was a fan of all photography.  
 
    It was getting late, but I felt a sort of high, finally feeling like I was enjoying my travels. I had a few more words I wanted to try out. I could legally drink in Poland, so I decided to go to a bar and order a beer. I knew the word for beer, so it felt good to place the order and see the beer come to my little table. I sipped it slowly, watching the TV in the corner of the room as it played strange Polish television.  
 
    A few girls came into the bar. They ordered drinks and then they noticed me. One of the girls smiled and waved at me, then they all giggled. My heart began pounding with excitement. I wasn’t travelling to meet girls, but I wasn’t about to turn anyone down.  
 
    I decided to order another beer. I shared a few more glances with the girl, and then she came over to my table. She said something to me in Polish. “Sorry—do you speak English?” I asked.  
 
    She stared into my eyes and said something else that I couldn’t understand. I shook my head. I couldn’t understand a word she was saying, but I liked staring into her eyes. She giggled after a moment, and then she started blushing. “You’re very beautiful,” I said, blushing myself. She looked at me strangely, unsure of what I said. So I took out my phone and looked up the Polish word for beautiful. I tried saying it. 
 
    She bit her lip and blushed even more. She looked around and then she looked back at me. She said something else, as if she was expecting me to suddenly understand. “I’m sorry. I don’t understand,” I said. 
 
    She reached out and took my hand, tugging gently until I stood up. Then she led me to the back door of the bar. She looked around again, and then she pointed at the wall and said something. I laughed. “I really don’t understand.” She did a demonstration, putting her back against the wall. So I did the same thing, pressing my back to the wall. She came in front of me and put her hands on my sides. She leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. My heart fluttered, but there was a strange dread churning in my stomach. What if she was like Olga? What if Poland was filled with women like Olga?  
 
    I put my hands on her sides and kissed her deeply, letting her gently penetrate my lips with her tongue. She giggled. She had a cute giggle. But how could I know that she wasn’t a transgender? How could I know that she wasn’t actually a biological man?  
 
    I decided to do some investigating. I put my hand on her chest gently and squeezed. She was wearing a bra, so it was hard to tell if her breasts were real. And was that even a good way to know? What if she had breasts from hormones? Transgenders get breasts from other ways besides going under the knife. I didn’t even know if Olga’s breasts were real or fake. So I started to gently slide my hand down, over her abdomen and beyond her pelvis. I pressed two fingers between her legs, feeling a small bulge. There was a damp spot. She moaned. I felt around, moving in circles, trying to decide if I was feeling a pussy or a cock. I nestled my fingers under her dress and underneath her panties, until I could feel the slit between her puffy lips. It was wet and tight: definitely a pussy. I felt a wave of relief, and then I felt something terrible: a sense of disappointment. Suddenly, this little fling wasn’t so exciting. Was I seriously disappointed that she didn’t have a cock? Was I really hoping for a shaft between her thighs? Her pussy seemed so boring and predictable. I started rubbing it and she started to become submissive, leaning into me and putting her face on my shoulder. She breathed warm air into my collarbone as she began to moan gently in the back of that quiet bar. I kept rubbing her. 
 
    My fingers were getting wet with her arousal. I pushed two fingers into her hole, but I just couldn’t muster up the intensity that I needed. I didn’t want to be the dominant one; I wanted her to pin me against that wall. I liked it when she was pushing me and forcing herself on me. Now, she was just a girl who wanted me to pleasure her. And wasn’t that exactly what I wanted? Isn’t that what every normal man wants?  
 
    She paused and looked into my eyes. Then she said something in Polish. I couldn’t understand her, but I had a feeling she was saying something along the lines of ‘What’s the matter?’ I stared into her eyes but just couldn’t summon the energy to throw myself at her. She was pretty. But maybe she wasn’t my type. Maybe I was tired. Maybe there was something wrong with me. 
 
    I forced a smile. “I have to go,” I said. I pulled my fingers out from her snatch and then I turned to leave. She said something else in Polish, but I didn’t turn to look back. Now I was really embarrassed. I was more embarrassed than when Olga bent me over. Something about turning the beautiful girl down really stung. It wasn’t normal. It was the best chance I’d ever had to be with a woman—a real woman. So why was I turning her down? Why wasn’t I just toughing it out, just for the sake of reminding myself that I was straight and not gay? Why couldn’t I stop thinking about Olga’s big, hard shaft? 
 
    I went straight home. That anxiety built up with every step. I was trembling with every inch of my body, knowing that there was something wrong with me. And then I stepped through Olga’s front door and saw her sitting there, and all of my anxiety seemed to vanish. I’d almost forgotten how beautiful she was. Sure, she was a biological male, but she was still gorgeous. She had an amazing, developed body. Feeling something for her didn’t make me gay. How could any man not feel something for her? She was possibly the most beautiful woman in the whole country. 
 
    I let out a sigh of relief. 
 
    “You’re late,” she said. “It’s nearly eleven and you have school tomorrow.” 
 
    I let a smile slip, still overwhelmed with that curious sense of relief. “I’m sorry,” I said, but it probably didn’t sound very genuine seeing as I was smirking.  
 
    “It’s not okay. You can’t seem to follow the rules,” she said.  
 
    “I’m really sorry,” I said again. “It won’t happen again.”  
 
    “No, it won’t,” she said. “Take off your clothes.” 
 
    I paused. I waited for the shock and terror to set in, but for some reason the only feeling inside of me was excitement and the dread that accompanied it. I shouldn’t have been excited, but I wanted to feel her again. I wanted to touch her body and I wanted to feel her throbbing meat stretching me out. I was almost drooling as I thought about it now; I’d been thinking about it for days, since the first time she plunged me with her cock.  
 
    “Should I bend over?” I asked. 
 
    “Down on your knees,” she said. I paused for a moment, and then I went down to my knees. I didn’t feel quite right about it. I wanted it, but that just made me not want it—and then my head started hurting with confusion. I took a deep breath. 
 
    She lifted up her skirt and stepped forward, using her fingers to fish out her flaccid cock from her panties. “Okay. Suck it.” I hesitated, but only for a moment—just long enough to make her think that I didn’t want it. I didn’t want these ‘punishments’ to end. No—I did want them to end. I hated that I liked them. I wanted to dread them. I wanted to follow the rules, but I knew deep down that I was purposely late. I ordered that second beer at the bar so that I would be late. I didn’t actually want to spend more time with that girl. That girl filled me with anxiety. Now, I just wanted to enjoy the moment. I wanted to feel her growing in my mouth. 
 
    So I sucked. I sucked hard until I felt it throbbing and stretching out. I used my tongue to feel her foreskin stretching back. I let a small moan slip, and then I stopped any more noise from leaving my mouth. I couldn’t let her know that I was enjoying it. Was I enjoying? The dread in my gut suggested I didn’t like it, which was exactly what I wanted. God, I was so confused—I was on the verge of crying, I was so confused.  
 
    I closed my eyes tight. She was hard now: nine inches of cock pressed hard into my mouth. I kept sucking, feeling that throbbing getting more intense. “Use your hand,” she said. “Make me finish.” I clutched her shaft firmly and pumped hard, still sucking her tip. I wanted to taste it again. I wanted to feel that smooth goo dribbling down the inside of my cheek. I leaned forward and pumped faster. I couldn’t pump fast enough. I couldn’t wait, even though I didn’t want it to be over. 
 
    She was squirming slightly now, looking down at me with those big Polish eyes. I wanted to make her orgasm. I wanted it to feel good. So I tickled her tip with the tip of my tongue. 
 
    Then she suddenly stepped back, swatting my hand off of her cock. She turned to the side and clutched her own cock and began to spray the kitchen floor. I was frozen with shock and disappointment. That was supposed to be my cum! I was missing the best part. Was this the punishment? Did she know how badly I wanted it?  
 
    She groaned as she squeezed the last shot of goo from her shaft. It dropped to the floor with a loud splat. She turned to look at me. “What’s wrong?” she asked. 
 
    I cleared my throat and took a deep breath. “Nothing is wrong. Is that it? Can I go to bed now?” I was doing my best to look properly disappointed—in the blowjob and not the cumshot that she denied me.  
 
    “No,” she said. She looked down at the white, creamy mess on the floor. “You can clean this up—with your tongue. I want this floor spotless.” 
 
    It was already spotless, aside from the streaks of white goo. My heart fluttered. Licking cold cum off the floor was over the line, even for these strange new urges that were dwelling in me. I liked sucking her, but the thought of licking the floor like a dog was gross. “I don’t want to do that,” I said. 
 
    “Too bad,” she said. “If you want to sleep under this roof, you will do it. And then you will obey my rules from now on, or the punishments will get worse.”  
 
    I stuttered and looked at the cum. It was only getting colder, so I had to act fast. I dropped down to my hands and knees and I bent down. I licked up the first glob. It was cold, but still sweet and tangy. I went to the next glob and licked it up, accidentally getting a bit on my nose. It took a good five minutes to reach all of the long cum streaks. She watched the whole time, and the humiliation was unquestionable. I stood up slowly, unable to look her in the eye as I wiped a bit of cum off of my lips.  
 
    “Follow the rules now,” she said. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. 
 
    “Go to bed,” she said. 
 
    I nodded my head and marched off to bed. My body was tingling all over. I felt properly humiliated, but a small part of me liked it. And once again, I couldn’t stop thinking about Olga and her perfect body. I couldn’t get the taste of her cum out of my mouth, and I swear I could still feel her shaft throbbing on my tongue. There was definitely something wrong with me. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I understood a few more words—still nowhere near enough to understand sentences, but I was starting to hear familiar phrases and I could pick out certain words. It was a bit less awkward being at that Polish school. Even though I had no idea what was being said, I could usually figure out what the teacher was talking about. I wasn’t expected to participate in the classes—I was just there to soak in the atmosphere and understand the cultural differences.  
 
    But it was still hard to focus—hard to think of anything besides Olga. I didn’t love my punishment the night before, but it still resonated with me in a weird way. I snuck out of the house in the middle of the night, breaking the rules, so I could masturbate in the alleyway. I thought about licking up that cum as I stroked my shaft, and I managed to come in under a minute. Then I snuck back into the house.  
 
    When I got home from school that day, Olga was with a client in her back house. They were in that shed for two hours, and then she emerged with a wad of cash. I still had no idea what she did for a living, but now that I knew more about her (her body and her idea of justice), I was starting to come up with more taboo ideas of how she made her living. Maybe she was a prostitute—but sometimes the clients were young women and not men. Maybe she was some sort of sex therapist. I desperately wanted to know. 
 
    And I got my opportunity to find out one afternoon when Olga grabbed her purse and said, “I will be out for a few hours. I’m going into the city. I have a new English book you might like. It’s on the bookshelf.” After she left, I checked out the book. It was a thick novel by some wordy author. I picked it up and looked at the small print, and then I passed. I figured my time in Poland was better spent learning Polish and taking in Poland, rather than reading books that were published in North America. So I read through one of my beginner Polish workbooks, and then I quickly got bored. I got up and paced around I found myself once again tempted to go into Olga’s room, so I could feel her panties and smell where her cock had been. But I knew she could tell whenever I was near her room. 
 
    So I went outside and wandered around her garden. I found myself in front of her back house door. My heart throbbed as I looked down at the handle. There was no lock on the door. I knew it was against the rules, but I just couldn’t help myself. I needed to know what she was doing. I had a feeling it was something so boring and innocent, but how could I resist this perfect opportunity?  
 
    I grabbed the door handle and pushed the door open.  
 
    The room seemed bigger than it looked from the outside, maybe because there was only a bed and two cardboard boxes and nothing else.  
 
    I stared at that bed for a long moment as my mind quickly narrowed down the possibilities. There were only so many things Olga could be doing with clients on a bed. I walked over to the first box and flipped it open. It was filled with sex toys, narrowing down the possibilities even further. Olga was a transgender prostitute. I was living with a whore.  
 
    My heart fluttered before sinking into my stomach. The penis that entered my body had entered hundreds of men before me—maybe even thousands. What if I had a disease now?  
 
    The second box was filled with outfits—presumably the different outfits she wore. There was everything from lingerie to formal dresses. I wanted to dig deeper, but I knew she would notice if anything was out of place.  
 
    “Oh my God,” I whispered. I couldn’t stay with Olga. I couldn’t be living with a transgender prostitute! It was dangerous. What if someone decided to kill her because they didn’t want to pay? People kill prostitutes all the time. And then maybe they would come into the house to kill me, so there would be no witnesses. Or what if the house was crawling with diseases? What if there was herpes lingering on every chair and on the toilet seat and on the bed sheets? I felt sick. I never actually considered the possibility of her being a whore—I just assumed that she was a designer or a business consultant or something along those lines. She seemed too innocent to be fucking people for money. She was so gentle, always reading books and lounging in the garden. But it did explain why her punishments were always so sexual. 
 
    Oh God, I licked up her cum off of the kitchen floor. I licked a transgender prostitute’s cum off of a kitchen floor. 
 
    I backed out of the room and almost stumbled through the doorframe. I was in a panic as I scanned the floor, making sure I wasn’t leaving behind even the vaguest of footprints. Then I spun around to leave and that’s when I saw her standing there, with shopping bags in her hands. She was staring at me with wide eyes and parted lips. 
 
    I knew I broke the rules and I knew she was going to be mad, but I felt like it was my turn to be mad. “You should have told me that this is what you do,” I said, pointing at her. My heart was racing. “My parents and my school would be outraged to know about this.” 
 
    “You weren’t supposed to go into my back house, Liam,” she said. 
 
    “That’s irrelevant now,” I said. “I know everything. This is surely illegal. You can threaten me with your punishments all you want, but now I can threaten you—I can call the police and you’ll be sent to jail.” 
 
    “For what, Liam?” I asked. 
 
    “You know what,” I said, not wanting to use the P-word.  
 
    “Liam, I’ve broken no rules, so I’m not sure what you think you’re on about.”  
 
    I was about to bark back, and then I paused. What if she was right? What if she had broken no rules? What if prostitution was legal in Poland? What if I had no real argument against her? What if that bed wasn’t even enough to prove that she was a prostitute? Surely the sex toys were enough proof—and the lingerie. But she could hide that stuff, and then she could argue that she was just a massage therapist or something.  
 
    “It’s not right,” I said. “It’s dangerous and—and it’s just not right!”  
 
    She smiled, taking me by surprise. Then she stepped towards me. “Liam,” she said. “You’ve broken my one biggest rule. You waited until I was gone and then you snooped around, exactly as I told you not to do. This isn’t going to go unpunished. You know that, right?”  
 
    I stared into her eyes. I could feel my stomach turning. “I’ll go find a hotel to stay in,” I said. 
 
    “In this town?” she asked. “You can certainly do that. There are no hotels here, but there are motels. You can go to one—they’re very cheap—but you will quickly find out why they’re cheap. And when you can’t speak the language, you will find out what the people from this town will do to take advantage. Or you can go to Krakow and pay for a nice hotel—that’s your choice. They can be very expensive. You’re an adult, Liam. It’s your choice.”  
 
    I stood still for a moment. I had no idea if she was bluffing, but I was afraid to find out. I didn’t want to leave and then end up with nowhere to stay. I didn’t have enough money to stay in a proper hotel for more than a week—maybe two weeks if I could find a good deal. But how would I find a good deal if I couldn’t even speak the language? I didn’t even know what a good deal was with the currency conversion. God, I should have done more research and preparation. I felt so stupid and so vulnerable. I was so excited to travel that I made so many dumb rookie mistakes.  
 
    “If you want to stay here, I’ll give you one final chance, but it also means punishment. Your other option is to leave and find your own accommodations.”  
 
    I was suddenly frozen with terror. I didn’t want to leave, even though it didn’t seem right to stay. I was terrified of venturing out into Poland—outside of my safe little bubble, which still somehow felt safe to me. I was comfortable in that house. I had everything I needed and it was free. My stomach turned and the thought of her thick penis sliding into my asshole came into my head. “I—I’ll stay,” I said. 
 
    “Then prepare yourself for a punishment,” she said. “And hopefully this time the punishment resonates. Hopefully this time you properly learn your lesson.”  
 
    I remained still for a long moment, and then I turned around and went inside. Why was I folding so easily? Why was I allowing her to walk all over me, even though she was the one running a probably-illegal prostitution operation out of her garden shed?  
 
    I went to my room and closed the door. I sat down on my pile of blankets and took a deep breath. My hands were trembling. I was afraid, knowing that she was going to up the ante—but there was also some excitement. I enjoyed each little romp with Olga, and I had a feeling I was going to enjoy this next one as well. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    I waited for her to come and get me. I waited for a long time. It was already dark out when I finally heard her coming down to my room. I perked up and took a deep breath. I looked to the door just as it opened. Then she poked her head in. “Are you ready, Liam?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded my head. I tried to say ‘yes’, but the word didn’t come out from my parted lips. I stood up and wobbled slightly as the anxiety trickled into my legs. I took a deep breath and marched forward.  
 
    She led me down the short hallway, which seemed long now as the anticipation tingled in my fingertips. I was expecting a romp in the kitchen or in her bedroom, but now we were going outside. Was this going to be some sort of public humiliation? Could I handle it? 
 
    We turned into her garden and crossed her paver stones towards the back house. And that’s when I remembered that box filled with sex toys. There were dildos in that box that were twice the size of her cock—far too big to fit into my asshole.  
 
    I took another deep breath. She stopped in front of the door and then turned to me. “You really won’t misbehave again after this,” she said with that thick accent. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. But I had a feeling her punishment was just going to make me want to misbehave even more.  
 
    I went into the back house and looked down at the mattress on the floor. “Clothes off,” she said. So I took my clothes off, tossing them onto the ground. “No,” she said. “That’s not how we put away clothes. Pick them up and fold them and place them nicely in the corner.” So I picked up my clothes, folded them, and placed them in a stack in the corner. “We will work on your folding skills later. Now lay down.” 
 
    I got onto the mattress. 
 
    “Sorry—I meant to say, lay down like a dog.” It took me a moment to realize she was asking me to get on my hands and knees. Maybe it was a hard term to translate. I got onto my hands and knees, and then she nodded her head. “Stay like this.”  
 
    “Okay,” I said, feeling stupid on my hands and knees, completely naked. She walked over to one of her boxes and pulled out a tube of lubricant. She squished a bunch of lube onto the tip of her finger and then she walked up behind me. I took a deep breath right before she pushed those fingers into me, gushing that cold lubricant into my hole. I gasped. “Hey!” I said. She could have at least warmed it up first—but then I guess it wouldn’t be as much of a punishment.  
 
    She pumped her fingers gently, making me squirm. I felt like an animal being examined by a vet. There was something so clinical about the way she was spreading that lubricant inside of my hole.  
 
    “You must relax,” she said. “Stop the clenching.” 
 
    I took another deep breath and stopped clenching. Was this her idea of a punishment? Fingering me while I was on my hands and knees? It was actually quite pleasant. I loved the elegant way she pushed in and pulled out, over and over, twisting as her rounded fingernails tickled my anal walls. It was nice. 
 
    She pulled out suddenly. She walked back over to her box after wiping her hand with a cloth. She pulled out a blindfold and came over to me. “You cannot take this off. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Okay,” I said. 
 
    She tied it around my face, making me blind. My heart rate increased. But I felt comfortable with her. I knew that no matter what she did to me, I would like it.  
 
    I was excited. I wanted her to put it inside of me. I had a feeling she had her shaft out and she was getting it hard for me. I let a small smile slip. She thought that this was a punishment? I loved this excitement; it made me want to break more rules so that I could get more punishments. I loved being naked in front of her. I wanted her to stick her cock inside of me—without a condom—even though I knew that she was a prostitute and had been with many people. I didn’t care. I wanted to feel everything, without a condom between us.  
 
    Then I heard the door open. I heard Olga say something in Polish, and then a pattering of footsteps entered. “What’s happening?” I said, looking back but seeing nothing with my blindfold on. They all started speaking in Polish together. There was another woman and a man. My heart rate increased again. Now there were two strangers staring at my naked body and my glistening, lubricated butthole.  
 
    I reached for my blindfold, and then Olga grabbed my wrist, making me jump. “Don’t take it off,” she said in English, and then she kept speaking in Polish. 
 
    I was frozen with terror, feeling like something worse than an animal in an exhibit. She really was working hard to humiliate me.  
 
    I suddenly felt a pair of hands on my bum. I jumped and gasped, but I didn’t move out of place. The hands belonged to a woman, but they weren’t Olga’s. The woman said something in Polish. Then her hands began to caress my bum, moving up and down. Then her fingertips pressed between my butt cheeks and tickled my butthole. She said something in Polish again. I could feel my face turning white.  
 
    Olga said something and then there was a silence. It was a long silence, which ended with a gasp from my lips when something dull was pressed between my butt cheeks. It was hard plastic, and it was aimed right at my butthole. It began to twist as it pushed. I clenched hard. “I don’t know—I don’t think I can do this,” I said to Olga. 
 
    “That’s too bad,” she said. “Unless you want to leave. The choice is still yours. Nothing is being forced, but you’ve broken enough of my rules. So make up your mind. These clients came for you, but I can satisfy them in other ways if I need to.” 
 
    My mind was spinning. I was too afraid to move and too afraid to stay. I hated that I couldn’t see anything. After another long pause, the dildo continued to press into my ass. “No clenching, Liam,” she said. 
 
    I remained clenched for a moment, and then somehow, I forced myself to open up for the toy. It sunk inside suddenly, making me gasp again. The strange woman said something in Polish, and then the man giggled. The toy pushed in deep and then she began to pump, making my legs tremble. God, it was the most humiliating moment of my life. Maybe I needed to stop breaking the rules. I couldn’t handle anything worse than this. I’d learned my lesson. I was a spoiled brat and I needed some discipline.  
 
    The toy was deep inside of me, pushing up towards my lungs. I could feel my hole stretching around it.  
 
    “Look this way, Liam,” said Olga next to me. So I turned my head to the side. I felt her hand slide under my chin. Her thumb pushed into my mouth, making me part my lips. “Good,” she said. Then a dull, warm, throbbing piece of meat pushed through my lips. At first, I thought it was Olga’s erection, and then I realized that it wasn’t. It was thicker, with more veins, and with harder ridges. It pushed deep and then my nose pressed into a mane of pubic hair. The cock belonged to the man. I became paralyzed with fear. I had a man’s cock in my mouth—not a beautiful transgender woman’s cock, but a real, deep-voiced man. I could tell that he was big: tall and thick with muscles. He put his hands on my head and held me in place.  
 
    Now the dildo was pumping faster inside of my back door. The man’s tip was pushing hard against the roof of my mouth. He groaned and then said something in Polish. I was in the middle of a bisexual orgy.  
 
    He began to thrust in and out of my mouth, making sure I felt every pulsing vein in his shaft. I felt sick. I was sucking a cock, like a homosexual. And the worst part of it was that I wasn’t disgusted by the cock. I was disgusted by the fact that I kind of liked that it was hard for me.  
 
    Olga slipped her fingers into my hair and gently caressed my head. “Good job. Suck this man.” 
 
    I kept sucking. The toy in my bum pushed in deeper. I almost gagged, feeling like that toy was pushing up into my throat. Then the girl slapped my ass, making me press my lips thin. The Polish man gasped and then he laughed. He said something in Polish to the woman, and she laughed too. They were having fun with me. They were having their way with me.  
 
    The man slipped his cock out from my mouth almost at the same moment the woman pulled the toy out from me. They shuffled around the room, and then a soft mane of short pubic hair suddenly pushed into my nose. It wasn’t a cock this time—now it was a pussy. She said something in Polish. “She wants you to lick her pussy, Liam,” Olga said. 
 
    I stuck out my tongue and made contact with her clit. She stepped forward, mashing that cunt into my face. “Keep licking,” said Olga, so I kept licking, moving my tongue up and down. Then I felt a pair of hands prying my butt cheeks open. The hands were strong and masculine. I felt his thumb caress my stretched hole. 
 
    “Is it going to hurt?” I managed to whisper between licks. 
 
    “I don’t know, Liam,” said Olga. Then she said something in Polish to the duo. 
 
    I felt the girl’s fingers press down: two fingers, prying her pussy open so I could lick inside of it. Now I could really feel her clit: a little bulb on top of a wet hole. I flicked it gently, making her moan.  
 
    The man pushed his cock against my butthole. I took a deep breath. I desperately wanted to take my blindfold off. I couldn’t believe my parents sent me to Poland in the hopes of me getting a cultural education, and now I was being fucked in a sort of bisexual orgy. My brain struggled to process everything.  
 
    The thick cock pressed an inch into my body. I naturally clenched. Nothing that thick belonged inside of a human body—especially a thin body like mine. I groaned and squirmed, and then the girl pulled my face back into her cunt so I could keep licking. The cock pushed deeper, pushing through my clench. I could feel him throbbing. It was a strange feeling, with his big, masculine hands still pulling my butt cheeks open.  
 
    “Oh God,” I moaned. 
 
    “You’re fine, Liam,” said Olga. “Keep licking her beautiful pussy.”  
 
    I kept licking. I tried to ignore the stretching pain in my rear end. But his cock was so big! It was impossible to ignore. It felt like it was growing bigger and thicker.  
 
    And then he started pumping and I went completely limp. I fell forward, face against the mattress. I couldn’t move my arms or legs or even my fingertips. I was a limp sex doll for the man to fuck. But the woman still wanted her fun; she climbed up and hoisted up my face so she could nestle her vagina back against my mouth. She sunk both sets of fingers into my hair until I continued to lick. I don’t know where I found the energy to lick, but I was doing it, and she was liking it. A gush of warm fluid poured down my face. 
 
    And the worst part was my erection: stiff and throbbing against that mattress as that thick cock plunged my asshole. It was only a minute before his amazing girth made me come: a thick pool of gooey white cream all over my crotch and thighs. Nobody noticed—and they wouldn’t notice until I stood up. 
 
    The man was starting to groan behind me. The woman said something in Polish, and then she leaned forward, hovering over me. The man groaned louder, and then he suddenly pulled his throbbing erection out from my body, leaving me limp. I felt the spray of his cum across my back. After a few blasts, the woman started to spread it around my back with her hands.  
 
    I wanted to take off my blindfold, but the energy didn’t exist. I was used to the point of exhaustion.  
 
    And that’s where I stayed until the duo left, sticky with sweat and cum and whatever poured out from the woman’s pussy. I was a mess, physically and mentally, trying to process what had happened. It was something I would never forget, for better or for worse.  
 
    “You can get up now, Liam,” Olga said. “That’s it. They’re gone.”  
 
    I managed to roll over, but I still didn’t have enough in me to pull off the blindfold. So she did it for me. It was dimly lit in that shed, but still bright enough to make me wince. After a moment, my eyes focused on Olga’s beautiful face. “You did just fine,” she said. “Will you stop misbehaving now?” 
 
    I wanted to say yes, but there was a curious tingling inside of me. “I don’t know,” I said. “I can’t say that I’ll stop. I—I have to admit something to you.” 
 
    “What is it?” she asked, looking at me curiously. 
 
    “I like the punishments. I mean—I don’t like that I like them, but I like them. I’m sad when they’re over. How am I supposed to behave myself if I like the punishment?” 
 
    She smiled. “I had a feeling,” she said.  
 
    “But tell me honestly: do I need to get tested?” 
 
    “Tested?” she asked. 
 
    “You know—for diseases. You’re—You’re a prostitute, and those were your clients. That man wasn’t wearing a condom.”  
 
    She laughed. “I’m not a prostitute, Liam,” she said. “I do therapy work. I help people find balance in their sex life. That man came to me three months ago. That woman is his wife. He couldn’t get an erection with her—what is it called in English? Erectile Non-functioning?” 
 
    “Erectile disfunction?” I said. 
 
    “Yes,” she said. “We worked hard to discover that he is bisexual. “I helped the couple embrace this, now they have a healthy sex life, and they had a baby last year.”  
 
    “I don’t understand,” I said. “So you don’t have sex with these people?” 
 
    “No, of course not. That wouldn’t be appropriate. They’re my clients. They come to me for help. I help them find and embrace their true selves, like I am helping you.” 
 
    “Oh,” I said, and then I paused. What did she mean when she said that she was helping me? I looked into her eyes and she was smirking. “I don’t understand. What do I have to do with this?” 
 
    “When you came to me, I saw a familiar struggle in your eyes. I’ve seen many men like you. You have an expectation to be the dominant one, and you’re afraid of being submissive, as if there is something wrong with being submissive. There’s nothing wrong with it. Many women want to be dominant and have the same problem—unable to find submissive men, usually because they think there is something wrong with looking for submissive men. There’s nothing wrong with anything, but you need to work it out to figure that out.”  
 
    “You’ve been doing your therapy on me?” I said. 
 
    “You were so shy and so guarded. Your sex life permeates your normal life. You wouldn’t leave the house and everything made you afraid. I knew the problem was deep in you, sexually. I knew that you could feel free by letting it out.”  
 
    “But you told me that there were robbers and rapists out there,” I said, finally sitting up. My bum still hurt from being stretched, but that glistening euphoria was still glowing inside of me.  
 
    “Yes, those people exist everywhere, Liam. You can’t be afraid of people who might exist—you know that. You come from a city that has crime. I told you that they would prey on you if you lacked confidence. And over the last few weeks, I’ve seen your confidence grow in many ways. You’re close to accepting yourself. You need to keep working it out.”  
 
    She gave me her hand and helped me up to my feet. I was silent, in shock. I couldn’t believe that she’d been secretly working on me. “So what am I supposed to do now?” 
 
    “Now?” she said. “Now you follow the rules, or you really won’t like the punishment.” 
 
    I found myself smirking. I had a feeling that I really was going to like the punishment. “What’s the punishment?” 
 
    “I’m serious, Liam. Now, the punishment is that you don’t get anything from me or my clients. If you’re a good boy and you follow my rules, I will show you submissive fun that you’ve never had before. If you disobey, then you can sit in your room and read Polish language books.”  
 
    I wiped the smile off of my face. “Yes, ma’am,” I said obediently. And after that, I didn’t break another rule. I needed her little lessons. I loved our little romps. 
 
    Over the next week, she had her way with me three times, and her clients enjoyed me twice. Each time was tense and ridden with anxiety, but I felt like I was learning something about myself with each romp. I really did love being submissive. Olga let me have sex with her one night, with me on top, so that I could see what it was like being on the other side. It was nice and her asshole was tight, but I spent the whole time wishing that I was beneath her.  
 
    She had me pegged from the start: I was a submissive bottom. And maybe she was right: maybe there was nothing wrong with that. And the more I embraced it, the more comfortable I felt going out in Poland. Olga was right—there was a strange connection between sex and everyday life. Maybe that’s why people seem to change once they lose their virginity. Olga had a whole theory on that; apparently, she even wrote a book on it—though the English version wasn’t available yet, so I couldn’t read it.  
 
    My visit with Olga turned out to be monumentally important. I learned so much about myself—more than I could have learned with ten years of travelling. And now, I was starting to feel more confident than ever about chasing my dream of travelling the world. Being an exchange student turned out to be the best thing I ever did. 
 
    THE END 
 
    

  

 
   
    THE SORORITY HOUSE 
 
    Jake is bored to death with his job, fixing furnaces and air conditioners. After a long, hot summer, he’s pretty sure that the repetitive job is about to drive him to the brink of insanity. Then he gets called to fix an air conditioner at a sorority house. 
 
    The job is normal enough, aside from the few topless girls splashing around in the swimming pool, and the cute girl in the basement who wants nothing more than a man to play with. For once, Jake is having a blast at work. So he decides to sabotage the air conditioner, so he has an excuse to return to the house in a few days. But what he doesn’t realize is that the girls all have big, hard secrets.  
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I was on my way to fix another broken air conditioner. “Another air conditioner?” I said to the dispatch girl on the phone. I rolled my eyes. “You don’t say.” 
 
    “Cut the sarcasm, Jake,” she said. “We got two complaints last week about your ‘sense of humor’.” 
 
    I was so sick of fixing air conditioners, though it’s not like my job was better in the winter when I was fixing furnaces, and it certainly wasn’t any better when I was cleaning out dusty vents. No matter what the job was, there was always monotony. But air conditioners were the worst. They were noisy. They were a pain in the ass to disassemble. The problem was always obvious: some loose bolt or a tube that needed replaced. The jobs were always quick, and the houses were horrible to work in: hot and stuffy. People always waited until the hottest days before reporting their broken units. Their homes always smelled like hockey locker rooms. And half of the time, the problem had nothing to do with the air conditioner; half of the time, the people just forgot how to turn the unit on after nine months of not using it.  
 
    “Did you at least ask them if they turned it on before setting the temperature?” I said. 
 
    “It’s not my job to ask those questions,” the dispatch girl said. “I’m serious about those complaints, Jake. Management isn’t happy, and I’m the one who has to take those calls.”  
 
    “Whatever,” I said, rolling my eyes again. 
 
    What was I supposed to do? I had to entertain myself somehow. If someone has my drive an hour across town because they don’t remember how to switch the unit on, why can’t I let a snarky comment slip? How else will they learn to solve their own problems? If anything, I’m being helpful; now those people won’t make the same mistake next year, and they won’t waste money on an air conditioner repair call. As soon as I walked through the door, it was an eighty-dollar charge, regardless of whether or not anything needed fixed.  
 
    “Put on a smile and do the job,” she said, and then she hung up on me.  
 
    The address was on the other end of the city, near the university. It was a poorer area, technically on the campus, populated mostly by poor college students and a few poor immigrant families who could only afford poor student prices. I’d done a few jobs in the area already that year, and a few of those jobs refused to pay after I was finished. When the client didn’t pay, I didn’t get paid—so I was already dreading the next few hours, knowing there was a good chance it was going to be a waste of my time. 
 
    After driving forty minutes, I parked out front of a tall, old home. The neon pink paint was peeling off of the old wood siding, revealing the old purple paint. The grass clearly hadn’t yet been cut that year, and it was now August. Weeds surrounded old trees and pushed through the rotting deck boards. I sighed and shook my head, knowing this was going to be one of those jobs that didn’t pay.  
 
    “What a stupid waste of time,” I groaned. I sat in my car for a while, checking in on my Facebook and my emails and then I looked through Instagram for a while. I knew that if I finished the job quickly, they would just send me out to another job. I got paid by the hour, not by the job, so I was in no rush. 
 
    “Are you there yet?” the dispatch girl asked in a text message. 
 
    “Almost,” I replied after a few sips from my Coca Cola. I spent another ten minutes playing a flashy game on my phone, and then I stretched my arms and stepped out from the car. I slowly gathered my tools, even though I was fairly sure I wouldn’t need my tools.  
 
    I walked up to the front door and looked around. The place seemed desolate. It was almost 1:00 PM—I’d been working for six hours already, but the smell of stale beer in the air made me think that the residents of the house hadn’t even woken up yet. I sighed again before going to ring the doorbell. But the doorbell didn’t work. It was just a button glued to the wall, and it fell down when I pressed on it. I looked down at the button, which was now between my feet. “Alrighty then,” I said. So I knocked on the door. 
 
    I took a step back and looked around again, this time noticing the beer cans that were scattered in the tall grass. On the rail next to me was an ashtray filled with blunts. And above me was a dripping, even though it hadn’t rained in weeks. The puddle the drops were dripping into was a dark brown color, so I assumed there was a spilled beer on the balcony above the door.  
 
    “What a dump,” I said. 
 
    I knocked again. I technically had to knock three times and then make two phone calls before I was allowed to leave. I was thinking more like two knocks and zero phone calls—I could tell dispatch that I put in more effort than I did. 
 
    So I started to turn around to head back to my car. “Can’t say I didn’t try,” I said. I still got paid it nobody answered the door—but I didn’t get paid if I finished the job and the client refused to pay. It was a stupid system, set up by my even stupider boss: a woman named Larissa, who only got the job because she was the only woman working at the head office when the previous boss quit—and the CEO insisted on having female management.  
 
    The door opened behind me. “Where are you going?” asked a female voice. 
 
    I stopped and bit down on my tongue. My easy escape was thwarted, so I turned around and put a fake smile on my face, so I wouldn’t get another dumb complaint. That’s when my gaze fell upon a gorgeous young woman wearing a skimpy red bikini. “Sorry,” she said, grabbing both of her breasts with both of her hands, adjusting them in her tiny top. “We were in the back yard. I didn’t hear you knocking.” 
 
    I tried hard not to look down at those huge tits. “Um,” I said. I was looking at the tits. “It’s okay.” 
 
    “You haven’t been waiting here long, have you?” she asked. 
 
    “I knocked five or six times,” I lied. “I also tried calling a few times.” 
 
    “Oh my God, I’m so sorry. I didn’t hear my phone,” she said. “Come around back. That’s where the AC is.” 
 
    I tried not to roll my eyes. I obviously knew where the AC unit was—they were all in the back. It was code to install them in the back. Every now and then we found them at the side of the house, installed by stupid homeowners who didn’t bother to look up the thousand dollar fine for installing a noisy AC unit near a neighbor.  
 
    I followed the girl around the house, through the tall grass. My gaze was glued to her bouncy ass as we walked. Her bikini bottom was up her ass, so it looked like she was wearing nothing at all down there. Maybe this job wasn’t going to be so bad after all.  
 
    We came around the corner, through the broken gate, and into the backyard. The yard was filled with beautiful women, all dressed in bikinis. A few of them looked over at me and smiled, while the rest continued what they were doing: drinking, jumping into a small pool, and suntanning. One girl had her top off so she could get some sun on her exposed breasts. I quickly looked down at my feet, feeling strangely overwhelmed. I couldn’t remember the last time I was around a large group of beautiful young women—not since I was in high school, probably.  
 
    “There it is,” the girl said to me, pointing to an AC unit surrounded by tall grass. It was almost hard to see through the untrimmed grass.  
 
    “Maybe some of your grass got stuck in the fan,” I said, biting the edge of my tongue. 
 
    “Really? You think so?” 
 
    I tried not to laugh. It was a joke, but she apparently wasn’t quite clever enough to catch on. “Who knows?” I said. 
 
    I pushed some grass aside and was thrilled to see that it was a new unit—not even a year old. It was the only thing on the property that was younger than eighteen years old. I looked at the label to make sure it really was brand new—and it was. “This is still under warranty,” I said. “The company will cover this bill for you.” 
 
    “Really?” she said, perking up with bright eyes. 
 
    I nodded my head. I was relieved. If it wasn’t for that warranty, I probably wouldn’t have gotten a dime from the job. But it was worth it either way: I got to see boobs and asses.  
 
    The unit looked fine from the outside. I did a quick scan. Then I noticed a bit of leakage coming down one of the pipes. It wasn’t that interesting, but I wanted to see the girl’s ass. “Look at that,” I said to her. “There’s your issue. See that fluid coming out?”  
 
    She stepped over and narrowed her eyes. “Oh yeah,” she said. “Look at that.” 
 
    “Look closer—as close as you can.” 
 
    She bent over, making her bikini bottoms ride further up her butt crack. Now I could see the rim of her bleached asshole, hardly covered by a tiny strip of fabric. I bit down hard on my tongue. “See how it’s a blue color?” I asked. “That’s not a good sign.” 
 
    She stood up and turned to me. Her breasts had almost fallen out from her top, so she used both of her hands to stuff them back in. “Can you fix it?” she asked. 
 
    “Sure,” I said. “I can fix anything.” I smiled. “But it might take a while. I have to take the whole thing apart. But don’t worry—the warranty will cover everything.” 
 
    She wiped her forehead and giggled. “That’s such a relief. Thank you.” 
 
    “I’ll get started. Don’t mind me while I work.”  
 
    I grabbed my wrench and started to take the unit apart. It was a slow job, especially because I stopped every minute to look over at the girls. Some of them were drinking, some were lounging in the sun, some were swimming, and some were comparing breast sizes. I watched with a pounding heart as two girls stood inches apart, holding their tits up in their little bikinis. Now I was starting to feel hot. I wiped my forehead.  
 
    Then I noticed another girl looking at me. As I looked at her, she giggled—she probably noticed me ogling the girls comparing tits. But how was I supposed to keep my eyes away from them? They were gorgeous: young and tight. Some were blonde, some were brunette, and one girl had bright red hair and amazing freckles. I thought for a moment that I was having an amazing dream, and that it would end at any moment with my alarm going off. 
 
    But it was real: the girls were real. The job was too good to be true. Finally, I was being given a break. The beautiful girls made the day so much more palatable.  
 
    “How’s it going?” one of the beauties asked from across the yard. 
 
    “It’s going,” I said. 
 
    “Do you want a drink?”  
 
    I thought for a moment. I wasn’t allowed to drink on the job, but it wouldn’t have been the first time. “Sure,” I said with a smile. A few of the girls giggled, as if they’d been talking about me. Maybe they had a bet on whether or not I would accept the drink. 
 
    It was two minutes later when one of the girls brought me a bright green colored beverage. It had mint leaves in it, but it wasn’t a mojito. I had no idea what it was, but it was sweet and strong—too strong for 2:00 PM. I didn’t mind. It helped to cut some of the nervousness that I was feeling, being surrounded by almost a dozen beautiful women.  
 
    “I need to cut the power to this thing,” I said to the girl who met me at the front door. “Want to show me to your breaker box?” 
 
    “I think it’s in the basement,” she said. “It’s like a metal box with little switches in it, right?” 
 
    I tried not to laugh at the girl. It was obvious that her parents never made her do chores as a child. “That sounds like it,” I said. So she showed me down to the basement and pointed at the box. “There it is.” 
 
    I walked over to it and the girl left me alone. The basement was hot and humid. There were a lot of issues that I could see with the electrical, but that wasn’t my problem. The furnace looked to be forty years old and in desperate need of replacement—but that also wasn’t my problem, at least not today. 
 
    I just needed to cut the power to the AC unit. Sadly, nothing on the breaker box was labelled. So I tried to figure out which breaker would do the trick. I started flipping random breakers. I could hear the AC unit humming still, so I knew that I hadn’t found it. I kept flicking switches.  
 
    Then someone stepped into that dark basement. I looked back. She was short and blonde, with rosy cheeks and a cute reddened nose. She had her hands clutched at her waist. “Hi there,” I said. 
 
    “Hi,” she said with a soft voice. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “I’m fixing your AC,” I said. 
 
    “Cool,” she said. 
 
    “I guess so. That’s the goal, anyway.”  
 
    She stared at me, not getting the joke. It wasn’t my best joke.  
 
    I turned back to the breaker board, but she continued to stand there, in the middle of the room, as if she had something else to say. I noticed her inching closer to me out of the corner of my eye. My heart skipped a beat. I never liked being alone in a basement with anyone—even eighteen-year-old girls. I had no idea what people were capable of, and there were tons of stories floating around of serial killers knocking off HVAC people. I had no idea if they were true stories or just industry urban legends.  
 
    I looked over at the girl. Now she was just ten feet away. “Can I help you?” I asked. 
 
    She nodded her head. 
 
    “How?” I said. My heart skipped another beat. She had her hands behind her back, as if she was concealing a weapon. I took a deep breath. I don’t know why I was so afraid of a small woman. I knew I could overpower her—unless she had a gun. But why would she kill me?  
 
    She looked down at my crotch. “Can I suck it?” 
 
    I paused for a long moment. “Excuse me?” I said. 
 
    “Your cock—Can I suck it?”  
 
    “Are you kidding me?” I said. 
 
    She shook her head. She took another step towards me. She was looking into my eyes. She looked nervous. I had a feeling that this was just a joke that her friends came up with. Maybe she was a pledge and they were teasing her. Maybe they just wanted to see if I would say yes. Maybe they were a bunch of crazy feminists and this was their way of taking a man down. So I refused to say ‘yes’, even though I really did want a blowjob.  
 
    She was close to me now, just a foot away. She looked down at my crotch again, and then she sunk to her knees. Her hands came up and grabbed at my belt. “I didn’t say yes,” I said, making it clear that I did not ask for a blowjob (just in case this came up in a courtroom).  
 
    “Shh,” she hushed, and then she unclipped my belt. She took my fly and unzipped it. I took another big, deep breath. Her fingers slipped into my pants. They fished around for a moment before curling around my shaft. Then I gasped. I looked to the doorway, to make sure that nobody was watching. 
 
    “Someone is going to find us down here,” I said. 
 
    “Then come quickly,” she said. She pulled my cock out and instantly sucked it up like a spaghetti noodle. Her mouth was warm and wet. She bobbed her head on my flaccid cock, using her hand to massage my ball sack. It felt so good that I only remained flaccid for a few more seconds. Then, before a minute was through, I had a raging erection in her mouth, foreskin stretched back to reveal my throbbing tip.  
 
    “Shit,” I muttered. It felt good: too good. I knew I was breaking so many rules, but my God did it ever feel good! She had her lips pressed firmly around my girth, and now she had her fingers curled around the part of my shaft that she couldn’t fit into her mouth.  
 
    She bobbed quickly, letting my cock push down her throat. She gagged for a moment but rebounded perfectly. I was tingling all over. My legs were starting to tremble and my knees were starting to buckle.  
 
    “Oh God,” I said. “I’m going to come.” 
 
    “Come on my face,” she said. 
 
    I looked down at her. “Are you sure?” 
 
    “Do it. Come on my face.” 
 
    She leaned back and clutched my shaft with a tight fist. She pumped quickly, aiming my tip right at her lips. She opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue. I came—but only one shot actually hit her tongue; the rest shot in different directions, streaking her cheek, her chin, her forehead, and even her left eyelid. She closed her eyes and made a big smile as she licked her lips, catching some of my rogue cum. Then she giggled, standing up after squeezing out my last drop. 
 
    I quickly put my cock away, in case someone decided to walk into that basement utility room. “Thanks for that,” she said, wiping the cum off of her eyelid so she could open her eyes. She looked into my eyes and smiled. 
 
    “Sure,” I said, not sure how to feel about what happened. I didn’t even know her name. Was she really just super horny? 
 
    She turned to leave, still with cum all over her face. I wanted to ask her to clean herself up before going upstairs, but she was gone before I could even muster up the mindfulness to open my mouth. “What the fuck?” I said. 
 
    I gave my cock a minute to become flaccid again, and then I found the right breaker for the AC unit. I went back outside, still with a spinning head. I noticed a few of the girls looking at me with smirks on their faces. They looked away, making me feel strange. I went to the AC unit and easily fixed the problem. My heart was still pounding.  
 
    I was just about to put everything back together, and then I had a curious idea. The machine was under warranty, so the girls could call me back whenever, without worrying about losing money. So what was stopping me from sabotaging the machine, so I could come back again, and possibly get another cheeky basement blowjob?  
 
    I bit my lip and fought away the grin. I reached into the machine and found a coil that was known to snap quite easily. I snapped it, and then I glued the coil back together with a bit of mechanical glue. I knew the glue would hold for no longer than a week.  
 
    Then I put the unit back together, looking over at the suntanning topless babes one last time. The girl who met me originally came over. “All done?” she asked. 
 
    “It should work now,” I said, biting my tongue. “What’s your name, by the way?” 
 
    “It’s Katie,” she said. 
 
    “Katie. I’m Jake,” I said. “I’ll give you my personal number, in case there’s any other trouble with the unit. That way you won’t have to go through dispatch.” 
 
    “Okay,” she said with a big smile. I could see her friends behind her, watching us, smirking as if there was something more going on. The girls made me feel a bit uncomfortable, but that blowjob was out of this world. It was a euphoria I hadn’t experienced with a woman in years. The little blonde with the reddened nose knew how to suck a cock; she knew how to milk the cum right out of me. I wanted more.  
 
    “So if anything happens, just give me a call. I’ll be sure to bill the manufacturer for everything: parts and labor—so don’t hesitate to call.” 
 
    “I won’t,” she said with a small wink. I didn’t want to leave that house, but it was now 3:45 PM. My shift was done for the day. I packed up my tools and left, looking back at the house from my car. It really did look abandoned. I would have never guessed the house had twelve beautiful young women living inside.  
 
    “See you soon,” I said under my breath, and then I drove off with a smirk on my face.

  

 
   
    CHAPTER II 
 
    The next few days were dull: normal jobs, which seemed especially tedious after that amazing day at what I assume was a sorority house. I kept having flashbacks to that sexy property. Whenever I went into a utility room, I found myself looking over at the door constantly, half-hoping that a girl would walk in and ask to give me a blowjob. I knew that it wasn’t going to happen—I’d been fixing furnaces and AC units for a decade, and it had only ever happened once—but I just couldn’t shake that strange excitement.  
 
    I went to a house and the homeowner was a single female, living alone. She looked over at me a few times, and I was really hoping that she would make a move on me the way that the girl at the sorority house did—but she didn’t, unsurprisingly. I finished her job and then she told me that she was short on cash. “Can I pay next month? Actually—October will be better, probably. Next month I need to catch up on rent.” A part of me wanted to ask her for a blowjob in lieu of money, but I knew that would get me instantly fired. 
 
    “I guess it is what it is,” I said, realizing I’d just finished a job that I wouldn’t get paid for.  
 
    I was on my way home on a Friday evening when my phone rang. I picked it up, thinking it was dispatch about to ask me to do an emergency job. I got paid double for emergency jobs, but I usually turned them down because I hated working late—especially on Fridays. “What is it now?” I asked. 
 
    “Is this Jake?” a feminine voice asked. 
 
    “This is Jake. Who’s this?” 
 
    “This is Katie, from the house on University Drive. Our AC just cut out. None of us can figure out what’s going on.” 
 
    My heart flew up my chest and pounded hard against my ribcage. I felt a smile cross my face. I bit down on my lip. 
 
    “Are you there?” she asked. 
 
    “Are you girls around now?” I asked. “I’m actually not too far away from your property.”  
 
    “We’re all home,” she said.  
 
    “I’ll be right there,” I said. I hung up the phone and pulled a U-turn at the next intersection. I drove quickly, biting my lip with anticipation. For the first time in a long time, I felt like I had something to look forward to. I couldn’t wait to do my job, even though I wasn’t exactly excited about doing the actual work part of my job. 
 
    I got stuck in some traffic on the way. I tapped nervously on the steering wheel as I wondered if that horny slut was going to be there again. Would I get another blowjob? Could I coax her back into the basement with me?  
 
    I pulled up and grabbed my tools and hopped out of the car. I tried to act casual as I approached the house. The doorbell was still on the ground where it fell when I pressed on it the last time. I knocked hard and stepped back to give the door room to open. I only waited ten seconds before stepping down and walking around the side of the house. I had a feeling they were in the yard. I knew that I wasn’t supposed to walk into yards without permission, but I had a feeling the girls didn’t mind. They didn’t care when I saw them all suntanning topless a few days before, so they probably didn’t have very strict boundaries.  
 
    I went through that gate, but there was nobody in the yard. “Shit,” I whispered. I went back around to the front and saw that Katie was standing on her rotting porch, looking around. She turned to see me. “Sorry,” I said. “I thought you were in the back again.” 
 
    “No, I’m sorry. I should have answered the door quicker,” she said with a small smile. But she answered the door just fine—my giddy eagerness was the real issue.  
 
    “I guess I should take a look at that unit, huh? What’s wrong with it?” 
 
    “It started clunking last night, and then this morning it just wasn’t working. It won’t even spin when we turn it on.”  
 
    “I think I know what’s wrong with it. Sounds like a broken coil. A lot of these new units have cheap coils that can break really easily.” I forced a smile. “Funny that it’s a whole different problem than a few days ago.” 
 
    “That’s crazy!” she said, sounding genuinely surprised. She walked with me to the back yard. “Do you need anything from us?” 
 
    I looked up at her. “No. I don’t think so.”  
 
    She gave me a little smile, and then she turned and went into the house. My gut fluttered with disappointment. It wasn’t ideal: I sabotaged that unit so that I could spend a day staring at beautiful women again. Now, I was alone in a messy backyard, replacing a coil while I could have been home, watching a baseball game, or maybe playing a video game with some buddies online. I had to take the whole unit apart now. 
 
    I sighed. Maybe it was karma. I sabotaged the unit and now I was working for free on a Friday evening. I could hear the girls inside of the house, giggling as they ran around. It sounded like they were having a pillow fight—or maybe they were just teasing me, knowing that I longed to be inside with them. 
 
    Maybe it was time for me to find a girlfriend. Maybe the strange lust that I had for these girls was a sign that I needed to find my own girl—so I wasn’t going around sabotaging AC units to get closer to young women.  
 
    I pulled open the unit and then I remembered I needed to cut the power so I wouldn’t accidentally electrocute myself. I went to the back door and gently pushed it open. “Hey,” I called out. “I’m just going downstairs to cut the power to the AC unit.” Nobody answered, and maybe nobody heard me. There was nobody in sight, but I could hear pattering overhead and giggling from different directions. I went down the stairs and then I stopped as I saw a topless girl at the end of the basement hallway. She was just about to pull on a pajama top. She was already wearing the matching bottoms. “Sorry,” I said, looking away. She had great tits; they apparently all had great tits. 
 
    “It’s fine,” she said with a giggle. “I was just getting changed. I had to run my pajamas through the wash after last night.” 
 
    I turned back to her, now that she was clothed. “What happened last night?” I asked. I could feel myself blushing. 
 
    She smiled and shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know, but it seems to keep happening.” 
 
    She brushed by me, giving me a smell of her intoxicating perfume. I bit down on my lip and tried not to let my legs wobble too much. I went to the breaker and flipped off the AC unit so I could work safely. Then I made my way back to the stairs. I paused and looked back into the utility room. The washing machine and dryer were next to the breaker box. A curious part of me wanted to peek inside—or maybe it was the slightly perverted side of me. I approached the dryer and opened it, revealing a pile of panties and lacy pieces of lingerie. I took a deep breath, looking around to make sure nobody was watching me. I reached in and grabbed a lacy one-piece. I felt the soft fabric between my fingers and imagined it tight around the body of one of the girls.  
 
    Then I tossed the lingerie back into the dryer and closed the door quietly. I was getting carried away. I was being a creep. I needed to take a step back and control myself.  
 
    I went back upstairs, but I didn’t go back outside—not yet. I could still hear them giggling and I wanted to know what they were doing. I quickly thought of a good excuse, and then I started walking into the house. The old floorboards groaned under my feet. The hallways were narrow and there were way more doors in the house than I was expecting. I found myself at the base of the stairs.  
 
    I looked up. “Hello?” I called out. It was ten seconds later when two pretty faces poked out from up the stairs. They were giggling and red in the cheeks.  
 
    “Can we help you?” they asked without revealing their bodies, as if they were naked. 
 
    “Um,” I said. “I’m just wondering if anyone changed any settings on the thermostat. Do you just have the one thermostat in the house?”  
 
    “There’s one down by you, and there’s one up here,” one girl said, and then the other girl giggled. 
 
    “Right,” I said. “I actually already checked this one, and it looks fine. Mind if I look at the upstairs one?” 
 
    The girls looked at each other. “Okay. Come up,” they said, and then they ran off like playful children. My heart fluttered. I had no idea what was happening. I stepped up the stairs and then I reached the top. I looked up and down. The doors were all open but I couldn’t see in the rooms. I saw the thermostat. I approached it. The settings were all normal—which I already knew.  
 
    I took a deep breath and waited a moment. I still had no idea what the girls were doing, but I really wanted to know. So I stepped down the hall and poked my head into one of the rooms. Two of the girls were in the room, trying on lingerie. They looked at me.  
 
    I backed up. My heart skipped a beat. “I’m sorry,” I said.  
 
    “It’s okay,” one of the girls called out. “Do you need something?” 
 
    “I was just going to ask if you’ve, uh, had any issues with the thermostat.”  
 
    “I think it’s been fine,” one of the girls called out. Then a girl suddenly appeared in the doorway, wearing see-thru lingerie. She looked into my eyes with a big smirk. My heart fluttered and I forced a smile. Was I being a creep? Could these girls tell that I was just there try to score some action? Did they all know that I got a blowjob from one of their friends down in the basement? Were they all gossiping about me? 
 
    “Alright,” I said. “Sounds good.” I turned around and rushed back down the stairs. I was turning towards the back door when I saw a heart-pounding sight in the corner of my eye. I paused and looked over at a naked girl on the couch, on her stomach. Another girl in a bikini was sitting on her legs, rubbing what appeared to be moisturizer onto her bronzed skin. Both of the girls looked over at me at the same moment, and then I quickly spun away and went outside. I took a deep breath of fresh air as my heart took a moment to calm down. 
 
    Maybe this was worth it. Maybe sabotaging that AC unit and working overtime on a Friday was worth seeing some beautiful women.  
 
    It took me a moment to remember what I was doing. “The coil,” I said to myself, so I went to replace the coil.  
 
    The back door opened as I was finishing up. Two topless girls ran out of the house, giggling. Their tits bounced up and down. They had girly alcoholic drinks in their hands. One of the girls jumped into the pool with a splash, and the other was just about to when she noticed me. She didn’t cover her breasts as our gazes met. “Oh sorry—I didn’t know you were still here,” she said. 
 
    I looked at those perfect tits for a long moment before snapping my gaze away in an attempt to be a little bit respectful. “Oh,” I said. “I’m just finishing up. I’ll be out of your way in a minute.” 
 
    “Come into the pool with us,” said the other girl from the deep end of the small pool. 
 
    I laughed. “I’m on the clock,” I said. 
 
    “We won’t tell,” she said with a smile.  
 
    I paused. My heart fluttered again. “I didn’t bring a swimsuit.” 
 
    She reached down and a moment later, she tossed her tiny bottoms onto the edge of the pool. “You don’t need one,” she said with a wink. Her friend took her bottoms off with her back to me, and then she jumped into the pool. 
 
    “Come in,” she said again. “I promise you won’t regret it.” 
 
    I looked to the house. My head was spinning and my heart was pounding relentlessly. “I don’t know,” I said. “What would your friends think?” 
 
    “They might want to join. Come in. Don’t be a baby.”  
 
    I had one last screw to drive in. I did it quickly and then I stuffed my tools into my bag and went over to the pool. I bit down on my lip. “Come in. We’ll have fun,” said the girl with the dark brown eyes. “Take off your clothes.” 
 
    I felt like I was being seduced by sirens. I needed someone to tie me to the mast so I wouldn’t throw myself at the girls. But wasn’t this the whole reason I sabotaged that unit? Isn’t this why I came back on a Friday evening? I took off my shirt and tossed it aside. The girls’ faces lit up. I bent over and slid down my pants. I kept my boxers on as I climbed up. 
 
    “Take them off,” she said. “No undies in the pool.” 
 
    I could see the glimmer of their legs through the glistening water, but it was hard to make out details. I couldn’t turn the girls down. And luckily, I was already a bit aroused, so I knew that my cock was going to look big. I grabbed my boxers and slid them to the ground. I quickly climbed into the pool. The water was warm. The girls giggled. One of them floated onto her back, covering her pussy with her hand as she gently kicked. “You’re cute,” she said. 
 
    “Thanks, I guess,” I said. 
 
    “Is our AC going to work now?” the other girl asked, wading over to me. Her breasts floated magically in that water; it was impossible not to look at her big, perky nipples.  
 
    I tried to look away, and then she giggled. She cupped her breasts with her hands and pulled them up as high as they would go. “You can look at them,” she said. “They’re new. I’m pretty proud of them.” 
 
    I smiled and then awkwardly looked down at her breasts. “They’re nice,” I said.  
 
    “She has the best tits,” her friend said, swimming around behind her. She reached around and squeezed her friend’s tits, making her friend giggle. “Feel them.” 
 
    I paused.  
 
    “It’s okay,” she said, swimming closer. “You can feel them. They feel super real.” 
 
    I bit hard on my tongue before lifting up my hands. I cupped her breasts and I squeezed. They really did feel real. I couldn’t even see the slightest scars, so it was hard to believe that they were fake. “They’re nice,” I said. 
 
    “Let me see if you’re lying,” she said. Then she reached down and grabbed my cock, making me gasp. “You’re not even hard!” she said. Her friend giggled. “If you don’t like them, you can be honest with me.” 
 
    “What?” I said, feeling my face turning red. “I’m not lying. I—I’m just a little bit nervous, is all. I mean—I don’t even know your names, and I could get in a lot of trouble if my boss were to find out about this.” 
 
    “We won’t tell anyone,” she said, and then she started to massage my cock with her hand. “But only because you’re big.”  
 
    “Let me see,” her friend said, swimming up next to her pal. She reached down and grabbed my cock from the other girl. She stroked up and down. “Bigger than me,” she said. 
 
    I laughed awkwardly, not really getting the joke.  
 
    “He isn’t bigger than me, though,” said the friend. 
 
    The girls looked at each other. “You’re probably the same.” 
 
    “I’m thicker.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” I said, letting another awkward laugh slip out. 
 
    “Feel,” she said, taking my hand. She brought it down between her friend’s legs. I felt something long a thick. It moved as I grazed it. My fingers curiously curled around it, to see what it was. And then my heart stopped beating momentarily as I realized what I was now feeling. I remained frozen for a long moment, unable to let go in my state of shock. I didn’t want to offend her—or maybe I should say him. I was holding a cock. I could feel it throbbing and growing in my hand. 
 
    I suddenly came to my senses and let go. “You’re—You’re a transgender?” I said, now feeling my face turning white. 
 
    I looked into her eyes, which seemed impossibly female. They were brown and big, and her eyelashes were long and thick. Her cheekbones were high and her lips were plump and full. How could she be a man? Was this some sort of joke?  
 
    I looked down and could make out a lump on her throat. Maybe she really was a man. Maybe I was now looking at an Adam’s apple.  
 
    “You don’t have a problem with that, do you?” she asked with a little grin. 
 
    “Let me guess, you’re one of those guys who thinks trans girls should have small dicks,” her friend said, rolling her eyes. 
 
    “What?” I looked from girl to girl. My heart was now pounding faster than ever. I could feel the blood leaving my brain as I became lightheaded. “I don’t discriminate,” I said, sounding stupid even to myself. The girls both giggled. 
 
    “Then let’s have some fun,” said the brown-eyed trans chick. She turned around and swam to the edge of the pool. She gripped the edge and looked back at me, over her shoulder. “Put it in me.” 
 
    “What?” I said. 
 
    “Don’t be shy,” her friend said, taking my arm and pulling me towards the trans girl.  
 
    “I don’t know. I—I’m still on the clock.” 
 
    “Stop with the clock. We’re not going to get you in trouble.” She reached down and grabbed my cock. She began massaging it, but I was in too much shock to brush that hand away. “Get it up so you can get it in.” 
 
    “I really need to be going,” I said as she led me right up to the turned around trans girl. It didn’t help that the pumping was actually getting me hard—I was already almost hard before this whole trans debacle—and the friction wasn’t making my situation any better. I didn’t want to fuck a trans girl. I only fucked real girls. I was straight. I never had any gay thoughts in my head, and that’s the way I liked it. The friend went behind me and pushed me forward, so that my body pressed up against the soft, warm trans body. “Look, ladies. I think there’s been some sort of misunderstanding.” 
 
    “That boner speaks for itself,” the trans girl said. My cock was pressed against her bum. “You want it. Don’t over think it. You can have it.” She looked back at me over her shoulder again before pushing her bum back and bending over. Now my erection was cradled between her perky butt cheeks. I bit hard on my tongue and squirmed, letting out a small groan.  
 
    “Fuck her brains out,” the friend said, putting her hands on my shoulders and rubbing as if I was a prize fighter.  
 
    I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. I didn’t like what was happening. I didn’t like this pressure. I didn’t like that my erection refused to go away. And more than anything, I didn’t like that I was actually considering it. I mean—it’s not like she looked like a man. Her asshole would feel no different than the asshole of a real, biological woman. So what did I have to lose? It would feel good. She smelled good and she looked pretty. 
 
    No—she looked like a transgender. I could see it now: the slight Adam’s apple and the slightly broad shoulders. Even her voice had a hint of masculine in it, which I could detect now that I knew the truth. I knew she was a man—so why wasn’t I pulling myself out from that pool? It’s not like the girls were restraining me. It’s not like they were blackmailing me. I was still a free man.  
 
    “He needs. bit of help,” the girl said behind me. She reached around and grabbed my erection. She tilted it down, sliding my tip down the trans girl’s crack.  
 
    “Right there,” the trans girl said as my tip pressed against her rubbery asshole. Then they began to work together, pushing my cock into that hole as she pushed her bum back into my lap. I groaned and closed my eyes, still trying to muster up the courage to run away. And then I suddenly felt it penetrate: I felt my tip enter into that hole, and then I watched as the trans girl’s body tensed up. Her back curved and a gasp escaped her lips. I was inside of her—only with an inch of my cock, but still inside. I could feel her anal walls tightening around my tip as she clenched. She looked back at me again, looking into my eyes with her stunning brown eyes.  
 
    “Fuck me,” she said. 
 
    And my reservations suddenly fluttered away. How could I say no? I put my hands on her soft sides and I pushed forward. It was hard to enter her without proper lubrication. The pool water was making it a bit difficult—but it almost felt like there was already some lubricant in her hole. I could feel a slippery squishing, as if she fingered some lube into her hole before jumping into the pool.  
 
    The girl behind me swam away, giving us some space. I hardly noticed her, suddenly focused entirely on my fling. I pushed hard, sliding deeper and deeper. “Put it all in me,” she said. “I want to feel every fucking inch of your thick cock.” So I kept pushing, until my pelvis was pressed hard into her bum and my tip was somewhere in her stomach. She let out a loud moan, then I started pumping.  
 
    The water sloshed around us. I gripped her sides hard so she wouldn’t budge out of place. I didn’t stop thrusting. I kept pushing in and pulling out, almost entirely, stretching out her tight hole. “Make me come,” she moaned. And it was a second before I realized again that she wasn’t a woman, and to come for her meant to ejaculate into the pool. The thought was a bit disturbing—thinking of being in a pool with someone else’s cum—but at the same time, I was aroused. My brain wasn’t thinking straight and my priorities were all messed up. I gripped her harder and pumped her faster.  
 
    Then the other girl came back up behind me. “Stay still. Don’t freak out on me,” she said, and then I felt something hard press up between my butt cheeks. It was dull and warm and throbbing: another cock. I gasped and looked back at the girl.  
 
    “You… You’re one too?” I said.  
 
    She giggled. “Yeah,” she said. “Everyone here is.”  
 
    “Keep fucking me,” the girl in front of me said. I looked forward, now trying to process everything that was happening. I didn’t want to let my fling down, but I also didn’t want a cock in my ass. I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t know how to process what was happening. Was I going to regret this? Was I making a giant mistake? Was it already too late to do anything about it? I wasn’t far away from coming. My cock was tingling and her asshole felt amazing: tighter and warmer than any pussy I’d ever been inside of.  
 
    But I needed to remind myself that I was straight, and that I was only doing this because she looked and felt and smelled like a girl. So I reached around and grabbed both of her breasts. I squeezed them hard, feeling her perky, wet nipples against the palms of my hands.  
 
    My own cock was harder than ever before. I was revved up. My blood was pumping so hard that I was worried my veins were going to burst. I wanted to unload my cum into that trans chick, and I was doing my best to ignore the girl behind me, who now had her tip pressed against my asshole; she was using both of her hands to spread my butt cheeks wide. 
 
    I tried clenching, but it was hard to stay clenched while I pumped the girl in front of me. I could feel that there was something goopy on her cock: maybe a lubricant that she went to get while I was penetrating her friend. It must have been a lubricant, because she managed to penetrate my hole even though I was clenching.  
 
    I groaned, finding myself in the middle of a bisexual orgy—or maybe it was just a gay orgy. We were all technically men—though there were four tits in the mix. I was so confused. I shouldn’t have ever sabotaged that AC unit. Sure, my job would have remained boring, but maybe that’s the way it was supposed to be: boring. I liked boring. I liked predictable. I liked paying the bills and cruising through life. Or did I?  
 
    I closed my eyes, feeling that long cock sliding into me. At least it wasn’t too thick—at least it wasn’t stretching me painfully. But it still felt weird; I could feel it throbbing inside of my body. I could feel that swollen tip, pushing through my anal cavern. And I could feel her hands, caressing my sides as I continued to fuck her friend.  
 
    “Oh God,” I groaned. I felt embarrassed. I felt like I’d been set up. And now I was realizing that I got a blowjob in the basement from one of the girls—and she was probably a trans girl too. I’d already lost my man-on-man virginity before I even realized it.  
 
    It was so wrong, but it felt so good. I was pumping her fast now, and she was moaning loudly, bent over the edge of that pool. That cock in my ass was thrusting slowly, but hitting some sort of sweet spot, making my legs wobble and my cock tingle. The stimulation was intense, pulsing all over. My head was spinning and I was losing control of my thoughts. I began to tremble all over. I pulled the brown-eyed trans girl closed to me and I began to fill her hole with cum. And that’s when I noticed the rogue strands of white floating in the water, coming up from the brown-eyed beauty. She already came and now her cum was floating in the pool, slowly making its way to the pool filter. 
 
    A big strange clung onto my arm. I tried to wipe it away, but it only spread on my skin.  
 
    Then the girl behind me gasped. She thrusted her cock deep, making me tense up. Then I felt her discharging inside of me: filling me with her hot goo. We all came. It was a weird feeling, being able to feel every little pulse and every splash of cum. It was an even weirder feeling when she pulled out and I felt it gush out of me, into that pool. When I stepped back from the brown-eyed girl, I watched as my own cum gushed out from her bum and floated up to the surface.  
 
    “Looks like we’ll need to run the pool cleaner,” said the girl behind me with a giggle, as if it was cute or silly. She wasn’t as shocked as me that we’d just had a homosexual three-way. She wasn’t disgusted like me about the fact there was cum floating all around us.  
 
    I didn’t know what to say. I felt so ashamed and humiliated. I couldn’t look the girls in the eyes, even though I just had my cock deep in that perky ass.  
 
    I climbed out of the pool, feeling more and more embarrassed with each passing moment. 
 
    “Don’t you want to hang out with us? We’re throwing a big party tonight,” one of the girls said from the pool. 
 
    It was a moment before I was able to look back. “I really need to get going,” I said. I still couldn’t look into their eyes. “Thanks though. Your AC should be working fine now.” And then I remembered that I still needed to turn the power back on to the unit. “I’ll just go power it back up.” 
 
    “Okay. Bye.” They both waved at me, and then they giggled once I was halfway to the door, pulling my shirt back on so I wasn’t embarrassingly naked. I was getting my clothes wet. I probably should have asked for a towel, but I was too embarrassed—I just wanted to get out of there.  
 
    I went down to the basement and flicked the breaker back on. I waited a moment until I heard the air conditioner humming. I held my hand by the vent until I felt cold air, and then I turned to leave. But I paused, looking over at the furnace.  
 
    In about six weeks, the weather would cool off enough that they would need the heat. There was nobody around, and I knew how to easily and quickly break a furnace in a way that it would be easy enough to fix.  
 
    I didn’t want to come back to that house. I didn’t want to see those trans girls again. But there was a strange part of me that wanted to have the option. Maybe I was full of shame, but coming in that girl’s tush felt good. It was possibly the most euphoric five minutes of my life. I could always tell the girls that I couldn’t make it if they called me. I could always pass them onto the dispatch girl at the office—or I could answer the call myself. There was no harm in giving myself the option. 
 
    So I went to the furnace, popped open the cover, and then I used a screwdriver to loosen the flame sensor. It was the easiest fix in the world, but not one that any normal person would know how to do. It was as simple as popping the sensor back into place, and maybe I would be the one to do it when they called in six to eight weeks.  
 
    I packed up my tools and left quietly through the back gate. I moved quickly to my car and then I let out a big, deep breath once I was a block away and around the corner.  
 
    I couldn’t believe what I’d done. I couldn’t believe that I’d had sex with a pair of trans girls. I couldn’t even believe that there was an entire sorority filled with trans girls. It seemed so unreal, yet my bum was perfectly sore to serve as a reminder that it was true. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER III 
 
    The first week after that three-way in the pool was tough. I struggled to sleep and I wrestled with what felt like a mild form of PTSD. Masturbating was difficult. Every session, even when I was watching pornography, included a visit in my mind from those girls. I felt like I could still feel her tight anal walls clenching my cock. And as I stroked myself, I would find myself remembering that sweet spot in my ass. I even caught myself considering prodding myself, just so I could feel that tingling euphoria again. 
 
    But I knew it was wrong, so I tried hard to forget about what happened. And as the days went by, I really did forget about that evening in the pool. With each passing day, the memory felt more and more like a dream. After three long weeks, I was almost convinced that it was a dream. It seemed too unreal to be true. How could there really be a sorority house filled with horny, convincing trans girls? It seemed like the fantasy of a very, very special person.  
 
    So I did the best to go on with my life. I tried to watch the most vanilla porn that I could find, and I fought away every urge to put things into my bum. It got easier. And one day, I got just what I needed: the perfect reminder that I was straight. 
 
    I got called to a house to fix my first furnace of the year. It was the end of September, and I was surprised when I was told that it was a furnace problem, because it was so hot that the province had put out a severe heat warning. I showed up to the house and a sweaty young woman answered the door. Her skin was glistening, and she was wearing nothing but a bra and panties. She covered her chest with her forearm. “The furnace won’t turn off. I have no idea what’s happening.” Her house was insanely hot, like stepping into an oven. I was sweating before I reached her basement stairs. 
 
    “Let’s take a look,” I said. She led me down to the basement and then she stood in the room while I popped open the furnace’s panel. She could have easily just shut the power off to the furnace, but I wasn’t surprised that she didn’t think about doing it. She was clearly a renter and renters generally had no idea how to operate a furnace. Hell, homeowners didn’t even have a clue. If the average person knew the first thing about their furnace, I would have been out of a job.  
 
    I couldn’t help but look over at her. Her cleavage was glistening with sweat. She had her damp hair slicked back. She was a beautiful woman. The dampness between her legs made her panties slightly see-thru—I don’t think she realized I could pretty much see her entire pussy. 
 
    “How long has it been like this?” I asked. 
 
    “Days,” she said. She obviously wasn’t terribly bright if her furnace had been pumping heat into her house for days and she never thought to flick the very well labeled power switch right on the front of the unit.  
 
    “I can fix it,” I said, flicking that switch. “I’m thinking it’s a problem with your thermostat, not your furnace. Give me a few minutes to poke around. 
 
    But she didn’t go away. She stood there and watched. It was something older people occasionally did, to make sure I wasn’t poking around their house and stealing stuff. Nobody ever had anything worth stealing anyway.  
 
    It was hard to focus with her there. It was tough to focus being able to see that plump pussy in her damp panties. I didn’t really want to look away from it—it was the perfect reminder that I needed: I was straight.  
 
    “You look nice,” I said. I didn’t normally compliment my clients—it was actually against the rules to be flirty with women. Our HR department was terrified of a lawsuit, and rightfully so. 
 
    She smiled. “Thank you.”  
 
    “I don’t often get to see beautiful women in their underwear while on the job.”  
 
    She laughed, sounding flattered and not creeped out—which was nice. I was worried my compliment would freak her out.  
 
    I tinkered with her unit, but kept finding my gaze moving back to her.  
 
    “Why don’t you come look at this dirt buildup. This might be why your unit won’t turn off,” I said. It wasn’t true; I just wanted her to come closer to me and I wanted to see her bend over. She walked in front of me and bent over. I looked at her ass. She had cute freckles down her back and on her bum.  
 
    But as she bent over, I found myself remembering the sight of that trans girl bending over in the pool. My heart fluttered and my stomach churned. I suddenly found myself imagining a cock between the girl’s legs. I knew she didn’t have one, but now my mind was running wild.  
 
    She stood up and turned to me. “It does look dirty. I guess I should have been cleaning it. Who knows to do that?” she said. 
 
    “Well, not many people sadly,” I said. She was close to me now. I could smell a hint of body odour, which was actually a bit of a turn on. I tried hard not to look down at her glistening tits. “I’ll give it a clean for you. I won’t charge you. Usually it’s a hundred-dollar fee.”  
 
    “Really?” she said. “That’s so sweet of you.” She gently bit her lip. I wanted to throw myself at her.  
 
    “Don’t mention it,” I said. “It’ll take me a minute to clean, then I’ll take a look at your thermostat.”  
 
    I turned back to the unit and she kept standing there, as if she was expecting me to say something else. I looked up at her. “You can go relax if you want.” 
 
    “I don’t mind watching,” she said with a small grin. “I like to learn.”  
 
    “Sure,” I said. So she watched me as I cleaned her furnace with a few old rags. She inched closer to me, bending over me, grazing me with her sweaty skin. I had a feeling she wanted it. She wanted me to bend her over and fuck her. She wanted me to squeeze her tits and slap her sweaty ass.  
 
    She bent over next to me. “It looks so much cleaner,” she said, turning to look at me. Then I leaned over and kissed her on the lips. I put my hand on her sweaty thigh.  
 
    She recoiled suddenly, gasping and wiping her lips. “What are you doing? Are you nuts? Get out of my house!” She jumped up, leaving me with a horrible sinking feeling. I felt sick. Did I misread her signs?  
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. 
 
    “Just get out of my house,” she said. 
 
    “I still haven’t fixed the furnace. Do you want me to fix it?” 
 
    “I said get out!” She pointed to the door, so I packed up my things and I left with my head down and my tail between my legs. I felt so embarrassed. I made a huge fool of myself. Thankfully she didn’t report me. Thankfully I didn’t lose my job over the humiliating incident. And the silver lining was that I was now confident that I was straight. I spent the rest of my day with the image of her damp pussy in my mind and a smirk on my face. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    It was the middle of October when I got the call. I didn’t recognize the number, so I assumed it was a telemarketer. Then they called again. I ignored the second call. Instead of leaving a voice message, they left a text message. “Our furnace isn’t working! Any chance you can come by to fix it for us?” the message read. I spent a few minutes scratching my head, trying to figure out who had my personal number. I never gave it out. Whenever a client asked for it, I always gave them dispatch’s number—or a fake number if I really didn’t like the person. 
 
    It finally clicked: the girls from the sorority house were messaging me. I’d forgotten about the sabotaged furnace. I’d scrubbed that strange sorority house from my memory over the couple of months since I’d last visited. Now, my heart was suddenly racing.  
 
    I thought about messaging dispatch, and telling them to give the girls a call. Their AC unit was under warranty but their furnace wasn’t. I knew that they were broke, so there didn’t seem like much point in going over there. I didn’t want to pointlessly lose the hours of work because the girls assumed they would get the work done for free—and I didn’t want to get pulled into another shameful and regretful romp with a bunch of a trans girls. 
 
    But a part of me was afraid of them reaching out to the head office. I didn’t want them asking about me. I was pretty sure that they wouldn’t rat me out about the three-way in the pool or the blowjob in the basement, but I didn’t need head office knowing that I did a job for the girls without reporting it; I didn’t need my bosses to start asking questions. I was already on thin ice with all of the customer complaints that I was getting on a weekly basis.  
 
    I let the message sit unanswered, but I knew I couldn’t let it sit long. I was becoming increasingly paranoid that they would reach out to my boss and ask about me. I didn’t want them asking about me. I didn’t want anyone knowing that they existed; there was a tiny chance that someone might find out that I had a three-way with a pair of biological men. Sure, they were beautiful and convincing, but my coworkers had no way of knowing of believing it.  
 
    It was getting colder out. That day was especially cold, with frost sticking around until the middle of the day before forming again late in the evening. It had already snowed a few times and now some of that snow was hanging around in the shadows. Those trans girls were probably desperate for a working furnace. 
 
    “I can come later today,” I replied. And then I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I knew that I could fix the furnace quickly. I just had to pop open the cover for the flame sensor and click it back into place. I could be in and out in less than five minutes. Maybe I would look weird rushing in and out, but their furnace would work so they probably wouldn’t ask any questions.  
 
    I packed up my tools. My stomach groaned. It’s not where I wanted to spend my afternoon, but it had to be done. I had to tie up all of the loose ends. I regretted sabotaging that furnace. I had my out and I should have taken it. Now I had to see those girls one more time.  
 
    It was 2:00 PM when I pulled up to their house. I had my window down as I was smoking a cigarette. The air outside was cold, making my fingers tremble—or maybe it was the terror of going inside making them tremble. I tossed out my cigarette and then I looked up at the big, old house. It somehow looked ten years older, as if it was about to topple over. More paint had peeled off the wooden siding, and the shingles were all warped and crumbling. I could see weeds growing in the gutters and in the old flower boxes that probably hadn’t contained flowers for twenty-five years.  
 
    I took my tools to the front door. I took another deep breath. That doorbell was still on the ground where it fell after my first visit. The same abandoned cans were scattered in the tall grass, which was now yellow and dead from the frost.  
 
    I knocked heavily on the door and took a step back. I waited as a cool breeze whistled around the old home. I looked over at the window to my right, which was cracked and boarded with plywood. It was hard to imagine anyone lived in that house. It seemed abandoned—not even fit for a squatter. Yet somehow a dozen pretty girls lived inside.  
 
    I knocked again. My stomach churned again. My heart fluttered again. I took a deep breath again. And then I watched as the door opened. A girl with strawberry blonde bangs poked her head out. “Can I help you?” she asked with a quiet voice. 
 
    “I’m here to fix the furnace,” I said. 
 
    She stared at me for a long moment, looking from my eyes to my crotch and then back to my eyes. Or maybe the crotch glance was just in my head. Maybe my paranoia was just beginning to swirl out of control. I needed to get the job done quickly before I became a complete mess. I knew that I had a tendency for misreading people. In two months, I’d made three awkward blunders: the one with the girl in the bra and panties, and then two more awkward blunders when I asked girls for their phone numbers, thinking that they were into me; they weren’t. One of the girls lied about having a boyfriend (even though I heard her on the phone with her friend, talking about how great it was being single), and the other complained to head office, which was embarrassing.  
 
    “Can I show you where to go?” the girl with the bangs asked. 
 
    “I know the way. I’ve been here before,” I smiled and skirted past her. Now I was on a mission. I needed to get the job done fast. I went straight down the hallway and turned towards the basement stairs. I saw the door and went straight for it. I grabbed the handle and pulled the door open, stepping towards the steps before I had a chance to realize I was walking into a closet. I knocked over the broom and then I nearly knocked a shelf off the wall. “Shit,” I said as I covered my face when the big bottle of bleach nearly tipped over. 
 
    “Are you okay?” the girl with the bangs asked. 
 
    “I’m fine. I—I remember the basement stairs being here,” I said. “I guess it’s been a while since I’ve been here.” I forced a small laugh and scratched the back of my neck. I was overwhelmed. Maybe I was just turned around. I’d never entered through the front door before—only the back door. I looked around. The whole house seemed different. Things weren’t where they were supposed to be. Or maybe I was just going insane. Maybe that swimming pool romp never really did happen—and the basement blowjob probably wasn’t real either. “Mind showing me the way?” I said. 
 
    So she showed me down two long hallways, to a door that I was certain I’d never seen before. She opened it, revealing the basement stairs. I went down, and even the basement seemed to have a different layout: now just one long hallway with the utility room at the far end. I was sure that the utility room had been an immediate left before. “There it is,” the girl said. “Do you need me to help you with anything?”  
 
    “I’m okay,” I said. “I think I’ll be fast. I think I already know what the problem is.” 
 
    She stared at me for a long moment, making my skin tingle and turn cold. “How could you know that?” she said with a small laugh. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “Just a hunch, I guess.” 
 
    “Okay. Well I’ll leave you to it.” 
 
    She walked away. I took a deep breath and turned to the unit. I sunk down to my knees. I just needed to be fast. I needed to get out of there before anyone came and tried to seduce me. Or even the thought of seeing one of those girls from the pool again—or the girl from the basement, who gave me the blowjob. 
 
    I popped off the cover and quickly located the flame sensor shield. I used my wrench to pull the few little bolts out. I kept looking to the doorway, expecting a naked girl with a big cock to be standing there, smirking at me. But the house was silent. Nobody was coming down to see me. Maybe nobody knew that I was there except for that naive girl with the bangs. Or maybe they were all out at some afternoon party.  
 
    I popped the shield off of the flame sensor and I clicked the sensor back into place. I flicked on the machine and watched as the flame lit and stayed lit. I let out a long sigh of relief before putting the guard back into place. I looked back at the doorway, but the place was still empty. I started getting a weird sensation rumbling inside of me. Did the girls move out? If so, who contacted me? And who was the girl with the bangs?  
 
    I put the cover back on the furnace and then I walked out to the hallway. I looked around. “I’m all done here,” I called out. “It should be working fine now. Don’t worry about a charge—I’ll just keep this one off the books.”  
 
    But there was no response. The house was empty: desolate. I felt like I was going insane. I felt like I just fixed a furnace in a long-abandoned home. Then who was the girl? Was she a ghost? 
 
    I walked down the hallway to the stairs. I turned the corner, but there were no stairs there, just an open closet door. I laughed nervously. Was I turned around again? I could feel beads of cold sweat tickling the back of my neck. 
 
    “Alright,” I said, turning around. I went to try the other doors in the area. I must have just not been paying very close attention. But the doors all led to their own cold, empty, musty rooms. One room had water dripping from a pipe, splashing on the cold cement floor. Another room had no working lights, so I couldn’t see more than five feet into the large space. Another room was small and empty, with only an old child’s rocking horse in the corner.  
 
    I was getting chills. The place wasn’t right. And that staircase was nowhere. “Hello?” I called out. “I’m done! Could someone show me the way out?” 
 
    But nobody answered. Now my heart was starting to flutter. I was becoming claustrophobic quickly. I bit down on my tongue and tried to force a smile. Maybe they were messing with me. But how could they be messing with me? How could they make a staircase disappear?  
 
    I found a door that I hadn’t yet opened. It actually looked a bit like the door I came in through. It must have been the door to the stairs. I recognized the brass handle. I smiled as I turned the knob and stepped through. But there were no stairs, just a large room with a vintage bed and a small lamp, which was turned on. I paused for a moment, noticing an open closet door. “Hello?” I said. 
 
    Then a beautiful woman stepped into the room from that closet. She was wearing lingerie and scrappy high heel shoes. She didn’t look at me, as if she didn’t notice me standing there. She climbed up onto the bed, onto her hands and knees, and then she turned her bum to me. Her body was perfect. She was all dolled up, hair and makeup and all. Her skin appeared to be flawless—but there was something that I couldn’t not see: the bulge between her legs. It was tucked into the small triangle of satin fabric, but it was obvious nonetheless: a long shaft and a pair of balls. She was trans, just like the rest of the girls in the house. 
 
    But there were no other girls in the house. Even the girl with the bangs seemed to have vanished from existence. 
 
    I cleared my throat as I stared at the girl’s nearly-bare ass. “Um,” I said. “I’m just looking for the exit. I’m all done here.” 
 
    She didn’t reply, as if I was a ghost. Was she a ghost? What was happening? Where did the stairway go and why was there a beautiful woman posing for nothing? She reached around back with one of her hands and she gently pulled her bottoms to the side, exposing her asshole and a gleam of her ball sack. She puckered her hole, as if she was inviting me inside of her. Then she tugged her panties more, making her semi-erect shaft fall down. She grabbed it and pulled it downwards, stretching it out, as if she was trying to use it to seduce me. 
 
    My body trembled. “Excuse me,” I said. “I’m just looking for the way out.” 
 
    She kept stroking herself, making her cock longer and thicker and harder, as if I wasn’t there. Was this a prank? Was I being set up? Or was a really looking at some sort of ghost? I felt like I was in a haunted house—or maybe that hotel in The Shining. Was this girl about to transform into a rotting old woman?  
 
    I took a step into the room. Maybe she just couldn’t hear me. Maybe I needed to get her attention. “Hello,” I said. She rolled over and sat on the edge of the bed. Now she was looking into my eyes. She waved me over with one finger. “I really need to be going now,” I said. My heart puttered down into my stomach. Her cock was out of her panties, standing tall, throbbing, erect. I took another few steps towards her, now finding myself inside of her perfume bubble. She smelled nice. Her cock was big and veiny. “Can you hear me?” I asked. 
 
    “Take off your pants,” she whispered. 
 
    “I don’t know if that’s a good idea,” I said. 
 
    She suddenly stood up and walked towards me. Her hands went right for my belt. I froze. She looked into my eyes the whole time: pulling away my belt, unzipping my fly, and tugging down my pants. Then she stuck two of her fingers into her mouth and sucked them in a sensual way. She reached that same hand around me and pressed the fingers up into my butthole. I gasped and bit down on my tongue. I don’t know why I wasn’t moving. I felt so awkwardly, with her erection just inches from my abdomen, and her wet fingertips pressing into my butthole.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. “But really—I should be going.”  
 
    She nudged my legs wide with her foot, and then she put her hands on my hips. Then she pulled me down with her, onto that bed. I’m not entirely sure how she managed it, getting me on her lap with my knees at her sides. I could feel her big erection pressing up between my legs. She was still looking into my eyes, still smiling in that seductive way. I had no idea if she was real. I felt like I was dreaming. Nothing about this made any sense. It must have been a dream—or something unexplainable: a ghost, a hallucination, or maybe just a mental breakdown.  
 
    She found my hole with her throbbing tip. She caressed my sides with her gentle fingers, grazing me with her manicured fingernails. I desperately tried to think of something to say, to get myself out of this romp. 
 
    “I’m straight,” I managed to say, and I had no idea why those were the words that came out from my mouth. She just smirked, and then suddenly she pushed inside of me. I gasped, tensing up all over. I could feel her throbbing inside of me: only two inches, but it felt like two feet. I clenched hard and squirmed as I groaned. She just kept smirking as she pulsed inside of my body. Another inch went into me, and then another. She was using her hands to pull my hips down, forcing me down onto her lap. “You’re too big,” I said through clenched teeth, but again she didn’t reply. 
 
    It wasn’t long before I could feel her entire length in my body, curving through my cavern and pulsing against my tight anal walls. I let out a loud groan, and then she began thrusting up and out, over and over, holding me still by the hips. I managed to take ten thrusts, then I bent over and went limp. I pressed my face into her shoulder and her arms wrapped around me. She kept thrusting, harder and harder. “Oh God,” I groaned. 
 
    Then a set of fingers slipped under my chin. They turned my face to the side, and that’s when I saw the girl with the bangs, now naked, with her small perky tits out along with her long, narrow erection. It was throbbing, curved perfectly like a banana. She pressed her tip to my lips, and for some reason I opened my mouth. She pushed her cock inside of my mouth. Then she started thrusting, and my natural reaction was to suck.  
 
    I had two cocks in me: one in my mouth and one in my asshole. They seemed to thrust in sync with each other: one went in as one pulled out. The long banana cock pushed down into my throat and I gagged. She pulled out, showing off that long glistening shaft. Then she walked around behind me. I felt her hands press down on my back, and then I felt the weight of the mattress shift towards the end as she climbed up. She was mounting me, sliding her cock into the mix. Her friend stopped thrusting for a moment as she pushed her tip against the shaft of her friend. 
 
    “No,” I said, but my body was doing nothing to fight it. She started pushing in. There was a pain as my hole stretched to accommodate a second cock. I groaned and bit hard on my tongue, almost drawing blood. She pushed harder, and then suddenly she penetrated.  
 
    I screamed with two cocks in my ass. I felt all of their hands on me. I didn’t look back, but it felt like more than four hands. The cock started thrusting. My hole kept stretching, painfully at first, and then it went numb. A euphoria swelled inside of me, tingling in the tip of my now-erect penis. I was being fucked by two trans girls at the same time.  
 
    The tingling between my legs was strong and getting stronger. I groaned loudly and I tried to clench, to stop them from thrusting so hard and so deep, but my clenching didn’t stop them.  
 
    Suddenly, I came. I blasted that beautiful trans girl’s chest with hot cum. It streaked up her body and ruined her cute outfit. It was only a few seconds later when I felt one of them unload in my asshole. She emptied her shaft before pulling out, then the girl behind me fucked my sloppy, stretched hole for another thirty seconds before adding her own goo to the mix. When she pulled out, it all poured out of me. My butthole stung, but the euphoria tingling inside of me was what kept me limp on that bed. The girls rolled me onto my back on that mattress. They both left the room, leaving me alone until I had the energy to pull myself back up. I looked down at the bed and saw the big puddle of cum that had poured out of me. 
 
    “Hello?” I called out. 
 
    And now the house was silent again. I jumped to my feet and pulled up my pants. That terror and dread was quickly filling my body again. I went into the hallway and I was prepared to break a window to get out, and then I noticed the open door at the end of the hallway, exposing the stairway.  
 
    “What the fuck?” I whispered. I went to it and looked up. My heart was pounding. It was the door that I tried first. It was nothing before. That staircase was gone. What was happening? Where did the girls go? 
 
    I went upstairs. “Hello?” I called out. Nobody answered. I saw that the front door was hanging open on its hinges, squeaking as the breeze made it sway. I needed to get the hell out of there or I was going to faint from the terror. I ran out with my tools and I got into my car and drove off. There was something wrong about that sorority house. The girls who lived inside weren’t real. 
 
    But if they weren’t real, then why was my asshole stretched out, and why was cum still trickling out into my boxers?  
 
    I felt sick. Something was wrong. Whatever happened in that house wasn’t supposed to happen—and maybe it didn’t happen. Maybe I really was losing my mind. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I was convinced that there was something supernatural and spooky happening in that house. It simply couldn’t be a sorority house filled with trans girls. I lost lots of sleep over the next few days, while my asshole healed from the double pounding, I received in that basement.  
 
    It seemed impossible to me that there could even be twelve beautiful trans girls attending the same college. I wasn’t a mathematician, but the odds seemed low, seeing as it wasn’t a massive university. But I had an idea. If it really was a sorority, then it should be registered with the school. I decided to make a call. “I’m trying to find out some information on the sorority house on University Drive—the one with the purple paint.  
 
    “Do you know what it’s called? There are a few sorority houses on University Drive. It’s the main road through the university,” the woman said on the phone. 
 
    “Well, I’m not sure, but the address is 222 University Drive. I don’t know the name.” 
 
    “What’s this about?” she asked.  
 
    I thought for a moment. I didn’t know how I was going to get any information. “Can you tell me anything about it?” 
 
    “Sorry, sir, but what is this about?” she asked.  
 
    “I need to, uh, make a complaint,” I said. “A noise complaint. I live in the area, and—uh—they were having a party. It kept me up all night.”  
 
    “When was this?” she asked. 
 
    I thought for a moment. “Last night.”  
 
    “And this was a sorority party, at 222 University Drive?” she said. Why did she sound so strange? Why wasn’t she just giving me some information. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know if I want to make a complaint. Maybe you can just give me some information on the sorority. What’s their deal? I don’t mind the odd party, but…” I had no idea where I was going with my plan. I just wanted to hear her say something like, ‘Oh yes, that’s an all-trans sorority house’, and then I could go on with my day, knowing that it was a real place and not just some strange figment of my imagination.  
 
    “There is no sorority on 222 University Drive.” 
 
    “There isn’t?” I said. 
 
    “It’s an abandoned house, sir,” she said. “The property is owned by the university. There have been plans for years to tear it down to turn it into a neighborhood cafe.”  
 
    I froze and bit down on my tongue. I could feel my skin turning cold. Did I have sex with a bunch of ghosts? Was I fixing furnaces in abandoned houses? What was wrong with me? And if it was abandoned, who was calling me to the house? “Are you sure?” I asked. 
 
    “Positive. I’m looking at the property information now.” 
 
    “I understand,” I said. “Maybe it was just some kids who went in there to party. You’d better go check to make sure they didn’t do any damage.” I forced a laugh, and then I hung up the phone. My heart was pounding now. Ghosts weren’t real and neither were haunted houses. Hell, I didn’t think convincing, beautiful trans girls were real either—but now I really wasn’t so sure. Though maybe they weren’t real. Maybe none of it was real. Maybe the boredom of my repetitive job finally made me crack. Maybe I was living in some sort of fantasy land in my head. But where did the fantasy come from? Since when did I have any interest in trans women?  
 
    They were all I could think of now. Ever since that girl plugged me in the swimming pool, the thought had been in the back of my mind. Every single time I looked at a beautiful woman on the street, I found myself imagining a swinging cock under her dress.  
 
    That afternoon, after getting off the phone with the university, I drove across town to see that house again. I don’t know what I was expecting—it already looked abandoned. As I pulled up to it, it still looked abandoned, with boards on a few of the windows, shingle crumbling to the ground, and weeds growing in the gutters. I pulled around into the alley and looked at the back of the house. It certainly didn’t look like anyone was living inside. But the pool was filled with water, and aside from a pattering of fallen leaves, it didn’t appear to be too filthy. Someone was keeping that pool relatively tidy—or maybe it just seemed tidy compared to the rest of the house.  
 
    I went home, hoping to be satisfied with my investigation. I now knew that the whole thing was in my head, but that didn’t make me feel any better. Now I felt like I had more questions than before—and not only about my sanity. I still didn’t understand who sent me that text message. It was a real text message and it was still on my phone. I even went outside and stopped an old woman on the street. “Can you read this message to me, please?” I said. She stared at me strangely.  
 
    “Why can’t you read it?” she asked. 
 
    “I forgot my glasses. Please, it’s important.”  
 
    She stared at me for another long moment before reading the message from me. “Our furnace isn't working. Any chance you can come by to fix it for us?” The woman walked away. 
 
    Then I went to my computer and I searched the phone number, not sure what I was expecting to find. I had to pay a website a few dollars to track the number for me, and I found out that it belonged to a Roger Steadman. I looked him up. He was just a normal looking young man with a private Facebook page. I struggled to find much info on him, so I decided to ping him a message on Facebook. “Hey Roger, sorry to bug you. Where do you go to school?” I asked. 
 
    It was a full day before he replied. “I don’t go to school. I work for my dad. Why? Who are you?”  
 
    I knew that he had nothing to do with that strange sorority house, so I left him alone and left his message unanswered.  
 
    The next day, I went to see a doctor. I told him that I was worried about my brain. “The last few years have been so… boring. It’s been the same thing over and over—and now I think my brain has—I don’t know—snapped, or something.” 
 
    “Are you thinking of killing yourself?” the doctor asked. 
 
    “No, it’s nothing like that,” I said. “But—I don’t know—I’m seeing things, and hearing things, and feeling things. I’m having experiences that aren’t actually real.”  
 
    He stared at me with narrowed eyes for a long moment. “Like what?” he asked. 
 
    “Things that are impossible.” 
 
    “Tell me about these things.” He leaned closer to me and narrowed his eyes even more.  
 
    But I couldn’t tell him—I couldn’t tell him how I’d been having imaginary sex with beautiful trans women. “It’s hard to explain,” I said. 
 
    “Well I can’t help you if you’re going to be this vague with me. I know that many young people are into recreational drugs these days, but anti-psychotics won’t be much fun. Popping a Lurasidone isn’t going to get you the same buzz as an Adderall.” 
 
    “I don’t want drugs. Well—I don’t know—maybe I need them. I keep seeing these girls. They live in this house, but the house is actually empty.” 
 
    “You actually go to this house, or is this house in a dream?” the doctor asked. 
 
    “It’s a real house, down on University Drive. I’ve been there a few times now, and I keep seeing these girls.” 
 
    “And what are these girls doing? What is so unusual about them? How do you know that they’re imaginary?” 
 
    I forced a smile and shrugged my shoulders. “I just know. The house should be abandoned—it is abandoned. It’s old and crumbling, but when I go there, there are twelve girls living in it. And they aren’t normal girls—they’re different. They don’t make any sense.”  
 
    “So why do you keep going back to this house?” he asked. 
 
    “For work—I mean—I think it’s for work. I keep getting called back. But the messages are real.”  
 
    Now the doctor was beginning to look legitimately concerned. “I’m going to write you a prescription,” he said. He grabbed his little prescription pad and turned to me. He scribbled for a minute.  
 
    “You really think drugs will help me?” I said. 
 
    “I think this is all you’ll need,” he said, and then he handed me his little piece of paper. On the paper he’d written, ‘Sleep, eight hours each day. Take more as needed. Do not surpass twelve hours a day.’ 
 
    “You think I’m just tired?” I said. 
 
    “I’ve dealt with psychotic patients before. I’ve seen every form of schizophrenia. This isn’t it. You just need to relax. If these girls are the only out of place thing in your life, the answer seems simple to me: stop going over to that house.” 
 
    “Right,” I said, nodding my head and turning my gaze down to my feet. “Makes sense.”  I felt embarrassed now, like I’d just wasted the good doctor’s time. But maybe he wasn’t taking me seriously. Maybe he just didn’t believe me. Those girls couldn’t possibly be real. And that basement just couldn’t be explained: one minute there was a staircase through that door and the next minute it was just a closet.  
 
    It wasn’t so easy to just forget about the girls and move on. I couldn’t allow the mystery to remain unsolved. I knew it would bother me forever if I didn’t get some sort of answer. Even if I found out that I was a full-blown schizophrenic, that would be better than living a life with that tingling confusion.  
 
    So I decided the next night to go to the house, to conduct one final investigation. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    It was late at night—past midnight. The neighborhood was dark and quiet, but that old crumbling sorority house was alive. Light crept through the boarded windows and the gap underneath the old front door. As I rolled down my car window, I could hear the faint thumping of music coming from inside. The ghost girls were having a party: a small, intimate party, maybe just amongst themselves, or maybe with some other ghosts.  
 
    That’s what I assumed they were: ghosts. If the doctor didn’t think that I was crazy, then maybe he was right; maybe I’d just stumbled upon a small little pocket of unexplainable activity. Millions of people claim to have seen ghosts—now I was just one of them. Sure, my experience was a bit more up-close and intimate, but maybe that just made it more legitimate.  
 
    I parked my car further down the road in an attempt to look less suspicious. Then I got out of my car and walked around the block, slipping into the alley where I wouldn’t be seen from the front windows of the neighbors.  
 
    There was a good chance that teenagers had snuck into the house to have a party—in fact, that theory seemed more likely than a bunch of ghosts having a party. But now that I’d seen the glow and heard the music, I had to find out one way or the other. I couldn’t leave now and spend the rest of my life wondering what was happening inside of those walls.  
 
    The fence was tall and the bushes that lined it were taller. It took a minute before I saw an opening between two bushes, in a neighbor’s yard. So I had to climb the neighbor’s fence, lower myself into the neighbor’s yard, and then I had to climb another fence to get into the girls’ yard.  
 
    My heart was pounding. I knew there was a solid chance that someone would see me and call the police. I didn’t want to be arrested. I had a perfectly clean record and I wanted it to stay that way.  
 
    But now I was trespassing, apparently on university property, where a cafe would one day stand. I crept up to the house and looked at the air conditioner. Why would there be a new air conditioner attached to an old, abandoned house? Who installed it? Who paid for it? Was it just a strange blip in my imagination? If it wasn’t real, why was it so consistent? I ran my fingers along it, and then the back door suddenly opened. I jumped behind it and curled my body into a tight ball. Two girls stumbled out from the house, giggling. One of the girls was topless and her small breasts were bouncing with each step. They made it to the pool and then they jumped in, giggling some more. I kept my body low, terrified that it was only a matter of time before one of them noticed me. 
 
    I bit down on my tongue and kept myself pressed firmly against that small unit.  
 
    The girls embraced each other, and then they started kissing. I knew that they were drunk because I could smell the vodka when they passed on their way to the pool.  
 
    They kissed for a long minute, and then the one girl leaned back against the pool wall, stretching her arms out. The other girl reached down into the water, presumably grabbing her friend’s genitals. She looked into her friend’s eyes as she began to tug. The moaning started a few seconds later. “Am I going to make you come?” the one girl asked with a slightly masculine tone of voice. “Think I can really make you come three times in one night?”  
 
    If they were ghosts, would they not know that I was there? Can you evade a ghost?  
 
    The girl getting pleasured tilted her head back and closed her eyes as she received her underwater handjob. Now, there were no eyes in my direction. It was my chance to slip through that gate and make a convenient escape. But I still had questions and I still wanted answers. I had no idea how I could get my answers—but I did have an idea. 
 
    If I could get inside and steal something: a pair of panties, or even better: an ID card from a purse—then I would have proof that there was something tangible in that house. If I stole something and then that something disappeared, then I would know that I was dealing with ghosts or a mental condition. 
 
    So I crept towards the door as the girls continued to be handsy in the pool. I grabbed the handle and took a deep breath. I knew I was doing something incredibly stupid, but my curiosity had grown too strong. I let myself in. 
 
    Now I could hear the girls on the other side of the house, in the living room. Their music was loud. I looked to my side and saw the basement stairs, where they were the first and second times that I went into the home. Everything seemed to be in the right place now, making me think that my third visit was just some sort of dream—though the text message that still existed on my phone was still a mystery.  
 
    I went down the hall. I peeked into the living room for a split second, fast enough to see about eight girls. A couple were dancing, a couple were lounging on the couch, and the other four were standing and chatting. Some were in cute dresses, some were in nothing but lingerie, and one girl was completely naked, with her long flaccid cock dangling between her legs, as if she lost a bet.  
 
    I backed up and went a different way. That old house had many hallways, and they all connected eventually. I circled around the old home and found the staircase that went upstairs. I just needed to zip up, grab something, and then I could plot my escape.  
 
    I went up the stairs. The music was still loud, but not loud enough to hide all of the creaks and groans of the old floorboards. I kept looking back, to make sure the girls weren’t behind me. I had no idea what they were capable of. Maybe they turned into evil ghosts at night. Maybe they would suck my blood and nobody would ever find my body.  
 
    The upstairs hallway was also familiar: the layout unchanged, at least for now. I went to the second door, which was open, and I went into the bedroom. There was a bed, made with clean pink sheets. A few different outfits were on the floor, and a few dresser drawers had been left open. They were all full of clothes. I ran my finger over the top of the dresser, checking for dust. The clothes all looked clean and fresh—not abandoned outfits that had been sitting in a crumbling house for a decade. I opened that top drawer, revealing the panties. I grabbed a pair—not because I was a creep, but because panties were small and it was unlikely that the ghosts would notice a single pair of panties missing. 
 
    I looked around the room for more to add to my investigation. I opened the nightstand drawer and found a library card, with a picture of a young man. I picked up the card and then I paused, recognizing the name. “Roger Steadman,” I said aloud, quietly. It was the same name that I found online when I looked up that phone number. What was Roger’s library card doing in the drawer of some transgender ghost girl?  
 
    I heard something behind me. I spun around, but there was nothing there. My heart was pounding as I stood motionlessly. Then I realized that I could still hear the music, but I could no longer hear any chatting. I carefully approached the door. I poked my head out and looked both ways down the hall. Still, I could only hear music. Maybe all of the girls had gone outside. I stuffed the library card and the panties into my pocket and started towards the stairway.  
 
    My stomach groaned. I knew that I was in too deep. I should have never gone into that house. I should have just left my curiosity alone. Surely it would have gone away after a few months. Surely, I would have been able to convince myself that it was all a dream after a few years.  
 
    Now I felt trapped. I felt like there was no way I could get back to my car without being caught. Maybe I just needed to move fast. If I could move fast, then they wouldn’t recognize me. If I could pull away quickly enough, they wouldn’t see my license plate.  
 
    I could hear something downstairs now: a thumping at first, and then a dragging, as if they were moving a couch. I remained still upstairs. Maybe they were just clearing the living room to make it into a convenient dance floor. I waited until the noise stopped before tiptoeing to the stairs. I turned the corner to take my first descending step, and then I saw the wall: a wall that hadn’t been there before. The stairs ended at a plaster wall, no different than the walls that were now at my sides. 
 
    My heart skipped a beat. I knew that I wasn’t misremembering the layout now. I knew that the contractor who built the house didn’t put a wall up to block the stairs. I was once again trapped in that haunted house.  
 
    I could feel cold sweat on the back of my neck. I rushed down the hallway, checking doors to see if there was another staircase down. Those old houses often had multiple stairways for whatever strange reason. But there wasn’t one. “Shit,” I mumbled. 
 
    I went back into that pink bedroom and I went to the window. It was a long drop to the ground: more than the usual ten feet. The ceilings in that old home were vaulted, so that drop was easily twenty-five feet: a certain paralysis. What was worse: being eaten alive by vengeful spirits, or breaking a couple of legs?  
 
    I could see that there was a slight lip on the wall—maybe it jutted out just enough that I could get my foot on it. Then I could possibly lower myself down, to make the twenty-five foot drop more like fifteen. If I landed just right, I could probably walk away from the wall… 
 
    I opened up the window, and then I heard the voice behind me. “Lay down,” she said. 
 
    I didn’t look back. The voice was close and addressing me—I had no doubt in my mind. But I was too afraid to look back and see a ghost. I was already terrified and confused and filled with horrible dread.  
 
    “Lay on the bed,” the voice said. 
 
    I turned slowly, despite my better judgement. Standing in the doorway was a naked trans girl, already erect and throbbing. Her cock extended beyond her bellybutton. “I—I’m sorry,” I said. “I’m leaving your house. I just had to see something. It was stupid—I know. Please don’t hurt me.” My heart was pounding harder than ever.  
 
    “On the bed,” she said without changing her straight expression. She pointed to the bed. “Clothes off, on your stomach.”  
 
    “Why?” I said without moving. 
 
    “Because you want it,” she said. “And we can all give it to you.” 
 
    Now three other girls were standing behind her, moving in from around the corner. My heart pounced. I looked out the window again. Maybe I wouldn’t break both legs if I landed just right. I could jump out and roll—I’d seen videos of stunt guys rolling after tall jumps. And it wasn’t cement at the bottom of the fall, it was overgrown grass and weeds.  
 
    A hand grabbed my wrist gently, making me jump. Instead of fighting back, I froze. She tugged me while looking into my eyes. She had a robotic expression: perfectly straight-faced and unfazed. “Take off your clothes,” she said. And then she started the process for me, grabbing my shirt and lifting it over my head. Another girl came up to work on my belt. They were all around me now: five in total. Another pair of girls stood in the doorway. How many were in that house?  
 
    “Please,” I said. “I didn’t mean to trespass. I was just looking into something. It was a mistake. Just let me go.” 
 
    “You don’t want to go,” said a familiar girl, with straight bangs and cute freckles. I stared into her eyes. She sure seemed real. I could see all of the small details of her face: each little freckle and her cute dimples. How was she a ghost? Her skin had a glow to it, and her hair had highlights, as if she’d recently been to a hairdresser. Did she have those highlights the last time I saw her? When she died, did she have those highlights?  
 
    I was confused and terrified—too terrified to move. The girls pulled me over to the bed and gently pulled me down so that I was on my stomach. Two girls worked together to stretch out my arms, pinning them down. Another girl moved her hands up and down my back and my bum, massaging me in a sensual way. Maybe the girls were right: maybe I did want it. Maybe I did go into that house half-hoping that I would have another sexual encounter with the sexy, hung ghosts.  
 
    I felt one of the girls climbing up on me. I remained still, taking deep breaths as I prepared to be penetrated. I felt her smooth erection slide up between my butt cheeks. “Just do it,” I said. My voice was hardly a whisper. “Fuck me.” 
 
    I thought that I heard a giggle, but it was probably just in my head. I felt her tip press up to my hole. Another ghost bent over and spat, proving the lubrication for the act. That tip circled my butthole, and then he pushed into me, making me gasp. Hands continued to caress my body. 
 
    That cock sunk deep before beginning to thrust and pump. My body immediately plunged into a state of euphoria, as if I had taken three hits of ecstasy. The cock slid in and out, massaging me with that big tip and those firm veins. “Just like that,” I groaned.  
 
    One of the girls reached under me to grab my erection. She stroked it gently a few times before letting go. Then another pair of hands turned my head to face a throbbing cock. I opened my mouth for it and it went inside. One of the girls put their cock in my hand. I clenched it and started pumping. Then another cock found my other hand.  
 
    The girls took turns, rotating every couple of minutes. The euphoria grew stronger and stronger. I knew that the act wasn’t real—I was dreaming or maybe hallucinating—but it felt so real. I knew that I would never forget that amazing pleasure. And so what if the girls weren’t actually girls? So what if they weren’t ‘real’? They looked real and felt real and smelled real. The pleasure was certainly real. And so what if the act could be considered gay, just because the girls had cocks. They were still girls. They were beautiful and feminine—so what was really gay about it?  
 
    “Don’t stop,” I moaned. A new girl was in my ass. Her cock was enormous: as thick as a pop can and as long as my forearm. Maybe it was smaller, but that’s certainly how it felt. She pumped hard, making my body tremble. Then I heard her groan before I felt the twitching and the pouring of warm fluid inside of my body.  
 
    One of her ghostly friends plugged my hole quickly after she pulled out, making sure none of that ghostly sperm fell out of me. It wasn’t long before she came too, and it wasn’t long before the third trans girl came in my hole.  
 
    One of the girls came on my back, streaking my skin with her white goo. Then another girl came on my face. A fourth girl gave me a creampie, and then a fifth girl did the same—and that’s when I lost count. They couldn’t switch spots quickly enough. The cum poured out fast whenever they pulled out, and I could feel it bloating in my back door. There was so much cum—but none of it was real. 
 
    The girls fucked my body for a perfect hour, and then they were all finished and I was soaked with sweat and cum, dribbling from my back door and from my mouth. I was more relaxed than I ever had been.  
 
    The girls quietly filed out of the room the way I would expect ghosts to, and then I heard them burst into giggles and laughter in the hallway—not at all the way I would expect ghosts to. I sat up, now with a strange sensation. I heard one of the girls shush the others, and then they became silent. I got up and walked to the door, feeling wobbly but curious. I pressed my ear to the closed door. “Quick—we need to move that wall,” I heard a girl whisper. A minute later, I heard the dragging sound in the basement. 
 
    I ran out, still naked and dripping. I ran to the stairs and I ran down, catching three girls pulling what looked like a fake wall you would find on a movie set. They all looked at me. Their faces turned red. “W—What are you doing?” I asked. 
 
    One girl smiled. “You’re just dreaming,” she said.  
 
    But now I knew that I wasn’t dreaming. Down the hall I could see an open door, and inside that door I could see another one of those moveable set walls, propped up by triangles made of two-by-fours. “What’s going on here?” 
 
    A few girls behind me started giggling. “He’s onto us,” one girl said.  
 
    “It was fun while it lasted,” said another.  
 
    “What was fun?” I said, looking around, suddenly feeling embarrassed and vulnerable as I stood naked in the middle of that hallway, surrounded by the ghostly girls—who suddenly weren’t seeming much like ghosts.  
 
    “Just take a minute,” one of the girls said to me.  
 
    I took a minute, feeling stupider and stupider. The girls had just been messing with me. The layout of the house never changed—it was just a prank, done easily with a few fake walls. They must have blocked the basement stairway while I was fixing the furnace.  
 
    “Why?” I said, wiping a drop of cum from my eyebrow.  
 
    “It’s a game we usually just play with frat boys who come here to steal panties as dares,” said the girl with the bangs. “We have cameras all over the place here because so many guys come in here to steal panties. We caught you messing with our furnace, so we decided to mess with you.”  
 
    I paused, feeling my skin turning white. “You did?” I said. 
 
    “It’s easy to confuse people in this house. There are so many doors and hallways—with a few little walls, you can really turn people around.” The girls all laughed.  
 
    “I was on the phone when you called the university,” said another girl. “I was doing a volunteer shift with the Frat and Sorority Department. I recognized your voice and told you that the house was abandoned. They really are building a cafe here though—across the street.”  
 
    I looked around the narrow space at all of the giggling girls. “I—I’m sorry,” I said. “I just wanted another chance to see you girls again. I know it’s not appropriate. I didn’t charge you for anything.” 
 
    “You’re lucky you didn’t, or we would have really messed with you.” They all laughed again.  
 
    I felt so dumb and so gullible. For weeks I was convinced that I was being tormented by ghosts.  
 
    “So this really is a sorority for trans girls?” I said. 
 
    “Yep,” one of the girls said. “We’re the fastest growing sorority on campus. Guys are really starting to embrace their girly side.”  
 
    I turned to one of the girls and could vaguely see the resemblance to the boy on the library card. “So you’re actually Roger Steadman?” I asked. 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “Legally, yes. But I’m working on changing that.”  
 
    “She’s new here,” said another girl. They all giggled again. “You know, you would probably look pretty cute in a dress.” 
 
    Now I felt my face turning dark red. “No—that’s not my thing,” I said. “I’m not into that.” 
 
    “Don’t sound so offended,” one of the girls said. 
 
    “I’m not offended. I just really don’t think it would be my thing,” I said. “But then again, I didn’t think that you girls would be my thing, but I just kept coming back.”  
 
    “Most guys end up loving it.” The girls giggled once more.  
 
    “I can see why. It—It feels really good. And you’re all so beautiful.” I felt a strange sense of relief—not because I was finding out that I was perfectly sane, but because I was realizing that I wasn’t ‘gay’ for liking the girls and their packages. And even if it was somehow ‘gay’, it didn’t matter. That was just a word that described a certain preference. Maybe there was a name for what I liked, or maybe there wasn’t one. I had no idea, and I didn’t really care. 
 
    “I’m sorry I messed with your furnace, and your AC,” I said. “You won’t see me around here again.” I turned to retrieve my clothes from that pink bedroom. 
 
    “Why not?” a girl said. 
 
    I turned and looked at her. 
 
    “You’re welcome to come by whenever,” another girl said. “There’s always someone home. Just know that when you come into this house, you’re leaving your fate up to us.” 
 
    I caught myself smirking and tingling all over with a strange sense of excitement. I blushed as I skirted by the girls to get my clothes. Then I waved goodbye from the street and I got into my car, feeling strangely good about myself.  
 
    Over the next few weeks, the girls were on my mind constantly—but now those thoughts weren’t accompanied by horrible anxiety. I felt like a new person. I went into every house with my head up and a smile on my face. I learned to go into every job not knowing what to expect. And sure, most jobs were a bit dull and repetitive, but I was quickly learning that every customer was different, and it was always interesting to find more about them, if they were willing to share. 
 
    “We’ve got no more jobs for you today,” the dispatch girl said to me one Friday evening. “You can go home early—start your weekend.”  
 
    “Thanks,” I said.  
 
    “And congratulations on another week without any complaints. That’s a record for you,” she said. 
 
    “Expect it to continue,” I said.  
 
    “What are you going to get up to this weekend?” she asked over the phone.  
 
    “Well first, I just want to go check on a furnace I fixed a few weeks ago. I need to make sure it’s still running smoothly.”  
 
    “We can’t pay you for that,” she said to me.  
 
    “It’s fine. I just want to make sure it’s all good. It’s for my own sanity,” I said. 
 
    “Whatever. It’s your free time.”  
 
    “I love to do it,” I said with a big smile on my face. “Talk to you on Monday.”  
 
    I hung up the phone and sped towards that house. I couldn’t wait to see what those beautiful girls had in store for me.  
 
    THE END 
 
    

  

 
   
    A BOY GETS PREGNANT 
 
    Carson has a few problems: alcohol, drugs, and gambling to name a few. But his biggest problem is his bank account, so it’s hard for him to turn down the offer her gets from his wealthy brother-in-law, Timothy. 
 
    Timothy and Petra have spent years trying to get pregnant, but a rare condition has prevented Petra from carrying a pregnancy for more than a couple of weeks. Now, there’s a new medical procedure and Carson is the perfect candidate. Timothy is willing to pay Carson a lot of money, and all Carson has to do is receive a temporary organ transplant and then carry a baby for nine months.  
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I had a strange feeling buzzing inside of me when my sister and her husband showed up at my doorstep. “Can we sit down to talk?” they both asked, almost in perfect sync, as if they’d practiced that line at least a few times before walking up to my door. 
 
    “Why? What do you want to talk about?” I said, worried that someone died, or maybe they were going to ask me for money. Though I was always the one asking them for money—maybe they finally fell into hard times.  
 
    “We just want to chat,” Timothy said. He had a nervous smile on his face. He bit his lip and took a deep breath. Now I was starting to feel even more nervous.  
 
    “What’s this about?” I said, now starting to feel like it was some sort of intervention. Sure, I’d used the money I’d borrowed from them to buy liquor a few times, but there was no way they could know that. Timothy made so much money—the money they leant me was hardly a drop in the bucket. I doubt he even noticed the funds missing from his account most of the time.  
 
    “Let’s just sit down, Carson,” my sister said. I knew Petra’s nervous smile too well. Now, it was more nervous than ever. 
 
    “Is mom okay?” I said. 
 
    “Let’s just sit. Mom’s fine. Maybe you can make some coffee for everyone. You have coffee, right?” 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders, stepping aside to let my sister and her husband into my house.  
 
    I watched my sister closely. Now she was clenching her teeth together. The lines around her eyes and her lips looked more prominent than ever, as if she’d aged five years in as many months. I’d only seen them a few times in the past few years—when I was asking for money and when they invited me to their parties because they invited our other brothers and sisters.  
 
    So I made some coffee after scraping some of the old coffee sludge off of my coffee pot. I filled a few mugs with warm coffee—I only had two clean mugs, so I gave myself a used one that was only just used the night before for whiskey. Then I sat down to face Timothy and Petra, who were sitting shoulder to shoulder on my loveseat, clearly trying to avoid the stains on the armrests, which were years old now. 
 
    “What is it?” I asked. 
 
    They looked at each other with big, toothy smiles. Then they looked back at me. “Carson, we want to…” they said at the same time, cutting themselves off at the same time. They looked at each other again, as if to decide who would take the lead. 
 
    Then Timothy cleared his throat. “Carson, as you know, we’ve been trying to have a baby for years now.”  
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. Had they been trying? Did I know that? Maybe Petra had mentioned it once or twice. “Alright,” I said. 
 
    “We’ve gone through about nine hundred pregnancy tests, thousands of dollars’ worth of ovulation tests. We tried IVF, which put us out many thousands of dollars.” 
 
    I bit down on my tongue. It was starting to sound like he was just trying to rub his money in my face. But I was short on cash, so it didn’t seem like a good time to get in a fight with him. I’d gotten into a few fights with Timothy before, usually over money, and it was always at least a few months after a fight before Petra would cut me a cheque.  
 
    I wasn’t a bum. I wasn’t unemployed, and I wasn’t completely useless—I just had a few addictions: gambling, liquor, and sometimes cocaine if it was what my friends were into at the time. My job was on a contract basis, and sometimes that contract didn’t get renewed, so I had to sit around and wait. I didn’t have a wife and I didn’t have kids, so it’s not like I needed to make money. I was fine just getting by with whatever landed on my lap. And sure, some months my vices hit me harder than other months. I was only human.  
 
    “Well, last month we went to a specialist and we both got tested. It was very expensive. Ten thousand dollars for ten appointments.” 
 
    I bit down on my tongue. “Okay,” I said. “I get it. You’re rich. Is that what you came to tell me?” Though I had a feeling that this was their way of telling me that they had gone broke trying to get pregnant.  
 
    He laughed. “No, no. We’re fine. We’re just fine,” he said with a big, proud smirk.  
 
    “Good for you,” I said, forcing a smile. So he did just come to rub his money in my face, to let me know that he’d spent tens of thousands of dollars on nothing and he was still rich. I had a hundred bucks in my bank account, and it was the most I’d had in many weeks. “Good for you, Timothy.” 
 
    “Carson…” my sister said, looking down at her lap.  
 
    “What?” I said, feeling that hot rage boiling to the surface. Maybe I didn’t need money badly enough. Maybe taking a dig at Timothy was worth a few months of being flat broke. “Maybe that laser hair plug treatment Tim got a few years back made him infertile or whatever.” I looked at Timothy with a smirk. I knew that he hated being called ‘Tim’. He cringed every time I said it.  
 
    “I’m not infertile,” he said, biting his tongue. 
 
    “Carson, please. We just came to talk to you.”  
 
    “So what?” I said. “Are you pregnant then? Am I going to be an uncle? Is this your way of telling me that you’re not going to cut me cheques anymore? I didn’t ask for money—not recently. And I wasn’t going to ask you anytime soon.” It was a lie.” So I’m a bit offended that you thought you would beat me to the punch.” 
 
    “We’re not pregnant,” Petra said with a sigh. She shook her head. 
 
    “We need a favor,” said Timothy. “We found out that Petra’s actually been pregnant—a few times. Each time was a miscarriage, very early, as in the first couple of weeks. We always thought that the bleeding was just her getting her period, but I guess it was more than that.”  
 
    “Too much info,” I said, trying not to think of my sister bleeding. I tried not to gag. “Sorry to hear that. Not sure what I can do for you though.”  
 
    “Well, there’s something you can do,” Timothy said, looking down at his lap. “It’s not easy for us to ask you this.” 
 
    “It would mean the world to us,” Petra said. 
 
    “It really would,” said Timothy. “It would mean a lot, and we would pay you.” 
 
    “But it would mean no drinking—and no drugs,” Petra said, looking into my eyes for a brief moment. 
 
    “What is it?” I said. “And I don’t do drugs.” It was a lie. “And I hardly drink ever—maybe a beer twice a week.” Another lie.  
 
    “It’s a big favor,” Timothy said.  
 
    “It’s really big. But it has to be you—the doctor said so.” 
 
    “We hate to put this on you, but we really want to be parents,” Timothy said. 
 
    “Just tell me what it is already!” I said, unable to handle their stupid back and forth. 
 
    They both took deep breaths. “We need you to carry the baby for us.”  
 
    I opened my mouth to reply, but no words came out. I couldn’t tell if they were serious. I was a man. I didn’t have a uterus or a vagina or any of the little bits needed to make a baby. Were they kidding with me? Was this some sort of weird prank? I stared at Timothy and then I stared at Petra. They both looked down at the ground, unable to look me in the eyes.  
 
    “Huh?” I said. 
 
    “We can have a baby,” Petra said, biting her lip. “But you would have to carry it.” 
 
    “It’s impossible,” I said. “I’m not an idiot. I know how pregnancy works—more or less. I mean, I don’t know everything about it, but I know damn well that it’s the woman who makes the baby.” 
 
    “Not necessarily,” Timothy said, standing up suddenly. He walked over to my window and looked out at my messy backyard. I watched him cringe at the sight of the empties that hadn’t been cleaned up just yet. I had some friends over a few weeks before, and we had a little bonfire in the backyard. “They have new technology. It’s actually quite amazing. They can put a woman’s uterus into a man’s body, along with her ovaries and a few other important pieces, to make sure that there is proper hormone stimulation. They implant the baby with a needle and then they take it out the same way they would with a C-section. It’s actually not terribly complicated. In fact, the success rate has been almost perfect since they started doing it a few years ago.” 
 
    “You have to be kidding me…” I said. 
 
    “We’re not kidding you,” Timothy said, turning to me. He leaned against my wall, making it groan as if it was about to fall over. “The big issue is that it needs to be Petra’s uterus that holds Petra’s egg. But Petra has a rare condition that’s actually in her heart. Her heart can’t handle the added stress of pregnancy, so her body rejects the embryo. But if someone else has Petra’s egg and her uterus, then everything should be fine—as long as they don’t have the same rare heart condition. It’s not genetic, so it’s highly unlikely that you would have it. The thing with a uterus transplant is, it needs to be a perfect match—and not just blood type. The doctor said that it only ever works with siblings. But they can make it work with a brother. They just snip a couple of things and move a few things around. They’ve quickly been perfecting this surgery over the past few years.”  
 
    “You have to be kidding me,” I said again. 
 
    “Carson, please just think about it. It’s our only chance.” 
 
    “Is it?” I said. “Why can’t you just find—what are they called—a concubine, or whatever. A surrogate—that’s what it’s called. You can make your baby in a lab and then the surrogate and grow it inside of her. Isn’t that what normal rich people do?” 
 
    “We aren’t rich,” Petra said. 
 
    Timothy shrugged his shoulders with a little grin, as if to suggest that they were rich, at least compared to me. “I wish it was that simple,” he said. “But Petra’s condition is actually a bit more complicated than it sounds. Her eggs are fragile—to put it simply. They can’t be taken out of her body and put back in. That’s what made the IVF not work. The second her eggs leave her body, that’s it—they’re done.”  
 
    “You seriously want me to tote your baby?” I said. 
 
    “Well, no,” Timothy said. “It’s not ideal, but if we want to have a baby that is exactly one half me and one half Petra, it seems to be the only way. We talked about adoption, and we talked about using my sperm to get another woman pregnant, so it would at least be half me—but this is what we want. We want a baby that is properly ours. And our doctor tells us that you’re our only option.” 
 
    “Please, Carson. It’s not as crazy as it sounds. The C-section would be completely painless. The initial surgery has minimal scarring.” 
 
    “Basically, all you’ll be left with are a few stretch marks,” Timothy said with a big smile. It almost seemed like he got a bit of pleasure out of this proposal.  
 
    “Nope,” I said. “Look back into adoption. I’m not interested.” 
 
    “Please, Carson,” my sister begged. Her eyes were starting to water. “I want to have a baby—I want to have my own baby. We’ll do anything. We’ll give you whatever you want. Please.” 
 
    “Well, not anything,” Timothy said, almost under his breath. 
 
    “Yes—anything,” Petra said, side-eyeing her husband. “We’ll pay you money. We’ve put almost one hundred thousand dollars into trying to get pregnant. I’m willing to pay you all that plus more if you can make this dream a reality.” 
 
    “Petra, we talked about this,” Timothy whispered. 
 
    “I don’t care!” Petra said, tearing up. “I want a baby. I want my baby.” A tear rolled down her cheek. I didn’t love seeing her cry. I hated to think that she was crying because of me—even though it wasn’t my fault that she couldn’t get pregnant. I didn’t understand her condition; it sounded awfully strange.  
 
    “We’ll pay you,” Timothy said through clenched teeth. “We’ll pay you… ninety thousand. That’s ten grand for each month you carry the baby.”  
 
    I opened my mouth to reject the offer, and then I thought about ninety thousand dollars. It was a lot of money—probably more money than I’d ever made in my life combined. It wasn’t so easy to turn that offer down. And it was just nine months and a couple of surgeries, which would apparently be painless.  
 
    “It means no drinking,” Timothy said. 
 
    “Timothy,” my sister said with wide eyes, glaring at her husband. 
 
    “What? It’s important,” he said. “We all know Carson drinks. You can’t drink when you’re pregnant. It’s serious.”  
 
    “I hardly drink. It’s not a problem,” I said, as if I was actually considering their offer. I paused for a moment. They were now both staring at men with wide eyes, waiting for my answer. I knew that I should have said no, but the thought of getting that much money was enticing. I knew that I could easily double it at the casino, and then I would have enough money to live for the better half of a decade—maybe more if I bet my money just right. 
 
    “Well?” Timothy said. 
 
    I bit down on my tongue and cracked a small grin.  

  

 
   
    CHAPTER II 
 
    The surgery was six weeks later, after a number of consultations. Each consultation was the same: two or three hours of specialists using big, impossible to understand words for two hours before summing everything up quickly and simply in a few sentences. I had no idea why they couldn’t just jump right to the summary. I guess they just wanted to flaunt their expensive educations. 
 
    Timothy and Petra came to every consultation with me, and then they asked me the same stupid questions after each one. “Did you get all of that? Were you paying attention?” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah,” I would say, shaking my head. It was all pointless. They were going to do with me whatever they wanted to do, and I was just going to go along for the ride.  
 
    It all seemed like nonsense until the day of the surgery. I woke up with the full realization that I was about to get my sister’s uterus put into my body, along with her ovaries. I didn’t really understand how they were going to fit it all in there, but they said something about snipping and reducing my intestine, or something like that. They promised it wouldn’t affect anything.  
 
    When I showed up at the hospital, I started trembling all over. My skin started turning cold and I could feel the panic setting in. Sure, they’d done a few success surgeries over the past few years, but it was still a new technique. There was a good chance that I would be the first failure. And was it really so simple? Could a man really carry a baby for nine months without any issues?  
 
    I should have had another shot of whiskey before leaving the house. I took two to cut the tension, but I probably needed three.  
 
    “Were you drinking?” Timothy asked when he met up with me in the doctor’s office. 
 
    “No, I wasn’t drinking,” I said, glaring at him with narrowed eyes. 
 
    “It just kind of smells like alcohol,” he said. 
 
    “It’s the sterilizing wipes that I used before coming inside. They told me I need to be completely clean and germ free before the surgery.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay,” Timothy said. He looked just as nervous as me. His hands were shaking on his lap and he was practicing deep breathing.  
 
    The doctor came in. “Are you ready?” he asked. 
 
    “Sure. Why not?” I said. 
 
    “And you’re sure you want to do this?” he’s said, as if there was a good reason for me not to do it. 
 
    “He’s sure,” Timothy said. So the nurses came in and they put me down on a bed. Suddenly there was a crowd standing around me.  
 
    “Count to ten,” a nurse said.  
 
    “Why?” I asked. She put a plastic cup over my mouth, attached to a long hose.  
 
    “Just do it,” she said. So I started counting. I got to three, and then everything was black.  
 
    When I woke up, there was a nurse hovering over me. This one had bright blonde hair and dark red lips. “Everything went perfectly,” she said. “The surgery is all done.”  
 
    I tried to sit up, but I didn’t have the energy.  
 
    “Just rest for a few hours. Then you can go home,” she said. I tried to speak, but my words were all jumbled up. I cleared my throat, and then a familiar hand gently pressed down on my chest. 
 
    I looked over and saw Petra with a smile on her face. “They said it went better than perfect. One of the most successful transplants they’ve done yet.”  
 
    I blinked a few times. It was ten minutes later when a doctor came into the room with a clipboard. He walked around for a few minutes before ending up at the side of the bed. “Carson,” he said. “You’ve done a very nice thing for your family today.” 
 
    “Am I pregnant?” I asked with a groggy voice. It was the first time I’d ever had a surgery, and the first time I’d ever been put under.  
 
    The doctor let out a small chuckle. “Pregnant?” he said. “No, no. You’re not pregnant. But you now have everything you need to get pregnant. It will be a few more weeks before we reach that point. For now, we need to let your new ovaries settle in. They will start to produce hormones in your body, which you will need to keep a baby alive inside of you. A few weeks at most, until that’s all balanced out. And, of course, we want to make sure your uterus heals perfectly in place. We’ll do a checkup in three weeks, and then if everything looks good, we’ll go ahead with the impregnation.”  
 
    He scribbled a few things down on his pad and then left without saying anything else. 
 
    “Thank you so much,” Petra said, putting her hand on my shoulder. I thought about her money and then I smiled. 
 
    “My pleasure,” I said. It wasn’t so bad—and the worst part was already over. They wouldn’t have to put me under again, not even to take the baby out. So now I just needed to get poked by a needle and let a baby grow in me for nine months.  
 
    Timothy cut me my first cheque that evening. He handed it to me as I walked out of the hospital. “It’s the first ten thousand. Please don’t spend it on… anything bad. Just use it to take care of yourself. It’s important that you heal up properly. This surgery wasn’t cheap for us.” 
 
    “Yeah, sure, whatever,” I said, slipping the cheque into my pocket. I made him stop at a bank on the way to my house. He stood over my shoulder and groaned as I handed the cheque to the teller.  
 
    Then he brought me home. “We’ll check in on you in a few days, and then we’ll meet again at the hospital for your checked. You good?” 
 
    “I’m fine, Tim,” I said. 
 
    He made a thin smile. “Good. I’m glad,” he said. Then he went back to his car to be with his wife. I waved from my doorway, and then I went to my fridge and got myself a beer. 
 
    I wasn’t pregnant yet. I had three weeks to enjoy myself before it was time for baby making. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER III 
 
    The next day was rough, but only because the alcohol disagreed with the pain pills they gave me. I ended up with the worst hangover of my life. I threw up a few times and spent the day clutching my head, trying to make the pain go away. The day after that wasn’t so bad. I went a day without drinking, which was easy (because I wasn’t an alcoholic, despite what everyone seemed to think). My head cleared up and my body actually felt pretty good, aside from the odd cramp. I decided to have another drink on my third day of recovery, so my fourth day was once again spent in complete agony. I probably should have skipped the pain pills. 
 
    But by my sixth day of recovery, I felt pretty good. I was out of pain pills, so there was no longer anything in my body to disagree with the whiskey. I had a celebratory drink or two, and then I went for my first walk outside of the house. I had to take it easy. My insides felt funny: not painful, but different. I could tell that there was a new organ in there, and I could feel that an old organ or two had been reduced and moved around. But there was almost no scar at all from where they cut into me. I’m not sure how they did it, but I was almost completely healed already.  
 
    I decided to stop at a liquor store to buy some scotch. I never drank scotch because it was so expensive, but now I had some extra cash. I walked up to the counter with my big bottle, fresh from Scotland, and then I looked at the back of the cashier’s head as he sorted through receipts. I waited a long ten seconds before saying anything. 
 
    “Hey there, I’m ready to go now,” I said. “Whenever you’re ready.”  
 
    “One second, miss,” he said. 
 
    I paused for a moment. “What did you just say?” I said. 
 
    “I said I would be one second, miss,” he said, and then he turned around. His eyes turned wide and his face turned white. He stared at me for a long moment before smiling awkwardly. “I’m sorry, I thought you were a woman.” Now his cheeks were turning white. 
 
    “Why?” I said, narrowing my eyes. 
 
    “Your voice—it’s just a bit—I mean—never mind. I’m just tired. It’s been a long day.” He forced a terribly awkward smile. My stomach churned and I could feel my skin turning red. 
 
    “Just run this through, would you?” I said. 
 
    I took my scotch and I got out of there. Now my heart was fluttering. I felt terribly self-conscious. Why did he think my voice sounded like a woman’s voice? I slipped into an alley and I pulled out my phone. I turned on my voice recorder and recorded myself saying a few random lines. Then I played the recording back. 
 
    And there was something different about my voice. It did seem a bit higher—and there was something else strangely feminine about it. Maybe it was just a repercussion of not sleeping well for almost a whole week. Maybe I wasn’t letting my body recover properly from my surgery. Maybe I should have been avoiding the liquor for a bit.  
 
    I decided to take the bus downtown, so I could continue my walk somewhere a bit more scenic. I got onto the bus, and then a beautiful blonde got on after me. She sat down a few seats ahead of me. She was wearing a dress with a deep V cut into it to show off her cleavage, and she wasn’t wearing a bra.  
 
    But my eyes were drawn to something peculiar: her shoes. She was wearing these amazing black leather heels, which kept her toes exposed. Her toes were painted a brilliant shade of red. And those shoes fit her just perfectly, and framed her feet so wonderfully. 
 
    Why the hell did I care about a woman’s shoes? I’d never noticed a pair of shoes on anyone before. But there was just something so appealing about her shoes! Maybe it was the way they complimented her long, smooth legs. Maybe it was the way they tied her outfit together perfectly: her dress had a thin leather strap that went around the waist that almost looked like it was cut from the same leather as the shoes.  
 
    But why was I noticing any of these small details? Why wasn’t I just staring at her tits like a normal dude?  
 
    I cleared my throat and forced myself to look away. I got off at the first downtown stop and was happy to get some fresh air into my lungs. I walked around for a bit, and then I started to feel nervous as I started to notice more pairs of shoes: shoes in shop windows and shoes on women’s feet. I found myself wondering how the shoes would look on my feet. My stomach groaned and I started to feel sick. 
 
    I remembered hearing stories of kidney transplant patients suddenly picking up the same hobbies as their donors, after their surgeries. They were crazy stories but now I was starting to believe them. My sister had always had a weird thing for shoes. Her shoe closet at her house was about the same size as my bedroom. Maybe I took that part of her when I took her uterus. I was almost tempted to ask her if she still had a fascination with shoes, or if that was gone now.  
 
    But it wasn’t just the shoes. I was noticing other things, like hair styles. There was a woman were perfectly curled hair that I couldn’t stop staring at. Her highlights were spot on, and her bangs were so cute and cut just right. Why did I care? I’d never noticed a woman’s hair before.  
 
    I decided to go home. I told myself that I just needed more rest. I wasn’t giving my brain a chance to sort itself out after the surgery. I went home and I got a beer out of the fridge, and then I put on a hockey game.  
 
    But for the first time in my life, I found myself not caring about the hockey game. It seemed strangely pointless, even though it was a very important game for my team if they were going to have a chance at making the playoffs. I kept zoning out. I kept finding myself on my phone, surfing through Instagram, looking at pictures of cute outfits.  
 
    I suddenly threw my phone down on the couch, realizing what I was doing. “Dude, you need to stop,” I said to myself. But now I could hear that slight feminine tone in my own voice. My heart started beating faster. I threw out my beer and I went to my bed. I forced my eyes closed and then it was two hours before I finally fell asleep. It was my first no-pills, no-alcohol sleep. I was convinced that I just needed rest: proper rest that wasn’t at all linked to any substances.  
 
    And I got that rest. I slept for fourteen hours, and then I woke up feeling strangely amazing. It was the best I’d felt in years. Maybe there was something to being completely sober. Maybe it was better to sleep with a clear head than a head filled with booze.  
 
    I got up and walked through my house as if I was walking on air. I made myself a pot of coffee. I looked at my mugs and then I found myself inspired to clean everything. I was tired of living in a dirty house. I started by scrubbing each and every mug, and then I spent the next seven hours scrubbing every other inch of my house. I filled all of my bins with trash, and then I took two loads of trash to the dump, which was fifteen minutes from my house. I found some old candles that had been left behind by the previous renter of the home; they were stashed away in the back of a cupboard. I decided to light them, to make the house smell nicer. I organized and rearranged things until it was almost midnight, and then I crawled into bed and went to sleep.  
 
    When I woke up, I saw that the candles were still burning. I blew them out, seeing as they were almost burned down to my counter. My house smelled like lavender and patchouli. It felt nice waking up in a clean, nice-smelling house.  
 
    Now it was time to clean myself up. I ran the shower hot and then I slipped in, naked. I let the hot water trickle down my body for a long thirty minutes, and then I decided it was time to shave my face for the first time in two months. I did it in the shower, so there would be less of a mess to clean up. I was careful and steady as I stripped away my facial hair. I even decided to do my chest while I was at it, and then I figured the hair around my cock was probably overdue. I worked around my shaft, and that’s when I noticed a small bandage that I hadn’t noticed before, underneath my ball sack. I gently lifted my balls up and felt the bandage with my fingers. There was a weird tingling as I ran my fingertips over it, so I decided to peel the bandage away, and that’s when I saw a hole going into my body. I paused and felt a strange lump forming in my throat.  
 
    Why did I have a hole? How deep did it go? What was it for? And why was it right where a pussy should be? It actually looked a bit like a pussy, with a pair of lips, but no clit. It was smaller than a pussy, looking almost like a cross between an asshole and a cunt.  
 
    I got out of the shower and ran to call the doctor. He didn’t pick up, so I called Petra. “What the hell is between my legs?!” I said.  
 
    “Carson just calm down,” she said. 
 
    “Calm down? There’s a fucking snatch under my balls!” 
 
    “It’s not a snatch. It’s just a hole,” she said.  
 
    “You knew about this and you didn’t tell me?” I said. 
 
    “Well that’s how they’re going to impregnate you, Carson,” she said.  
 
    “What? You told me it was going to be a needle!”  
 
    “They can’t do a needle. Semen is too thick.” 
 
    “Semen!?” I said. 
 
    “We didn’t tell you because we knew it would freak you out. It won’t be as gross as it sounds. It will be done by medical professionals.” 
 
    “What do you mean? They’re going to stick Tim’s cum in me?”  
 
    She was silent.  
 
    “Petra!?” I said. 
 
    “They’ll do it with a device, Carson,” she said. “Once an egg drops, they’ll insert the… stuff into you. You’ll become pregnant in a perfectly natural way. If we went the IVF route, it would not only be more expensive, but there would be a high chance of you getting twins, and your male hips wouldn’t have a chance of supporting twins.” 
 
    I heard her cough. “Are you okay?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” she said. “Just having a tough time recovering from the surgery.” I’d forgotten that she also went under the knife. She was now without a few different body parts, and they were pumping her full of synthetic hormones while those body parts were on leave. It was probably hard on her body—but she seemed to think that it was all worth it for a baby.  
 
    I felt sick. I had a pussy under my ball sack, and it was there so that they could put my brother-in-law’s cum into my body. “I’m still getting a C-section, right?” I said. 
 
    “Oh yeah,” she said. “That part is definitely true.”  
 
    I was angry. Had I known that they would be giving me a pussy, I would have turned the offer down. Had I known that I would be getting Timothy’s cum inside of me, I would have never gone near that hospital. But now it seemed too late. Now I had the pussy hole and I had the uterus and everyone was counting on me. I couldn’t let them down, even though it seemed like they were all fine with letting me down. “I’m not happy about this,” I said, and then I hung up the phone.  
 
    Apparently, Petra called Timothy and told her about my discontent. That night, they showed up at my house with big, fake smiles. Timothy handed me a cheque for five thousand dollars. “This is on top of the monthly payments,” he said through clenched teeth. “It’s just our way of saying thank you.” 
 
    I grabbed the cheque and glared into his eyes. I hated that they lied to me. I hated that they knew I had a pussy between my legs, even though it wasn’t really a pussy. The design with the lips was probably to keep bad stuff out of the hole. It probably just looked like a pussy because a pussy is well-designed for the task of accepting sperm while keeping the uterus clean. 
 
    I groaned as I thought about it. That night, I decided to have a drink. I wasn’t pregnant yet, so I cut loose. I drank until I blacked out.  
 
    And then in the morning, I noticed what I’d done while I was out. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    While I was drunk, I’d apparently used my face razor to shave my legs so that they were completely smooth. I don’t know why I did it. It was strange: the smooth skin and the bizarrely feminine looking legs. It didn’t help that I also shaved all around my cock, so even that area looked frighteningly feminine.  
 
    But that wasn’t the only thing that was making me feel awkward that next morning. Now, I had a pair of subtle lumps on my chest. Maybe I’d just been eating more than usual and the weight was going to my chest, or maybe the new hormones that my new ovaries were producing were giving me tits. I stood in front of the mirror and cupped them with both of my hands. I jiggled them. They were probably A-cups. And how big were they going to get? I called the doctor to ask. The secretary that picked up called me ma’am, making me feel embarrassed and silly. I didn’t correct her. It seemed too embarrassing to correct her. 
 
    “You will probably develop breast tissue over the next few months,” the doctor told me. “It’s normal. But it’s not permanent. Once we take the ovaries out, everything should go back to normal. We went over all of this in our consultation, Carson.” 
 
    “No you didn’t,” I said. 
 
    “We certainly did.”  
 
    I decided not to fight with the doctor. I hung up the phone and looked in the mirror again. Even my nipples appeared to be bigger and perkier. How was I going to go out in public? I didn’t think it would be too hard to hide a pregnant belly, but now I had a lot more than a belly to hide.  
 
    “Damn,” I groaned. I spent the next few hours tidying up my house from my night of drinking. I was finishing the dishes when there was a knock at my door. I went to answer it, but the person was gone. Now there was just a box on the doorstep. I brought it inside and opened it up. It was full of women’s clothing: dresses, skirts, short shorts, blouses, and a receipt for seven thousand dollars. My heart sunk into my stomach. 
 
    I ran to my computer and looked at my email. I saw that I made the purchase while I was drunk the night before. 
 
    “Fuck,” I said, looking over at the box. The website had a no return policy on most of the items, because it was apparently a discount outlet, which was hard to believe because the cheapest piece of clothing was two hundred dollars. Apparently, I had expensive taste when I was drunk. I dragged the box into my closet. I figured I could give it to my sister, even though it was all probably a size too big for her.  
 
    But I was too embarrassed to message her. I had no idea how I was going to tell her that I acquired the haul. I had a feeling she would get some weird ideas into her head if I told her that I didn’t remember doing it—and I didn’t want her thinking that I was just wasting the money that they were giving me.  
 
    I went on with my day, but the strange feelings kept coming. I was answering emails on my computer one moment, and then the next moment I realized that I was surfing through some hairdresser’s Instagram page, admiring different feminine hairstyles as I ran my fingers through my own hair. My hair was getting shaggy, but it somehow felt softer than ever. Was that because of the hormones that my new ovaries were producing? I still couldn’t believe that I had ovaries in my body. I couldn’t think of anything more embarrassing than having ovaries—so I had to remind myself that they were temporary. I was just borrowing them. 
 
    I tossed and turned in bed that night. I had weird ideas in my head and they just wouldn’t go away, no matter how hard I tried to think of other things. I bit down hard on my tongue around midnight, and then I sat up. “Fine,” I said to myself. “Let’s just get this out of your system.” 
 
    I went to that box and pulled out a little dress and a pair of scrappy high heels. I put the outfit on and then I walked over to the mirror to do a few poses. I had no idea why I wanted to see how the clothes fit so badly, but that’s what I wanted. Maybe it was another one of those weird urges that came with my sister’s borrowed organs.  
 
    I looked kind of cute in the dress. I liked the way it swayed around me when I spun from side to side. I turned to the side and ran my fingers through my hair. I pushed my bum out and then I noticed the bust of my small tits. I ran my hands down my chest. My heart fluttered. Why did I like this? Why was this making me feel good?  
 
    I started to feel a cold sweat forming on my back. I pulled the dress off and shoved it back into the bag. I went back into my bed, but those weird feelings were still there. I remembered seeing a pretty piece of lace lingerie in that box, and now I really wanted to wear it. “Fine!” I said aloud to my nagging hormones. I went to the bag and grabbed the lingerie. It was a one-piece, hugging my body perfectly—though the little thong going up my butt crack was a tiny bit annoying. I kept the outfit on as I crawled back into bed. I felt stupid, but at least the weird urges were now settled, seemingly satisfied as long as I was dolled up. Though I now had makeup on my mind: another new urge that wasn’t welcomed. I reminded myself again that these weird feelings were just temporary: being borrowed along with the ovaries and the uterus.  
 
    The next morning was a slow one. I pulled myself out of bed after twenty long minutes of trying to build up the energy to do so. Then I dragged my feet through the house as I made my morning coffee. I felt a weird, hot sensation between my legs, but I ignored it, assuming it was just a part of the healing process.  
 
    There was a knock at my door. I took a bit sip of coffee that was probably too hot to drink, and then I walked to the door. I opened it.  
 
    It was Timothy. “What is it now?” I asked, rubbing the sleep from my eyes. 
 
    “Um,” he said, looking suddenly flustered and awkward, as if he wasn’t actually expecting me to answer the door. “I’m actually just checking in. Petra is feeling a bit down today and I think she’s a bit worried about you. I want to ease her mind.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “Let me guess, you’re both worried that I’m wasted from drinking all night.” 
 
    He forced a smile. “No—not at all,” he said. I didn’t believe him at all. “We just want to make sure you’re healing up okay. Obviously, we want that uterus to take hold and work properly. And of course we want you to be healthy… physically, and mentally.” 
 
    I narrowed my eyes. It seemed like he was calling me an idiot. And it took a second to realize why he was giving me that red-cheeked look. I looked down and saw that I was still wearing the lingerie and nothing else. I felt my heart skip a beat. I quickly covered my crotch and my chest. My face was suddenly hot. “It—It’s not what it looks like,” I said. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. “I’m sure you have a very good reason. I didn’t even really notice the outfit, to be honest.” 
 
    We both stood awkwardly in silence. “Well I’m fine,” I said. “No need to worry about me. Maybe I’ll swing by later to check on Petra.” 
 
    “Okay,” he said. 
 
    “Don’t tell her about this,” I said. “It’s not what it looks like.” I closed the door and ran to the mirror, feeling stupider than ever. The lace outfit was mostly see-thru. My nipples were showing and so was my shaft and ball sack, all squished in the tight number. “Oh my God,” I muttered to myself. What an embarrassing blunder!  
 
    I went to use the potty before taking off the lingerie. I sat down, even though it was just pee. Before flushing, I noticed the redness in the toilet. I paused, terrified. It was blood. Did I pee blood? Did one of my new organs become unhinged? Did I need to see a doctor?  
 
    I was in a sudden state of panic. I ran outside and waved down Timothy before he pulled away. I was still in my lingerie. “Stop!” I yelled. He opened his window. 
 
    “What’s wrong, Carson?” he said. 
 
    “Take me to the hospital. Something’s wrong.” His face turned white. He remained still for a moment before opening his passenger door.  
 
    “Get in!”  
 
    We raced to the hospital. He was taking big, deep breaths, trying to calm himself down. If something went wrong inside of me, that was the end of his baby dream, and it would crush his wife beyond repair. “Everything will be fine,” he said after I told him about the blood. “You probably just popped a stitch.” 
 
    “It was a lot of blood,” I said. 
 
    “Just—don’t worry about it. It will be fine. It’s going to be fine. I’m sure it will be fine.” He took another big, deep breath. He didn’t even bother parking in the hospital parking lot. He pulled up to the door and we both rushed into the hospital. I didn’t want to die from internal bleeding. I also didn’t want to be responsible for ruining my sister’s dream.  
 
    Some nurses saw that we were panicked, and they probably saw the trickle of blood running down my thigh. They rushed over to us with a wheelchair and then they rushed us into a room before asking what was happening. Timothy did his best to explain the situation to the nurse, but the nurse had never heard of the new male-pregnancy procedure, so she had no idea what to do. Finally, Timothy said, “I’ll call our doctor! He’ll be here right away.” He pulled out his phone and made the call. 
 
    Twenty minutes later, Petra showed up, looking terrified. “What’s going on?” she said, holding her stomach as if she was having terrible cramps.  
 
    “He’s bleeding,” Timothy said. She looked at me, and then she looked down at my outfit. 
 
    “Why is he dressed like that?” she asked. She looked at Timothy, as if he would know the answer. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Timothy said. 
 
    “Carson?” Petra said. 
 
    “It’s not really relevant right now, is it?” I said, feeling humiliated and terrified at the same time. 
 
    Finally, the doctor came. He had me lay back, and then he used a few different tools to investigate the problem, looking up my hole before ordering an ultrasound to come into the room. It was a frightening few hours while doctor and nurses and ultrasound technicians buzzed through the room. The tension finally came to an end when the doctor said, “I know you’re all very freaked out right now, but this bleeding is great news. Carson is having his first period, and it’s happening much sooner than planned. Everything looks perfect and normal and healthy, so I’m thinking we can go ahead with the impregnation in two weeks from now.”  
 
    We all stared at the doctor in silence for a long moment. Then everyone looked at me.  
 
    “I—I’m having my period?” I said. 
 
    He nodded his head. “It’s good news, Carson,” he said.  
 
    It was good news, but somehow it felt so horribly humiliating. And it didn’t help that I was still in that lingerie. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER V 
 
    The next two weeks were strange ones. I decided to quit my part time job, leaving me unemployed. But I was making way more from Timothy and Petra, it seemed silly to hang around that old gig. I wanted to focus on making their baby—and the extra time at home seemed better spent playing online poker. During my first few days at home, I actually managed to turn five grand into seven grand with a few online tournaments. Two grand was more than I would make in a month at my old job, so I chalked it up as a win.  
 
    After another drunk night, celebrating a poker victory, I woke up and found that my face was covered in makeup. A big plastic bag full of makeup sat on my kitchen counter. I vaguely remembered stumbling down the street and wandering into a drug store to make the purchase. I felt embarrassed once again—too embarrassed to go out for a few days, worried someone might recognize me. But the makeup actually came in handy. I had the great idea one day of getting myself dolled up for a poker tournament. The tournament required players to have their cameras turned on and pointed at their faces, so I pretended to be a girl and found that many men would fold for me (before sending me messages once they were eliminated, which I always ignored). It was a cheeky little strategy to give myself an advantage, and I knew that it would work because I’d seen guys in online poker tournaments bending over for female players before.  
 
    So I made a bit of extra cash, and I kind of liked the feeling of the soft fabrics against my skin. I used the extra cash to buy a few more bottles of nice scotch, which disappeared quickly during my little personal celebrations.  
 
    I woke up one morning to a knock at the door. I was groggy as I sat up. The person was knocking aggressively and constantly, and that knocking seemed to rattle around in my brain. “Hold on,” I groaned. I was still wearing a little black dress and my makeup was still done from the night before, but I didn’t really care. I’d already embarrassed myself enough times—it couldn’t get any worse. Plus this time I had a good excuse. 
 
    I answered the door and saw Timothy and Petra standing there. “What are you doing?” Timothy said. “We’re late for our appointment.” 
 
    “We are?” I said, rubbing my eyes, ruining my mascara.  
 
    “Why are you dressed like that?” Petra asked. 
 
    “It helps to win poker games,” I said with a grin.  
 
    “Gambling?” Timothy said. “I thought you were done with that.” 
 
    “No. You told me I couldn’t drink or do drugs. You said nothing about gambling.” 
 
    “We’re giving you a lot of money…”  
 
    “Timothy,” Petra said.  
 
    “Well we have to go or we’ll miss our appointment. Bring a change of clothes and change in the car.”  
 
    I grabbed a pair of jeans and a t-shirt and got into the back of their beautiful car. I meant to get changed, but instead I fell asleep during the ride. They shook me awake in the hospital parking lot. 
 
    “I’m tired,” I said. 
 
    “I don’t care,” Timothy said. “We paid a lot of money for this appointment and you aren’t missing it.” 
 
    “I need to get changed,” I said, sitting upright. 
 
    “There’s no time now. You had your chance.” 
 
    “Timothy, be nice,” Petra said. 
 
    Timothy sighed and forced a smile. I was apparently on his nerves. “Come on, Carson. Please.” I didn’t get changed, but I wasn’t too worried about people looking at me. I knew that I actually looked like a girl, in that dress, with my legs shaved and my shaggy hair styled to look like a short bob (I took some scissors to it a few nights before after my first few drinks). So the only people who were going to be giving me weird looks had already seen me at my worst. The dress was more appropriate than the lingerie that I was wearing during the last appointment. 
 
    “So what are we doing here?” I asked my sister. 
 
    “We’re going to check to see how far away from ovulation you are so we can book an appointment to do the impregnation.” 
 
    “Why do you keep calling it impregnation?” I asked. “It sounds gross, like you’re going to bend me over and screw me on a hospital bed.” 
 
    “Carson, don’t be gross,” Timothy said.  
 
    “It is what it is: impregnation. It’s not implantation because it’s not IVF. You are going to conceive naturally.” 
 
    “There’s nothing natural about this,” I said. Then the doctor came in. He said nothing as he prepared his tools. The ultrasound technician came in next. “Let’s get started. Take off your dress, please,” he said to me. 
 
    So I took off my dress, but I was wearing no bra, so my sister saw my breasts for the first time. They were closer to being B-cups now. I saw her look at them for a long moment before looking away with red cheeks.  
 
    “Yeah, yeah,” I said. “I have tits now. Get over it. You did this to me.” 
 
    “I didn’t even notice,” she said.  
 
    They ran the machine over my stomach. “Well look at that,” the doctor said. “Talk about perfect timing.” 
 
    “What is it?” Timothy asked, leaning forward. 
 
    “We have an egg in place,” he said. “See that tiny spec? I do believe that’s an egg. She’s ovulating.” 
 
    “He,” I said. “I’m still a he.”  
 
    “Right. Excuse me.” 
 
    “So do we need to book that impregnation appointment soon then?” Timothy asked. 
 
    “There’s no time for that. We need to do it now.”  
 
    “Now?” Timothy said. 
 
    The doctor nodded his head. “We need a sample as quickly as possible, and then we need to insert it—while it’s warm. The sperm do better in warm conditions, so we need to act quickly.”  
 
    The nurse brought over a little cup and handed it to Timothy. “You can go behind that curtain,” she said. 
 
    “What? How’s about another room?” he said. 
 
    The doctor shook his head. “We need to do the transfer fast—as in, within twenty seconds, before it cools off. There’s no time to get you from one room to another. The curtain will provide you with all the privacy you need.” 
 
    Timothy looked at his wife with wide eyes. She shrugged her shoulders. “Do you need my help?” she asked.  
 
    “Go help your husband,” the doctor said. “I will work with her to get her vagina ready for the impregnation.” 
 
    “Him,” I said, correcting the doctor. “I’m still a guy.”  
 
    “Sorry,” he said.  
 
    He got a long strip of mesh and wrapped it around my crotch, holding my cock and balls up so that my pussy was exposed—or hole, or whatever it medically was called.  
 
    “What’s happening?” I asked. 
 
    “This will be a bit awkward,” the doctor said. “But we need everything to… open up. Your vagina has a certain pH value, and that value changes during sex, from the stimulation. We want that pH to be just right for the impregnation, and your sister and brother-in-law don’t want to use any drugs or unnatural means to conceive their child.” 
 
    “What are you saying?” I said, feeling more awkward than ever. 
 
    “We need to stimulate your vagina. Ideally we’ll have you climax—that would give us the ideal pH.”  
 
    “Climax?” I said with wide eyes. “You’re going to make me climax?” 
 
    “We’ll use a tool,” he said. Then he retrieved a long white vibrator that looked like it was from a nearby sex store. “I know that it will seem awkward, but you need to relax if this is going to work. Just lay back. We’ll have the nurse do it for you—that should make you more… comfortable.”  
 
    The young blonde nurse stepped up, putting on her rubber gloves. She took the vibrator. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, regretting everything. I felt the tip press up to my hole. She gently pushed it into me. It was warm and lubricated. She pushed two inches in and then clicked on the vibration. I brought my knees up and gasped. It felt strange: buzzing inside of my body, in a hole I wasn’t supposed to have.  
 
    She gently pulled in and out. “Please just tell me what feels good,” she said. “We ideally want a climax.”  
 
    “O—Okay,” I said awkwardly. This wasn’t worth one-hundred grand. This was too humiliating. It didn’t help that I could hear my sister and her husband. “You can get it harder than that,” Petra whispered. 
 
    “It’s hard enough. Just do it.” 
 
    “Do what?” Petra asked. They were whispering but I could still hear everything. 
 
    “The thing I like.” 
 
    “I’m not doing that here.” 
 
    “Well how the hell am I supposed to come in here? This is so embarrassing.” 
 
    “You just have to do it.” 
 
    “Do the thing I like then.” 
 
    “Fine!” Petra said. “Is that better?” 
 
    Timothy took a deep breath. “Yeah, just like that.”  
 
    I tried to ignore them. I tried to focus on the buzzing in my hole. She pushed a bit deeper. “I need some direction,” the nurse said. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. “It feels fine.”  
 
    “Do you want it deeper?” she asked. Then she pushed it two more inches in. “Like this?” 
 
    It felt better. A jolt of warmth pulsed through me. “Okay. Sure,” I said. 
 
    “Deeper even? I can go deeper,” she said. She gave me a sample, and another blast of euphoria pulsed through me. 
 
    “Put it in all the way,” I whispered, hoping my sister and her husband wouldn’t hear. She pushed the long cock deep into my body. I groaned. It felt nice buzzing, but it really felt nice when it was moving. I was embarrassed to ask her to pump it, but if I was going to get off, then she was going to have to pump it. I didn’t want to have to do this every month for the next year. I wanted to get this over with. I wanted this to be the only awkward sodomizing that I had to go through. 
 
    “Pump it,” I whispered. 
 
    “Excuse me?” she said. “I can’t hear you.” 
 
    “I said pump it.” I bit down on my tongue. She began to slide it back and forth.  
 
    “Good,” I heard the doctor say. The nurse pulled out for a quick moment for the doctor’s inspection. He was bending over to check on my hole. “I can see everything relaxing there. Keep going.” 
 
    She pushed it back into me, making me gasp. I closed my eyes again, too afraid to accidentally make eye contact with the nurse.  
 
    “It can help if you stimulate your nipples,” the nurse said. “Try it.”  
 
    I felt stupid as I brought my hands to my breasts. I gently grabbed my nipples, which were bigger than ever before. I pinched them gently and began to roll them. Tingles pulsed through me. That vibrating dildo kept sliding in and out, making my knees rise up higher. I moaned a little bit, then I clutched the hospital bed sheet. It was such a strange feeling: a toy pushing in and out of a hole that I wasn’t even supposed to have.  
 
    But it felt nice. The vibration was getting stronger and stronger. Now I was moaning loudly. I could feel my cock stretching out, trying to bulge out from that mesh restraint. I squirmed and groaned, and then I felt a wet expulsion. I had a feeling I ‘squirted’ out of my hole, but I was too embarrassed to open my eyes. 
 
    “Okay, pull it out now,” the doctor said with a hurried tone of voice. I didn’t open my eyes until I felt something new push into my hole. Then I looked down and saw what looked like a turkey baster, full of cum. 
 
    I froze, still tingling with euphoria. The doctor squeezed the end and I felt the warm goo pour into my body. I gasped. I could feel it all over, inside of my puss, oozing around the baster and the doctor tried to simulate a real ejaculation, with many small blasts. “Let’s hope this takes,” he said. Timothy and Petra were both standing there. Then the most embarrassing thing happened: I came. I leaned my head back and let out a loud moan. The euphoria was too intense. My body trembled and then it relaxed into the bed. I pulled the bed sheet with both of my hands, and then I felt that baster pull out of me. “Do you have a wipe ready?” the doctor asked. 
 
    “Oh no, sorry,” the nurse said. I felt Timothy’s cum oozing out of me, trickling down my bum. I felt so embarrassed and disgusted, but still so euphoric at the same time. I had my brother-in-law’s cum in my body and now it was all over my ass too.  
 
    “Look away,” Timothy said to Petra, who was staring with wide eyes.  
 
    I tried to close my legs, but the nurse came right back to spread them, to wipe the mess away. “Go home and drink lots of fluids,” she said. “Let’s hope that this takes.”  
 
    “It better,” I said as my cheeks turned dark red.  
 
    “Indeed,” Timothy said, turning away from me. At least the humiliation was over—at least until they went to try again. I was once again left feeling regretful; had I known what I was in for, I would have never accepted that money.  
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I was sure that the pregnancy didn’t take. After two weeks, I felt no different, and I was starting to dread the next attempt. Timothy and Petra came over every evening—just to ‘pop in’, but I knew that they were checking in to see if I was drinking. Each time they came over, I saw their eyes peering around my house, trying to spot hidden empties. And I noticed them driving by a few times late at night, cruising by the house slowly and peering into my windows.  
 
    So I made a point of drinking in the bathroom, from a bottle of whiskey that I kept underneath the vanity, behind a bunch of old shampoo bottles.  
 
    And then one day, Timothy came over and knocked on the door. It was almost dinnertime—much earlier than his usual visits. “What is it, Tim?” I said, getting frustrated with their paranoia. They paid me to do a job and I was doing the job. I did a bunch of research on my computer: alcohol doesn’t do anything to a baby during the first trimester—and it definitely doesn’t do anything during the first couple of weeks (not that I was pregnant anyway).  
 
    “I was just driving through the area—to meet a client—and I noticed your blinds are all closed.” 
 
    “So what?” I said. “I live on a busy street. I don’t like people looking in.” 
 
    I saw his gaze turn to my back window. Those curtains were also closed, even though they looked into a quiet backyard. “You don’t need to close all of your curtains,” he said. “I—uh—was doing some reading, and it said that sunlight is really good for you when you’re trying to get pregnant—and when you’re pregnant. It’s also great for your mood. You shouldn’t keep these curtains closed all day.”  
 
    “I’m getting plenty of sunlight, Timmy, don’t worry.” 
 
    He bit down on his tongue and smiled. “Well moonlight is good too,” he said. “Some people even believe that the moon is what allows a woman to get pregnant… Or a man.” 
 
    “That sounds like a bunch of nonsense, but I’ll keep it in mind,” I said. “Anything else?” 
 
    He shook his head. I knew that he just wanted me to open my blinds so he could spy on me, and make sure that I wasn’t getting hammered. Even now, I could see that he was leaning forward slightly, engaging his nostrils as he tried to smell whiskey on my breath.  
 
    “Okay,” I said. “I’ve got plans tonight, but it was nice chatting.” I closed the door, mostly because it was still too hard to make eye contact with Timothy. Every time I looked into his eyes, I remembered the feeling of his thick, warm cum oozing out from my body.  
 
    I wasn’t keeping the curtains closed so that Timothy and Petra wouldn’t see me drinking. I was keeping the curtains closed because I kept finding myself dolled up, and I knew that my sister and her husband were coming by once or twice a day when I wasn’t paying attention. I didn’t need them seeing me all dressed up. I didn’t want to be dressed up and I knew that they wouldn’t understand that it was just a consequence of the new hormones that were pumping through my body.  
 
    I was still winning more poker games than ever dressed like a girl, as long as I was playing on video tables. Men would sometimes send me big tips after games, and I had a few guys sending me regular tips, and all I had to do was send them flirty messages from time to time. It was an easy hustle—though a lot of my spare income was now being spent on clothes and makeup.  
 
    There was a strangely addicting quality to the girly outfits. They felt nice against my skin; it seemed unfair that women’s clothes used such soft fabrics, while men’s clothes were all apparently made from old burlap sacks. And there was something satisfying about a perfectly tight fit. Not to mention the feeling of fresh air flowing up a dancing skirt—it was nice.  
 
    And then sleeping in tight, sexy lingerie was nice too. I loved feeling sexy as I fell asleep, even though I knew it was completely crazy. At times I would forget that I wasn’t actually a girl; I would get so into character flirting with men at poker tables online that it was hard to break character when I was done. There was a whole day that I spent in makeup and a dress, just roaming around my house, just because I forgot to change back into my regular clothes after my morning poker tournament. It wasn’t until I went to put on my lingerie that I realized I’d spent the day as a woman.  
 
    I knew that it was just the hormones messing with me. I knew that some subconscious memories transferred over along with my sister’s uterus and ovaries.  
 
    It was a Saturday when I joined a big stakes poker game and lost everything that I’d made in the past month, plus more. My plan was to play a few safe hands and walk away with a quick thousand dollars or so. But I kept losing, even though I was getting good hands. I kept going back in, thinking I just needed one more hand to win it all back. Then I ran out of cash: fifteen grand lost in under an hour.  
 
    I closed my computer and suddenly felt sick. I was broke all over again, just because I lost control for less than an hour. I went to the bathroom and bent over the toilet. I heaved for a moment, and then I threw up. I couldn’t believe what I’d done.  
 
    I was going to need to be more careful. I couldn’t let Timothy know that I lost all the money—but somehow, I needed to ask for more. He wasn’t planning on paying me again until I got pregnant, and that could take months. I was unemployed now, and I really needed more money. 
 
    I threw up again.  
 
    Then I went to my bedroom and cried into my pillow. I cried for an hour, and then I suddenly got a great idea. I quickly put on some fresh makeup and one of my sexier pieces of lingerie. I posed for a few cute photos, and then I fired them off to my usual online flirts, hoping to get a few bucks in return. It was only twenty minutes before one guy sent me a hundred bucks—enough to hop into another poker game. I was more careful this time, sitting there in my lingerie on video as the rounds went by. I got a few tips from horny men, and I won a few pots. By the end of that day I had five hundred bucks in my poker wallet. I felt a bit better and a lot more hopeful. I could live for a couple weeks off of five hundred bucks. 
 
    And then I went to the bathroom again to throw up. Maybe it was just the lingering nerves from losing everything that morning. I tried to reassure myself that I would make the money back, but I just kept throwing up, and then I would find myself in my bedroom, crying hysterically like I’d never cried before.  
 
    I decided to drink some whiskey to level myself out. I ended up passing out while on a Zoom call with a stranger I met on the internet. He kept sending me tips, so I agreed to do a sexy dance for him. It probably wasn’t very sexy, seeing as I could hardly keep myself upright. But he seemed to like my tits, which were almost C-cups now. He liked it when I gently pinched my nipples and pretended to have an orgasm. It wasn’t until the next morning that I realized he sent me nearly five hundred dollars in tips. I felt a bit like a prostitute but I didn’t care—I was surviving.  
 
    I threw up again that morning, but after that, the vomiting stopped and things went back to normal. Maybe it was just a stomach bug… 
 
    Two weeks later, it was time for another impregnation attempt. The doctor had the idea of trying out a new strategy that would ensure the sperm had a better chance at making it to the egg. He had me climb onto my hands and knees, and then Timothy went behind the curtain to jerk off while the nurse used a vibrating dildo to ‘prepare my vagina’. She pumped until I was moaning, and then the doctor swooped in with that turkey baster full of warm cum and he squished it into my body. This time he held the baster inside of me while the nurse massaged the tip of my erect penis. The theory was that if I remained in an orgasm state, my cervix would be more relaxed and the sperm would have an easier time travelling to the egg—at least that was my understanding. I didn’t have a clit, so rubbing the tip of my penis was apparently the best alternative.  
 
    It was embarrassing when I came ten seconds after the put the cum in me. The nurse gasped and let go of my cock. I closed my eyes and said, “I’m so sorry,” while my face turned dark red. 
 
    “Don’t be sorry,” the doctor said. “It’s a good sign. The more relaxed your body is, the better the chance of this working.” 
 
    But it didn’t work, so after another long month of losing poker games and drinking in my bathroom, I found myself in that office again. The doctor was pacing the room this time. “Where’s Petra?” he asked. 
 
    “She had to see her friend, out of town,” Timothy said. 
 
    “Well I think this is a matter that should be discussed with everyone,” the doctor said. 
 
    “Why? What’s wrong? What happened?” Timothy said. “Is it not going to work? Was all of this for nothing?”  
 
    The doctor shook his head. “Relax, Timothy,” the doctor said. “It’s going to work. We just need a more aggressive approach.”  
 
    Timothy took a deep breath and sat back down. 
 
    “Sperm loses energy fast. There’s only so much energy in each little swimmer—and that energy dissolves almost completely when exposed to cool air. Even the air in this room, which is warm, is too cool for sperm to remain effective. I think our problem is that the sperm is dying before reaching her egg.” 
 
    “His egg,” I said, correcting the doctor. 
 
    “Right. Excuse me. It’s a long journey for sperm to make, and usually that journey is made mostly by the burst of speed the sperm gets during ejaculation. By the time we’re putting your ejaculate into her body, most of the sperm has already died.” 
 
    “His body,” I said. 
 
    “Right. His body.”  
 
    “So what are you suggesting?” Timothy asked. 
 
    The doctor was silent for a moment. “Well, I can tell you how we’ve had success before, but it won’t sound preferable.” 
 
    “Just say it,” Timothy said. 
 
    “It would be best if you were to ejaculate into her body,” the doctor said. 
 
    “His body,” I said before the lump filled my throat completely.  
 
    “What?” Timothy said. 
 
    Now the room was silent. Everyone was white in the face—even the doctor. He cleared his throat and fixed his white coat. “It’s purely medical. Unless you want to attempt IVF—which I know that you don’t—this may be your best option. Now you can see why it would be best for Petra to be here.” 
 
    “She doesn’t need to be here,” Timothy said, standing up suddenly. He started pacing the room, taking deep breaths. He straightened his back. “There has to be another way.” 
 
    “Well, we can keep trying with the transfer, but I don’t think it’s going to work. Your sperm just aren’t fast enough. I think our best bet is deep penetration during ejaculation. It would cut the energy that the sperm need to have by a lot—ninety-five percent, at least.”  
 
    “This is crazy,” I said. 
 
    “Let’s just do it,” Timothy said.  
 
    “What?” I said, looking at him with wide eyes. 
 
    “Petra doesn’t have to know about this. No one needs to tell her. I’ll go behind that curtain and get it ready. The nurse can get you ready. Then we’ll do it quickly. It will be over in seconds.”  
 
    “I think that’s the best attitude,” said the doctor. 
 
    I felt sick. My head was spinning. I didn’t want Timothy inside of me. I didn’t want his penis anywhere near me—it was bad enough that they kept pouring his warm cum into my body. “Let’s do it,” said Timothy. He went behind the curtain, and then the nurse started getting ready, as if I consented. 
 
    “No way,” I said. 
 
    “It won’t be so bad,” the doctor said. “Please just place your legs in the stirrups and let the nurse prepare the rest.”  
 
    My heart was pounding ferociously. I tried to take a deep breath in. For some reason, I actually put my legs in the stirrups. She put on her rubbed glove and then started to rub around my hole with lubricated fingers. “You know the drill,” she said. “Tell me what feels good.”  
 
    “This is insane,” I managed to say, but everyone was ignoring me.  
 
    I closed my eyes. I felt that vibrator pushing gently into my hole. I felt the nurse's fingers move around my lips, parting me so that she could penetrate me deeper. I felt like I was about to throw up. I bit down hard on my tongue and turned my head to the side. Sadly, the vibrator felt nice—it always felt nice. It felt so nice that I ordered one online and had been using it—not just in my pussy hole but also in my asshole. It actually felt nicer in the asshole, and now I was tempted to tell the nurse that little fact. But I kept my mouth shut. 
 
    She pumped and twisted, until I managed to say, “That feels good.” She was hitting a nice spot, making my skin tingle.  
 
    I took a series of deep breaths. “Are you close to coming?” the nurse asked. “I think Timothy is almost ready.” And I was close to coming until she gave me that reminder. I groaned and squirmed. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said.  
 
    “I’ll pump harder.” She grunted as she began to thrust fast and hard into my body. She used her free hand to grip the edge of the hospital bed. I let a moan slip. It felt good, but the dread was just growing stronger. Were we really not going to tell Petra about this?  
 
    “I’m ready,” I heard Timothy say with a strained voice. 
 
    “Come over,” the doctor said, even though I wasn’t coming. Maybe I didn’t need to come. Maybe with direct penetration, I only needed to be a bit soft in the cervical area.  
 
    I kept my eyes closed, not wanting to see Timothy. I felt the vibrator pull out, and then I felt Timothy’s warm aura. I refused to open my eyes. I gasped when I felt his warm, throbbing tip press up to my hole. “Oh God,” I heard him mutter. 
 
    “Put it in, Timothy,” the doctor said. I suddenly felt his thick cock penetrate my hole. I gasped and he groaned. I could feel him throbbing. I could feel his veins.  
 
    “Are you coming?” the doctor asked. 
 
    “Fuck,” Timothy said. “No—I lost it.” 
 
    “Try to come,” the doctor said.  
 
    So he started thrusting, sliding that slimy cock in and out, rubbing his pulsing veins along the walls of my pussy. It was a terrible feeling—especially terrible because it actually felt nice. 
 
    I started to moan even though I was trying hard not to.  
 
    “I can’t do it,” Timothy said, still straining. 
 
    “You have to,” said the doctor. “You need to try to ejaculate inside of her.”  
 
    He groaned. I clenched my pussy around his cock, and then he gasped. I felt his cock flutter and throb harder. “Shit,” he moaned. Then I let my eyes open. I saw that he had his eyes closed. I saw his abs, glistening as beads of sweat formed on his skin. I saw his mane of pubic hair, and I saw the base of his thick shaft every time he pulled back. I suddenly found myself mesmerized by his body. I knew that he spent a lot of time in the gym, but I never realized he was so muscular.  
 
    I felt his cock throb hard, and then I felt the blast: much stronger than the blast from the turkey baster. I gasped and grabbed the white sheet on that hospital bed. I felt each blast, each as strong as the one before it. I felt Timothy’s hands grabbing my hips, his fingernails digging into my skin. I stared up at his face as his head rolled from side to side. 
 
    “Hold it,” the doctor said. “Don’t pull out. Try to keep your erection deep inside of her body.”  
 
    I could feel the large mass of warm goo inside of me, wanting to pour out from my hole. I could still feel his cock twitching, still unloading cum as if he had an infinity supply. I couldn’t believe it: my brother-in-law was coming inside of me. We were technically having sex. 
 
    And to make matters even more humiliating, the euphoria from his warm load made me climax. I groaned and then my cock unexpectedly shot streaks of cum up my chest and abdomen. I reached down to squeeze my shaft in a stupid and failed attempt to stop the climax. Squeezing my shaft only made the cum shoot further, hitting me in the face.  
 
    “I’ll grab some towels,” the nurse said with a white face. The scene was even too shocking for her.  
 
    Timothy finally opened his eyes. He looked down at me and turned as white as the hospital bed sheet. He stepped back even though the doctor hadn’t given the order yet. The cum poured out of me as the final drop oozed out from my tip.  
 
    Timothy stared at me for a long moment before turning around in a snap. “We won’t tell Petra about this,” he said. “Let’s just pray that it worked.”  
 
    He pulled up his pants, and the act was over.  
 
    That night, I started throwing up again. I spent half of the night over the toilet, heaving and emptying the contents of my stomach. I assumed it was just the anxiety from having gay sex with my brother-in-law. And then I curiously decided to pee on one of the pregnancy tests that Petra had dropped off at my house. 
 
    It was an advanced test, designed to tell you how far along you are. And according to the test, I was already nine weeks pregnant. “Are you fucking kidding me?” I said aloud. I held the test up, and then I looked in the mirror. I was pregnant, and I’d been pregnant for a while. I don’t know why I didn’t think to pee on a stick before that moment. I just assumed the nausea was from the dread and anxiety. I assumed the missed periods were just part of my hormones straightening out.  
 
    I called the doctor. The next morning they got me in for an ultrasound. And on that screen, I saw a very small baby, already with definable features, like arms, legs, and a head. It even did a little squirm while it was on the screen. 
 
    Timothy rushed into the room, having left work early when the doctor’s office called to tell him the ultrasound was happening. Petra rushed in after him. They both became silent as they stared at the screen. Then they looked at me and smiled. “We’re pregnant!” they said at the same time. 
 
    But they weren’t pregnant—I was pregnant. And maybe I should have been happy, but I could only think about the awkward sex with Timothy, and how it wasn’t at all necessary. I was already pregnant long before he stuck his throbbing erection into my body. The first batch of his warm cum was successful. The rest was just humiliation. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    The next three weeks were brutal: I had the worst mood swings and some of the worst nausea of my life—worse than when I had food poisoning. The worst part about the sudden sickness was that I never saw it coming. I would be walking and then it would hit and I would have to bend over to throw up. A few minutes later, it was gone—though sometimes it didn’t go away for hours and there was no predicting it at all. 
 
    But once I was into my second trimester, the nausea suddenly went away. I was so relieved, though a bit anxious that it could come back at any moment. I now had a visible bump, and my breasts were approaching D-cups. My nipples were almost always erect, and they’d grown twice the size since I had my operation.  
 
    My hair was growing fast—seemingly an inch per week. I hadn’t gotten around to cutting it off, or maybe I just secretly didn’t want to cut it off because the long hair helped in convincing men to send me money online on that poker app. My suddenly large breasts helped too. I bought a few shirts that were low-cut, showing off tons of cleavage. Sometimes I even found myself staring at my cleavage, shocked that breasts could grow so big in such a short period of time. “They’re only going to get bigger,” the doctor said to me during a checkup.  
 
    “But they’ll go away once this is all done, right?” I asked. 
 
    He stared at me blankly for a moment. “I’m sure that we can arrange something.” And I was starting to realize that some of these changes might not be so temporary after all. It sounded like the doctor was suggesting a surgery to remove the breasts, and I’d seen the scars from similar surgeries that girls got when they wanted to become boys—and the scars weren’t ideal. I didn’t need everyone thinking that I was a female-to-male transgender whenever I took my shirt off.  
 
    The pregnancy came with an influx of hormones. I would find myself crying suddenly and for seemingly no reason. Then, some nights, I would become frighteningly horny. I would look down and see that my cock was fully erect and throbbing. It would stay that way until I dealt with it, squeezing it and stroking it—and it never took long.  
 
    But every time that horniness came, other urges came. I would find myself taking my vibrator and pressing it into my asshole. Some nights I would make myself come without even touching my cock: on my hands and knees, pumping my ass with my vibrator. I was too afraid to stick anything in my pussy, knowing that there was a baby growing up there.  
 
    At night, I was having strange dreams: terrifyingly vivid and realistic dreams. In one dream, Timothy showed up at my house. We had drinks together, and then I sucked his cock until he came in my mouth. The dream was so realistic that I woke up feeling like I could still taste his cum. And then I had another dream where I went to his house and got into his bed while Petra was sleeping next to him. I mounted him and bounced gently on his cock until he came deep in my asshole. But it was just a dream—even though I woke up with my own cum hardening to my pregnant stomach.  
 
    A surge of hormonal horniness came when I was at the grocery store one afternoon, sixteen weeks into my pregnancy. I now had a fairly large bump—bigger than the average sixteen-week bump. Between the bump and my large breasts, it became impossible to be a man outside of the home, so I was going out as a woman, with makeup and a dress and big sunglass in case someone tried to recognize me.  
 
    I was in the frozen goods isle when I saw a man staring at me. He was a young man—a few years younger than me. He smiled at me, and then my downstairs tingled for some unknown reason. I found myself mesmerized by him—even following him as he went to the next isle. I tried to get closer to him. I caught myself staring at his thick arm muscles as he reached for a can of beans.  
 
    He looked over at me. “Congratulations on the baby,” he said with a warm smile. 
 
    “Thank you,” I said, staring into his eyes, feeling strange and out of place—but unable to help myself. 
 
    “The dad must be excited,” he said.  
 
    “No dad,” I said. “It’s an IVF baby.” 
 
    “Oh, really?” he said. 
 
    I nodded my head. Then I continued to watch him as he reached for another can. His shirt lifted slightly, exposing the definition of his abs. My pussy tingled and started to become damp. I bit my lip and let a small whimper out from my mouth. He looked over at me again with another smile.  
 
    “Do you know where the bathroom is?” I asked. 
 
    “I think it’s just that way,” he said, pointing down the aisle. 
 
    “Can you show me—do you think?” 
 
    His eyes flashed and he paused. Then he smiled and showed me the way. “It’s right here,” he said opening the door for me. 
 
    “Come in,” I said.  
 
    He paused again, and then he went in. Once the door was closed, his hands were on the sides of my belly. He gently stroked before moving those hands up to my breasts. He squeezed, making me moan. I pulled away his belt and dropped to my knees. 
 
    I couldn’t believe what I was doing. Why wasn’t I stopping myself? I wasn’t gay. I didn’t want to see or feel a cock—but for some reason I was aggressively trying to get it out. I reached into his fly and grabbed his warm meat. I caressed it before pulling it out, and then it went straight into my mouth. I needed to have it. I had to suck it. It felt so satisfying on my tongue, throbbing as it grew quickly.  
 
    He put his fingers in my hair while I sucked. “Try to be fast,” he whispered. “I don’t want them putting my groceries back.” 
 
    So I bobbed my head quickly. He was fully erect now; his tip pressed hard against the roof of my mouth. I bobbed and drooled and licked and tickled—and then he started moaning and clenching. I knew that he was close. I knew that I was going to get a mouthful of cum if I didn’t lean back—and that’s just what I wanted. I pressed my lips firmly around his girth and used my hand to squeeze his base. I felt the throb and the flutter, and then the splash of warm goo connected with the back of my throat. I gagged a little bit but I didn’t let go. I sucked hard, making sure to get all of the cum out from his horny erection.  
 
    I swallowed and then I let out a sigh of relief. He was looking down at me with dark red cheeks. “Can I get your number?” he asked. 
 
    I wiped my lips. “Sorry,” I said, shaking my head. “No can do. Thanks for that though.” 
 
    I got up, checked my makeup in the mirror, and then I continued shopping, satisfied for the moment. The regret and dread didn’t kick in until later that night. I couldn’t believe that I sucked a stranger’s cock in a supermarket—and it wasn’t just one of my super vivid dreams.  
 
    I thought the little bathroom romp would satisfy me, but it only put more ideas into my head. Now I wanted to feel a shaft inside of me. I wanted to find a man to plug my asshole. I even found myself searching through classifieds on dirty websites, seeing if I could possibly make a few bucks. I ended up finding a guy who was willing to pay a pregnant woman for anal sex. “Willing to pay top dollar,” his ad said. 
 
    I used a throwaway email address to reply to the ad. “I’m pregnant and possibly interested,” I wrote. “What’s top dollar?” 
 
    “How pregnant are you? Send a picture.” 
 
    I sent him a picture of my bump. He took twenty minutes to reply. “If you let me fuck you in the ass and then come on your belly, I’ll give you a thousand.”  
 
    My heart fluttered. I didn’t reply to his email—not that night. I still had plenty of money that I got from Timothy. I didn’t need to sink to that embarrassing level, even though I really wanted to feel a cock in my body. 
 
    The next night, he sent me a picture of his erection. It was bigger than I was expecting. “Fifteen hundred,” he wrote. “But only if you can take the whole thing. It’s eleven inches.”  
 
    So I went to my fridge. I had a cucumber. I measured it. It was fourteen inches. So I cut three inches off and then I held it against my pregnant belly. It was big: massive. My heart fluttered and I took the veggie to my room. I lubricated it and spent the next twenty minutes gently pushing it deeper and deeper into my body, until it was almost entirely inside of me. I groaned and trembled, and then I ended up coming all over my bedsheets before going over to my computer to respond to the horny man. “Two thousand and you can stick the whole thing in me and come on my belly,” I wrote. 
 
    “Deal,” he replied. “I’m free tomorrow night. Wear something cute.” 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    I was getting dolled up for my date the next night and my heart was pounding. I knew that I was doing something stupid. I knew that I was risking everything. What if I made the man angry? What if he hurt me—or the baby? What if he noticed my cock and decided to beat me to death?  
 
    My ball sack had shriveled almost entirely, and my penis was much smaller than it was before my operation. It was easy to hide my package now, even in a thong. But I had something better than a thong: I had a pair of panties with a pre-cut pussy hole and a pre-cut anal hole. They were perfect for hiding my package, as long as they stayed on my body.  
 
    I was nailing my makeup. I looked so pretty, with long flicks of eyeliner and perfectly blended eye shadow. I had just the right amount of blush on, and my tits were now what I would call ‘large breasts’. They were perfectly jiggly and perky, squishing together to make the perfect cleavage. I was hot and excited to go out. 
 
    Then there was a knock at my door. I paused as a cold tingle crept through me. I looked towards the door. Timothy and Petra had been leaving me alone for the most part since the end of my first trimester. I’d only seen Timothy once, when he came to drop off a cheque, and I’d seen Petra twice—once for coffee, and once when she came over to borrow a cordless drill (I’m pretty sure it was just one of her little check-ins).   
 
    I approached the door slowly and looked through the peephole. They were both there: Timothy and Petra. I knew I couldn’t answer the door in my hoochie dress and glamorous makeup. But my lights were on and I had music playing. They surely knew that I was home, and I didn’t need them going around my house to try my back door. I couldn’t be caught like this—but I wasn’t about to wash off three hours of hard work.  
 
    So I just ran to the back door and locked it, then I ran to my bathroom and hid while they knocked a few more times. The knocking stopped, but I waited another ten minutes before slipping out from my hiding place. I went back to the peephole and peered out. They were gone and their car was gone too. I felt a wave of relief, but my nerves were still buzzing hard.  
 
    I was very careful slipping out of my house to head to my little car. I looked around me to make sure they weren’t hiding out, and then I drove off quickly, headed towards the hotel where I was going to get plugged by a complete stranger.  
 
    The reality really sunk in as I pulled up. I was now almost twenty weeks pregnant—almost halfway through my pregnancy. I was going to have a baby—but first I was going to have sex with a stranger in a hotel room. Nothing seemed real. It was too hard to believe. Just a few months ago, I was living a regular life: keeping to myself and doing what men are more or less expected to do. Now, I was sitting with a pregnant belly outside of a hotel where I would be a prostitute for the night. 
 
    A figure emerged from the front lobby doors. He looked around and then he looked at me. Our gazes locked for a long moment, and I knew that he was my date. He smiled and waved. 
 
    I was not expecting what I got. He was tall and surprisingly handsome. He was muscular but thin—and I’d been expecting a large man (which I was actually a bit excited about in a weird way). I got out from my car and he waved me over. I approached slowly, knowing I could still back out. I didn’t need his money. I’d been doing well with my online poker sessions. I was up a few thousand dollars since I lost everything, I was still getting tips from horny men.  
 
    But I wasn’t there for the money. That money was just a bonus. I wanted to feel him inside of me. I wanted to experience an evening of bliss: rubbing and sucking and ejaculating. I don’t know why I wanted it, but nothing could stop me.  
 
    “Let’s have a drink,” he said with a smile, without even a hello. 
 
    I shook my head. “Let’s just go to the room,” I said. I was nervous; a part of me just wanted to get it over with and another part of me wanted it to last forever. But I knew that I just needed to feel that satisfaction. I just needed to feel that warm goo across my belly and I would be able to sleep well for a night.  
 
    “If that’s what you want, that’s what you’ll get,” he said. He took my hand. He had a big hand. I thought for a moment about telling him that I was a male—but I knew that it would ruin everything. He didn’t have to know. I went to lengths to make sure he wouldn’t find out, so why would I consider ruining it? I hated being deceitful… though it was also thrilling at the same time.  
 
    We went up to the top floor where there was only a single room at the end of a short hallway. He punched in his keycard and opened the door for me. The room was beautiful, with an amazing view—but I wasn’t there to take in the sights. I turned to my date. I bit down on my tongue. “Do you have the money?” I asked. 
 
    He pointed to a dresser. There was a wad of cash sitting there. “You can count it, if you want.” 
 
    “I trust you,” I said. Then I looked down at his pants. I could make out the slight definition of his bulge. He had a big cock: eleven inches. I hadn’t forgotten the cucumber. I took a deep breath.  
 
    “Should we kiss?” he asked. 
 
    I shook my head. “Let’s skip that stuff.” 
 
    “Can I eat you out first?” he asked. His cheeks turned red. He clearly got off on pregnancy. I’d been doing a lot of reading on pregnancies, and apparently the discharges I’d been having were perfectly normal. I had a feeling that he wanted to taste it—and maybe I should have let him. But I couldn’t just let him stick his face between my legs; there was too much down there to give me away. So I shook my head. “Let me suck you. Take out your cock.”  
 
    He fished out his flaccid penis and I walked up and sunk down to my knees. The cock didn’t make me squeamish the way it would have a few months ago. It was large and mesmerizing. I gripped it firmly and gently pulled back his foreskin. I could already feel it throbbing. I looked up at him. “Are you going to last long for me?” I asked. 
 
    “I’ll last as long as I can,” he said. “But you’re so hot—I don’t know how long I’ll make it. Can you pull your dress up, so I can see your bump?” 
 
    I took a deep breath. Pulling my dress up meant exposing my panties and the bulge of my cock. My cock was flattened down pretty well, but the thought of him looking between my legs still made me nervous. I gently pulled my skirt up, tugging up my tight dress, until my belly was exposed. He let out a whimper. I gently rubbed my belly. “Is this where you want to come?” I asked. 
 
    He nodded his head. Now his face was dark red. I bit my lip, smiled, and winked. Then I lifted up his nearly-erect cock and sunk it into my mouth. I bobbed my head a few times, and then he said, “Keep rubbing your belly.” So I kept rubbing my belly. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the feeling of those thick veins on my tongue. It was nice—while it lasted, but it didn’t last long. “Oh God,” he groaned. I leaned back and looked up at him to make sure that he was okay. Then he grabbed the cock from me and pointed it down, just in time. He spewed cum down onto my belly. I gasped. “I’m sorry,” he said while still coming.  
 
    He had a big load spewing out from his big cock. I couldn’t believe it. I was crushed. I came all that way so I could feel it inside of me—not so I could be done in a matter of seconds.  
 
    “You can still have the money,” he said when he was finished. “I’m sorry I didn’t last. Just take the money.” 
 
    I looked down at my cum-covered tummy. Big globs trickled down towards my panties. “No,” I said. “Part of the deal was anal sex.” 
 
    “I know,” he said. “I’m sorry about that—but I guess it’s less work for you, right?” 
 
    “Lay down, on your back,” I said, feeling suddenly angry. “Do it.” I pointed at the large bed. 
 
    He paused for a moment. Then he walked over to the bed. “What is this for?” he said. His cock was slumping now.  
 
    “Lay down,” I said. He followed the order. I climbed up next to him and I grabbed that big cock. I started to pump it, trying to make it hard again. 
 
    He squirmed. “That doesn’t feel right,” he said. 
 
    “Too bad,” I said. “You made a deal.” I used both of my hands to pump it while he groaned and squirmed. I knew very well that getting jerked right after coming is a weird, and sometimes somewhat painful feeling. But I wasn’t about to leave with a messy stomach and no satisfaction in my tush. After a minute of pumping, he started getting hard. He was still squirming, but I didn’t care. I wanted what I wanted. I squeezed hard and pumped faster, until his eleven inches were standing upright. Then I spat on his tip and mounted his shaft.  
 
    “It doesn’t feel right,” he said. “What if we meet again tomorrow? Or you can stay the night and we can do it again in the morning.”  
 
    “Now,” I said, and then I sat down, feeling my anus stretching as his length sunk into my body. I groaned and fell forward, sinking my fingernails into his chest. “Shit,” I moaned.  
 
    He was still tense and clenching, uncomfortable, but I didn’t care. I started bouncing, taking more and more of his erection with each lift and fall. It wasn’t long before I had all of him inside of me, stretching me wide and plugging me deep. It felt nice—amazing even. I felt a discharge from my pussy, which he clearly felt too. He gasped and then his body finally relaxed. “Do you like that?” I asked. 
 
    He nodded his head. So I reached between my legs and wiped a bit of the sticky discharge with my fingertips. I brought it to his lips and made him lick it off. I suddenly felt his cock get harder inside of me. Then I giggle. “You really do like it,” I said. I wiped up more and made him lick it up. I kept bouncing, massaging the inside of my ass with his rugged cock. I used my hands to explore his sweaty muscles.  
 
    I bounced and bounced. Fifteen beautiful minutes went by. I was dripping sweat, but I didn’t want to stop bouncing. I grabbed my large breasts and squeezed them hard. His gaze was glued to me. “I’m going to come,” he said. 
 
    “Good,” I said. “Come in me.” 
 
    “I want to come on your belly,” he said. 
 
    “You already did,” I said, without stopping. I kept bouncing, feeling that rugged shaft rubbing inside of my body. 
 
    “I want to do it again,” he said. “Please. Quick! I’m coming now.” His voice was strained. So I sat up, letting his cock fall out of me. Then I sat on his thighs and pulled his cock towards my stomach—just in time. He blasted my stomach with long streaks of cum. His cum was much thicker this time, blasting in giant globs that trickled slowly towards my panties, which were doing a surprisingly good job of containing my erection. I rubbed the cum all over my skin, making myself glisten with his seed. He watched with glowing eyes. Then I bent over and sucked the last drop out from his tip, getting a taste of my own asshole as well.  
 
    I stood up. He was too exhausted to move, so he just followed me with his eyes. “That was amazing,” he said. 
 
    My heart was pounding. I enjoyed the romp a little bit too much. I wanted to make him hard again so I could ride his big shaft again—but I knew that was asking too much. He hardly got it up for the second round, so I knew my time was up. But I couldn’t stop staring at that limp erection, red from being squished in my anus for almost twenty beautiful minutes. 
 
    I was straight—at least I thought that I was straight. Now I was starting to worry. I liked girls, but I had the strangest craving for cock. I just didn’t feel satisfied. I wanted more—a lot more. I wanted to find another man to plug my back door. I wanted to feel a cumshot in my mouth. I wanted to feel a creampie in my ass. I wanted to rub along giant load of sperm all over my naked body. What was happening to me? Were these urges connected to my new hormones?  
 
    “I need to go,” I said.  
 
    “You don’t want to stay for a while?” he asked. 
 
    I shook my head. “I need to go.” I got out of there as quickly as I could, and I didn’t look back. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    He wasn’t my last fling. I started going to bars late at night, dolled up and dressed like a slut so that men would know that I was looking for action. At first, I tried to hide my bump with big sweaters, but then I started to realize that men were keener to take me to bed if they saw the big bump. It seemed to turn guys on—and some guys really seemed to like all of the fluids and creams that came out of my pussy during sex. 
 
    I had one awkward encounter with a very horny man. Luckily, he was too drunk to realize what he was doing—but while he was fucking me in the ass, doggy-style, he reached around and started to rub my cock, probably thinking he was rubbing a pussy. I didn’t have any hands to stop him, so I just prayed that I would stay soft and my shaft in my panties would continue to feel like bulging pussy lips. But then I started getting hard. He was rubbing my erect shaft. I froze and waited for him to realize—but he never did. He even ended up making me cum. He got my cum on his fingers, and I told him that it was just a pregnancy expulsion. He was so turned on that he licked the cum off of his fingers. He wasn’t very smart—and that was probably for the best.  
 
    I don’t know why men were so turned on by my pregnancy. Maybe it was all the fluids or maybe it was just the extra hormones that were radiating off of my body. Maybe men are attracted to fertility—and what’s more fertile than a baby in the belly?  
 
    At thirty weeks, I started to feel the baby kicking. Reality sunk back in: I was going to have a baby. I knew that it wouldn’t hurt—Timothy and Petra had a detailed plan on how they were going to take the baby out, and it involved numbing my body completely. The plan was also to take out the uterus and ovaries during the same operation, so that I would be completely done with this very strange part of my life.  
 
    And that day was coming any day now. The baby would leave along with my hormones. My body would—for the most part—go back to normal. I would need another operation to have the breasts removed, and then another to fix some of the stretch marks and scars.  
 
    I was afraid—not to have the baby, but to not have it. I was terrified of my life going back to normal. I was enjoying my time as a woman. For eight months, I’d felt more comfortable than ever before. I liked being sexy. I liked turning heads. But I knew it wasn’t the way it was supposed to be. I knew that I only liked that feeling because of the hormones I wasn’t supposed to have. I kept reminding myself that I was only doing it for the money—and I had more money now than ever before. It had been over a month since I’d gone online to gamble. I hadn’t spent a dime on liquor since early in my first trimester. I hadn’t spent a dime on drugs since before I was pregnant. I was sober for the first time in my life, but when I was out in public, all dolled up, I felt higher than ever in the best way possible.  
 
    And I was starting to realize that it wasn’t even a sex thing. I would feel that high in the middle of the day as I sat at a cafe and sipped coffee. I just loved feeling cute and sexy. I loved the breeze under my skirt. I loved the way my long eyelashes fluttered when I blinked while wearing mascara. I didn’t want to lose my new identity.  
 
    I started dreading my appointments, knowing Timothy and Petra would be there, meaning I couldn’t show up as a girl. I hated putting on my male clothes—and the only time I ever wore those clothes now was when I was meeting with them.  
 
    As soon as our appointments were over, I would quickly get changed into my female guise and I would enjoy the rest of my day. 
 
    At thirty-four weeks, Petra showed up at my door. She knocked, but I was just doing my makeup, so I pretended not to be home. She knocked again and again, knocking for fifteen minutes straight. So I finally washed off my makeup, put on a t-shirt and a pair of jeans, and I answered the door, feeling a bit frustrated. “What is it?” I asked. 
 
    “Why did it take you so long to answer?” she asked, looking down at my belly to make sure it was still there. 
 
    “I was in a call,” I said, lying. 
 
    “What call?” 
 
    “It’s none of your business. It’s for a project I’m working on—if you really need to know.” 
 
    “It is my business,” she said. Her eyes were watery.  
 
    “How?” 
 
    “Because you never answer the door,” she said. “We knock every few days, and you never answer, even though we know you’re home most of the time. Are you doing drugs? Please tell me you aren’t doing drugs.” 
 
    “I’m not doing drugs!” I said. 
 
    Now she looked like she was going to cry. “This is probably going to be my only baby,” she said. “Please don’t do drugs. It’s only a few more weeks.” 
 
    “Petra, I’m not doing drugs,” I said, rolling my eyes. She looked so fragile and hurt. I hated seeing her in such a state. “The baby is fine.”  
 
    “So why don’t you answer? What are you hiding from us? I can’t take it anymore. I haven’t slept in weeks. I sit up all night worrying—about the baby, and about you. I didn’t want to put this on you, but we had no other choice.” 
 
    “The baby is fine. Can’t you just trust me?” I said. 
 
    She stared into my eyes. “I don’t know,” she said. “I don’t think I can. We know about the liquor under the bathroom sink. We found it back when you first got pregnant. Timothy wanted to confront you about it, but I told him to trust you. But now you keep your curtains closed. I know that you know we drive by—but how are we supposed to help it? That’s our baby in there.”  
 
    “Please just trust me,” I said. 
 
    “I can’t,” she said. “I’m sorry, but you have a track record that’s impossible to ignore. You have DUIs. You’ve been arrested for having drugs. You used to spend weeks in bed after partying. Timothy was driving downtown last week—coming home from a bar where he was meeting with a client. He said he saw your car parked downtown, near a place where people buy drugs.” 
 
    “Petra, relax,” I said. “I wasn’t buying drugs.” I knew I shouldn’t have parked there. It was indeed a place where people bought drugs, but I was there to see a man who had the perfect cock. I’d met him at a bar and I’d met up with him a few times—but we never drank alcohol together or did any drugs.  
 
    “I can’t relax. I can’t take it anymore. You took twenty minutes to answer the door just now. What were you doing? What are you hiding from us?”  
 
    I sighed. “You wouldn’t get it. You would just judge me even more—and that honestly seems impossible right now.” 
 
    “What can I say, Carson? You’ve made choices in your life that deserve to be judged. I can’t just forget about your past—no matter how hard I try. As far as I know, it’s not just your past.” 
 
    “I’ve been going out as a girl,” I said. 
 
    Then she suddenly became silent. Her eyes became wide. “What?” she said. 
 
    “I put on makeup and cute outfits and I go out. Okay? It’s embarrassing and I didn’t want you to know. When you showed up just now, I was almost done doing my makeup. I know—I know. It’s humiliating. It’s not something men are supposed to do. And I’m pretty sure it has something to do with all the hormones, but I can’t help it. Now you know. Now you know why I was wearing lingerie that day. I had a feeling that you thought I was just wasted on drugs, but I’d been dressing up. Happy now?”  
 
    She kept staring at me with those wide eyes. “You’re going out as a girl?”  
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “And I like it. Just go ahead and laugh—get it out of your system. I haven’t had a drink in months and I haven’t touched drugs since this whole thing started. I even stopped gambling recently. I get everything I need from going out in cute outfits.” 
 
    “W—What do you do when you go out?” she asked. 
 
    “Lots of stuff. Everything. I get coffee, I’ve gone to a few dance bars—not to drink, just to dance. Sometimes I just walk around. Sometimes I meet up with guys. Maybe I’m gay or bisexual or something—I don’t know.”  
 
    “That’s why you haven’t been answering the door?” she said. 
 
    “That’s why. And the worst part is that I like it. I don’t want it to end—and that just makes me want this to end even more. I don’t want these urges. I don’t want to feel like a weirdo. I liked being normal.” A sudden pain made me bend over. “Shit.” I grabbed at my stomach. 
 
    “What is it?” Petra said. Her face suddenly turned white. 
 
    “I don’t know. It hurts.” I had to sit down on the step.  
 
    She crouched down next to me and put her hand on my shoulder. “Where does it hurt?” 
 
    “Everywhere,” I said. It was a horrible cramp. I’d had a few over the past couple of days, but this one was particularly horrible. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. It was two minutes later when the cramp went away. 
 
    “Are you okay?” she asked. 
 
    “I think I’m fine,” I said.  
 
    “Let’s go inside and make you a tea. I’ll see if I can’t get the doctor on the phone. We can ask if he thinks you should go in to be checked out.” So we went inside. I sat down and Petra put on tea. While she was waiting for the tea to boil, she sauntered over to my bedroom and pushed open the door. She poked her head in.  
 
    “Checking out my drug stash?” I asked. 
 
    She went into my room and then came out with the little black dress I planned on wearing that day. “This really is cute,” she said. 
 
    “It’s a bit small on me now, with my bump, but I was still going to wear it,” I said.  
 
    “I think it could look cute on you.”  
 
    I caught myself smiling—then the pain returned. I bent over and groaned loudly. “Ouch! It hurts so bad.” She rushed over and sat next to me again. “Is it the same pain?” 
 
    I nodded my head.  
 
    “Oh my God. I hope it’s not a miscarriage. We need to get you to the hospital.”  
 
    “Okay,” I said. I couldn’t speak anymore after that—the pain was too intense. She helped me over to her car. The pain went away once I was settled in the passenger seat, but it came back when we were a few minutes away from the house. Now it was brutally intense, nearly making me scream. She put her hand on my back and gently rubbed.  
 
    “It’ll be okay,” she said. 
 
    Nurses met us in front of the hospital. They put me in a wheelchair and rushed us to the elevator. They took us straight to the maternity ward and started hooking me up to their machines. The doctor came into the room and looked at a squiggly graph. He nodded his head and turned to the nurses. “Looks like you’ve been in labor for at least a day already,” he said. “This baby is coming out now.” 
 
    I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. The baby was coming early. The pains I’d been feeling—and trying mostly to ignore—were contractions, and now the baby was apparently right there. The doctor peeled apart the lips of my pussy and said that he could see the baby’s head.  
 
    “Are you going to put me under?” I asked. 
 
    “For what?” he said. 
 
    “The C-section,” I said. 
 
    “It’s too late for that. The baby is already pushing through your cervix. You need to start pushing.”  
 
    I stared in horror at the doctor. There were fifteen people in the room, all buzzing around. “Start pushing,” said one of the nurses. “Push with your contraction.”  
 
    The next fifteen minutes were painful, exhausting, and messy. The doctor unintentionally embarrassed me at one point by saying, “It looks like you’ve been having sex. It’s helped to soften your cervix in a great way.” Petra looked over at me, but I was too afraid to look back at her.  
 
    The baby came with one last, intense push. I could feel everything stretching in ways that no man should be stretched. Luckily the baby was small—even for its age, coming in at just four pounds and four ounces. There wasn’t too much damage done between my legs. 
 
    I watched as my sister held her baby. Its name was Sofia. She cried and then a minute later it latched onto Petra’s boob. Timothy came running into the room, smiling and crying. He hugged his wife. It was a nice moment—though nobody warned me about the gross stuff that came after birthing a child. The nurses took a couple of hours to clean me up properly.  
 
    “We’ll have to schedule another date to remove the uterus and the ovaries,” the doctor said when he came to check in on us. “We’ll get those back into Petra’s body, and everything will be back to normal.”  
 
    “Thank you, doctor,” Petra said. 
 
    “Well wait,” I said, biting down on my tongue. “This is maybe a crazy idea.” And it really did seem crazy, especially after enduring the worst pain of my life. It still hurt down there—but the pain seemed worth it. “What if they want another baby? What if Sofia wants a sibling?”  
 
    Timothy and Petra both looked at me with bright, wide eyes. “You would do that?” Timothy said. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “Give me a few months to recover, and then maybe we can talk about it.” I smiled. Petra bit her lip and teared up.  
 
    And to be honest, I was just excited to hold onto those hormone-producing ovaries for a little bit longer. I loved what they were doing to my body and I wanted to see how much more I could get out of them.  
 
    “That sounds like a great idea,” said Timothy. So I got to hold onto Petra’s female pieces. I was going to need them, because Petra turned out to be a great mom—and she deserved a big family.  
 
    THE END 
 
    

  

 
   
    THEIR GIRLFRIEND 
 
    Aaron is feeling stuck in life. He’s closing in on thirty years old, his research grant isn’t being renewed, leaving him with no income, and he still hasn’t lost the big V. His lab mates, Freddie, Josh, and Pete, are in almost identical situations.  
 
    One day, Josh gets an idea to solve at least one problem that the men mutually have. The plan involves Freddie, who recently opened up as being gay and a virgin, putting on some makeup and a cute dress, to take turns with the men. It seems like a ridiculous idea, until Josh points out some fascinating research on the topic of virginity and the effects losing it has on the male brain. Suddenly, the mutual arrangement becomes somewhat of a research project. But Aaron is hesitant, until he sees the results firsthand.  
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I got caught in the most embarrassing way possible.  
 
    The other guys had gone out for lunch. I was trying to save some money, so I sat lunch out. I stayed in the lab and did a few more scans, trying to get ahead of schedule so that we could all go home early for the night. I was hungry, but there was another feeling tingling inside of me. 
 
    That morning, we got our weekly delivery of fossil samples, and the delivery came from the usual delivery girl: a beautiful blonde with a thin waist and big perky tits. The whole lab always went silent when she showed up. It was hard not to stare at her, and easy to get lost while watching her bum bounce as she hopped up the metal stairs with each box of fossil samples. Whenever she left, we all remained silent for a long time, turning into shy twelve-year-olds, even though we were all in our mid-twenties. One time Josh joked about asking her on a date. We all dared him to do it, and he swore he was going to do it; then she showed up and he went silent, just like the rest of us.  
 
    But that day, I did manage to get her name. It was a big step for me—and a big step for all of us. It was the first time any of us had talked to a girl who wasn’t round, wearing glasses, hair a frizzled mess, and skin covered in acne. “What’s your name?” I said to her. “I mean—for the report. I think we need to include your name on the final report.” 
 
    “It’s Jayleen,” she said with a small smile, making my body tremble—almost folding in half as a pretty girl’s words graced my ears. I stepped away. It wasn’t the most romantic conversation, but now I had a name to accompanying the pretty face that often fluttered through my mind.  
 
    We were all virgins. No one had ever admitted to being a virgin, but it was obvious. We’d been lab partners for years, and in those years, not one of us had ever had a girlfriend or even a fling. Talking to girls was hard, especially when the only thing you have to talk about is fossil analysis—not exactly a topic that makes girls tingle between the thighs.  
 
    When the guys all left for lunch, I went online and searched for all of the girls named Jayleen within thirty kilometers. There weren’t many, so I found her easily—and then I found her amateur modelling page. She had everything from fashion photos to boudoir photos. There was even a naked photo—complete with nipples. In that photo she was wearing sheer panties, but you could see most of her pussy.  
 
    My cock was erect within seconds. I couldn’t stop staring at the photos. I couldn’t believe I was seeing Jayleen naked. She came in every week—and walked right by me. Now, I was seeing her tits and her pussy. Sure, the shots were all ‘artistic’, and not pornographic—but that didn’t stop me from looking around the lab, making sure I was properly alone, and then taking out my cock to stroke it. I knew it wouldn’t take long. I had the tissues ready, and Jayleen’s beautiful body up on my screen. I spat into my hand to give myself some lubrication, and then I started pumping.  
 
    “What the hell!?” a voice said behind me a minute later, when I was on the verge of coming. For some reason I spun around in my chair to face the voice. My instinct should have been to quickly cover up. To make the situation even more humiliating, I started to come. I quickly covered my erection with both hands, but the cum blasted powerfully, oozing between my fingers and running down my thighs.  
 
    “I’m sorry!” I yelled. 
 
    “You’re jerking off in our lab?” said Josh, who was standing just ten feet away. He took a step back. I was so humiliated. I couldn’t stop coming. Jayleen’s pictures were still on my computer screen. “Is that the delivery girl?” 
 
    “Go away,” I said, unable to cover myself up while I was still coming. I tried my best, but my pants were down at my ankles and I couldn’t uncover myself to reach down. Cum continued to pour down my legs. 
 
    “Are you coming?” he said. And then a moment later, the other guys walked in: Freddie, with his man bun looking bigger than ever, and Pete, scruffy hair and patchy facial hair, were now also staring at me while I finished coming into my wrists. I could feel my face turning dark red. Freddie stared with wide eyes. Pete looked away, disgusted by the sight.  
 
    “In our lab!?” Pete yelled. 
 
    “I’m so sorry,” I said. “I thought you guys were going to lunch.” 
 
    “Josh forgot his wallet,” said Freddie, who was still staring. 
 
    “Please just turn around so I can pull up my pants,” I said. I won’t lie: I thought about killing myself for a few minutes. It would have been easy. We were on the top floor and the window was big enough to jump through. I looked over at it at one point, but then I came to my senses. It was a horrible moment—maybe the worst of my life—but at least I wasn’t alone. 
 
    Just a month before, we all caught Freddie jerking off in the office, next to the lab. That was also the day we all learned that Freddie was gay. On his screen was a porno scene: a man with a very large cock pumping another man, who was red in the face and screaming. It was two long days of silence before Freddie said, “So I’m gay. Is it a big deal?” 
 
    “No,” we all said, almost in unison.  
 
    Somehow, my incident felt less embarrassing than that, even though I was jerking off to a person we saw regularly. Now, her weekly visits were going to be especially horrifying.  
 
    The men turned away and I cleaned myself up. Nobody said anything. We went on with our day—and that day went by very slowly. I felt like I needed to address what happened, but there was nothing to be said that the guys didn’t already know. We were all single. We never saw women—and we all agreed that Jayleen was gorgeous. Even Freddie sometimes stared at her with glowing eyes.  
 
    The silence finally ended near the end of the day when Pete looked over at Freddie and said, “Do you ever go to gay bars?” We usually asked Freddie about one question per day about his homosexuality.  
 
    “No,” Freddie said, looking embarrassed. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “I don’t want people to see me. And I don’t like gay bars. They’re too… vibrant. I don’t like dancing or fruity drinks.”  
 
    “Fair enough,” said Pete with a shrug. He scratched the patchy hair on his cheek.  
 
    “But isn’t that where gay guys go to get laid?” Josh chimed in. 
 
    Now Freddie was red in the cheeks. He looked down at his desk. “I don’t know. Maybe.” 
 
    “If I were gay, I would spend every day at the gay bar. I’d get so much man-puss.” He snickered. He was always acting like some sort of ‘Chad’, but we all knew that he was a virgin. We’d all heard his big talk and then seen him turn into a shy pre-teen the second there was a girl in the room. Even Linda, the forty-year-old chubby lab assistant that came in to volunteer once each month made him into a shy pre-teen.  
 
    “I don’t like those guys,” Freddie said. “Why do you care so much about me?”  
 
    I was just happy that they weren’t talking about me. “We care about you,” said Josh. “We want you to be getting tons of man-puss.” There was something very off-putting about the term ‘man-puss’.  
 
    “I’m fine, thanks,” he said.  
 
    “Do you feel better now that we caught Aaron jerking off in the lab?” Josh asked with a big grin. I sunk into my seat and felt that redness return to my face. I had a feeling it would be a long time before that humiliation went away. Maybe it would never go away.  
 
    And then, Josh asked a question that had never been asked between us. It was the taboo question. He broke the unwritten rule. “So are you a virgin then?” 
 
    The office went silent. We all looked over at Josh, and then we looked over at Freddie. He was red all over. His eyes were wide and terrified. I’d always assumed we were all virgins, but I never had any confirmation. But I got some confirmation after that long silence. 
 
    “Yeah,” Freddie said. His voice cracked slightly. Then he looked away. His man-bun wobbled as he turned away from us. 
 
    Josh snickered again. “No way,” he said. “Seriously? You’re twenty-five and you’ve never been laid?” He started laughing, as if his situation was any different.  
 
    After a period of silence, I decided to throw myself under the bus along with Freddie. “So what? I’m a virgin too.” 
 
    Now the guys were all staring at me. There was another long silence before Josh laughed again. “I knew it!” he said. 
 
    The humiliation wasn’t any worse than before, so it wasn’t too horrible.  
 
    “Me too,” said Pete, and then the room really became silent. Pete wasn’t one to talk much, and he certainly had never been one to open up. I was surprised that he was opening up now, with the topic. Now, Josh wasn’t laughing. “Seriously?” Josh said. 
 
    Pete shrugged his shoulders. The room remained silent. It was now past finishing time, but nobody was packing up to leave.  
 
    “So you’re all virgins?” Josh said. 
 
    We all stared at him, knowing that he was a virgin too. “Are you saying that you’re not a virgin?” said Freddie. Now all the attention was on Josh.  
 
    He laughed nervously and then scratched at the back of his neck. “A virgin?” he said. He scoffed. “No. I’m not a virgin. Not even close.”  
 
    “So who then?” Pete asked with his meek voice. 
 
    “Who what?” Josh said, starting to sound defensive.  
 
    “Who have you done it with.” 
 
    “Nobody you know,” Josh said. 
 
    “When was this? Who don’t we know?” I asked. 
 
    “Why? You going to look her up and jerk off to her pictures?” he said. Then he scoffed again, but now his face was turning red. 
 
    “What’s her name? Show us a picture,” said Freddie. 
 
    “Her name?” he said. “It was Linda.” 
 
    “Linda?” said Pete. “The computer nerd who volunteers once a month?” 
 
    “A different Linda!” snapped Josh. He looked around the room, starting to look like a nervous bad guy in Law & Order SVU, caught in a lie.  
 
    “What’s Linda’s last name? We’ll look her up.”  
 
    “It’s none of your business!” he said, now sounding angry and frustrated. “Mind your own business.”  
 
    “Just admit it. You’re a virgin,” said Pete. 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
    “You just sound pathetic when you lie about it,” I said. 
 
    “Go jerk off at your own house!” He folded his arms and grunted.  
 
    “Is Linda the name of your right hand?” asked Freddie with a little laugh. Then we all laughed. 
 
    “I’m left-handed, first of all,” Josh said, as if it was some sort of defense.  
 
    “I think this is settled,” said Pete.  
 
    “So what?” Josh said. “So what if I am a virgin? What difference does it make?”  
 
    We all stared at Josh for a long moment. I was suddenly feeling much better about my situation. It already seemed like the guys were starting to forget about it—or maybe they sympathized, at least a little bit. “You were the one making a big deal out of it,” said Freddie. 
 
    “Yeah,” I agreed. “You started the conversation.” 
 
    “Well now I’m ending it,” he said, and then he turned and grabbed his bag. He stuffed his laptop away and then marched to the door and left. It was a minute later when we all dispersed and left for the day, not saying anything more. It seemed like a big step, opening up about our virginity. Maybe it was the first step towards overcoming our virginity.  
 
    “See you guys tomorrow,” I said as I walked to the door. I figured it was going to be a normal day—back to normal, for the better. I had no idea that the next day was going to be even more embarrassing and unusual than that day. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER II 
 
    It was a quiet day, and it started off as a very typical day. We all sat in our little corners and worked on our little projects. I was finishing up the last of the scans of our new fossils, and then I was hoping to get started on the preliminary analysis before lunch.  
 
    It had been two months since we’d been paid. The Board of Scientific Advancement had stopped paying us; our contract was up and they weren’t ready to renew it. They said that we needed to prove that what we were doing had some importance in modern science. Josh was furious, thinking that they were out to get us because we were all white males. “It’s a big scam,” he said. So he tasked himself with finding a new source of funding, even though there weren’t many to be found.  
 
    Pete told me to finish my preliminary analysis of the latest batch of fossils before lunch. “You can help Josh find new leads after lunch,” he said.  
 
    But I didn’t make it to the preliminary analysis before Josh said, “Let’s all take a break. Let’s get lunch.” 
 
    “I’ll stick around,” I said. “I’m still trying to save money, and I’m not quite finished yet.” 
 
    “It’s on me,” he said.  
 
    I paused, waiting for him to start laughing. But he appeared to be serious. Josh was one of the cheaper guys I knew. He never tipped and he never picked up the tab. He lived in a tiny studio apartment, even though he had more than enough money for something three times the size, and he was always eating ramen noodles for dinner—and usually nothing for breakfast. It seemed especially hard to believe that he would pay now, after not being paid for months.  
 
    “Are you going to pay for me too?” Freddie asked with a chuckle. 
 
    “Sure,” Josh said. Then Freddie went silent. I watched Freddie’s eyes narrow.  
 
    “What’s this about?” he said. 
 
    “I just want to chat,” he said. “I have an idea, and I’d like to talk about it somewhere more private.”  
 
    We were all confused, looking at each other with narrowed eyes. But we went along, following Josh to a basement pub a few blocks away. We’d had drinks there a few times before after work, but we’d never been there for lunch.  
 
    We never drank during lunch. It’s very frowned upon to drink during office hours when you’re working in a science field. Now, we would technically have to note the drinks in our lab report as a ‘possible cause for error’—or we could lie, which was more likely.  
 
    Josh ordered us all drinks: a beer and a shot each. When the shots came to the table, he picked one up. “Cheers,” he said. “To being best friends for many years.” 
 
    We were all hesitant, raising our glasses slowly. We drank. The vodka hit hard. After that shot, the beer went down like water.  
 
    “So what’s this about?” Freddie asked. “Why are you being so weird. Did you win the lottery or something?” 
 
    Josh laughed. “No—nothing like that,” he said. “But I had this really good idea. I just need you all to keep an open mind. Let’s get another round of shots.” 
 
    “I don’t think that’s a good idea,” said Pete, meekly from the corner seat.  
 
    “We’re ahead of schedule. We can take the afternoon off. Let’s just relax and have a good time. The work will be there tomorrow.” 
 
    “I don’t like this,” I said. I could sense that Josh was up to something. Maybe he was going to tell us that he found a new job. Maybe he finally got laid and he was about to rub it in with some sort of picture evidence.  
 
    “Just relax,” said Josh, rolling his eyes. “You guys really need to learn to relax.” 
 
    The waitress came by. She was young and pretty and that was enough to make us all silent, turning our faces down to the table. “Can I get you boys anything else?” she asked. 
 
    I cleared my throat. “I think we’re okay,” I said.  
 
    “One more shot each,” Josh said. “It’s on me. Please.” 
 
    He looked at her with bright red cheeks and a nervous smile. So now I was once again sure that he was still a virgin. The shots came and we drank again, this time against our better judgement. Now I was feeling tipsy. I could feel the tingling in my head. I started to worry about the lab. I didn’t tidy up properly, and I didn’t lock the door. I assumed we’d be fast, but now it had almost been forty minutes and we hadn’t even ordered food.  
 
    I bit down on my tongue, trying to summon a bit of sobriety.  
 
    “So what’s this about, Josh?” Freddie said, sipping from his tall beer.  
 
    “I have an idea,” Josh said. “Keep an open mind.” 
 
    “You said that already,” I said.  
 
    “Just keep an open mind. We all have the same problem, right?” He looked around the table. 
 
    “What’s that?” I said. 
 
    Josh rolled his eyes. He looked around to make sure the waitress was gone. Then he leaned forward. “Do you really need me to say it out loud? We’re all virgins. Okay?”  
 
    I felt my cheeks becoming warm. I leaned back and pressed my lips thin. 
 
    “But I have a solution. How’s that beer, Freddie?” 
 
    Freddie shrugged his shoulders. “It’s fine. Why?”  
 
    “So Pete, you have a sister. She’s like a fashion model or something—right?”  
 
    Pete looked around. “Um, if you’re suggesting I whore out my sister, you’re crazy.”  
 
    “I’m not suggesting that. But I was looking at her Instagram last night. She has like a thousand photos, and she’s wearing something different in every photo.” 
 
    “So what?” Pete said. “Quit creeping on my sister, you weirdo.”  
 
    “I wasn’t creeping. I was doing research.”  
 
    “Sure you were,” I said with a grin.  
 
    “Believe it or not, Aaron, I wasn’t jerking off to her pictures.” He looked into my eyes, and then I suddenly felt that familiar humiliation. I sunk into my seat. “Anyway,” he said, turning to the other guys. “Here’s the idea. Pete’s sister has mountains of clothes from all her modelling shoots and sponsorships and stuff, right?” 
 
    “Sure,” said Pete hesitantly.  
 
    “She also has wigs and makeup and tons of stuff that she wouldn’t never notice missing.”  
 
    We were all silent. The waitress came by again, just to check in. We all turned silent and red, then she walked away. Josh cleared his throat. “Freddie is gay, but we can all agree that he has a girl’s figure. He’s short and thin—and I’ve seen some videos of guys who look a lot like Freddie turning themselves into women.” 
 
    “Oh God,” I said, leaning back. I couldn’t tell if he was joking or not. It sounded like a joke, but he wasn’t laughing—and he always laughed at his own stupid jokes. This one was particularly stupid.  
 
    “Keep an open mind, Aaron. It’s not as crazy as it sounds. We’re all virgins. We’re all clean. Freddie is gay and he looks like he could look like a girl. Pete’s sister has tons of stuff we can use. So Freddie just has to shave and tuck his junk away—and then what’s the difference?”  
 
    “The difference is that he’s still Freddie—and he’s still a guy. You’re still suggesting gay sex, Josh.” 
 
    “Well it would be like gay sex to Freddie. But to us, from behind, it would be regular sex.” 
 
    “I can’t believe my ears,” Pete said, shaking his head. Now his skin looked green, as if he was about to be sick. Freddie just sat with wide, frightened eyes. I had no idea what to say.  
 
    “Look,” said Josh. “I took this picture of Freddie and I hired a compositing team to do a few renders. Take a look.” He opened up the photo app on his phone and turned it to us. The pictures were surreal: Freddie, but as a woman. He didn’t look much different, but he definitely looked like a girl; and he wasn’t bad looking either. “This is if he styled his hair and put on some makeup.”  
 
    “How much did you pay for these?” Pete asked with a terrified look on his face. 
 
    “A hundred bucks,” he said. “It’s a tax write off: research.”  
 
    Freddie was staring at the pictures with wide eyes, saying nothing. “Freddie, please just shut this crazy idea down,” I said.  
 
    “Why would he?” Josh said. “It’s perfect for him. He gets some man meat and we all get to do anal with a pretty girl.”  
 
    We all looked over at Josh. The table went silent again. Was I dreaming? Was I being pranked? I looked around and then I looked back at Josh. I had a feeling he was setting us up for some sort of humiliation. Maybe this was all hilarious to him. Maybe he was just keeping himself entertained.  
 
    “Freddie, what do you think?” Josh said, showing Freddie the pictures again.  
 
    “I really do look like a girl there,” he said softly. 
 
    “It’s a computer-generated image,” I said. 
 
    “They changed nothing about his face. They just added digital makeup and hair.” Josh turned to Freddie. “Let your hair down. I don’t think I’ve ever even seen it down.” 
 
    Freddie pulled out his hair elastic, letting his hair down. I couldn’t believe that he was actually considering the offer. His hair was surprisingly curly and feminine looking. I don’t think I’d ever seen it down either. He pushed it back and it bounced, looking a lot like girl hair—or maybe I just had terrible ideas in my head that Josh planted.  
 
    “This is stupid,” I said. “Freddie—please—tell him to drop this.”  
 
    Freddie turned to look at me. “I mean…” he said, then he looked down at the table. “It’s not a terrible idea, if you guys want. I know that you’re all clean, and I really do want to get this whole virginity thing out of the way.” 
 
    “Are you serious?” I said. My heart fluttered. Now Pete was strangely silent, staring at those pictures. He flicked through them as his face turned whiter and whiter. “Pete. What are you doing?” I said. 
 
    “I’m just looking,” he said. “I mean—maybe we can just see if Freddie can actually look like this.”  
 
    “I can’t believe this,” I said, shaking my head. 
 
    “If you want out, then you can be out,” said Josh. “Just don’t be mad when you stay a virgin for the rest of your life.”  
 
    “If you both fuck Freddie, you will still be a couple of straight men who have never had sex with women. You understand that, right?” I said. 
 
    “But…” said Pete. He hesitated. “She really doesn’t look like a man. If we can’t see anything, what’s the difference? Josh is right—it would be easy to convince our brains that we’re with a woman. We would be in a controlled environment. It’s a safe experiment. Plus it would be interesting to see if it would have the same documented effect that’s been studied with men who lose their virginity under normal circumstances.”  
 
    “Are you referring to the Patterson papers?” Josh asked. 
 
    “Patterson—and the Lyle papers as well.” 
 
    “I haven’t read the Lyle study, but I know about it. Is it worth reading?” 
 
    “Guys,” I said. I hated how they were trying to make this into something science-related, as if that somehow justified it. “You can’t be serious right now. This is absolutely insane.”  
 
    They all stared at the table. Even Josh looked a bit embarrassed, even though it was his idea. “Let’s just see how Freddie looks,” said Pete. “I’ll get some options from my sister’s room. She’s in Orlando for some fashion event.”  
 
    Pete’s older sister was always travelling for photoshoots. She was a pretty girl. She came by the lab a few times, and I admittedly jerked off to her Instagram page a few times—at home.  
 
    “I’ll go home now and get the stuff,” he said.  
 
    “Okay. We’ll all meet back at the lab in an hour,” said Josh. “We’ll figure out the makeup between the four of us.”  
 
    I sat there shaking my head. I had no plan to participate—but I was curious to see if Freddie could look like the beautiful woman in all of those pictures. The science nerd inside of me was a bit intrigued—but the rest of me was disgusted. I still couldn’t believe that Josh came up with this idea. I couldn’t believe that the guys weren’t rejecting the idea like spoiled milk.  
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I was the last one to show up for the meeting after we all left that basement pub. I’d gone for a long walk, trying to walk off my buzz while making sense of what Josh was proposing. It was a terrible idea, and he was going to end up embarrassing himself and Freddie and Pete in a big way. I was going to stay out of it; I wasn’t willing to dip my toe into that pool of humiliation. 
 
    But I was curious. I needed to see Freddie for myself before I passed any real judgements. Maybe if he really did look exactly like a girl, there was something to the idea. I’d also read studies on the differences of the male psyche before and after having sex for the first time. It was a well-known phenomenon, and some researchers even suggest that the male brain changes in many ways after a man has been with a woman. And it seemed like all of the successful men that I knew weren’t virgins. Even the top scientists had hot girlfriends.  
 
    Maybe—just maybe—it wasn’t the worst idea ever. But I still wasn’t interested in participating. 
 
    When I walked in the door, Josh was laying out the makeup. Freddie was sitting in a chair, looking nervous, and Pete was carefully hanging up all of the different outfit options. “So you guys are really doing this?” I said. 
 
    They looked at me for a few seconds before going back to what they were doing. “Let’s just not talk about it,” said Pete. “It’s already weird enough.” 
 
    “It’s not weird,” Josh said, shaking his head. “It’s a good idea—but if we talk about it too much, we’ll end up talking ourselves out of it. Just keep an open mind. Aaron, if you don’t want to be a part of this opportunity, don’t try to ruin it for the rest of us.” 
 
    “I just think you’re all making a big mistake.” 
 
    “Then why are you here?” Freddie said, looking up at me with a dark look. I was surprised that he was defending Josh—and shocked that he was allowing this. He was a virgin, and he was about to put out for two different men. How was this not a bigger deal for him? Why was he taking this so lightly? 
 
    “Okay, so I think we start with foundation. Do you mind if I touch your face?” Josh said, squirting some product onto his fingers. 
 
    “No. Go ahead,” Freddie said. They were ignoring me now, so I took a seat on the other end of the room and watched. It wasn’t a quick process. Josh spent a good deal of time with every product, and it wasn’t long before Pete was standing over Josh’s shoulder, throwing in suggestions while looking up makeup tutorials on YouTube. They were figuring it out together: making mistakes and then solving them using logic and the internet. They had the composite shots open as reference. I couldn’t see Freddie—just the backs of Pete and Josh’s heads. I rolled my eyes a few times as they discussed what order to apply the makeup in.  
 
    “This says filler. What does filler mean?” said Pete, holding up a small tube. “Like, for her eyebrows? Or maybe her lips?” 
 
    “What color is it?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe brown—maybe black? Should we put it on her eyebrows?” 
 
    “I think it’s for her eyebrows,” said Josh. So they applied the ‘filler’ on Freddie’s eyebrows. I couldn’t believe that they were referring to Freddie as ‘her’, but I guess it probably helped to get into the role-play—because that’s what it was: roleplaying.  
 
    It was a long hour as they dolled Freddie up. “I think that looks pretty close,” said Pete, leaning back. 
 
    “I think so too,” said Josh. “Maybe a bit more of that highlight on her cheekbones. What do you think?” 
 
    “Maybe a little bit. Not too much more.”  
 
    While Josh put on the highlight, Pete went to retrieve a hair curler. He plugged it in and then he inspected it for a long moment, figuring out how it worked. Then he grabbed a handful of Freddie’s hair, curled it around the wand, waited a moment, and let it go. Freddie’s hair bounced in a perfect curl. “That was easy,” Pete said.  
 
    “I would do the curls tighter—remember that they’re going to relax a bit,” said Josh. So they continued the dolling process, curling Freddie’s hair, touching up his makeup—and then it was time to pick out an outfit.  
 
    “I’m thinking we do the white top with the black skirt,” said Josh.  
 
    “I was thinking the blue dress,” said Pete, holding up the blue dress.  
 
    “It’s too bulky in the shoulders. It will make her look broad—the white top is more feminine.” Josh held the white top up to Freddie’s body. I still couldn’t see anything, but I rolled my eyes anyway. They sounded so stupid and so desperate.  
 
    Freddie took the outfit and turned around. I watched as he climbed into the skirt and then he put on a red bra, which Josh had stuffed with balls of silicone that he got from the room where we made our fossil molds. I leaned over, trying to get a glimpse of Freddie, but he was too far away. He pulled the white top over his head. It was very tight—so tight that it was slightly see-through, exposing the redness of the bra. 
 
    He turned around to face Pete and Josh—and there was a perfect gap for me to see as well. “How do I look?” he asked with a soft voice. 
 
    The men were silent. I was silent too. Freddie actually looked like the pictures. He looked like a girl: plump lips, dark lashes, perky cheekbones—even his body was curvy and soft-looking, just like a woman’s body.  
 
    “I think you look great,” Josh said after clearing his throat. Pete nodded in agreement.  
 
    “Can you do a better voice?” Josh asked. I continued to stare in disbelief.  
 
    Freddie cleared his voice. “How does this sound? A bit better?”  
 
    The men nodded their heads. I almost nodded mine as well. She sounded and looked like a girl—I mean he; he sounded and looked like a girl.  
 
    I took a deep breath. “I should get going now,” I said, standing up. 
 
    Josh turned to me. His gaze met mine, and then he said, “Are you sure you don’t want to do this? It will help.” That comment seemed to resonate in my brain: it will help. I needed help. I was desperate. I wanted a girlfriend so badly, but I just couldn’t talk to women. I became a frozen mess every time I was around girls. Maybe this would help. Maybe it was exactly what I needed. I didn’t want to spend the next ten years sleeping alone, wishing I would have made different choices in my life. I loved science, but I couldn’t imagine living an entire life by myself.  
 
    I felt my hands beginning to tremble. I felt a lump swelling in my throat. I could feel the blood in my veins turning from hot to cold. Time seemed to slow down as I scanned the faces of my friends. Josh looked over at my slowly. He blinked a few times before narrowing his eyes. 
 
    “So are you going to leave then or what?” he said. 
 
    My heart skipped a beat, and then it skipped another. “I’ll stay,” I said.  
 
    He paused for a moment, blinking a few more times. “You’re in?” 
 
    I nodded my head, sealing my fate. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    We agreed to take turns, in private. We also agreed that we wouldn’t talk about anything. If one of us couldn’t get it up, Freddie promised not to tell the others. If one of us came in seconds, he promised not to tell—and same with the possibility of one of us not being able to come at all. We each did a lap around the office, ensuring the doors were locked and the windows were closed and the blinds were down. We turned off all of our lab recording devices, just in case someone bumped into a record button. Pete blocked the single window that looked into our little break room, which was where the deed would be done.  
 
    Then, Freddie went into the room. Pete opened up his computer, and then he opened up a random number generator and set the possibilities to three. “I’ll be one, Josh can be two, and Aaron can be three,” he said. Then he hovered the cursor over the ‘generate random number’ button. We all stood silently: tense. He wasn’t clicking. His hand was trembling. It was obvious that he was having second thoughts. We were all having second thoughts as far as I could tell.  
 
    I looked over at the break room door. I knew Freddie was on the other side, waiting for boy number one.  
 
    “Does anyone have condoms?” I said, just before Pete went to click. He paused and looked up. 
 
    “We know that we’re clean,” Pete said. “And she can’t get pregnant.”  
 
    “But still,” I said. “We should probably wear condoms.” 
 
    “Do you have a condom?” Josh asked. 
 
    I shook my head. I hadn’t even seen a condom since my eighth-grade sex-ed class.  
 
    “Well then there are no condoms,” Josh said. “So I really hope that you’re all being honest about being clean. Press the button, Pete.” 
 
    Pete looked back to the screen. He took a deep breath and looked down at the mouse. “Press it,” I said. 
 
    “I can’t,” he said. Now his hand was shaking. He closed his eyes and took a big, deep breath. He bit down on his lip and shook his head.  
 
    “I’ll do it,” Josh said. He walked over to Pete and took the mouse from his hand. Then he hovered over that button and paused. The terror suddenly got to him too.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” I asked. 
 
    “Just give me a second,” he said. He took a deep breath and shook his head. Then he clicked. A number came on the screen: 1.  
 
    Pete’s face turned white. “That’s you, Pete,” said Josh. “You get to go first.”  
 
    Pete looked at Josh and then he looked at me. His eyes were wide.  
 
    “It’s for science,” said Josh, trying to calm the scruffy young man’s nerves. 
 
    Pete nodded his head slowly and then turned towards the break room door. “Good luck,” I said. I was happy that I wasn’t first; it gave me a moment to reconsider. I could still turn around and walk away. I could agree to not mention the act, and then I could go home. But I still had that image of Freddie in my mind. He really looked like a girl. He was pretty—probably prettier than any girl that I could pick up at any bar or club. This was my chance to lose a weight that had been on my shoulders since the day I hit puberty. I didn’t want to be a thirty-year-old virgin. I didn’t want to know the horror of dying alone.  
 
    Pete went into the room and closed the door behind him. The lab became silent. I looked at Josh and Josh looked at me. Then we both looked away quickly. That silence was horrible. “How long do you think they’ll be?” I asked. 
 
    Josh shrugged his shoulders. “It’s best to keep our minds occupied,” he said. He went over to his computer and pulled up a Reddit page. He started scrolling down, not even looking at the posts.  
 
    I paced around the room. It was so silent. I couldn’t hear anything coming from that break room. Five minutes went by—but it felt like five hours. I bit down on my tongue and then I wiped some cold sweat off the back of my neck. “So who’s next?” I said to Josh. “Are we just going in numerical order, or are we using the generator again?”  
 
    Josh stared at me. Numerical order meant me going last. Did I want to go last? Did I want to put my cock into a hole that two other men had already been inside within the span of an hour? Was two previous men any worse than one previous man? Did I need more time to consider my options?  
 
    “Let’s do the generator again,” Josh said, probably hoping to have some more time to weigh his options as well. We went over to the computer. Josh changed the possibilities to two. “I’ll be one, you can be two,” he said.  
 
    “Fine. Hit the button,” I said. 
 
    He looked at me with worried eyes, and then he looked at the screen. I watched him take a deep breath, and then he pressed the button. On the screen now was a big, bold number 1.  
 
    He stared at the screen, frozen. “It keeps picking one,” he said. “I wonder if it’s broken.” 
 
    “Hit it again, just to see what comes up,” I said. He hit it again, and this time a 2 came up. “I think it’s working fine.” 
 
    “Okay,” he said, straightening his back.  
 
    We both looked over at the break room. It was still dead-silent. “Think it’s happening in there?” he said. 
 
    “We’re not supposed to talk about it,” he said, glaring at me with a narrowed gaze. “Let’s just wait. They’ll be done soon.”  
 
    So we parted ways again. I went to pace the room while he distracted himself with Reddit. I looked at the clock and watched the seconds tick by.  
 
    Suddenly, that break room door opened. Pete emerged, cheeks red and eyes wide. He didn’t make eye contact with anyone as he walked over to his desk. I watched him closely. He sat in his chair and then he stared into nothingness, looking forward as something replayed over and over in his brain.  
 
    “Is she ready?” Josh asked. 
 
    It took Pete a few seconds to hear Josh. He turned his head slowly to look at his friend. “Yeah. Go ahead,” he said.  
 
    Josh stood up straight, fixed his shirt and wiped back his hair. He stared at that door for a moment, and then he marched in and closed the door behind him. I looked back at Pete, who was once again staring off into nothingness. I wanted to ask him what happened. I wanted to know how it went—but I was terrified to break our rules, even though I knew that there would be no consequences. We hadn’t outlined any punishments.  
 
    Pete didn’t see that I was looking at him, or maybe he didn’t care. His cheeks remained red. His lips curled into a small smile, as if the experience was positive. My body tingled. It would soon be my turn; I only had a small amount of time left to weigh my options: stay or leave. Maybe I would have left had it not been for Pete’s smile.  
 
    This was my big break; it was a break for all of us. I needed to remember that this had a purpose: it wasn’t just some dumb idea. Or maybe it was. Maybe Pete was smiling now, but maybe he would be full of regret once the reality of it all sunk in. 
 
    A sharp gasp came from the break room. I looked over at the door. “Oh God,” a strangely feminine voice moaned from inside the room. Then there was a long silence. My heart pounced and fluttered. Was everything okay in there? I bit down hard on my tongue.  
 
    I looked over at Pete, who was still lost in his own head. He looked a bit like a patient at a psychiatric ward. I still wanted to ask him how it went, even though that smile was enough of an answer.  
 
    “Just like that,” that feminine voice said. Now I could hear something else: a faint slapping, like a metronome, even one second. Freddie was moaning louder and louder. There was a chance that Pete didn’t have sex with Freddie—we heard nothing—but now, with Josh, they were definitely fucking. Josh was having sex with Freddie: gay sex, technically. He was losing his virginity to a man. And I was next: I would soon be losing my virginity to a man. Is that what I wanted? Did I really want to go through with this? 
 
    Freddie groaned loudly. The slapping was loud too—and faster. “Fuck!” Josh groaned with a deep voice.  
 
    Now Pete was looking at that door. Freddie screamed, and then the room became silent. My heart fluttered. My time was running out. Was I going to stay or was I going to leave? I didn’t have to stay—I hadn’t promised anything.  
 
    I took a deep breath. I looked at the clock. It had been ten minutes since Josh went inside. My chest was starting to hurt from my heart pounding so hard against my ribcage.  
 
    The door opened suddenly. Josh stepped out. He was still zipping up his pants. He looked up at me. “You’re next,” he said.  
 
    I remained still for a long moment, staring at that open door. It was my last chance: stay or leave. I took a few slow steps towards the door. That door suddenly seemed far away: miles away. It looked small and it was getting smaller, and it didn’t seem like my steps were bringing me closer. Then suddenly I was standing in front of that open door, inside the door frame, looking into the room. There she was, sitting up on the table, looking at me. Her cheeks were red. She was staring into my eyes. She smiled and used one finger to guide me into the room.  
 
    I took another step and closed the door behind me. The sudden silence was overwhelming, surrounding me completely.  
 
    I cleared my throat and then tried to swallow the thick lump in my throat. I let out a deep breath of air. “How are you?” I said. It was surreal staring at Freddie. She really looked like a girl. Her makeup was perfect. Her eyes were big and flashing. The blush on her cheeks was just right. Her eyelashes fluttered as she blinked.  
 
    “You’re last,” she said, not answering my question. “Are you nervous?” 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders, and then I nodded my head. 
 
    “It’s okay. It’s not so weird once it’s over,” she said. The comment resonated strangely inside of me. I took another deep breath.  
 
    “Just relax,” she said. Why was her voice so feminine? Had she done this before? Had she practiced being a girl? Or was it just natural for a gay man to become a woman so easily? I had many questions, but I asked none. I took another step into the room. 
 
    Then she walked towards me. I suddenly felt like I was with a stranger. I became tense and unable to maintain eye contact. As she approached, I caught a whiff of her perfume. I felt like a teenager all over again—though I never really stopped feeling like a teenager. “It’ll be okay,” she said. She stopped right in front of me—inches away—and looked into my eyes. She gently brushed under my chin. I looked down at her thighs, and that’s when I saw the long white streaks, from under her skirt down to her feet. Was it cum?  
 
    She dropped to her knees and reached out for my belt. I became tenser than ever as the act became more real than ever. I could feel her fingers working away at the belt. She was going to see my cock. No girl had ever seen my cock. What if she thought that I was small? What if it had been too long since I’d trimmed my pubic hair? What if I couldn’t get it up? What if I got it up too quickly? Sweat was now tickling my back, working on soaking through my shirt. I bit hard on my lip.  
 
    She pulled my belt away and then she went for my fly. “Oh God,” I whimpered. I didn’t want the words to come out, but they did.  
 
    Her fingers slipped through the opening. I felt them moving around, trying to find my shaft. They found it and curled around it. I closed my eyes and let another whimper out. I felt her pull. I opened my eyes and looked down, just as she pulled my flaccid cock out from my pants. She was staring at it—but I hadn’t forgotten that she was really Freddie: a boy with a penis of his own. 
 
    She looked up at me with a smile. I looked away quickly, my gut filling with humiliation. Maybe this was a mistake—maybe I needed to leave—but the damage had already been done. I would never forget that feeling: those fingers curled around my naked cock. The guys did nothing to those fingers. They weren’t covered in makeup and they weren’t painted with polish. They were just Freddie’s fingers—and now those fingers were pulling back my foreskin, and those eyes were seeing parts of me that nobody had ever seen before—unless you count the eyes of my mother when I was a baby and she was changing my diapers.  
 
    She leaned forward and licked my tip with the tip of her tongue. “Oh God,” I said again, looking away. I heard her giggle.  
 
    “You need to relax,” she said.  
 
    “It’s not that easy,” I said. I was a virgin at twenty-five. For more than a decade, I’d been thinking about the day my virginity went away; this was not at all how I pictured it. This wasn’t how it was supposed to go. I was supposed to be in a warm bedroom with a pretty girl; she didn’t have to be stunning or beautiful, but it would have been nice if she was indeed a girl. The lab break room felt cold. The walls were white and sterile. The humming refrigerator was getting into my head. “Maybe we shouldn’t do this.” 
 
    She giggled again. I couldn’t understand how her reservations had gone away so easily. When she walked into that room, she was just as pale and tense as me. Now, she was giggling and staring into my eyes as if she had no fear. Where did that fear go? What happened to change her perspective? Was I going to feel the same way once this was over?  
 
    She leaned forward and licked my cock again, this time dragging the tip of her tongue from my tip to my pelvis. The pulled that tongue back, making my cock twitch. Then she cupped my balls and began to massage. “Let it get hard,” she said. 
 
    I was biting my tongue, trying to busy my mind with other things: work, chores, bills—anything that would stop me from getting aroused. It didn’t seem right, getting hard with another man. But she wasn’t a man—she was a woman, for the purposes of this experiment. And she looked like a woman and smelled like a woman and felt like a woman—wasn’t that enough? How did she know that I was stopping myself from getting aroused? Was it obvious that I had other things on my mind?  
 
    I looked down at her body. I watched all five of her fingers curl around my flaccid cock. She pulled back and then forward, pumping my shaft, making it tingle all over. I groaned and squirmed. How long had I been in that room for? She kept pumping, occasionally leaning forward to tickle my tip with the tip of her tongue. It just didn’t feel right—but it felt good, in a weird way. She knew how hard to squeeze and how fast to pump. I’d always dreamed of being touched erotically by a girl, and now I was experiencing that dream—but it just wasn’t right. 
 
    “There you go,” she said with a smile in her voice. And it wasn’t until I looked down that I realized I was actually hard—not fully erect, but my cock had stretched out and thickened. It was standing straight out on its own. I only saw it for a moment before it disappeared into her mouth. She started sucking. That tingling returned, making my whole body shudder. My head started feeling light. I felt drunk. Was it the booze from before, finally settling in? Or was it just the euphoria from the sucking? It felt good. I liked it, but I didn’t want to like it. I could feel myself stretching out in her mouth. I could feel the roof of her mouth with the tip of my shaft. I reached out and grabbed the edge of the table. My legs were trembling now, feeling like they were about to buckle.  
 
    I let another whimper slip out from my lips. I felt embarrassed, but I wasn’t sure why anymore. I felt my stomach turn. My gaze locked onto Freddie and I couldn’t look away. She was bobbing her head in an elegant way, taking the entire length of my shaft in my mouth at once. For a moment I found myself wondering how I stacked up to the other guys. Was I bigger or was I the smallest? I was tempted to ask, but terrified of the answer.  
 
    She leaned back and wiped the drool from her chin. She smiled as my stiff erection bobbed up and down. “You shot pre-cum into the back of my throat,” she said. 
 
    “I did?”  
 
    She nodded her head and then she giggled. “You don’t want to come before you even lose your virginity.” I still couldn’t get over how feminine her voice was—or how different she seemed now than she did before she walked into that break room. It was like she was a different person; it was like she was a real girl.  
 
    She stood up. She slipped a hand behind my head and then she kissed me on the lips, giving me a taste of my own cock—or maybe it was taste of all three cocks she’d sucked that afternoon. I froze for a moment before kissing her back. It was also my first kiss. 
 
    Then she pulled away, stared into my eyes, and turned around. She bent over the table, perking her bum up. She looked back at me from over her shoulder. “Just be gentle. I’m a bit sore.” 
 
    I stared at her body. My stomach turned and I suddenly felt small and vulnerable. I had no idea if this was really what I wanted. I knew I could turn her down—and maybe avoid a lifetime of regret. Or maybe the lifetime of regret would come from me turning her down. Maybe I would never get another opportunity like this one. Maybe this was my only chance to lose my virginity.  
 
    I took a step forward. I took a deep breath and shook my head. Now I was standing right behind her, hovering over her. I slowly lowered my hands until they were on her hips. I clutched the fabric of her skirt and paused before pulling up, exposing her panties.  
 
    There was a dark wet spot on her panties, covering her asshole. My heart skipped a beat. As I picked her panties from her butt crack and pulled back, a strand of sticky cum stretched out from those undies to her butthole. A white glob of goo was still clinging to her puckering hole. One of the guys came inside of her—maybe both of them. I could see the long streaks from her hole down to her feet. Some of that cum was probably still inside of her. I wasn’t just about to penetrate a man; I was about to feel the cum of possibly two other men. I was straight—but for some reason I now felt more aroused than ever. My cock was throbbing—almost painfully. My foreskin was stretched back as much as possible.  
 
    I let a groan slip from my lips, then I used my trembling hand to guide my tip to her puckering hole. I accidentally skimmed that glob of thick white cum, and now it was on the tip of my cock, making my stomach turn again. I wiped it off on her butt cheek, but it didn’t make me feel much better.  
 
    “Fuck me,” she whispered.  
 
    “One second,” I said as I continued to summon the courage to stick my raging erection into her stretched asshole. Was this really how I wanted to lose my virginity? Did I want my first fuck to be inside of the stretched, cum-filled asshole of my male friend?  
 
    I’d already come this far. I pushed my cock into her: just the first two inches, but it was enough to make her gasp—and it was enough to rid my body of my virginity. I was no longer a virgin. I was now having sex. My heart started pounding ferociously as beads of sweat began to trickle down my back. I closed my eyes for a moment, and then I felt her asshole grasping my cock, as if it was trying to pull it in deeper.  
 
    I put my hands on her hips. Her skin was smooth. I gently caressed her bum and then I pushed in deeper. I could feel everything: every inch of her anus, clamping down around me. I could feel her anal walls and she was so tight that I could feel myself throbbing inside of her. I pushed a bit deeper, and that’s when I felt something else: the warm leftover cum of the men before me. As I pushed it sloshed around me, engrossing my shaft in a slippery slime. I winced and tried to ignore it—but there was so much; it must have been the collective cum of both men.  
 
    She moaned, swaying her bum slightly as if she was enjoying just being plugged. I kept caressing her bum, trying to convince myself that she was a girl. Her skin was soft and that perfume was perfect—but the image of Freddie’s usual face refused to leave my mind. I knew that I was inside of a man; I desperately wanted to forget that. 
 
    She pushed her bum back, speeding up the penetration process. I felt that warm cum stretching further down my shaft, until her bum was pressed hard into my pelvis. “Fuck me,” she whispered again. 
 
    So I started pumping: slowly at first as I kept my eyes closed. I needed to calm myself down. I was starting to worry that I was going to throw up all over her backside. I didn’t feel well; nothing about this felt right. But why did it feel so good? Why was the tingling so pleasurable? I let another groan slip out—and then she started to moan. “Fuck, that feels so good,” she whispered.  
 
    “Really?” I said. 
 
    She looked back at me with a little smile. She nodded her head before looking forward again. My heart skipped a beat. I took another deep breath. I started pumping faster—and harder. Her back curled down and another soft sound emerged from her pretty lips. She was beautiful and arousing. I stared at her body and failed to see the difference between her and a real woman. Maybe this was a good idea. Maybe this was the rewiring my brain needed.  
 
    I pumped harder, now slapping my pelvis against her ass. I could feel that old cum sloshing around my shaft, providing the perfect lubrication in a gross sort of way—but that grossness was turning me on. I pulled out, almost completely, leaving my tip inside of her asshole. I looked down at my cock, which was slicked with white goo. I pushed it back into her, and some of that goo dripped down to the floor, splatting with a strangely loud splat. I kept fucking her and she kept moaning—getting louder and louder. I wanted to make her moan louder than she did with Josh. I wanted her to leave that room thinking of me—and not the other guys. I wanted to be her best fuck.  
 
    I pumped hard, grunting now as I jammed my cock in and out of her. She was moaning loud, but it wasn’t loud enough. So I reached around her, pushed my fingers into her panties, and I gripped her thick erection. She was hard and throbbing. She tensed up as I grabbed her. Then she looked back at me with wide eyes. As our gazes met, I realized what I was doing and my own eyes became wide—but I didn’t stop. I kept pounding her from behind, and now I was stroking her as well, pulling back her foreskin and exploring her veiny manhood.  
 
    She kept looking at me. Her eyes were glowing. A cute whimper left her mouth and I gripped her cock tighter. I had no idea what I was doing or why I was doing it—but she liked it, and I liked it too, so I didn’t stop. I pumped harder and faster. She started to squeal after a minute. Her eyes narrowed and she bit down on her lip. “I’m going to come,” she said. I reached my other hand around her to cup her tip. I stopped fucking her for a moment as she burst into the palm of my hand: a giant load of warm cum. I kept pumping her until every single drop was in my hand. then I pulled that hand up to her mouth and I spread her cum all over her chin and face. I even brought some around to smear on her ass, and then I licked some off the tip of my fingers.  
 
    I resumed the fucking—and I didn’t last long now. There was so much turning me on: her tight anus, the sloshing cum of the previous men, the taste of her cum on my lips, and the cum that was dripping off of her chin. It was just too much—I couldn’t hold on any longer. 
 
    I came inside of her, filling her ass with another round of hot cum. She groaned and squirmed and gripped the edge of the table.  
 
    I pushed my shaft all the way into her body, feeling all of that goo around me, and then I pulled out suddenly to watch it stream down her thighs. I was out of breath, so I stumbled back into a chair. I stared at her limp, sweat-glistening body. And then the reality of the situation hit me hard as she used the last of her energy to turn around to face me. Her cock was out and she wasn’t putting it away—maybe because she thought that I liked it. She stared into my eyes with a big smile—but I couldn’t look away from that throbbing cock, still dripping with cum.  
 
    “How do you feel?” she asked. 
 
    I was silent for a long moment, drawing my gaze up to her pretty eyes. But I knew that those were Freddie’s eyes. I knew that I just lost my virginity to my male friend.  
 
    “I’m fine,” I said. “We should clean up.” I pulled up my pants and then I left that room without looking back at her. I saw Pete and Josh both looking over at me as I walked into the lab. I didn’t look at either of them as I made a quick escape to the bathroom. Once I was in the bathroom, I locked the door and let out a deep breath.  
 
    I closed my eyes, and then I smiled. My body felt good. I felt strangely high, as if I was drunk. My skin tingled with warm euphoria. And then I thought to myself: ‘I’m not a virgin anymore’. And it was a nice thought. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I went straight home, not even saying goodbye to the other guys. I didn’t want to face them. I wanted to give myself some time before facing the reality of what I’d done. I had a feeling that the dread would set in soon enough—but for some reason I just kept smirking. I kept replaying the sex in my mind, and with each replay I could feel a bit of lingering euphoria. I felt great. I felt better than ever. 
 
    On my way to the lab the next day, I ended up making eye contact with a girl on the bus. Instead of darting my gaze away as I normally would have, I kept staring. She smiled and I smiled back. Then I looked away casually, feeling better than ever before. I felt phenomenal, like a completely new person.  
 
    I was happy that I fucked Freddie in the break room. I was happy that I went through with the act, even though it was miles out of my comfort zone. Now I had a new lease. I felt like I could do anything; I felt like I could finally go out and find a girlfriend without worrying about rejection or humiliation. I was ready. Losing my virginity changed me, just the way the research predicted that it would.  
 
    I saw the guys at the office. I saw Freddie for the first time since our break room romp. Now, he was himself: hair tied up in a bun, no makeup, jeans and a T-shirt. I smiled at him and then I went to my desk. Strangely, it felt like business as usual. There was no weird tension in the air. Nobody seemed uncomfortable. There seemed to be a mutual acknowledgement: we accomplished what we set out to accomplish, and the deal was to go back to normal afterwards, so that’s what we were doing. It felt good. 
 
    Then there was a buzz at our door. Josh went to answer it. Jayleen stepped in, holding a small box of fossil samples. “I found this at the university,” she said. “I forgot to deliver it the other day. Mind if I drop it off now?” 
 
    She looked over at me, and amazingly, I didn’t look away from her gaze. Instead, I smiled and nodded my head at her. She smiled back. “Sure thing,” said Josh, pointing her into the room. Even he seemed more relaxed around her. Pete looked up from his work and smiled. “Hey Jayleen,” he said. 
 
    “Hi Pete,” she said with a small smile. I’m not sure how she knew his name—until I remembered his name plate was on his desk. I watched her walk to the stairs. I watched her bum bounce. Then I jumped to my feet. “Here,” I said. “I’ll take that from you.” I rushed over and grabbed the box from her.  
 
    “Thanks, Aaron,” she said with a smile. 
 
    “It’s my pleasure,” I said. I couldn’t believe that I was standing inches away from her and I wasn’t collapsing like a wet paper airplane. She had a nice perfume: a bit sweet and a bit like vanilla. She remained still for a moment, as if she was giving me an opportunity to continue the conversation, and maybe get a phone number. I thought about it, but I’d done some research on female behavior patterns, and I knew that I would have a better chance if I played hard to get. “I really like your dress,” I said, and then I turned to head back to my desk. 
 
    “Thank you,” she said, blushing a little bit. 
 
    I simply couldn’t believe myself. I was a new man. I was a real man. I was the man I’d always wanted to be. I felt like a character in a movie: strong and confident and able to do anything. I sat down at my desk and looked back up at her. She smiled at me and then she started towards the exit. 
 
    “See you later, Jayleen,” Freddie said from his desk. He waved and nodded his head. 
 
    She left with red cheeks.  
 
    “Hey Aaron,” Josh said. “You want to help me decode this data? I’ve never seen it scrambled like this.” I went over to his desk and looked at his screen. 
 
    “What happened?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. I just pulled open the file and it was like this.” 
 
    I sat down in his chair. “Let me look.” I spent a few minutes scanning the data, trying to figure out what went wrong. It looked like a processing error—but it also looked like a corrupted file.  
 
    “I’m just going to run down to the cafe to grab a drink. Want anything?” he said. 
 
    “No, I’m fine, thanks.” 
 
    He left and I continued to stare at his screen, trying to decode the strangely jumbled nonsense. Then I felt a buzz. I looked down and saw that his phone was on his desk. He had an email from his bank, something about a new credit card that was available. I looked back at his computer monitor, and then I remembered those pictures of Freddie that he had ordered. I looked back down at his phone. Those pictures were on his phone. So I opened up his photos app and scrolled until I found them. 
 
    I paused as I stared at the digitally dolled up Freddie. She looked almost exactly how she looked the day before, in that break room. Even the cute little smile was spot on. My heart bounced and my blood started rushing. I’d almost forgot how pretty she was—or maybe I just didn’t believe my own memories. She was stunning. She was convincing. 
 
    I looked up from the phone at Freddie, who was still sitting behind his desk. He looked up at me and I darted my gaze away suddenly, feeling like my old self again. I just couldn’t believe how feminine he looked. I found myself fantasizing, thinking of ways to get him to become her again. I couldn’t forget that amazing sound that she made right before she came—and I couldn’t forget the feeling of her creamy substance squishing through my fingers as I spread her cum on her face. 
 
    My cock was getting hard now. I put the phone away and I took a deep breath.  
 
    Two hours later, the guys all started getting ready to be done for the day. Josh wrapped up his gear and Freddie started to scan through his final document. My heart was pounding. I had bad ideas in my head. I got up and my legs wobbled. I stuffed my hands into my pockets and I sauntered over to Freddie with a casual smile on my face. “Hey, I was wondering if you could proof read this document before I send it off,” I said. 
 
    “Document?” he said. 
 
    He’d already closed his email client for the evening. “It’s in your inbox,” I said. “Sorry I sent it so late. I’d really like to get it off to the board before we leave for the night.” 
 
    He opened his mail client and then let out a sigh as he looked at the ten-page document. “I guess so,” he said. 
 
    “Sorry,” I said. “It would mean a lot.” 
 
    So he finished what he was doing and then he started on the document. Josh left for the day, waving goodbye from the door. Pete left shortly after him. Now my heart was racing as if I was about to compete in the gold medal final at the Olympics. I stood up and walked over to the break room, just to make sure all of that stuff was still there—and it was. Pete still hadn’t gotten around to taking it home: the outfits and the makeup.  
 
    I walked over to Freddie. “How’s it going?” I asked. 
 
    “A few more pages,” he said. Now we were alone together. My cock was already throbbing as the image of his dolled up and bent over body entered my mind.  
 
    “If you want to finish it tomorrow, that’s fine too,” I said. 
 
    “I may as well finish it now. I’ve come this far,” he said, looking at me with a smile. I returned the smile and then bit down on my bottom lip. 
 
    “Well I have another favor to ask as well,” I said. 
 
    He stared at me for a moment. “What is it?” he said. 
 
    “I need a hand with something in the break room,” I said.  
 
    “With what?” he said. 
 
    “Some stuff that was left behind,” I said. “Maybe we can just do that really quickly now.”  
 
    He stood up slowly, looking at me curiously. He followed me to the break room. My legs wobbled again, almost collapsing. My head was hot and my back was starting to sweat. I took a series of deep breaths, and then we entered that room. He looked around. “What is it?” he asked.  
 
    I pointed to Pete’s duffle bag. “With that,” I said. 
 
    He paused for a moment. He walked over and lifted it up. “It weighs like two pounds,” he said. 
 
    “Put it on,” I said. 
 
    He turned to me and stared into my eyes. “What?” he said. 
 
    I felt like everything was happening so quickly. My mind was spinning and my heart was on the verge of breaking through my ribcage. I opened my mouth and my lip quivered. “Put on an outfit,” I said. “And let your hair down.” 
 
    His eyes were big now—he almost looked frightened. “Why?” he said.  
 
    “Just do it. We’re alone. We won’t tell anyone.”  
 
    He remained still, making me feel humiliated and stupid. Was I crossing a line? Was he going to make me regret this? Was this humiliation going to hang over my head for the rest of my life? He looked down at my crotch. I was hard and tempted to cover the bulge—but another part of me wanted him to see it.  
 
    He continued to be still. I bit hard on my lip. “Just do it,” I said. 
 
    He looked back into my eyes. Was he going to rat me out? Would he get me fired? Was this the end of our friendship? Was I ruining everything because I was horny? “What about my makeup?” he asked. 
 
    My heart skipped a beat. “Can you put on some mascara quickly?” I said. “And maybe a touch of lipstick.”  
 
    He unzipped the bag and pulled out the makeup. I stepped out of the room. “I’ll give you five minutes.” I paced around the office with that pounding heart—but now my heart was pounding with excitement. I couldn’t wait to get inside of that ass. I couldn’t wait to see her again: her stunning eyes and her curvy body. My cock was now so hard that my jeans hurt, so I slipped them down, along with my boxers. I made sure all of the doors were locked and the blinds were closed. Just to be safe, I put a chair against the door handle, to stop it from opening in the off chance one of the other guys came back.  
 
    Then Freddie came out, hair down, eyes stunning, clad in tight lingerie that I didn’t even know was in the bag. “How do I look?” she asked with a gentle voice. I loved the straps crisscrossing up her thighs. I loved the choker around her throat. Her bum looked perky and magnificent in the high-waisted thong.  
 
    “You look amazing,” I said. I walked up to her and put my hands on her exposed skin. I caressed up and down. I slid those hands down so that I was gripping her bum. I squeezed and then a whimper escaped my lips. She let out a giggle, and somehow that giggle sounded feminine. I looked into her eyes again, and then we kissed. We kissed for five beautiful minutes. She reached her fingers down and grabbed my erection. She tugged it gently, pulling back my foreskin and playing with my tip as she pushed her tongue into my mouth. Then she pulled back and looked into my eyes again. “We’ll get into a lot of trouble if they find us like this,” she said. 
 
    “I locked the doors,” I said. I reached down and clamped my hand around hers, making her grip even tighter around my shaft. She pulled gently, pulling my foreskin back as far as it could go.  
 
    “If we keep doing this, we’ll get caught. This has to be a one-time thing,” she said. 
 
    “Fine,” I said. I just needed that one time—I just needed to get her out of my system. I put my hands on her body and I turned her around. I pushed on her back to make her bend over. Then I dropped to my knees and pulled her thong out from her crack. Using my hands, I spread her butt cheeks to expose her asshole, and then I bent forward to eat her out. I stroked my tongue up and down a dozen times before starting to push the tip of my tongue into her puckering asshole. She swayed gently from side to side, grinding her asshole against my face. I loved how my face was buried in her cushiony cheeks. I wanted to live like that. I never wanted that moment to end.  
 
    But it needed to end because I needed to fuck her. I was so aroused that I was going to end up coming before I even got it inside of her. It already felt like my cock was going to burst. I didn’t want to stop licking that asshole. I didn’t want to stop feeling those cheeks against my face. I groaned and squirmed, reached my hands around her thighs, caressing her skin until my fingers found her erection. Then I gripped her tightly and began to stroke her. Now that arousal was growing stronger. That tingling between my legs was more intense than ever and I wasn’t even touching myself. 
 
    “Oh God,” I groaned. My body convulsed with euphoria, and then I looked down to see that my cock was oozing cream. A pool of cum was forming on the ground. I was coming, as if my cock sprang a leak. “No!” I didn’t want my arousal to end like this. I didn’t want that moment to be finished. I stood up while cum was still pouring out. I stuffed my cock into her ass, making her gasp. I at least needed to feel the walls of her tight anus—and I got to feel those walls for a sweet minute while my cock continued to drain. 
 
    “Are you coming?” she asked. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. “It just happened.”  
 
    “There’s so much come!” she said. 
 
    “I can’t make it stop,” I said. Another shudder surged through me, and then it finally stopped. I didn’t want to pull out. I felt ashamed and disappointed—but thrilled at the same time. I was inside of her. I didn’t get to fuck her, but at least I got to be inside of her. Now, my cock was beginning to relax. I knew that it was time to pull out and clean up. 
 
    “I’m sorry it ended like this,” I said. “I wanted to last longer.” I don’t think I’d ever felt so embarrassed—not even when the guys caught me jerking off.  
 
    “It’s not over,” she said. “You might be done, but I’m not done.”  
 
    My heart skipped a beat.  
 
    “Don’t let it fall out when you pull out,” she said. “Suck it out of me.”  
 
    I paused for a moment, terrified and thrilled about the idea at the same time. I looked down at her tush, with my cock buried inside of it. I took a deep breath and then I pulled out, dropping to my knees. I pressed my face back between those plump cheeks. She used her hands to spread herself wide. I pushed my tongue against her hole and waited. She puckered a few times, and then her anus made a wet sound as a gush of cum burst out of it, onto my tongue. I nearly threw my head back, but somehow, I remained in place. She did it again, squeezing that cum out from her bum. I licked it up, pulling it to the back of my mouth, unable to swallow at first. It kept coming—it really was a lot of cum, which was hard to believe because there was so much on the ground at my knees. She pushed again, squirting another gush of used cum into my mouth. Then she suddenly turned around so that her erection was in my face.  
 
    “Now suck me off,” she said.  
 
    I didn’t hesitate. With a mouth full of my own cum, I pulled her cock down and opened wide. I pressed her cock down on my tongue and began to suck. I bobbed my head back and forth, coating her with my load, feeling her veins throbbing hard. She gently pushed my forehead back, making her cock spring up, slapping her in the abdomen. She giggled as she dabbed a bit of my cum off the tip of her cock. She brought it to her lips and licked it, then she tilted her cock back down so I could continue sucking it.  
 
    I used a hand to stroke it while I tongued her tip. She liked it; she was moaning and squirming. She put her hands in my hair and then she pulled my face in tight, so that my nose was pressed against her pelvis. Then she pulled my head back, grabbed her cock, and blasted my face with her insanely thick cum. I couldn’t believe how thick it was: like pancake batter. It stayed on my face and didn’t drip off, and there was a lot of it. She used her cock to spread it around, like a baker spreading icing on a cake.  
 
    And now I was hard again: throbbing and ready for a second round. So I stood up, spun her around aggressively, bent her over, and pushed my cock back into her hole, which was still a bit goopy from our last round. I instantly started pumping. She gasped and clutched the desk. I pumped hard, slapping my pelvis against her ass as I licked my lips, tasting her thick cum. I was pounding her hard—maybe too hard, but I liked it.  
 
    Her bum was turning red. I sunk my fingernails into her skin and she moaned. I kept pumping, feeling harder and thicker than ever. I could feel her anus pulsing. I could feel sweat forming on her skin. I wiped some of her cum off of my cheek and made her eat it, sticking my fingers into her mouth. Her tongue left drool on my fingers.  
 
    I fucked her for five amazing minutes, and then I came again, filling that stretched hole with more of my load. I pulled out and caught the cum with my fingers before spreading it all over her exposed skin, making her glisten. She slumped to her knees, out of breath and sapped of energy. I stood over her and squeezed the last bit of cum out from my cock, into her hair. I took a deep breath, looking at the big mess. There was cum everywhere. My cock was red from the intense plunging. It was a bit sore, but it seemed so worth it.  
 
    “Let’s get this place cleaned up,” I said. And she was still hardly able to move. I helped her to her feet and then I slapped her on the ass, making her gasp. I laughed. Then I had the urge to press a finger into her asshole.  
 
    She glared at me with a smirk. “You know this isn’t going to be a regular thing,” she said.  
 
    “Right. I know,” I said, pulling my finger out from her asshole. 
 
    “It was a one-time thing. That was the deal,” she said.  
 
    “I know,” I said.  
 
    “I mean it,” she said. 
 
    “I know!” I said. But she was still grinning as if she didn’t believe herself. I didn’t believe her either. I was already trying to think of ways to stop Pete from taking that duffle bag home. Or maybe I just needed to go out and buy her a few things. Maybe we could start meeting outside of that lab. It would be safer to meet at my house, or her house—where there would be no evidence for Josh or Pete to stumble upon.  
 
    “One time thing,” I said, confirming what her eyes were now saying to me. Then I smirked. 
 
    “I really mean it, Aaron,” she said. Then she wobbled up to her feet and walked over to the break room to get cleaned up. I watched her perky ass jiggle along the way. Then I licked a bit more of her cum off of my top lip. It was sweet like honey, and I wanted more of it. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    The weekend came. I usually loved weekends, but now I was dreading having to spend two full days away from that lab. I couldn’t stop thinking about Freddie. I wanted to fuck her again. I wanted to fool around with her. I knew that it was wrong—especially because I wasn’t just sticking to her feminine bits—but I wanted it so badly. I couldn’t believe my constant state of arousal.  
 
    I tried to relieve myself using pornography, but it just made me feel worse. I wasn’t able to get off until I pulled up some transgender pornography. I found a video that had a girl with a body similar to Freddie’s body, and then I was able to come while staring at her cock, and then the shame and confusion began to set in as I scrubbed cum off of my bathroom floor. 
 
    I wasn’t gay—at least I didn’t think that I was gay. I’d always been aroused by women, and I’d always dreamed of being with women. But now I was starting to feel like I’d stumbled onto something better. I felt like I was seeing what gay people saw in men, but I was still getting the benefits of being with a woman. I wasn’t bisexual; I knew that I wasn’t bisexual because I tested the theory by looking up gay pornography and images of naked men with erect penises. The images made me squirm and I wasn’t able to watch the videos without activating my gag reflex. But for some reason the image of a girl with the same erection made me tingle all over.  
 
    The more ‘tests’ that I conducted on myself, the more confused I became. Images of women still made me excited. Images of transgenders made me excited, but usually only when they were convincing to some degree. Then I found a picture of Freddie on Freddie’s Instagram feed. He was in a small bathing suit that wasn’t much different than a thong. When I blocked out the view of his face, I became aroused, as if I was staring at a woman, even though I was still just staring at Freddie. So maybe I was bisexual. Maybe I did have a slight attraction to men, as long as I couldn’t tell that I was looking at men… Or maybe I was thinking into it way too much. Maybe I was overcomplicating a simple issue. Maybe I was just attracted to a person and their gender was irrelevant. Or maybe I’d rewired my brain the wrong way when I lost my virginity. 
 
    The science was fairly clear: the male brain goes through a dramatic change after the loss of virginity. Maybe it matters how a man loses his virginity, and who he loses it to. Maybe the act of losing one’s virginity has some bearing on one’s future partner preference.  
 
    I found myself reading long papers on the subject, battling through complicated lingo and jargon as I tried to reenforce my theory. I was strangely fascinated as I tried to find some answers; it wasn’t a theory that anyone had explored before, which seemed strange in the age of alternate sexualities and gender preferences. Maybe I was onto something.  
 
    By Saturday night, I was antsy. I couldn’t sit still. I couldn’t stop thinking about Freddie. I thought about sending him a message, to see if he was available—but I knew it was a bad idea. I knew we shouldn’t have any ‘proof’ that we were communicating outside of the lab about anything that wasn’t lab related. I kept pacing around, and then I had the idea to show up at his doorstep. He only lived ten minutes away, and for some reason I felt like I needed to see him—and I was confident that he would give me what I wanted.  
 
    I left my place and stopped at a little adult store on the way. The old me would have never even looked into the window of the shop—afraid someone would see me and make fun of me—but the new me didn’t care what anyone thought. I wanted to get something for Freddie, so that I could turn that dull Saturday night into a real thrill. I went inside and spent forty dollars on a purple piece of lingerie: a lace teddy that came with black fishnet stockings. They also sold me some makeup at the counter: fake eyelashes, mascara, and a tube of pink lip gloss. The shop owner definitely thought that I was going to be dolling myself up, but I didn’t care. I knew he would probably never see me again.  
 
    I walked quickly towards Freddie’s house. I bit down on my tongue as I tried not to grin the whole way. I was excited. I couldn’t wait to see Freddie in the tight number.  
 
    I got to Freddie’s house. I walked up to his door. My heart was pounding in that familiar way. I went to press the doorbell, and then I heard something: a thump from inside. At first, it sounded like something fell over. I paused, not pressing that doorbell. I waited to hear the sound again, but then I heard a different sound: a moan.  
 
    My heart fell into my stomach. Was Freddie with someone else? Did our little pact work? Was he finally able to break through his timid barriers to go out and find a partner? I knew that I should be happy for him, but I couldn’t help but feel disappointed—maybe even a bit jealous. Freddie was my muse. He was my plaything. We never talked about being exclusive… In fact, we each said that it was just a one-time thing—but I was still rattled. 
 
    I listened for a moment, hearing that moaning again. It was definitely Freddie. I knew that feminine moan. But why was he in his feminine character? Did he moan like that normally? Was that his natural voice?  
 
    “Don’t stop. Please don’t stop,” she said, muffled by the door. She was using her girl voice—without a doubt. My heart fluttered. I looked towards the gate that went to his backyard. I stepped down from his porch and I walked to the gate. I opened it carefully, knowing he had a dog that liked to bark at just about any sound. That dog was old and going deaf now, but I didn’t need to be caught snooping around his house. 
 
    I spotted the window to his living room. It was up high, so I had to pull over a lawn chair to stand on. I lifted myself up slowly, worried I was going to find myself face-to-face with either Freddie or his date.  
 
    But the room appeared to be empty. I scanned from left to right, not seeing anything, and then I was about to step down when a figure stood up from the ground. I sunk down quickly, worried I would be spotted. But then my curiosity got the better of me, so I stood back up.  
 
    Across the room was Freddie, dolled up and pretty, standing up and turning around as she repositioned herself on her date. And on the floor—her date—was Pete. He was naked and glistening with sweat. Freddie’s erection was stuffed into her panties, and her chest was clad with a sports bra. She was now mounting Pete reverse-cowgirl-style.  
 
    She reached down and gripped his cock with a firm fist. He was surprisingly big: tall and thick. She pumped him a few times, making his face turn red, then she sat down on his cock. His head tilted back and his lips parted. She began to bounce. 
 
    My stomach turned. I wasn’t sure how to feel. Was I supposed to be angry that she was seeing one of the other guys behind my back? Or was I supposed to be happy for both of them because they were just doing what I had done with them? I had no idea what to think—but I couldn’t look away.  
 
    She was bouncing hard, making her bum squish flat on his lap with each penetration. He was deep inside of her. 
 
    I liked her outfit: definitely something Pete pillaged from his sister’s closet. It was a tight dress with a flared skirt: backless and made from what looked like satin. It looked soft and comfortable, but sexy as hell. It was pulled up—maybe on purpose, or maybe it was just riding up as she bounced on that tall cock.  
 
    Pete put his hands on Freddie’s hips: my girl’s hips. I felt my heart skip a beat with jealousy, but then I reminded myself that she wasn’t my girl—and she wasn’t even a girl at all.  
 
    But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t quell the jealousy.  
 
    Freddie was staring into Pete’s eyes. She had a big smile on her face as she watched him turning redder and redder. I thought about knocking on the window, just to break up their little romp. The jealousy was growing stronger, but I knew that it was just jealousy. I wasn’t actually mad at either of them. How could I be mad? I did the same thing, in our lab, which was supposed to be a sterile environment.  
 
    I watched Freddie ask Pete a question, but I couldn’t hear what she was saying. Then I watched as Pete nodded his head quickly. His face was dark red now.  
 
    Freddie sat up suddenly, letting that cock fall out of her bum. She grabbed it firmly and squeezed. A moment later, cum began to blast Pete, reaching his face, making him wince away. She giggled, aiming his cock like she was aiming a gun. She caught one blast in her hand and spread it on the exposed part of her chest.  
 
    Pete looked down at her crotch. He motioned with his head and then he said something. Freddie’s grin grew larger. She reached her fingers into her panties and pulled out her erection. She began to stroke it quickly, still sitting on top of Pete. Pete watched with glowing eyes for a long minute—and I couldn’t look away either, not even when she started coming all over his body.  
 
    Finally, I gathered what I needed to drop down from the window. I put the chair back where I found it and then I started to make my way home. My head was spinning and my heart was pounding. Freddie wasn’t just my own now. She wasn’t just my secret little girlfriend. She was playing with two of us—maybe with all of us. I couldn’t figure out how to feel. I wanted to be the one on that living room floor. I wanted to feel her thick, warm cum spraying my body. I wanted to feel the inside of her asshole one more time: her tight walls clenching around my shaft.  
 
    I didn’t want to share her.  
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    I couldn’t stop seeing that romp in my head: Freddie on top of Pete. I was so envious. When Pete first fucked Freddie, they were so quiet. I assumed they hardly did anything. I assumed that he stuck his small penis into her and then came immediately, and that was it. There was no sound and they were done so fast—but Pete wasn’t small and he didn’t keep her silent the second time around.  
 
    It was none of my business—that’s what I kept telling myself. I wasn’t supposed to be snooping around and I didn’t own Freddie. She was allowed to do whatever she wanted to do. At least she was fooling around with guys that I knew were clean, like me.  
 
    I wanted the next go at her. I didn’t want her brushing me off to go and meet with Pete again. That Monday, I couldn’t keep my eyes off of her as I tried to come up with a way to convince her to make that one-time thing into a two-time thing—or maybe it was technically a three-time thing at this point. 
 
    It was weird looking at her while she was out of makeup, with her hair tied up, and a men’s t-shirt on her body, and men’s jeans on her legs. But for some reason, I still saw her as a her. 
 
    I had a bit of a mean plan, which seemed to be working. She had a lot of work to finish and Josh told her that she couldn’t leave until it was all done. “If we don’t get it done by the end of today, there’s no way they’ll renew our grant,” he said. 
 
    So I kept distracting her. I kept sauntering over to her desk to start conversations, and then I convinced her to come out to lunch. I ordered an appetizer and then I ordered a fresh drink right before lunch hour was over. I made her stick around while I drank it. 
 
    “I have so much work to finish,” she said on our way back to the lab. So I kept distracting her. I was becoming more and more certain that she would end up sticking around late.  
 
    But I could tell that Josh was growing suspicious of me. He kept side-eyeing me every time I went to her desk, so I stopped going over as much. I’d already done the damage—now I just had to wait. But Josh kept looking at me, so I put some effort into acting casual. I left when it was time to leave, but I didn’t go far. I went to a cafe around the corner and waited twenty minutes. Then I finished my small coffee and went back to the lab, assuming the other guys would be gone, and Freddie would still be there, finishing that big workload.  
 
    The lab was empty. My heart fell into my stomach as I looked around the room. Then I noticed Freddie’s bag under the table. Maybe she’d just gone to use the bathroom. Maybe that’s where I could surprise her. I went over to the bathroom door. My plan was to turn her around and let her hair down. She could be naked—that was feminine enough for me. We didn’t need to waste time with makeup or lingerie—though a pair of stockings would have been nice. I knew she had a lot of work to do, so I didn’t want to use up too much of her time.  
 
    I grabbed the door handle, and then I heard the moan. I paused. Was she jerking off in the bathroom? I put my ear against the door. 
 
    She wasn’t jerking off. She was with Josh. “Take it,” he said with a grunt. “Take my big cock, you slut.”  
 
    “Oh God, it feels so good!” she replied with a cry.  
 
    He slapped her ass loudly. “That’s it—clench. Squeeze my big dick. Make it come, you dirty whore.” His pelvis was spanking her ass quickly. She was moaning loudly. It sounded like an amazing fuck—but not amazing enough, because I wasn’t the one behind her. That familiar jealousy swirled into me. My stomach turned and groaned as a glimmer of hope flickered away from my body. She was seeing all of us. We were all breaking our little deal.  
 
    I hated that jealous feeling. I wanted Freddie for myself; I didn’t want to share her with two other men. She had so much fun with me—but it seemed like she was having fun with the other guys too. She wasn’t just my plaything; she was our plaything. Were we taking turns, or was she just taking whoever came at her first? How could I make sure I was next in line?  
 
    I left the building before they realized I was listening. I found myself pacing up and down the street, filled with anxiety. I knew that Freddie was going to be tired after a long day of work and a hard fucking from Josh, but I felt like I needed my fill. So I went to her house. I let myself into her backyard, and then I let myself into her house through her unlocked back door. I found a few tea candles and lit them around the room. I closed a few blinds and dimmed a couple of lamps to set the mood. Then I waited. I waited inside of her house for the better half of an hour, feeling like a pervert and a psychopath. Then I heard her walk up to the front door. I perked up with beads of sweat on my forehead. I tried not to squirm as I waited to see her. 
 
    Then the door opened and she stopped after taking a step into the room. “Aaron?” she said with wide, frightened eyes. 
 
    “Come inside,” I said. 
 
    “Why are you in my house?” she asked. 
 
    “You know why,” I said. “Come in and let’s have some fun.” 
 
    “I’m not really in the mood,” she said. “And it was just a one-time thing.” 
 
    I bit my tongue to stop myself from telling her that I knew about her other romps with the other guys. “C’mon. It’ll be fun,” I said. 
 
    “Aaron—you can’t just let yourself into someone else’s house.” 
 
    I lifted up the lingerie that I bought for her. “Put this on.” 
 
    “Aaron,” she said. 
 
    I walked over to her and put my hands on her sides. “Please,” I said.  
 
    She sighed. I reached around and pulled the elastic out from her hair, letting her hair down. It was a small way to make her look much more feminine. I ran my fingers through her hair. She still had some mascara on her eyelashes—probably from her romp with Josh in the lab bathroom. “You look cute,” I said. 
 
    “Thanks,” she said, starting to drift into her female voice. “What if I just give you a blowjob? Would that be enough for you? Then maybe we can sit down and sign you up for a dating site or something. I can’t just be your little booty call.”  
 
    I bit hard on my tongue. “Sure. I just couldn’t stop thinking about you. You’re so hot—when you’re dolled up—and now. You have mascara on. Were you dressed up?” I was playing dumb. My heart was racing. I probably sounded like an idiot. 
 
    “I was just trying something different out,” she said. 
 
    I nodded my head. Then she sunk down to her knees. I pulled my cock out for her, slipping it out from my jeans. She grabbed it and jerked it, taking it from semi-erect to fully erect in a matter of pumps. She put it in her mouth and started sucking. She bobbed her head quickly, trying to make quick work of me. She pumped hard and fast every time she leaned back for air. “Come for me,” she said, looking up into my eyes. She batted those beautiful eyelashes.  
 
    I didn’t want to come yet. I wanted to make it last—but she was so good with her mouth and her hands. She knew how to make my knees bend. She knew how to make euphoria overtake my body. I bit hard on my tongue again, but I just wasn’t able to hold back. I came in her mouth, and my cumshot was so big that my substance poured down her chin before she was even done sucking it out of me.  
 
    She wiped her mouth and stood up. She swallowed with one big gulp. “Happy?” she said. 
 
    “Are you?” I asked. 
 
    “I told you that I’m not really in the mood. That was just to get some sense into you. What’s gotten into you?”  
 
    I felt awkward now, realizing that I broke into her house and nearly forced myself on her. “I just couldn’t stop thinking about you.” 
 
    “Well stop,” she said. “I don’t know how to tell you this, Aaron, but I’m gay. I’m not trans. I’m not a girl and I can’t keep being a girl for you g—for you.”  
 
    My heart stuttered. “But you get what you want: to be with a man.” 
 
    “I want to be with men as a man,” she said. “I’m just doing this for you. And this is it. You’re on your own now.”  
 
    I didn’t like her straight face. She wasn’t grinning now. Now, she seemed serious.  
 
    “I can’t tell if you’re kidding around,” I said. 
 
    “I’m not, Aaron. You guys need to realize that what we did was just part of an experiment. It was a mutually beneficial arrangement, and now it’s over. Let’s not ruin our friendship over this.”  
 
    “I know about the other guys,” I said. I instantly regretted the words as they came out from my mouth. I watched her eyes narrow. 
 
    “What do you mean?” she said. And now it was too late to take the words back. I had to commit to my confession. 
 
    “I saw you with Pete—here in your house. I came by the other day when you were together. And then I swung by the office an hour ago and I heard you with Josh in the bathroom.” 
 
    “Aaron,” she said, shaking her head. “I’ve been with you more than I’ve been with them. The only reason I had that fling with Pete was because he looked in that bag and saw the lingerie covered in our cum. And the only reason I was with Josh was because he said he came by the lab when we fooled around the other day. And the only reason I hooked up with you was because… Well—I had a moment of weakness and it seemed like a fun idea. But we can’t just keep going with this. You need to move on and I need to move on. The whole point of this experiment was to see if it would help us with our weaknesses. It’s time to move on. As of this moment, we’re just co-workers—and I mean it.” 
 
    My stomach turned. I felt strangely devastated. “Okay,” I said simply. I got myself reoriented and then I left without adding anything else to the conversation. It was a long night as that conversation replayed in my head. She really was serious—he really was serious. He wanted to be a boy and he wasn’t going to get dolled up anymore. I needed to come to the conclusion that we weren’t going to be together, unless I wanted to be in a traditionally homosexual relationship… And I didn’t. I thought about it all night, but it just wasn’t what I wanted. 
 
    I wanted Freddie in makeup. I wanted him in cute outfits, with fake eyelashes and lots of mascara. I wanted to hear him moan in that girly voice and I wanted to have to pick thongs out from his ass every time I wanted to stick my cock in him; but that’s not what he wanted. He wanted to be a boy. He wanted to be with men who liked men. He didn’t want to put on lingerie or wear makeup. He didn’t want to curl his hair or paint his nails. He was a gay man and I was a straight man.  
 
    So the experiment was over, and I still wasn’t sure what I got out of it exactly, other than the realization that I liked it when girls had a little extra between their legs. 
 
    The next few days were awkward in the lab. It was lunchtime when Josh snuck into the break room with Freddie, trying to get some action. I heard them arguing with quiet voices, and then Josh came out with a frown, filled with sexual frustration. The next day, Pete came into the lab looking defeated and embarrassed, unable to look Freddie in the eye. I had a feeling that he went to Freddie’s house and tried to make a move. We all got turned down. We all got dumped. 
 
    Then, the next day, the worst thing happened: Freddie came in to work with a new haircut. His man-bun was gone. Now, his hair was short and masculine. He was wearing a dress shirt and dress pants. “What’s with the new look?” I asked. 
 
    “Just changing things up,” he said. “Trying to put a bit more effort into how I look.” It was hard to see that curvy, thin body through that dress shirt and those slacks. Now, that femininity was gone. He was no longer the office ‘eye candy’, and I wasn’t the only one who felt bummed out.  
 
    I still had a craving. I still wanted to cram my cock deep into the ass of a trans girl. I wanted to reach around her smooth body and grab onto her throbbing erection. I wanted to come in her ass and then suck my own product out from her body. My few romps with Freddie had apparently turned me into a deviant.  
 
    That craving grew stronger throughout the week, until I found myself searching the local classifieds for possibilities. There were a few in the city: girls who used to be boys, willing to offer up their bodies for a bit of cash. I found myself composing a message to one of them: a nineteen-year-old trans girl who self-identified as ‘shy but cute’. She only had one picture: a selfie of her face, with a softening filter that she probably found on Instagram. It wasn’t much to go off of, but I felt desperate.  
 
    It took me an hour to compose a three-sentence message, and then she replied within minutes.  “I can meet tonight. It’s two hundred dollars for an hour,” she wrote. It seemed like a lot of money for not very much time. I called a motel, booked a room, and then I sent her the details. “See you there,” she wrote to me.  
 
    I arrived at the motel right after work. I spent a good thirty minutes getting the room ready. Lighting a few candles that I bought, dimming the lights using dimmers that I borrowed from my own house, and laying some fake flower petals on the bed, to make the scene a bit more romantic. I even spent a few minutes making a music playlist that would play throughout the visit.  
 
    She was late, but at least she came. She was indeed shy, but cute. She kept her hands clasped at her waist as she came in, and it was a few minutes before she gave me anything more than a one-word answer. “My name’s Jessica,” she said to my softly. Her voice was more convincing than I expected.  
 
    “How long have you been—uh—a girl?” I said, unsure if I was asking in the politically correct way. 
 
    “Since I was thirteen,” she said. “I got my aunt to buy me hormones. My parents weren’t really around, so nobody really tried to stop me.” 
 
    She really was convincing, as if she was a real girl. I was beginning to suspect that she was just a real girl, trying to cash in on a niche market. “Can I see it?” I said. 
 
    She was silent and still for a long moment, and then she reached down, under her skirt, and slid her panties down. Her face was dark red as she bit her bottom lip. She pulled up her skirt, and there it was: her flaccid cock, dangling down low. It was thick and long, veiny and curved. She covered it quickly as her face turned an even darker shade of red.  
 
    “You look good,” I said, trying to calm her down a bit. 
 
    “Thank you,” she said.  
 
    I walked up to her and put my hands on her sides. I wanted to fuck her badly. I wanted to turn her over and pulverize her with my cock, which was already rock hard. I caressed her gentle body and then I cupped her breasts. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. I gently squeezed, feeling real tits for the first time in my life. I could feel her hard nipples as her soft breast tissue formed to my palms.  
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked. 
 
    She was silent for a moment before nodding her head. I could tell that she wasn’t thrilled about the idea of being a prostitute—and maybe she didn’t really want to be with me. I wasn’t about to take it personally—but it did make me pause. Maybe this wasn’t the best way to get what I wanted. She was clearly down on her luck and desperate for money, willing to do anything. “You sure you want to do this? We don’t have to do this,” I said. 
 
    She stared into my eyes for a long moment. “I don’t know,” she said. “I’m sorry. I’ve never done this before. I thought it would be easy—but I just don’t know.” 
 
    I stared at her for a long moment. “Can I ask you a question?” 
 
    “What is it?”  
 
    “Do you like men?” 
 
    She nodded her head. 
 
    “Can I ask you another question?”  
 
    “Okay,” she said, clasping her hands again. 
 
    “Are you a virgin, or no?”  
 
    She shook her head.  
 
    “And the first time you had sex, was it with a man? I’m assuming you didn’t know that you were attracted to men when it happened.”  
 
    “Why are you asking these questions?” she said. 
 
    “I’m just curious.” 
 
    “Don’t you want to have sex?” she asked. 
 
    “I do,” I said. “I really do—but not if you don’t want to. I’ll still pay you, if you just answer a few questions.”  
 
    She stared at me strangely for a moment and then she shrugged her shoulders. “Okay. If that’s what you want.”  
 
    So I asked her a few questions. My theory was right: her first sexual encounter was with another boy, experimenting as a young thirteen-year-old. They were friends, having a sleepover, and they snuck into her sister’s bedroom. As a joke, the boy convinced Jessica to try on an outfit. Then she apparently lost a bet and had to perform oral, which turned into sex. It was six months later when Jessica started thinking about becoming a girl. 
 
    And her story lined up nicely with my little theory on gender and sexual preferences. “I’m not shy about sex,” she told me. “I’m just shy with strangers. It’s something I’m working on.”  
 
    “Do you like the idea of having sex with strangers?” I asked. 
 
    Her eyes lit up and her cheeks turned red. “I guess it turns me on.”  
 
    “What if I arranged for you to have sex with strangers—exclusively virgins. I’m not sure how I’ll find the subjects, but I’m sure I can figure it out. I’ll pay you a little bit for each session—until I get a grant. Then I’ll pay you more. I think we can get a grant quickly. I think this will get their attention.” 
 
    “Whose attention? What are you talking about?” she asked. 
 
    I smiled and bit down on my tongue. “The Board,” I said. “I’ll set everything up. I’ll screen all of the subjects, to make sure that they’re clean, and then all you have to do is have sex with them in a controlled environment. You’ll get paid and I’ll document the subjects.” 
 
    “Why?” she said. 
 
    “We’re going to study the effects of virginity loss on the male brain.” 
 
    She stared at me blankly for a long moment before shrugging her shoulders. “I guess that sounds interesting.”  
 
    I thought it was going to be hard to find test subjects, but a simple ad resulted in dozens of replies: all men claiming to be virgins. And as someone who had recently been a virgin, it was easy to sort out the liars from the desperate men who wanted to rid themselves of their virginity.  
 
    I set up meetings and did background checks. It was a lot of work for no money, but I knew that it was going to pay off. “So this girl,” said one of my potential subjects. “Is she cute? Do you have a picture of her?”  
 
    I smiled. “I think so,” I said. “You’ll have to wait to see her. And you’ll have to sign this consent form, promising you won’t do anything to the girl, no matter what happens.” 
 
    “What’s going to happen?” he asked. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “You’ll find out,” I said. “Don’t worry about that now.” I didn’t tell them that they would be losing their virginity to a trans girl.  
 
    I hired a fully female prostitute for my control group. Then I spent a week organizing schedules before getting the first subject with Jessica. I watched the whole thing on a hidden camera. He was shy as she undressed him. She was shy too, but that barrier quickly fell down once she had his cock out. Then he began to undress her. He pulled down her panties, ready to feast on a juicy pussy, and then he froze at the sight of her large cock. I assumed he was going to tap out—I assumed most men would tap out—so I was surprised when none of them tapped out. The man took the cock and sucked it for a minute before turning Jessica around to fuck her.  
 
    The other men acted similarly: some sucked her, some went straight to fucking her in the ass, and a few ended up begging Jessica to be the dominant partner. One man even begged Jessica to come in his mouth, and she complied.  
 
    Everyone in my control group reported healthy sexual activity within a few months of the controlled loss of virginity. They were all sleeping with women. Many found girlfriends. One was even engaged before the end of month three. As for my main group—the men who slept with the well-hung Jessica—only two ended up dating biological women. The others reported attraction to trans girls. One found a trans girlfriend. Most had Internet histories packed with trans pornography. The results were startling, even though they were just as I predicted.  
 
    The Board found out about my study and quickly threw money at me. By the end of that first six-month portion of my study, I had a half a million-dollar grant and I’d been published in three different science journals, even though the research was ongoing.  
 
    Josh, Freddie, and Pete were a bit hesitant to come onboard at first. The project got so big so quickly that it meant shelving all of our work with the fossils, but they quickly came around when they started to see the results. None of them seemed too surprised though—the results lined up with their own personal experiences.  
 
    It felt good to pay Jessica properly for her hard work. When I handed her that first big cheque, she stared at it with glowing eyes. “I can’t believe the number on this cheque,” she said. 
 
    “You deserve it,” I said. 
 
    “Thank you so much for this,” she said. 
 
    “No, thank you. I couldn’t have done it without you, to be honest. You and Freddie—without you, there would be no experiment and no grant.”  
 
    We were alone in the lab, and it was the first time we’d been alone in that lab in a long time. Since we got the grant, we hired half a dozen students to join the project. We were documenting the results of dozens of subjects, and every couple of days we brought in a new subject. We were all working long hours, but it was worth it.  
 
    “I’ll see you tomorrow,” I said to Jessica. 
 
    “Are you staying here?” she asked, looking at my desk. 
 
    “I’ll do a bit more work before packing it in,” I said. 
 
    “Well maybe I’ll stick around for a few more minutes,” she said. 
 
    She looked into my eyes. Her lashes fluttered and my heart skipped a beat. I forced a smile, feeling like my awkward virgin self. That awkwardness came back from time to time, but for the most part, I was a new man. I had confidence that I never knew that I would have. I always looked people in the eye when I talked to them, and I always stood tall. Women had started to notice me. Girls came up to me on the street. Losing my virginity to Freddie really was the best thing that ever happened to me. 
 
    I smiled at Jessica, and then I went to my desk. She came over a moment later and slid in front of me, between me and the desk. She hopped up onto the desk and stared down into my eyes. Then she pulled up her skirt, exposing the big bulge in her panties. She used two fingers to pull her thong away, making her cock spring upwards. “Want to suck it?” she said. 
 
    Jessica was like a new person too. When I met her, she was so shy, but now she was outgoing and spunky. I’d suspected that she had a crush on me for a while; it seemed like a matter of time before this moment came around—and I was ready to embrace it. 
 
    I reached out and curled my fingers around her shaft. I gently pulled back her foreskin, exposing her throbbing tip. I was surprised she was so hard, seeing as she’d gotten off twice already that day with different men in our controlled sex room. I’d watched one of those men such her off while she tilted her head back and closed her eyes. “I was thinking about you,” she said. “When I was with those guys today.” 
 
    “Really?” I said as I gently stroked her. 
 
    She nodded her head. “I think about you a lot.”  
 
    “No kidding.”  
 
    “I really want to suck you, but you can suck me first,” she said. 
 
    “That sounds like a good plan,” I said. I bent forward and pressed my lips firmly around her girth. I pushed my head down and began to tickle her length with my tongue. She moaned, gripping my head with both of her hands. She pushed me down, clogging my throat with her cock. I gagged a little bit, but I was okay. I pressed my hands down on her thighs. Her skin was soft and warm.  
 
    She finally released me, so I could get a breath of air. But now my heart was pounding and my cock was throbbing. I pulled the straps of her dress over her shoulders to expose her breasts. I leaned her forward and sucked on her nipples, making her moan. I kept stroking her as I sucked. Then we kissed. I tightened my grip and pumped harder. She moaned louder, breaking away from our kiss. “You’re going to make me come,” she said, biting her lip gently. 
 
    “That’s the idea,” I said.  
 
    “Oh God,” a voice said from across the room. Standing in the doorway was Freddie, Josh, and Pete. “Get a room you two!”  
 
    Jessica’s face turned dark red. Maybe I should have been embarrassed too, but I couldn’t help but smirk. This was much less embarrassing than being caught masturbating. In fact, I felt a bit proud of myself, realizing just how far I’d come in less than a year. I’d been caught jerking off to Instagram pictures at that same desk, and now I was with a gorgeous trans babe.  
 
    “Josh forgot his wallet,” Freddie said. “Just do us a favor and clean up when you’re done. And then feel free to meet us at the pub down the street.”  
 
    Josh grabbed his wallet and then the guys left. I turned to Jessica. “You’re cute when you’re embarrassed,” I said.  
 
    “Just make me come already,” she said. I gripped her cock again and continued to pump. I stared into her eyes as her face turned redder and redder—and then she burst all over my face and body. Luckily, I had a change of clothes stashed under my desk, in a bag.  
 
    I flipped her over my desk and then I pressed my cock deep into her tight asshole. I made her scream louder than any man had ever made her scream within the walls of that laboratory. I filled her ass with more cum than any man before me. Then I dropped to my knees and licked it up as it poured out. She giggled as the tip of my tongue grazed her stretched hole. “You’re dirty,” she said.  
 
    “I deal with sex for a living. What do you expect?” I said, licking my lips. Then we kissed so she could have a taste too. “Want to grab a drink together?”  
 
    “Sounds good to me,” she said. I took her hand and we left the mess for later.  
 
    THE END 
 
    

  

 
   
    SURVIVAL SITUATION 
 
    When Finn signs up for the show, Survival Situation, he thinks it’s nothing more than a chance to spend a few weeks with a beautiful woman. He’s seen so many episodes that he’s convinced surviving in the wilderness for three weeks with nothing—not even clothes—will be a breeze. So he lies on his application, saying he’s an expert fire builder and hunter. The next thing he knows, he’s being driven deep into a jungle in Panama.  
 
    The reality of his dire situation begins to set in, but there’s still hope: he hasn’t yet met his partner, the girl he’ll be spending three weeks alone and naked with. He’s got an image of her in his mind, but the reality might be a whole lot different than what he’s expecting.  
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER I 
 
    My situation became very real on that first morning, when the camera crew picked me up from my comfy little hotel in Panama City where I’d spent the last three days suntanning and filling my stomach with some of the best and biggest meals I’d ever consumed—I knew that I was going to need the calories.  
 
    It was 2:00 AM when they came into my room to tell me it was time to go. “We have six hours of driving ahead of us,” the producer said. The producer was an older guy with a grey beard and a bald head. He was very thin—as thin as the other contestants usually ended up when they finished their twenty-one days in the wilderness. I wasn’t going to end up like that; I was going to thrive out there.  
 
    I caught some more sleep in the car, even though it was a terribly bumpy road. I’d always been able to sleep through anything. My mom used to come into my bedroom when I was a teenager and she would vacuum my room without waking me up. “Lack of sleep is what takes most people out,” one of the show’s producers told me—but I wasn’t worried.  
 
    But when I woke up, that reality hit me. I looked out the window and saw nothing but jungle in every direction. The air was damp and the terrain was questionable—probably too rugged for a car like the one we were in. “Are we almost there?” I asked, rubbing the sleep out from my eyes. 
 
    “Another hour,” the driver said in his thick Columbian accent. I stared out the window over the next hour, watching as the jungle became thicker and more real.  
 
    “We’re going to get you into the back of the pickup,” my producer said to me. The truck pulled over and they got me into the bed of the truck, sitting up on the edge like some country bumpkin. The cameraman set up in the bed with me, with his camera aimed right at me. “Okay,” the producer said. “We’ll start driving and you’ll start talking. Tell us about how you’re feeling right now. What’s going through your mind?” 
 
    The truck started up and nearly threw me over the edge. My heart suddenly started pounding, even though I’d been perfectly calm and confident up until that point. A tree branch slapped me in the face, filling my mouth with leaves. Then I shook my head and looked down, seeing the enormous spider that fell into the truck bed with us. I suddenly panicked, having never seen a spider so big. I recoiled and let out a small shriek. The producer casually kicked the spider away as if it was just a harmless ant.  
 
    Now I could feel my face turning dark red as my heart continued to pound relentlessly into my ribcage. That jungle was suddenly real. That competition was suddenly real. It wasn’t just a big joke—I was really going to be spending twenty-one days out in the wilderness with nothing but a machete and whatever my mystery partner brought with her.  
 
    I had no idea who my partner was. When I landed in Panama, I heard my producer mention that she was staying in the same hotel as me, so I spent some time wandering around, trying to spot her. There were a lot of Americans in that hotel, so it was impossible to tell who she was. Many of them were cute—so I had a pretty good feeling that I was going to be matched with a cutie: jungle love.  
 
    That was part of the show’s draw: the potential chemistry between the partners. Many of the contestants of Survival Situation went on to get married. Maybe I was going to meet my soul mate. Or maybe I would just end up with a hot girl who would put out every night as long as I brought her food and kept her warm with fire. Either way, I was excited. In fact, it was the main reason I signed up for the show.  
 
    Most of the time, the girls on the show were hot: smoke shows. Every now and then they got an old lady or some over-the-top lesbian, but usually it was some hot blonde with dreams of being on television. I was recently single and having no luck with online dating. When the opportunity to go on the show came up, I didn’t miss a beat. It didn’t even take very much effort to get on the show; I just had to create a fake resume, saying that I worked as a ‘survival instructor’, and then I made a few videos for my submission: creating fire, hunting with a spear, and some other usual activities that I saw on previous episodes of the show.  
 
    I wasn’t too worried. I’d seen the show so many times that I knew what I had to do to survive. I’d seen the contestants making snares and traps and I’d seen how they built shelters; it was all pretty straight forward—nothing I couldn’t figure out. I was a smart guy—I graduated top of my class in high school, and I would have been top of my class in college had I finished college.  
 
    “Are you going to talk or what?” the producer said to me. He wasn’t even a tiny bit put off by the spider incident. 
 
    “Did you see the size of that spider?” I said. 
 
    He shrugged his shoulders. Then he started to laugh. “You think that’s big?” He looked at the cameraman, and the two of them snickered together. “This will be fun.” 
 
    “Maybe we should have a backup lined up,” the cameraman said quietly, as if I couldn’t hear him. 
 
    “Oh God, I don’t want to do that again,” the producer said, shaking his head. “We did that in Brazil last month. It took a week to get the guy out. We had to restart the whole show.” 
 
    “Is that what happened in Brazil? I heard things went south.” 
 
    “Yeah, it was a nightmare,” the producer said. 
 
    Then the men looked back at me. “You aren’t going to tap out on day two, are you? Please let us know now so we can arrange to have a backup step in right away.”  
 
    “I’m not tapping out,” I said sternly. Maybe the challenge would be a bit tougher than I expected, but I wasn’t about to tap out. I couldn’t tap out. I made fun of every single contestant that had ever tapped out on Survival Situation. They always looked like such losers: crying on camera, unable to handle a bit of cold and a few bugs. And it never even got really cold. Where I was from, it dropped to 15 degrees in the winter. On the show, guys were shivering when it dropped below 60. I wasn’t going to be a pussy like that. I was going to make it the whole way: the whole twenty-one days.  
 
    “You really are a survival instructor, right?” the producer asked. 
 
    “Of course I am,” I said. It was a lie. But I’d certainly watched enough videos on YouTube to earn some sort of certification. “This is going to be a breeze.” I looked around. “Look at these trees. Half of them are fruit trees. And there’s wildlife everywhere. I’ll be eating like a king out here.” 
 
    “Did you get all of that?” the producer asked the cameraman. The cameraman nodded his head. Then the producer looked at me. “Anything else you want to add to your introduction?”  
 
    The truck hit another bump, nearly tossing me over. I yelped, which was a bit embarrassing, and then I straightened my body. “I’m going to make Panama my bitch,” I said. “I’m just excited to meet my partner. I want to find out who I’ll be spending the next twenty-one days with.”  
 
    I looked down the long road, hoping to spot a glimpse of my partner. She was behind us, in another pickup truck. I caught a quick glimpse of the truck every now and then, whenever it got too close. I couldn’t make out the people in the truck, but I knew the truck contained my partner and the rest of the filming crew.  
 
    “Alright, I think that’s a good enough sound bite,” said the producer. The cameraman put his camera down on his lap. “I think we’re almost there too.”  
 
    “So my partner,” I said. “Is she cute? Just tell me now.” 
 
    The men looked at me and then they looked at each other with big smirks. “I guess ‘cute’ is subjective,” said the cameraman. The producer laughed.  
 
    My stomach churned. “Is she really butch or something?” I asked. I didn’t want to be stuck with a dud. That show got so many babes—but it did get the occasional boar too.  
 
    “You’ll see her in a few minutes.”  
 
    The truck suddenly stopped, making me fall forward. The other men didn’t even flinch, as if the sudden movement didn’t affect them. I pulled myself up. Now the cameraman was on the ground, finding a place to get a good shot of me. The producer was behind him, inspecting the monitor. “Just wait right there, Finn,” the producer said without looking at me. “We’ll tell you when you can start getting undressed.” 
 
    “We’re doing that now?” I said. 
 
    “We’re here,” he said. “We don’t want to waste any more time.”  
 
    My heart skipped a beat. Everything was happening so quickly. Just a few hours before that moment, I was in a beautiful hotel room with an ocean view. The air was warm and gentle. There were white sand beaches all around me. But now I was in a dark, wet jungle. The air felt strangely cold. I looked around the jungle floor, and it looked like a swamp.  
 
    “Okay, Finn,” said the producer. “Let’s get undressed so we can go meet your partner.”  
 
    The camera was rolling and aiming at me. I felt vulnerable, like millions of people were watching me—and millions of people were going to be watching me. Sure, they were going to blur my cock, but I still didn’t want to be naked in front of a camera. I’d never been shy about nudity before, so why did I care now? Maybe it wasn’t the audience as much as the jungle. What if some big cat jumped out and swiped my cock right off? What if it got snagged on one of the many thorny branches? What if some disgusting bugs crawled up my pee hole?  
 
    “Any day now, Finn,” said the producer.  
 
    So I took a deep breath and I pulled my shirt over my head. I tossed it aside and then I went to take off my shorts. I was already feeling bumps growing on my arms. Why was it so cold? Why was the air so wet? A strange animal made an unnerving call from deep in the woods; it sounded like a warning, but nobody else seemed to notice.  
 
    “What was that?” I said. 
 
    The producer rolled his eyes and shook his head. “Maybe we should get that backup ready. I’ll call head office and see if they can get someone on standby.” 
 
    “Don’t,” I said. “I’m not going to tap out. You don’t need a replacement for me.”  
 
    I took a deep breath and I pulled down my pants, along with my boxer shorts; that was part of the game: going into the woods with nothing, not even clothes. I had my machete, which I picked up a week before flying out to Panama. It was a standard machete: good enough to chop down trees and butcher an animal.  
 
    I watched as the cameraman aimed the camera down at my crotch. I knew that they would blur everything, but I still didn’t feel great about the closeup. “Now what?” I said, covering my cock with both of my hands. 
 
    “Walk into the jungle—just down this way. You’ll meet up with your partner and then you will go over your strategy and whatnot.” 
 
    My heart fluttered again. I couldn’t wait to meet my partner: possibly my future wife, or maybe just a hot jungle fling.  
 
    “But you have to uncover yourself,” he said. “It doesn’t look good for TV. Don’t worry—everything gets blurred.” 
 
    “I know,” I said, but I had to still take a deep breath before being able to pull my hands away from my cock. It felt strange and uncomfortable at first, but then it started to feel slightly liberating in a way. I could feel the cool air touching parts of my body that had never felt cool air before. I took a few steps into the jungle, away from that road. With each step, I felt more and more comfortable with being naked, and then a dragonfly the size of my head flew directly into my crotch, making me scream. I turned away and tensed up, looking down to make sure it didn’t bite off the tip of my penis. I was untouched, but the bug was unsettling. I’ll admit: for a brief moment, I thought about tapping out. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER II 
 
    They told me to stop in a small clearing. “Just wait here. Look around. Try to look like you decided to stop here for some reason,” the producer said to me, so I stood in the middle of that small clearing. A tiny bit of sun made it to the forest floor. I tried to stand in that ray of sunshine as it warmed up my cold skin. But it wasn’t making much of a difference. Every little breeze made my skin turn cold again, and I was standing on wet ground. There was a patch of dry ground about ten feet to my left, but it wasn’t in the sun.  
 
    “She’ll be here in a minute,” the producer said. Then he went to talk to the other producer on his walkie talkie. “She is coming, right? It’s past noon now. You know that right? We can’t wait around all day. I told my kids I would FaceTime with them before bedtime.” He turned back to me with a big, fake smile on his face. “She’s almost here.” 
 
    Ten long minutes went by. I was starting to shiver from standing still. The sun moved over to a small pond, which was too deep and cold to stand in. Something shuffled in the jungle behind me. I turned around and saw the branches moving. Was it a large cat? Was it just some sort of rodent? Or was it another one of those massive bugs that shouldn’t exist on this planet?  
 
    I reminded myself that it was a TV show, and it wasn’t actually a ‘survival situation’, even though that was the name of the show. It wasn’t really a survival situation. There would be a crew of five guys there with us—not to mention the medics that hung out in the medic tent, which was apparently not too far from where we would spend our three weeks. If you can tap out at any moment and go home to your comfortable bed, then it’s simply not a survival situation; it’s just television. But for television, it sure felt frightening. The jungle was still real, and so were the animals dwelling inside of it. And what if I ate some fruit that turned out to be poisonous and deadly? The nearest hospital was five hours away—or an hour by helicopter, but it would take an hour for a helicopter to get to me before that one-hour journey could begin… The dangers were still very real, and seeming more and more real by the minute. 
 
    But I wasn’t afraid. No big cat was going to come at me as long as that big camera crew was around. The producers weren’t going to let me eat poisonous fruit—their insurance company wouldn’t allow it. So I had nothing to worry about. I just needed to relax and prepare to enjoy twenty-one days with a naked girl. 
 
    “Hey there,” a female voice said. I turned around suddenly. My heart fluttered and my body tensed up. It was the moment I’d been waiting for. 
 
    A bug flew at my face just as I spun around, so I wasn’t able to get a good look at her as I winced my face away and waved my hands in front of my eyes. I blinked a few times, making sure the bug didn’t get under my eyelid to lay its horrible eggs, and then I focused in on the girl. 
 
    My heart jumped high in my chest. She was short, thin, and pretty: exactly what I wanted. She wasn’t blonde, but brunette, though I could live with that. Her eyes were stunning: big and green, and it looked like she was wearing makeup. I always found it funny when female contestants on Survival Situation wore makeup, as if that makeup was going to last three weeks.  
 
    “Hi,” I said. I was tempted to cover up my cock with my hands. She had her pussy covered by her little bag. We each had a bag, which was where they kept our microphone transmitter. We weren’t allowed to take it off. Mine wasn’t quite long enough to cover my cock, but she was a whole foot shorter than me, so her bag dangled much lower on her body. 
 
    But nothing was covering her perky breasts. They were on the smaller side, but they were still breasts. I quickly found myself staring at them, unable to look away. They were the perfect shape, like perky ski jumps, with big nipples that almost pointed up in the air.  
 
    Her forearm slid in front of them, and I was finally able to look up at her eyes. I felt my face turning red. I was tempted to apologize, but how was I supposed to stop myself from staring at a pair of perfect tits? Her cheeks were red too—maybe embarrassed about being naked, or maybe embarrassed that I was staring at her breasts for a good five seconds. 
 
    “I’m, uh, Finn,” I said. I stuck my hand out, but she was slow to take it. I could tell that she already hated me, even though she didn’t know me. I guess I didn’t set the best first impression by staring at her rack.  
 
    “Cassidy,” she said. She now had her arms crossed to cover her breasts, which didn’t seem very fair, seeing as I was told not to cover my cock. She had everything covered but nobody was saying anything. In fact, I was told that we would have to reshoot our meeting if I used my hands to cover myself. But now, nobody was calling ‘cut’.  
 
    There was suddenly an awkward silence between us. I cleared my throat, still tempted to look down at her smooth, petite body. “I’m from Colorado,” I said. “It gets a lot colder there than it does here, so I think we’re going to do just fine.” I smiled. 
 
    She didn’t return the smile. Instead, she looked at me with the same questionable face that the crew kept looking at me with, as if I said something stupid.  
 
    “I’m from New York,” she said.  
 
    “Cool.” And that silence returned. Cassidy seemed standoffish. She clearly didn’t like me and she clearly wasn’t very excited about getting into the jungle to start our episode of Survival Situation. I couldn’t help but wonder why she signed up for the show. She surely didn’t look like someone interested in survival. She seemed so small and meek.  
 
    “So what’s in your bag?” she asked. 
 
    I pulled out my knife. “A machete,” I said. 
 
    She stared at it for a long moment. “Is it going to be thick enough?”  
 
    “Why not?” I said. 
 
    “Well they make machetes for cutting weeds in the yard and then they make machetes for cutting down trees,” she said. “That one looks a bit… small.” 
 
    I looked at it. the guy at the store told me it was good for anything—but the guy at the store was also a teenager, likely working part time to pay for beer. Maybe he didn’t know what he was talking about. Maybe I brought a bad unit. But I didn’t want to admit it while the cameras were rolling. “It’s a good knife,” I said. “They, uh, made it with high tech metal. It’s super durable. What did you bring?” 
 
    She reached into her bag and pulled out a pot. “This pot,” she said.  
 
    I stared at the pot for a long moment. “A pot?” I said. “Why didn’t you bring a fire starter?” There was always a team member who brought a fire starter, on almost every single episode of Survival Situation.  
 
    “They told me that my partner was a fire expert,” she said, staring at me. And that’s when I remembered saying in my submission video that I was a fire building expert. In my video, I showed how I could make a fire with damp wood and a bow drill—but I actually had a little lighter in my hand, and the wood was damp with gasoline. It was a bit of a trick—but I knew they only accepted real ‘survivalists’ on the show, so I had to do what I had to do.  
 
    I forced a smile. I’d seen guys make fire using a bow drill a thousand times on the show. It really didn’t look too complicated. “We’ll be fine,” I said.  
 
    “I hope so,” she said. Then she reached into her bag and pulled out a map. “Here’s the map of the area.” She showed it to me. Then she pointed to a small lake. “We should try to walk there.”  
 
    “No problem,” I said. “Sounds good.” 
 
    “You sure you can do the walk?” she asked. 
 
    I laughed. “I can walk,” I said. 
 
    “It’s seven miles.” 
 
    “That’s nothing,” I said. “I used to run ten miles every week when I was a teenager.”  
 
    “Did you do it barefoot in a jungle?” she asked, looking at me as if I was a complete idiot.  
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “What’s the difference? Let’s get a move on. It’ll be dark in like six hours.”  
 
    So we started walking. She didn’t say much. She didn’t want to walk in front of me, even though I was hoping to have a nice view of her ass for the walk. So I led the way, stepping over logs and trudging through swampy puddles. It was only ten minutes into our silent walk when I stepped on something sharp, making me jump into the air with a loud yelp. “I’ve been bit!” I yelled. It felt like a snake bite, or maybe a baby crocodile. The water was probably deep enough to hide a baby crocodile.  
 
    I grabbed my foot and fell onto my butt. Cassidy rushed over to me. I was surprised that the camera team kept their distance, hardly reacting to my situation, even though there were snakes in that jungle that had venom that could kill a man in a matter of minutes. Was I going to die? 
 
    “It’s just a little thorn,” she said, plucking a small thorn out from my foot. She laughed and tossed it aside. Then she looked at my feet. “Did you try to harden your feet at all before this?” 
 
    “Why?” I said. 
 
    “Your feet look so… soft.” 
 
    “I moisturize,” I said. “My feet are fine.” But they weren’t fine. An hour into that hike and my feet were aching with horrible pain. Every step hurt more than the one before it. I was already limping hardly able to support my body weight. It seemed like she was walking faster and faster; it was almost impossible to keep up once she decided to finally walk in front of me. Whenever I tried to move quicker, the pain in my feet got worse. “Ouch!” I said, hobbling over a series of fallen logs. I couldn’t even appreciate the view of her bouncy tush; I was too focused on where I was going to place each step.  
 
    “Are you okay?” she asked. 
 
    “How are you walking on this? These rocks are like razor blades!”  
 
    “I spent weeks hardening my feet,” she said. 
 
    “What does that even mean—hardening your feet?” I said. 
 
    “Walking on rocks, going for hikes without shoes. Your feet will toughen up over time. Unfortunately for you, it will probably be the end of the twenty-one days before your feet are tough enough.”  
 
    “Your feet don’t hurt because you don’t weigh anything. There’s no weight pushing down on your feet. I’m one-eighty—that’s a lot of weight for a couple of feet.” 
 
    “Sure,” she said, shaking her head. She didn’t slow down for me; she made me hobble after her for another hour before I couldn’t take anymore. I finally sat down and took a deep breath, raising my feet off of the ground. I looked back at the camera crew, which was now stopped and pointing their cameras at me. It seemed like a good time to tap out. Maybe I’d had enough. I was already fantasizing about my bed back home—and shoes. Why did I sign up for this again? I wanted to meet a cute girl—and Cassidy was cute, but she was also a bit of a bitch. She didn’t seem very sympathetic and I was already getting the feeling that she wasn’t going to put out. My little fantasy was quickly falling apart and the reality was looking a lot grimmer. Maybe they could just call in a replacement for me. Maybe I could just slip away before things got too real. We still had three miles to walk and I was pretty sure my feet wouldn’t allow another fifty feet. 
 
    “What’s going on?” Cassidy called out once she realized that I’d stopped. 
 
    “I can’t go any further,” I said. “My feet hurt too bad.” I closed my eyes and tried to fend off the humiliation, knowing there would be millions of people laughing at me in a few months when the episode aired. But they didn’t know the pain. They probably just thought that I was being a baby—but the pain was real and it was intense.  
 
    “Well we’re only halfway,” she said. 
 
    “I just can’t do it,” I said. “My feet hurt too much.”  
 
    “You have to try,” she said. But she wasn’t even coming towards me to offer me a hand up.  
 
    “I don’t want to,” I said. 
 
    She rolled her eyes. “Oh God,” she said. “You’re killing me.” 
 
    “How was I supposed to know to harden my feet?” I said. “Who thinks of that?”  
 
    “Survivalists,” she said. 
 
    I was already starting to hate that word: ‘survivalist’. What did it even mean? I’d looked up the survivalists in my area, and most of them were just nerds who liked to watch Survival Situation on repeat. None of them had ever actually gone out to survive in the woods without shoes. 
 
    “Get up,” she said, walking up next to me. “And stop being a baby.” She reached under my arm and yanked me up to my feet. Her strength was impressive, taking me by surprise. That humiliation grew stronger as the cameras moved in closer. I knew it wasn’t going to look good on the show: a little woman pulling a big guy up to his feet. I knew they were going to cut in all of my little complaints, but none of her little complaints—and she did have her complaints. She made a point of complaining about the bugs a few times, and she’d mentioned that it was colder than she expected a few times too.  
 
    I don’t know how I did it, but I managed to walk another two miles, keeping up with Cassidy while my feet throbbed with intense pain. The final mile was actually the easiest. The pain in my feet had gone away completely and now they were completely numb. I was a bit worried that I stepped on something noxious, but I was just happy to be free from the pain. 
 
    We arrived at a small clearing. “This place looks good,” she said. But it didn’t look great. It was wet and shady and cold and there was a big spider on the tree that she was now proposing would be the support for our hut.  
 
    “Let’s find something sunnier,” I said. 
 
    “Sunnier?” she said. “Where would we find that?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe up that hill there.” 
 
    “That hill?” she said. “That’s a mountain. You want to climb a jungle mountain to make a shelter? We don’t even know if there is a clearing up there. We still need to make fire so we can drink some water.”  
 
    I sighed and groaned. I hated that little spot. I hated everything about it—especially that spider. But I was thirsty—thirstier than I’d ever been. The pain in my feet was coming back now that we were stopped. The thought of being at the camp was enticing—and I was a bit tired of sounding like a pussy. “Okay,” I said. “Let’s build a camp here. But I think we should get a fire going first, so we can have some water.”  
 
    “Okay. You make the fire and I’ll start on finding some firewood.”  
 
    “Why don’t you make the fire and I’ll find the wood?” I said, having no idea how to make a fire. 
 
    She stared at me. “I don’t know how,” she said. “I’m not a fire expert like you. They told me not to pick a fire starter as my item because my partner was an expert fire starter.” Her eyes narrowed. She looked angry with me, as if she knew that I lied on my submission video. I didn’t want the whole world knowing that I was a liar, so I bit down on my tongue. “I can make a fire—jeez. Calm down.” She stared at me for a moment longer before walking out into the woods to find firewood. 
 
    I looked around. When I was a kid, we always tried to make fire by rubbing two sticks together. So I grabbed two sticks, sat down on the wet jungle floor, and I started rubbing them together. I rubbed them quickly for two minutes, and then one of the sticks broke. So I grabbed another one and tried again. But nothing was happening: no smoke, no embers—nothing. My stomach turned. I suddenly felt a swell of guilt, knowing I was letting Cassidy down. Or maybe it was karma for her—maybe this was the universe’s way at getting back at her for being so cold. She didn’t have to look at me like I was an idiot. She didn’t have to walk ahead while I struggled to walk.  
 
    She came out from the woods with a pile of wood. Then she looked down at my sticks. “Um, what are you doing?” she asked. 
 
    “Making fire,” I said.  
 
    “How?” she said. 
 
    “It’s an older method,” I said.  
 
    “Are you just rubbing two sticks together?”  
 
    “I said it’s an older method,” I said. 
 
    “Those sticks are wet. And you don’t even have any tinder to catch an ember. What’s your plan here?”  
 
    “Don’t worry about it, okay? Why are you such a bitch?” I said. 
 
    Her eyes became wide. “This is a survival situation,” she said. “Sorry if I’m being a ‘bitch’, but I’d like to survive.”  
 
    I rolled my eyes. “It’s not actually a survival situation. The show is rigged. Everybody knows that. But that’s beside the point. You’re just giving me a hard time for no reason, and it’s not exactly making me want to help you anymore.”  
 
    “Are you high?” she said. “What do you think this is? Are you even a survivalist? Do you know how to make a fire? Why did they pair me with you?”  
 
    I rolled my eyes again. I dropped my sticks on the ground. “Fine,” I said. “If you’re going to treat me like an idiot, then I’m going on strike.”  
 
    “Strike?” she said. 
 
    “Yes,” I said. “I’ve known you for three hours and you’ve been nothing but mean to me. You want a fire so bad—you make it. You want a shelter so bad—you make one. I’ll think about helping when you decide to be nicer.” 
 
    She stared at me for a moment longer before shaking her head. She walked up to me, getting within an inch of my face. For some reason, that urge to look down at her breasts came back. She reached down into my bag and grabbed my machete. “I’m going to borrow your weed whacker. I hope you don’t mind.” She marched off to the edge of the clearing and started hacking away at a branch. I sat down on a log and waited for her apology.  
 
    But she didn’t apologize. Instead, she was determined to make a point. She went about her business while I sat—and with each passing minute, I became more determined to get that apology, so I remained still. The camera came in for a closeup of my face. I tried not to look too angry. But I was angry—and thirsty, and tired, and hungry, and sore. I watched as she made a small A-frame shelter, which wasn’t big enough for two people. Then she started to cover the roof with leaves instead of working on a fire. How was she not thirsty? How was she working on no water? 
 
    “Aren’t you going to make a fire?” I said. 
 
    “I’ll try to make one in the morning. I’m focusing on this shelter.” She didn’t even look at me as she said it. 
 
    It was getting dark and the temperature was dropping fast. But I was thirsty. I needed water, but I knew I couldn’t drink the water from the stream—it would certainly make me sick and that was the last thing I wanted. I’d seen many episodes of Survival Situation where the contestants drank the water.  
 
    “We’re packing up for the day,” the producer called out. I looked over and saw that the cameraman was stuffing his big camera into a bag.  
 
    “Packing up?” I said.  
 
    “We don’t stick around all night. The sun will be down soon. We still have to find our way to the road.” 
 
    “Where’s the road?” I asked. 
 
    “We can’t disclose that,” he said. 
 
    I stood up, suddenly very confused. “I don’t understand. How are you going to film us tonight?” 
 
    He pointed at a nearby tree. “We have cameras recording,” he said. 
 
    “And if something happens, how will you know? Are you watching those cameras?” I asked. 
 
    His eyes narrowed. “No,” he said. “We’ll be back around 10:00 AM tomorrow.”  
 
    “That’s fifteen hours away!” I said. “You can’t just leave us alone here for fifteen hours!”  
 
    He sighed and shook his head. “We really need to call in an alternate,” he said. “Did you think that this show was staged? Did you think that you were coming out here to act?” He looked angry. His face was turning red. “What did you think that this show was? How did you even get through the screening process?”  
 
    Was I mistaken? Was the show serious? Did some contestants actually end up injured and in hospitals? I always assumed that there was some reality to the show. But I figured the production came around and gave the contestants the odd water bottle and maybe the odd sandwich lunch. I assumed they gave contestants warm blankets on cold nights, and possibly hotel rooms on truly terrible nights. I’d read posts online claiming the show was fake: fans spotting structures in backgrounds and water bottles hidden in campsites. But maybe I should have done more research. Maybe I should have asked more questions. “If something goes wrong tonight, how do we get through to you?” I asked. 
 
    “You have a walkie that will reach the medic tent,” he said. “But if you use it, we consider that a tap out.”  
 
    My heart plunged into my stomach. Five minutes later, they were gone. Now Cassidy was back to work, reenforcing her structure as the temperature plunged. I was beginning to shiver. I thought about grabbing that walkie and tapping out. I didn’t want to be stuck in that jungle alone with Cassidy. I wanted to be in a bed. I wanted to have some water. Could I even survive until the morning without water? And then what? Would we magically produce a fire that could boil our water?  
 
    It got dark quickly. Cassidy retreated into her small shelter, which was only big enough for her. I wrapped my arms around my legs, feeling very stupid for my little protest, which got me nowhere. A creature howled in the woods behind me. I jumped to my feet. “There’s something there!” I said. 
 
    “It sounds like a bird,” she said. 
 
    “That was no bird! We’re going to die out here!”  
 
    She sighed. I looked around. My skin was cold and damp. Rain drops started falling from above. I looked up and opened my mouth, hoping to get some water into my system, but the drops managed to miss my mouth consistently. Then that creature howled again, making me spin around. “I don’t like this,” I said. I couldn’t believe I had to endure twenty-one days of this.  
 
    I found a little nook against a tree. I pressed myself hard against it, wrapping my arms around my legs. I rocked back and forth, and then I felt the ants crawling down my shoulders; they were coming out from the tree. One bit me and I screamed, lunging forward as I swatted my body.  
 
    “Please let me in,” I said to Cassidy. “I’m sorry. Just let me in. I’ll be more helpful tomorrow.” 
 
    “There’s no room,” she said. “And that’s your problem.” 
 
    “Please,” I said, almost in tears. The creature howled again, this time sounding closer. “I don’t want to die.” 
 
    She sighed and groaned, and then she squished her body tight against her shelter wall. I crawled in next to her, feeling her body heat. It was a small upgrade, but still awful. Creatures explored around our camp, but we couldn’t see them. Bugs crawled onto our bodies while we tried to get some sleep. I kept waking Cassidy up whenever I went to swat the bugs away, which just made her angrier.  
 
    “Do you think we can die from the cold?” I asked, shivering.  
 
    She groaned and turned away from me.  
 
    “What if we die? I don’t want to die,” I said. I looked at the walkie and thought hard about calling the medic to arrange an emergency evacuation. Maybe I could pretend like I was having a heart attack, to ensure the urgency of the evacuation.  
 
    I tossed and turned and tried hard not to cry. Signing up for that show was a gigantic mistake  
 
    Somehow, I fell asleep late that night—or maybe it was early in the morning as the sun was beginning to rise. I slept for a good twenty minutes before the cold woke me up. My instinct was to roll over and wrap my arms around Cassidy. She didn’t mind, snuggling into my body. She was warm. I closed my eyes and started to drift away again. After I fell asleep, I had a dream with her in it. She was bending over a rock with her legs spread wide. “Fuck my pussy, Finn,” she said, reaching her fingers between her legs to spread her sticky, damp lips. In my dream, I walked up and pressed my erect cock deep into her body.  
 
    Then she woke up in real life and screamed. “Are you fucking kidding me!?” She jumped away from me, hitting the shelter wall, bringing the whole thing down. She didn’t seem to care as I crawled out from the pile of sticks.  
 
    “What?” I said. It was almost light outside now. She had her hand between her legs and she was swatting at her pussy, as if she was trying to get bugs off of it. It was the first time I saw her pussy, and it was a nice one: tight and shaved and the perfect shade of pink.  
 
    “You stuck your dick in me you pervert!” she said. 
 
    “I did?” I said, turning red. 
 
    “Yes. You fucking penetrated me,” she said. “You don’t have some STI, do you?” 
 
    “No,” I said.  
 
    “Ew. I’m so disgusted.” She stormed off towards the river. 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    “I’m going to clean myself,” she yelled, and then she was gone. I was embarrassed. I wondered if that was going to end up in the episode. I rolled over under that pile of logs. The morning sun was now on my bare back, and it felt kind of nice, so I ended up dozing off. I didn’t wake up again until I heard the yelling. 
 
    “I’m tapping out!” she said. “I can’t be around him. He’s a pig and he’s useless and he’s the worst partner ever!”  
 
    I opened my eyes slowly and saw the whole production standing in front of a steaming Cassidy. “Get me out of here.” 
 
    “Are you sure you want to tap out on day two?” the grey-bearded producer asked. 
 
    “I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life,” she said. “Get me the hell out of here. He’s horrible. He ruined my shelter and he doesn’t know how to make a fire. He brought a fucking weed whacker instead of a machete. He’s an idiot. And he’s disgusting. He tried to have sex with me this morning.” 
 
    “No I didn’t!” I said, chiming in. “I was sleeping. I can’t help what I do in my sleep.”  
 
    Everyone stared at me in silence for a long moment. Then Cassidy turned to the producer. “Get me out of here right this second or I’m involving my lawyer.”  
 
    She didn’t say goodbye. The camera team followed her away and I never saw her again. It was ten minutes later when the second camera team came back to film me. I was still under that pile of fallen branches. I thought about closing my eyes to get more sleep, but it was hard to drift off with a camera five feet from my face.  
 
    “How are you feeling right now?” the producer asked. 
 
    “Confused,” I said. “She seemed like a strong girl, so I’m not really sure why she left.” 
 
    “She said she couldn’t handle your complaining. Do you have any comment on that?” he asked. 
 
    I sat up slowly and shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t think I was complaining more than her, to be honest.” I yawned and stretched out my arms. 
 
    “How are you going to survive?” he asked. “Do you think you’ll be able to make a fire? Are you going to prioritize rebuilding your shelter?”  
 
    I stared at him for a moment before shrugging my shoulders.  
 
    “And you know that you’re alone now, right? Can you do twenty days alone?”  
 
    “I’m sure I’ll figure it out.”  
 
    I looked around at our little camp. My lips and tongue were dry—I needed water. I grabbed a couple of sticks and tried rubbing them together, hoping to figure out the whole fire making thing. I knew that the proper way was to build a bow drill, but I had no idea how to build a bow drill—and I didn’t even have a string to make a bow drill with. The sticks in my hands both broke at the same time, leaving me frustrated. It didn’t help that the camera man was leaning in close with his camera.  
 
    “Do you mind?” I said, feeling under pressure. 
 
    “Mind what?” he said. 
 
    “I need some space if I’m going to do this,” I said. I was so thirsty. I needed water, which meant I needed fire—otherwise this whole challenge was over. There was no way they would be able to cut an episode out of the material they had, unless they just wanted a compilation of me sitting and complaining for an hour.  
 
    I tried again, and then I failed again. I threw my broken sticks and groaned loudly. Not wanting to look like a fool, I turned to the camera and said, “The jungle is too damp. Fire is impossible. None of my techniques are working.” 
 
    Cassidy and the producers thought that I was an idiot, but I didn’t need the rest of the world agreeing with them. “I’m going to have to take my chances with the stream water.”  
 
    Two cameras followed me over to the stream, which wasn’t moving very fast. I stepped in, ankle-deep, and I bent over to scoop up some water. I stared at it for a long moment, noticing the little specs of what was probably bacteria clusters. But I had no choice. I had to drink. I drank the water and felt the cool wetness moving down my throat. Maybe I was making myself sick—but the other option was to die of dehydration, so I picked my poison.  
 
    I went back to my camp and looked around again. Now my stomach was churning and groaning with hunger. Sometimes contestants went entire weeks without eating. I always assumed that they were being given food on the side, to keep the show going, but now I wasn’t so sure.  
 
    I got to work rebuilding the fallen shelter. It took the better part of the day—way longer than it looked on TV. I used roots to tie up the branches and I did my best to make the walls as sealed as possible before covering the walls with large palm leaves.  
 
    The rain started in the afternoon. I slipped into my shelter and left my pot on the ground outside to collect rain water. The rain was too cold to endure naked, so I just waited and waited. The production left, leaving me alone. The sun went down and the jungle became dark. Now the sounds of creatures were starting again, making me tremble with fear. My shelter wasn’t perfect: water was dripping onto the top of my head. It was too cold to sleep, so I just rocked back and forth and tried not to slip into a state of hypothermia. And I tried not to cry. 
 
    The night was long and wet and horrible. I came to the decision that I would tap out in the morning, as soon as the production returned. At least I lasted longer than Cassidy. At least I didn’t tap out after my first day. 
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Exhausted, thirsty, and hungry, I paced around my camp waiting for the crew to show up so I could tap out. The decision was final: I wasn’t going to endure any more. I couldn’t even remember why I signed up to go on the show. The thought of enduring another nineteen days was horrifying and unreasonable. I needed out. I needed to go back home. Maybe they would let me hang out at that Panama City resort for a few days before shipping me back to the States—or if they wanted to put me right on a plane, that was fine too. Even the thought of sitting on a cramped plane for ten hours was strangely enticing right now. 
 
    I heard the footsteps coming. I knew it was the crew. It was time for me to tap out and leave that horrible jungle. I turned around and opened my mouth, ready to make my announcement. And that’s when I saw the beautiful young woman walking towards me. 
 
    At first, I thought that I was dreaming. I thought that she was just in my head: maybe a hallucination from the little berry I ate the night before (I found berries on a bush near my camp and I decided to eat a single one to see if I would get sick). I stepped back and watched as she came closer. She had the perfect build: tiny, perky breasts, and not too thin—the perfect amount of curve. She smiled as she looked at me. Then she tossed her long brown hair to one side of her head and waved. “I’m Hannah,” she said.  
 
    “Really?” I said. 
 
    She giggled and nodded her head. 
 
    “Are you real?” I asked. I felt like I wanted to touch her to make sure she wasn’t part of my imagination. But she had the bag covering her crotch and she had the microphone necklace around her neck.  
 
    “I’m real,” she said. “I heard you got left alone after day one.” 
 
    I nodded my head. 
 
    “What’s your name?” 
 
    “My name?” I said. I was so tempted to look down at her breasts. They were perfect: round and perky. I bit down on my lip and then I cleared my throat. “I have a name.” 
 
    “Do you?” she said with a small giggle. Apparently, my exhaustion was getting to me. I wasn’t thinking straight.  
 
    “It’s Finn,” I said, finally remembering my own name. 
 
    She reached into her bag and pulled out a metallic stick. “I brought a fire starter as my item,” she said. 
 
    “Thank God,” I said, letting out a sigh of relief. I pointed to my pile of wood chips and shavings that had built up over my time alone. She knelt down next to the pile. “Go and grab some dry wood—the driest you can find.” She picked up my knife and started to slice at her little metal block. I watched for a long moment before realizing she asked me to do a task. So I went into the jungle and looked around. After five minutes, I managed to find a few small pieces of more-or-less dry wood. I brought them back to camp and then froze at the sight of fire. 
 
    In just a few minutes, she’d managed to make a fire. “Are you kidding me?” I said. 
 
    “I got lucky,” she said with a big smile. She stood up and shrugged her shoulders. “You did all the hard work though, making all of that tinder.” I made the tinder accidentally, after hours of rubbing different sticks together, and chipping away at branches to expose the dry bits of wood.  
 
    The fire felt amazing, even though it wasn’t cold. We put a pot of water down by the fire and then I took a seat while she collected firewood. She had tons of energy that I just didn’t have. Within her first hour at the camp, we had a pile of firewood (enough for at least twenty-four hours) and a burning fire. She even started to make some improvements to my shelter.  
 
    Then I noticed the camera team standing out in the woods, filming everything. They had probably been there for a while and I just didn’t notice. They were good at being sneaky and staying out of the way, making me feel like I really was alone in that jungle.  
 
    I suddenly remembered my plan to tap out. I was so excited about the thought of going home, but now I wasn’t so sure. Now I felt like I remembered the reason why I went on that show in the first place: to meet a cute girl. And Hannah was definitely cute. She was spunky and she wasn’t nearly as much of a downer as Cassidy.  
 
    “I found these berries. They’re edible,” she said, handing me a handful of little red berries. “They’re really high in calories, which your body definitely needs right now.”  
 
    “Thanks,” I said. I ate them all in a matter of seconds. The food felt good in my stomach. The clean water felt great going into my system. I placed myself down by the fire and I fell asleep. When I woke up, our shelter had been improved and there was now a ring of rocks around our fire: stacked high to direct the heat towards our shelter. Hannah was a star. She was probably making me look bad, but in that moment I didn’t care. I was too distracted by her long brown hair and her tight tush. I wanted to squeeze that ass. I wanted to spread her legs and eat her out. Why was I so horny? Why couldn’t I stop looking at her? 
 
    “Are you okay?” she asked, looking back at me. I snapped my gaze up to her eyes. Now, her bag was once again covering her pussy, which I was sure was as perfect as the rest of her body. 
 
    “Me?” I said. “I’m fine. I’m great.” I sprung up to my feet, feeling that confidence that I entered the competition with. I hadn’t forgotten my original plan. I was there to impress. I was there to win over a beautiful woman, and now I felt like I had a chance to do it. “I’m going to go for a hunt. You can stick around here—maybe watch the fire for a while.”  
 
    She looked at me strangely before letting a small giggle slip. “Okay,” she said. “I believe in you.”  
 
    I felt like I just finished a line of cocaine. Maybe it was the sugar in the berries or maybe it was just my renewed confidence in myself (or my desire to impress a pretty girl), but I was certain that I would catch something. 
 
    I walked down to the river with my knife and I looked around. I had no idea how to hunt without a gun—and even with a gun, I probably wouldn’t know how to find an animal. In theory, it seemed so simple: walk until an animal appeared, and then kill it. But the reality wasn’t so simple. Animals hide. They can hear you coming—or smell you. And without a gun, how are you supposed to catch and kill something?  
 
    My stomach rumbled. The berries were nice but they weren’t filling and they certainly weren’t going to take me to the finish line of that competition. I looked down at the water and saw a fish go by. I pounced into the water with a loud splash as I tried to grab the fish, but now the fish was gone. Fish are fast. They’re hard to catch in an aquarium—never mind a moving river. I sat in the water and waited for another fish to go by. It was ten minutes before my next opportunity. I lunged again with a big splash, grazing the fish with the side of my hand. It seemed like a matter of time before I finally managed to grab one. 
 
    Then three hours went by. I had a dozen opportunities, but they all ended in nothing. That familiar frustration was setting in. Then I had the idea to make a spear. I spent twenty minutes carving a long stick into a fishing spear with a number of sharp points. Then I stood in that river and waited for another opportunity. A fish came by. I stabbed. I pulled the spear out of the water expecting a fish, but there was nothing. “Damn!” I said. So I waited and tried again—and again and again and again. 
 
    The sun was going down when I finally got one. I felt the spear go through more than water and I knew right away that I did it. I pulled that spear out to reveal the thrashing fish. I jumped out of the water before he had the chance to jump off my spear. “I did it!” I exclaimed. It was my first real victory out in that jungle—but it was a sweet victory. 
 
    I marched that fish proudly back to our camp. Hannah was sitting by the fire. She looked up at me with a smile. 
 
    “Look what I got,” I said. I held up the fish. She squinted and leaned forward.  
 
    “It’s a shrimp?” she said. 
 
    “No, it’s a fish.” I looked at it. Maybe it was a bit small—not quite three inches long… or maybe two inches. It definitely looked bigger when I caught it, but maybe that was the early starvation clouding my judgement.  
 
    “I mean it’s something,” she said with a polite smile. That beaming pride quickly fizzled away. It wasn’t a huge win, but she was right: it was something.  
 
    As I sat down, I noticed the pot filled with berries. “They aren’t ripe, so I’m cooking them. There’s probably two hundred calories in that pot.” She took my fish and threw it in. “Make that two hundred and twenty.”  
 
    So she was better at the show than me—I didn’t really mind. She was probably making me look bad and maybe she was even better off without me, but I still had time to make a big catch and prove to her that I was worthy of a hot jungle romp.  
 
    We ate the berries and then we ate the little fish. The raindrops started falling so we retreated into our shelter. Now the roof was secure and waterproof. The air was still cold, but the fire was directing heat perfectly in our direction. It was comfortable. Hannah’s body was pressed against mine as we sat and watched the dancing flames.  
 
    I tried to think of something to say, but I could only think of pickup lines that I would use in a bar. I was awkward as I sat pressed against her naked body, feeling like a young teenager. I remembered the first time I tried to talk to a girl, when I was in the seventh grade. I said hi to her, and then I completely blanked on continuing the conversation, so I just turned around and walked away. I’d forgotten about that awkward teen moment until that very moment.  
 
    “Think we’ll make it twenty-one days?” she asked. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “I’ve already done three. What’s eighteen more, really?”  
 
    She smiled and then looked out at the fire again. That silence returned. I hated that boredom, but I loved it at the same time. I knew what boredom led to, especially between a man and a woman. “Married?” I asked. 
 
    She shook her head. “No. Are you?” 
 
    “Nope,” I said. A little glimmer burned bright inside of me. “Maybe one day though.”  
 
    “Maybe,” she said. Then she reclined onto her back, still with her bag covering her crotch. I reclined with her. Now we were staring up at the ceiling of our structure. Our sides were still pressed together. The structure was bigger than before, but still hardly big enough for a pair of people. Hannah kept it intentionally small, to conserve as much body heat as possible. I didn’t push for it to be any bigger because I liked the idea of being squished up against a pretty girl.  
 
    “It’s getting cold,” I said, trying not to sound too excited. I was looking forward to the ‘cuddle’ portion of the night, even though the cold was quite brutal.  
 
    “Yeah,” she said. “Not too bad though. I grew up in Alaska, so this is like a warm summer night to me.” 
 
    That glimmer of hope fizzled slightly. But I knew it was still her first day. Surely, she was just feeling over-confident. Surely, she would waver and want a big, warm manly body to keep her comfortable in the night. Maybe she was used to cold nights but that didn’t mean that she wanted to be cold.  
 
    Another twenty minutes went by without much conversation. I still couldn’t think of anything but her body. She wasn’t trying to cover her breasts, which were out, wobbling on her chest every time she repositioned herself even slightly. She smelled a bit like perfume—maybe something she put on before they shipped her out, or maybe just the way that she smelled. She looked over at me with a smile, and for some reason I darted my gaze away like a terrified teen boy.  
 
    “The rain sounds nice,” I said.  
 
    “It does,” she said. “I’m going to try to get some sleep. Good night.” She rolled over, away from me. But now her bum was exposed and pressed against my body. I looked down at it, even though I’d taken many glances at it through the day. I bit down on my tongue to suppress the urge to spank it. And then I had to push away the urge to gently caress it. Why was I so horny? I’d only been in the woods for a few days.  
 
    Maybe I needed to relieve myself, away from the camp and away from the cameras. Maybe I needed to stroke myself off so that I wouldn’t be overwhelmed with sexual thoughts. Maybe I would be a better partner if I just dealt with my horniness out in the jungle. 
 
    But I had another thought on my mind: what if I stayed? What if the same thing happened with Hannah that happened with Cassidy? What if I slipped my cock into her, while I was asleep? What if I woke up having sex with a beautiful jungle girl? Maybe she would be into it. She seemed like she was possibly into me—certainly more than Cassidy was.  
 
    I rolled over to face her back, and then I inched closer. I carefully put my arm over her and then waited to see if she would react negatively. She seemed fine with the move, so that’s where I stayed, cuddled in. It wasn’t the jungle action that I hoped for when I signed up for the show, but it was something: pressed against the naked body of a beautiful young woman.  
 
    I closed my eyes and started to doze off. It wasn’t easy with all of the bugs around, and the odd plume of smoke that would make us both choke. Then the animals started howling in the distant jungle, putting us both on edge. There was a moment when what sounded like a large cat came through our camp. Hannah tensed up and recoiled into me, pressing her bum firmly into my crotch. It was only a minute later when I became erect from the feeling of her warm bum against my crotch. She didn’t seem to mind the erection, or maybe she was just being polite.  
 
    “I’ll keep you safe,” I whispered once the cat was gone. She didn’t reply, so I had no idea if I eased her mind or if I just creeped her out.  
 
    It was the kind of night that would make most contestants tap out, but for me, it was a great night. Sure I was exhausted and hungry and a bit terrified, but I had a naked girl against me: what else could a straight man really want?  
 
    It was late when she finally fell asleep. We were still pressed together. Her back was covered in sweat, and so was my chest. It was hot between us, but cold everywhere else. That sweat was on my erection, which came and went. Now, it was as stiff as a rock and cradled perfectly between her butt cheeks. I closed my eyes and tried to will myself to sleep, but with my eyes closed, my horniness only became worse. I found myself starting to thrust slowly, up and down, trying to be careful not to wake her up. Rubbing myself against her ass felt so nice. I couldn’t stop myself, even though I knew there was a camera pointed at me (attached to a nearby tree), and I knew it wasn’t appropriate. My horniness was what drove away my first partner. I needed to stop myself. I needed to control my urges.  
 
    Maybe I went on that show to find myself a girl, but I wasn’t going to end up with a girl behaving like this. Cassidy didn’t believe me when I said I penetrated her while I was asleep, and I had a feeling Hannah wouldn’t believe it either—especially because this time I wasn’t asleep. 
 
    But I couldn’t stop. I just kept thrusting, slowly, rubbing my erection all over her sweaty butt cheeks. I bit hard on my tongue. ‘What’s wrong with you?’ I thought to myself. But still, I kept going. 
 
    Then she suddenly reached back, between us, grabbing my dick with her hand. I froze. Was she stopping me? Was she mad? She pulled it down until my tip was pressed against her hole. I felt her puckering. I remained frozen, now in shock, taken completely by surprise. She wasn’t stopping me—she was doing the opposite. She was initiating the sex. She was about to press me into her hole—and I was fairly certain that it was her asshole and her not pussy at all.  
 
    I felt the hole open up as she puckered wide. Then she jammed my cock into her body. It slid in easily thanks to all the sweat acting as lubrication. I felt her anal walls tense around my shaft for a moment before relaxing to allow me to slide in deeper.  
 
    “Shit,” I mumbled. She let out a soft moan, and then I heard another sound, like a sleeping whimper. Was she asleep? Was she the one partaking in sleep sex?  
 
    I remained still for another moment, and then she pushed her bum back, making my cock sink deeper into her. I had to be careful not to make any sudden movements. I didn’t want to wake her up. I didn’t want her waking up and thinking I was the one who stuck my cock into her; she did it! She took my shaft in her hand and pushed it in. My best defense was to pretend like I was also asleep, just in case she woke up. 
 
    So I remained still and I allowed her to do all the work. She pushed further down until my whole cock was inside of her ass—which was quite impressive. Then she started bouncing slowly, massaging my length with her tight back door. It felt nice. I wanted to caress her body and I wanted to kiss her neck, but I knew that I needed to be still.  
 
    I loved the way her hole puckered along the length of my rod. She was so tight—and so naughty. I loved that we were doing anal and not just boring pussy sex. I liked girls that were sweet and cute on the surface, but dirty under the sheets—or in this case, under the sticks and palm leaves.  
 
    She started bouncing faster. She reached a hand down between her legs, probably to stroke her pussy. That hand started moving quickly, pleasuring herself. Her bum pressed hard against my pelvis with each penetration. I took a deep breath. I didn’t want the pleasure to end.  
 
    But I wasn’t prepared to last long. I was already on the verge of coming on her when I was grinding my erection between her butt cheeks; now, I stood no chance, inside her tight hole while she let out the cutest little moans.  
 
    I bit my lip hard and then I tensed up all of my muscles, but none of it was enough to stop my cock from unloading inside of her body. Thankfully it was in her ass where she wouldn’t end up pregnant. She let out a soft scream before her body went completely limp. There was a long silence while I waited for her to realize what she’d done. I thought she was going to turn around and snap at me. My cock was still in her, along with all that cum.  
 
    But she didn’t snap. Instead, she reached back and pulled my cock out with her hand. Then she pushed her bum back against my crotch and she went back to sleep. I remained still, even though I could feel the warm goo oozing out of her, now seeping into my pubic hair. I didn’t want my own used cum all over my body, but I wasn’t prepared to move—not yet—not until I was for sure in the clear and she was completely oblivious to what she’d done in her sleep.  
 
    My plan was to wait thirty minutes and then to get up to clean myself in the dark river. Instead, I ended up dozing off with my arm around her and her cum-oozing ass pressed against my body. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    She woke up long before me. When I opened my eyes, she was dragging firewood into our camp, piling it up on a giant pile that was twice as big as the night before; she’d been working hard that morning.  
 
    She looked over at me with a small smile. “You’re awake,” she said. 
 
    I stretched out my arms. “How did you sleep?” I asked, immediately remembering our little romp. I could feel the dried cum tugging on my pubic hairs.  
 
    “I slept great,” she said with a tiny smirk that almost suggested she was referring to the anal sex we had. Maybe she wasn’t asleep; maybe she was just playing along.  
 
    “Good,” I said. I sat up slowly. My body was tense from sleeping on the ground. I turned from side to side, trying to work a crack out of my back.  
 
    “I found some food,” she said. I paused and looked at her. My heart soared up high. I was starving. I’d hardly eaten anything in days and I could feel my stomach begging for food: cramping and groaning as it processed the tiny nibbles I’d managed to consume over four long days.  
 
    “Where is it?” I said. 
 
    “It’s in a tree. I’ll need help getting it down. It might not be ripe, so we’ll have to cook it.” 
 
    “I don’t care—I’ll eat anything.” I jumped up to my feet and then wobbled slightly. That’s when I noticed the cameras on me. Suddenly, I felt that pressure to look like a man. “I mean—I’ll find us some protein today, but it would be nice to have a bit of food before I go out hunting.” So she led me ten minutes away to a tall banana tree. She pointed up at the small green bananas, still months away from being ripe; but she was right: we could cook them and get something out of them. But I knew from watching previous episodes of that show: if we didn’t find protein, it didn’t matter how much fruit we ate. The body needs protein in some form or another to survive. 
 
    “I can reach up there if you hoist me up,” she said. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. I walked around the tree to find the best angle to hoist up Hannah. Then I knelt down and put out my hands to offer her a step. She gently placed her bare foot on the palms of my hands. Then she stepped up. I stood up carefully, lifting her like a cheerleader. She was light—maybe 110 pounds butt naked—but she felt heavy. My muscles were weak and getting weaker by the second.  
 
    I looked down at my legs and watched them wobble. I was worried for a moment that they were going to buckle. Then I looked up to see how she was doing, and that’s when I noticed the cock and ball sack dangling between her legs. I paused for a moment, blinking a few times so my brain could process what I was seeing.  
 
    Then she looked down. “Think you could lift me higher?” she said. 
 
    I remained paused for a long moment. “Are you transgender?” I said. 
 
    She stared down at me, her eyes narrowing. “Um, yeah,” she said. “What gave it away?” She laughed as if it was a stupid question. And maybe it was a stupid question. How had I not noticed her cock before? It had been hidden by her bag most of the time—but I probably never noticed because I was so dizzy and weak. I couldn’t focus for very long and I couldn’t string a proper thought together in my head.  
 
    “Lift me higher, would you?” she said. So I strained to push her up. She managed to grab a bundle of bananas. “Lower me down. I got one.” 
 
    I took her to the ground. Now her bag was at her side, leaving her package exposed. I found myself staring at it, trying to figure out how it could be real. I’d met a few transgender girls before, but none were as convincing as Hannah. Trans girls often had broad shoulders, visible Adam’s apples, and deeper voices. But Hannah seemed like a normal girl. She was petite and curvy and soft and feminine.  
 
    “We can cook them in their peels, let them cool, and then eat them like regular bananas,” she said. “That’s probably our best bet. They might taste kind of gross, but it’s something.” 
 
    “Sure,” I said. We took the bananas back to the camp. I sat across from Hannah at the fire while she used a stick to hold the fruit over the fire. I was still staring between her legs. Her cock was large—maybe larger than mine. She had the hair around it shaved, giving it a cute, feminine sort of look. She was uncircumcised, but her foreskin was still pulled back slightly to reveal her tip.  
 
    “You okay?” she asked. I looked up at her face. 
 
    “Just tired,” I said. Now I understood why she put me in her asshole and not her pussy: because there was no pussy. And I also understood why she went ahead with the sex instead of storming off the show like Cassidy did before her: trans girls might be girls, but they still have that male sex drive. They still have testicles producing testosterone, and testosterone makes people want to fuck. I briefly dated a trans girl in college. Her name was Katie and she wasn’t nearly as convincing as Hannah. She wanted to fuck all the time, which was fun at first, but then it became exhausting. I was always on top, and sex always ended with me coming—but she usually wouldn’t come, so after I was finished, she would still want more. By the end of our three-week relationship, my cock was sore—and I went a whole two weeks without having sex or touching myself, just so my cock could heal up.  
 
    Hannah was the first one to try a banana. She peeled it slowly and then she closed her eyes as she plunged the long fruit into her mouth, closing her lips around the girth. She groaned. “It’s still really hard,” she said. “But it tastes good.” She pushed the banana a bit deeper into her mouth, savored it for a moment, and then bit down gently. I continued watching as she licked her lips clean.  
 
    I was strangely hypnotized—possibly in part because I was exhausted and struggling to set my mind straight. She stuck another five inches of banana into her mouth and she seemed to suck it for a moment before taking a bite. Then she looked at me. “Are you okay?” she asked with a giggle. She looked down at my lap. 
 
    “I’m fine. Why?” I said, still feeling like I was half-hypnotized.  
 
    She bit her lip and shrugged her shoulders. I looked down and saw that my cock was rock hard, standing straight up and throbbing. I quickly covered it with my bag. “Sorry,” I said, shaking my head. “I—I’m just tired. I’m not thinking straight. But I’m fine. I should eat something so I can go out and make a big catch.” 
 
    “If you’re tired, do you want me to go out and hunt something? I still have lots of energy,” she said. 
 
    I shook my head. “Hunting is my specialty,” I said. “And it’s a man’s job. I’ll do it.” I took a banana and ate it quickly. It felt good in my stomach, but it left something to be desired. I could feel my stomach groaning as it begged for meat—or even a tiny milligram of protein from a peanut. I had to catch something. I had to prove to Hannah and to every person that tuned into Survival Situation that I wasn’t just some bum who slipped into the show. I had to prove that I had some skills, so the world wouldn’t mock me into an early grave. I set out with my knife and my spear.  
 
    First, I spent two hours by the water, trying to spear fish. There weren’t many to stab at: a fish every forty minutes or so, and they were too fast. So I took off into the jungle to find something else. I hated snakes, but I knew I could try to catch one. People were always catching and eating snakes on that show, and it looked pretty easy. 
 
    I walked slowly, scanning the jungle. I could hear the cameraman and the producer behind me, about fifty feet, whispering as they discussed which angles to shoot me from. At one point I heard the cameraman whisper, “I can’t believe he hasn’t tapped yet. Is that alternate still on standby?” 
 
    “He is,” said the producer. “But if Finn makes it a few more days, we’ll probably send the alternate home.”  
 
    I wasn’t sure if I was supposed to feel proud that I was almost out of the ‘need an alternate’ stage of my challenge, or if I should be embarrassed that they still thought I was a loser who wouldn’t make it to the end. I was determined to prove them wrong, but I wouldn’t make it another three days without real food.  
 
    I walked and walked, looking around until my mind got carried away thinking about Hannah. I imagined myself bringing back a large snake. I imagined her throwing herself at me. “After we eat this snaked, you can fuck the hell out of me,” she said in my fantasy. But we didn’t end up waiting until we ate. Instead, I turned her around while the snake was on the fire and I pumped her until her cock was leaking cum all over her pretty feet.  
 
    Something rustled in the trees in front of me and I snapped out of my fantasy. I jumped back and nearly stumbled before realizing how far away from camp I was. I walked for an hour and found nothing, and now I had to start walking back or I would be stuck in those woods in the dark.  
 
    The cameraman came close to me with his camera raised. The producer was lingering over his shoulder. “Want to comment on your hunt today?” he said. 
 
    I felt dumb. It was starting to seem obvious that I didn’t know what I was doing. I didn’t know how to find an animal and I definitely didn’t know how to catch it with just a spear. “Sometimes you don’t get anything,” I said, shrugging my shoulders. “That’s just survival.”  
 
    By the time I was back at the camp, my legs were weak. My stomach was once again groaning and cramping. My head was dizzier than ever before. I knew that I ended up burning more calories than I consumed with the banana. “Did you get anything?” Hannah asked as she sat before an improved shelter and a large pile of firewood, which was now covered by an impressive little shelter, so it wouldn’t get too wet from the next rainfall.  
 
    “Not today,” I said. I hated that humiliated feeling. I hated that she was making me look bad. I’d watched the show enough times to know how embarrassing it is when the man is outperformed by the woman. I sat down next to her. To make my humiliation worse, she had some food ready for me: another banana and some berries. It was just more fruit, but at least it was something. 
 
    “We’ll need protein soon,” she said. “Maybe I can take a stab at hunting tomorrow.” 
 
    But I just couldn’t let her worsen my humiliation. “I’ll be fine. I think I’ll get something tomorrow. You just keep the fire going.” 
 
    She stared into my eyes for a long moment. “Okay,” she said. “That’s fine.” 
 
    But I could tell that the hunger was getting to her too. She was already a small girl, without much meat on her bones. She was only on her second day but she was already starting to look thinner in the face. I had to find something for her to eat.  
 
    “We should probably try to conserve some energy then,” she said. “We should have enough firewood here to last us a few days. I think there’s a storm coming.” 
 
    We crawled into the little shelter to lay down, and it was only ten minutes later when the storm started. In that jungle, skies went from blue to black in seconds. It was scary to think that I could get caught out in a storm, an hour away from camp like I was earlier in that day.  
 
    Luckily, Hannah built an awesome shelter that kept us dry.  
 
    At first, I was turned towards her, keeping my arm over her to keep her warm. If I couldn’t feed her, at least I could keep her warm. Then she snuggled against me, rubbing her bum into my penis, and that got my blood flowing. Sexual thoughts started to enter into my mind and my cock began to throb. I didn’t want to make her feel awkward by pressing an erection against her, so I turned away from her, letting her press her back against my back—but that didn’t last long. She flipped over and put her arm over me. Now my attempt at avoiding an awkward situation had backfired: I could feel her cock against my bum and I probably looked like a loser on that tree camera that was still blinking its little red light across the camp.  
 
    I bit my tongue and tried to will away the urge to flip back over. I still had that erection—I just needed to wait for it to go away, and then I could go back to looking like the dominant partner. But that erection wouldn’t go away—and now, I could feel her shaft throbbing against my rear end.  
 
    “Are you awake?” I whispered. 
 
    “Yeah. Why?” she said.  
 
    “Just wondering,” I said. My heart skipped a beat. Did she not know that I could feel her shaft hardening? Did she not care? It was getting hard fast: warm against my tush.  
 
    There was a long silence before she said, “Sorry, I can’t really help it. You know how it is.” 
 
    “I know,” I said. “It’s fine. It doesn’t bother me.”  
 
    I bit down on my tongue as beads of cold sweat began to form on my skin. She snuggled in closer, wrapping her arm around me even more. She pulled me close to keep that warmth captured between us, but now that stiff rod was more obvious than ever.  
 
    I laughed nervously. “It’s big. I think you’re bigger than me.”  
 
    She returned the nervous little laugh. “Is it bothering you? I’m sorry—I’m sure it will go away.”  
 
    “It’s really fine,” I said. “Maybe I can just reposition it so it’s not so awkward.” I reached back and slipped my fingers around the hot member. It was impressively thick, pulsing in my hand as I pushed it downwards, so it would be below me instead of against me—but it was so hard that it just sprung right back to where it was. “It’s stubborn,” I said. 
 
    “I can turn the other way if you’d prefer,” she said. 
 
    “It’s fine,” I said. I tried grabbing it again to move it, but it was too stiff to move.  
 
    “Oh, I almost forgot something,” she said, sitting up suddenly. My heart skipped a beat as I rolled over to see what she was doing in that small space. She reached down and pulled up a white stick. 
 
    “What’s that?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s heart of palm,” she said.  
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    She stared at me with a strange gaze. “Seriously?” she said. “It’s from the inside of a palm tree. I got it today while you were out and I saved this piece for you. It’s got tons of calories.” She handed it to me. I was starving, so I devoured it—and it was amazingly filling, though I still had my craving for proper proteins.  
 
    “You’re making me look bad,” I said with rosy cheeks. 
 
    “Don’t worry about that,” she said. “You’ll make a big catch tomorrow and I’ll be the one looking bad.”  
 
    I looked down at her cock, which was still erect. She awkwardly covered it. “Sorry,” she said. “The body does weird things sometimes.”  
 
    I thought that I was going to be going to Panama to find a girl who would put out because I was such a great provider. Now, I was starting to feel the opposite—like I needed to give her something in return for everything she was doing for me. Otherwise I was just a mooch. She was better off without me. Maybe I could give her a little something. Maybe I could provide her with a little bit of pleasure.  
 
    I bent down and crawled forward, lifting her arm away from her erection with my hand. “What are you doing?” she asked with a nervous little laugh. Then I grabbed her cock and put her tip into my mouth. I began to suck.  
 
    I would have much preferred to be the one getting the blowjob, but I needed to be a provider in some way. If a blowjob was all I could give, then that’s what I was going to give. 
 
    I’d never given a blowjob before. Even when I had my college fling with Katie, Katie never let me near her cock. She wanted to be the girl, one hundred percent. She wanted to do the sucking and the bending over—and I was okay with that. I’d never been much for going down on girls—trans or otherwise.  
 
    It was a bit awkward having a cock in my mouth, but I didn’t mind the way it felt. It was actually kind of nice, the way it throbbed on my tongue as it slid back and forth. Once she relaxed and slipped her fingers into my hair, it was even better, knowing that she was into it. She let out a small feminine moan to remind me that she was cute—and indeed a girl.  
 
    I cupped her ball sack with my hand and massaged gently as I bobbed up and down. “I guess this is one way to deal with the boner,” she said before letting out a small whimper.  
 
    “It’s the least I could do,” I said, stroking her shaft as I gave my mouth a five second break before diving back in. I sucked hard. 
 
    “There’s protein in cum,” she said. “Almost half a gram. So be sure to swallow it.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said. I bobbed my head faster, pressing my lips tighter around her girth. 
 
    “Oh God,” she said. “That feels good.”  
 
    She let a small shot of pre-cum blast into the back of my throat. It was sweet. I kept sucking, planting my hands down on her thighs so I could bob faster. I was taking the whole shaft in my mouth, letting her press against the back of my throat with her tip as my nose pressed into her pelvic bone. I could feel that she was going to come soon. Her throbbing was intensifying.  
 
    “It’s coming,” she said, as if I didn’t already know. I grabbed the base of her shaft with a tight fist and I kept my lips pressed firmly around her tip. She squirmed and groaned, and then her warm goo began to blast into my mouth. I caught all of it, letting it pool on my tongue until she was completely drained. Then I let go of her dick and I sat up, looking her in the eyes. “If there’s protein in it, do you want to share it?” I asked—making a bit of sense as I spoke with a mouthful. 
 
    She paused for a moment. “Okay,” she said. She leaned forward and pressed her lips against mine. I gently opened my mouth so she could suck up some of her own cum. We each swallowed our halves, and then we began to make out. Her lips were soft—and sweet like her load. She gently penetrated my mouth with her tongue as my hands explored her body. Her tits were perky and soft. Her bum was perfectly curvy. I used the tip of my finger to explore inside of her asshole for a moment.  
 
    “Want some more protein?” I asked, looking down at my cock. 
 
    She looked down and bit her lip. “I’m just not sure it would be worth burning the calories.” 
 
    “I’ll do the work,” I said, grabbing my own cock. I began to stroke myself. “It won’t take long.”  
 
    She stared into my eyes while I pumped. She had a gentle smile as her eyes glistened—and it really didn’t take long. “Okay. Open your mouth. Quick,” I said, stumbling up to my feet. I had to stay bent over in that small space. I pushed my cock into her mouth and unloaded on her tongue. “You drink it,” I said. She sucked hard, getting the last drop out from my tip. Then she tilted her head back and swallowed everything. She licked her lips and then looked into my eyes again.  
 
    “That deals with that,” she said. She cleared her throat. “You have to do what you have to do in a survival situation, right?”  
 
    “Totally,” I said. “Absolutely.”  
 
    “We should get some sleep before tomorrow.” 
 
    I nodded in agreement, and then we cuddled up as the temperature dropped a few more degrees. The water was beginning to drip down on our fire, making dark smoke rise up. I had a feeling the fire wasn’t going to last the night. I had a feeling we were in for a rough eight hours before sunrise… And I was right. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER V 
 
    It was the longest night of my life: cold, shivering, and hungry. Hannah’s body wasn’t providing much warmth. She was shivering too after our fire went out and the water started to seep into our hut from the ground. Maybe building a shelter in a small valley wasn’t such a great idea. Maybe we should have built further up, where the rain wouldn’t pool. 
 
    It was hard to stand up in the morning once the sun finally found our campsite. Our bones and joints were locked from the cold. “We’re burning way more calories shivering like this,” Hannah said to me.  
 
    “I know,” I said. 
 
    “We need food,” she said. 
 
    “I know. I’m going to find food. Don’t worry about it.”  
 
    “I can go if you want to get the fire rebuilt—and maybe dig some sort of drainage system for the rain water, if it rains like that again.” 
 
    “No, no,” I said. “I’ll get the food. Trust me—I’ll bring home the bacon… Literally. I know that there are lots of animals here. I can get one.” 
 
    I started to walk away. “And that’s the spear you’re going to use?” she said. 
 
    “Why? What’s wrong with it?” I asked. 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “Nothing. I mean—you’re the hunting expert. I don’t really know much about hunting. I’ve done a bit of spear fishing and I’ve made a few snares, but compared to you, I don’t really have any experience.”  
 
    It took me a moment to realize the production probably told her the things that I said in my submission video. I told them that I was a fire building expert, and that I’d been hunting with primitive tools my whole life. Sure, it was a lie, but how hard could it be? Cavemen figured it out. I could figure it out. I understood the basics of killing something: stab it in the heart. I just had to get close to it. 
 
    So I started walking out. It wasn’t long before I started to feel embarrassed, hearing the cameraman’s footsteps behind me.  
 
    I walked for an hour before remembering that I didn’t want to get too far from the camp. I didn’t want to end up burning more calories than I would take in from whatever I ended up catching. I stopped for a breather. In that hour, I saw nothing but ants and a few quick birds. I thought about throwing my spear at one of the birds, but my spear was curved and definitely not designed to be thrown.  
 
    My stomach groaned. That familiar humiliation was starting to set in. Now, it was paired with a strange guilt. I was letting Hannah down. Maybe I should have just let her hunt. Maybe I should have just admitted that I was a liar and that I didn’t know how to catch anything. It sounded like she had a pretty good idea of how to catch food—and soon, she wouldn’t have the energy to do it. But if I couldn’t make a fire or build a decent shelter or catch food, then what could I do? Was I just leeching off of her skills? Was she sacrificing half of everything she foraged to keep my dumb ass alive?  
 
    Maybe I needed to tap out, for her sake.  
 
    I looked around for food, and that’s when I spotted a plant that I recognized from the small amount of research I did on Panama. It was a deadly plant, filled with poison that could paralyze a person. I knew that it took a few hours for the poison to set in, which was enough time to get back to the camp and call the medic. I knew that the medic would insist that I go to the hospital—so I wouldn’t be tapping out; technically, they would be forcing me out. It would be slightly less embarrassing than tapping out after failing to do anything over five days… or had I been there for six days? Maybe it was seven, or eight. I had no idea how long I’d been there, and no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t seem to put my memories into a coherent timeline.  
 
    I’d seen just about every episode of that show, and even the dimmest losers manage to find food. So what was wrong with me? Where was all the food hiding?  
 
    I spent the day looking everywhere, but I came up with nothing. When I told Hannah, she looked upset, but she still managed to put on a smile for me. “We’ll find something,” she said before giving me my daily dish of berries, cooked banana, and heart of palm. It was better than nothing, but that lack of protein was really starting to get to my brain. I couldn’t see straight or keep a consistent thought in my head for more than ten seconds. I felt like I was going to pass out—but I knew that I needed to pay her back. 
 
    It was late and I was tired and sore. She was laying behind me, arm over me as if to remind me that I was losing my position as man in that camp. I had to give back to her, so I spat into my hand, reached back and jerked her cock until it was hard, and then I pushed her tip into my ass. “What are you doing?” she asked with a groggy voice. 
 
    “Just enjoy it,” I said.  
 
    I used all of my energy to rock myself back and forth, using the inside of my anus to massage her cock. I didn’t love the idea of being fucked in the ass, but it actually felt kind of nice. It was easy to get swept away in the tingling euphoria that was swelling in my rear end. I could feel her cock throbbing as it went deeper and deeper. After a couple of minutes, she grabbed my hips and thrusted into me, sinking her whole shaft into my body—and not just the first few inches. I gasped and tensed up all over. She began to thrust: more than I was prepared for. I reached for something to grab onto. I nearly knocked over our shelter wall trying to hold on while she fucked me in the ass.  
 
    I got more than I bargained for. It hurt, but felt amazing at the same time. She kept thrusting, pushing her shaft deeper into my body than any outside object was supposed to go. I felt her tip somewhere in my empty gut, pushing up towards my lungs. I groaned as she snuggled in closer, pressing her breasts against my back. I could feel her perky nipples against my back while she fucked me from behind. 
 
    And with each pump, she was getting more powered up, gripping me tighter, pumping faster, and using up more of her calories. She ended up rolling on top of me, pinning me down on my stomach while she thrusted in and out of my tight asshole. “Oh God!” I moaned. I had a mouthful of jungle dirt, but I didn’t care.  
 
    “I’m going to come,” she moaned.  
 
    She pumped a few more times before pulling out. “Roll over!” she said through clenched teeth. She was holding back. I used the last of my energy to roll over and open my mouth. She pressed her tip against my tongue and unloaded a massive load of cum into my mouth. “Swallow all of it,” she said. “You need it.” I swallowed it; it was amazingly delicious and well-needed. I could feel it inside of me, giving me a tiny burst of energy—and I needed that energy more than anything. 
 
    But I didn’t feel right. I put out for her—to give her something for keeping me alive in that jungle. But in the end, she was the one giving me something in the form of her ejaculate. “I’m sorry,” I said. 
 
    “Sorry for what?” she asked, snuggling back in behind me. I could feel that hard shaft against my back, getting softer now that she had her orgasm.  
 
    “Sorry that I haven’t caught anything for us,” I said. 
 
    “It’s fine. You’ll make it happen. You’re an expert, after all.” She snuggled in closer and pressed her face against my damp back. Now the guilt was worse than ever. I knew that I needed to come clean if there was going to be any chance of her completing the challenge.  
 
    I was dragging her down in so many ways, and it wasn’t fair to keep it going.  
 
    I took a deep breath. I knew what needed to be done: I needed to tap out for her sake. I needed to face the humiliation so that she could have a chance, before she became too weak because she was splitting all of her food with me.  
 
    There was no sense in tapping at that moment. The crew was gone for the evening and I didn’t want to put any unnecessary stress on her shoulders. I snuggled up against her and felt the soft warmness of her plump tush for what I assumed would be the last night. Falling asleep was difficult, knowing that it meant speeding up our final moments together. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    In the morning, I woke up before her. The crew hadn’t arrived yet. I thought about spending those final few moments alone with her, before the crew showed up to start filming—but I knew that I was going to tap out the moment they arrived. I didn’t want to miss my last opportunity to do something for Hannah.  
 
    So I snuck out of bed and I grabbed my long spear. I hiked into the jungle and looked around for something I could bring back for her: a parting gift of sorts—or maybe a peace offering. She was going to be spending the next two weeks alone, so I could at least start her off on the right foot. 
 
    I moved quietly, determined to find her something. I tried to be as silent as possible, but my stomach kept growling, and I was pretty sure that it was scaring away the animals. I walked for thirty minutes before I stumbled over a rock, stubbing my toe. “Ouch!” I cried as I fell to the ground, grasping my foot. I was glad the cameras weren’t there to see my embarrassing fall. Then I looked over and saw three grubs squirming where the rock was. Grubs were major sources of protein. They looked disgusting, but they were full of vital nutrients. Three grubs were about the equivalent of two chicken wings—I knew that from watching the show. So I scooped up the grubs and put them in my bag; it was something—maybe the only little bit of food that I’d managed to provide while I was there. 
 
    I started hiking back. As I crossed over the stream, I noticed a fluttering in the water. I looked down and saw a small fish, swimming in circles. It was caught in a ring of rocks, and it apparently wasn’t smart enough to escape through the opening that it must have entered through. I watched it for a moment before lowering myself down slowly. I readied my hands, and then I pounced without my spear. I grabbed the small fish with both hands and threw it out of the water, onto dry land. I watched it jump into the air for a moment before running over to it with my spear. I smacked it hard on the head, rendering it limp.  
 
    It wasn’t a huge fish, but it was something to give to her. My heart skipped a beat before beginning to pound against my ribcage. Maybe she wouldn’t hate me so much for tapping out after all. I put the fish into my bag and I continued back towards camp. On my way, I spotted a banana tree that we hadn’t noticed before. By some miracle, the bananas were actually ripe. I grabbed a bundle and put them into my bag. 
 
    I was exhausted and the sun wasn’t even all the way up yet. But I decided to use the last of my energy picking up some dry wood for our fire. I would have left the wood behind normally, but now I didn’t need the energy. I knew that the production would give me a protein bar and a warm blanket the moment I said that I was tapping, and the production would be showing up at any minute. 
 
    I brought my large haul back into the camp. I stacked the firewood, skewered the fish, and I put the little grubs onto a bark bowl, next to the bananas. Hannah was still asleep, but she was beginning to stir as the smell of cooking fish filled the air.  
 
    She sat up slowly. “What is that?” she said. 
 
    “Breakfast,” I said with a smile. She stretched out her arms, stood up, and walked over. Her bag was at her side, so I could see her morning half-chub, waving from side to side with her foreskin gently pulled back. She sat down next to me.  
 
    “It looks like you had some good luck this morning,” she said with a warm smile. 
 
    “I did great. This is just half of it,” I said, lying. “I already ate the other half while you were sleeping. I’ve been back for almost an hour already.”  
 
    “Seriously?” she said, narrowing her eyes. 
 
    I smiled with a nod. “So eat up,” I said.  
 
    I took the fish off of the fire to cool while she started with the less appetizing grubs. I watched her eat, trying to stop my stomach from growling so she wouldn’t know that I was lying to her. Watching her eat was strangely satisfying—somehow more satisfying than having a bite to eat myself. But I did find myself fantasizing about taking a big bite from that bony fish. I was salivating as I watched her bite into the tender meat. She looked at me. “Do you want a bite?” she said. 
 
    “No—I already ate. I’m good,” I said. 
 
    The production showed up minutes later. The producer looked at our campsite and paused. “Did Hannah go out hunting this morning?” he asked, scratching at his grey beard. 
 
    “No—Finn got all of this,” Hannah said, wiping her lips with her wrist. I looked up at the producer and smiled. 
 
    “You couldn’t have waited until we showed up?” he said, turning a slight shade of red. It was a big moment that would have been good to have on camera.  
 
    “It’s fine,” I said. “You have lots of time to get lots of footage—and you can edit it however you want.”  
 
    He stared at me with narrowed, suspicious eyes. “Just do us a favor and wait before you go off on a big hunt next time. The whole point of you being here is for us to film you surviving. It’s not a very good episode when we have to explain things that happen when we’re not filming. It’s bad TV, and it makes us look bad.”  
 
    And in that moment, I realized that I wasn’t just dragging Hannah down. I was dragging the production down as well. Most people tuned into Survival Situation to watch professional survivalists thriving in survival situations. There probably weren’t many losers like me, hoping to see drama as if it was the Real Housewives of the Great Outdoors. Only idiots like me wanted to see if the couples would fight or if they would get hot and heavy. Only morons like me wanted to laugh when contestants cried over having sore feet. The show wasn’t meant for people like me—audience or contestant.  
 
    “Can I talk to you for a minute?” I said to the producer. 
 
    Hannah gave me a concerned look, which I did my best to ignore. “What do you want to talk about?” she asked. 
 
    “I just want to ask him a question,” I said. I stood up and walked away from the camp, motioning the producer to follow me. I made sure we were far away—out of earshot of the camp—before I said, “I’m tapping out.” 
 
    “You’re doing what?” he said.  
 
    “Tapping. I’m done. I don’t want to be a nuisance anymore,” I said. I thought it would be a humiliating moment, but in a weird way, I felt like I was finally doing the right thing.  
 
    “Why?” he said. “I mean—why do you think you’re being a nuisance?”  
 
    “Let’s face it. I’m not supposed to be here,” I said. Then I looked over and saw Hannah standing and watching, looking pale and concerned—probably terrified of being alone. But she was better off alone and getting twice the nutrients. She was a strong girl. She could handle a bit of fear. Nothing was going to hurt her as long as she stayed alert and kept that fire going.  
 
    “You can’t tap,” she said. “I need you here.”  
 
    “I’m sorry, Hannah,” I said. “I don’t want to be dragging you down anymore.”  
 
    “You aren’t dragging me down. You just found all of that food this morning. That was a lot of food.” 
 
    “It wasn’t,” I said. “I lied to you. Everything you ate was everything I found—a few grubs, a small fish, and a few ripe bananas. It might be enough to get you through the day, but that’s probably it. Especially if the nights start getting colder. When you start shivering, you burn more calories. That entire meal probably wasn’t even two hundred calories.”  
 
    “But it was something. Please don’t go,” she said. 
 
    “Stay,” said the producer. “You’ve gone too far for us to replace you, so Hannah will be alone for two weeks. Don’t do that to her.” 
 
    I laughed and shook my head. “Trust me—she’s better off without me.”  
 
    “But I don’t really know how to hunt—and I just got lucky with that fire. I need an expert with me.” 
 
    “I’m not an expert. I’m a liar. I’ve never made a fire before and I’ve never hunted anything in my life. I lied on my submission tape and I lied in my interview and I lied to your face and… I’m just a big liar.” I looked over and saw that the camera was filming. Instead of feeling ashamed, I felt relieved. I was finally being honest. The world could go ahead and mock me—but at least I wasn’t a liar anymore. “I’m sorry,” I said. “So I think it’s best that I go home.”  
 
    Hannah said nothing. I could tell that she was upset with me—maybe because I lied or maybe because I was leaving her—or maybe a combination of both things. But it was for the best; I came clean and I was leaving her to thrive. It was the best thing for everyone.  
 
    The producer used his walkie to call the production tent, which was hidden somewhere within walkie range. “Finn is tapping. Let’s call for the truck, and let’s get a blanket over here so we can film his wrap-up interview.”  
 
    He put his walkie down and shook his head. He looked at me with an unimpressed face. “These episodes always get the worst ratings.”  
 
    “It’ll be fine,” I said. “People will love Hannah. The episode will do great.”  
 
    Now, Hannah was gone. She was probably embarrassed that I lied to her and she was gullible enough to believe me for so long. I thought about tracking her down to tell her that I was sorry, but I knew saying goodbye would be too hard. Maybe this was the easiest way to split up—to have no goodbyes or heart-breaking embraces. It was a clean split: I go home and she goes straight to preparing herself for the next two weeks of her life.  
 
    “It’s going to be about ten minutes before we’re ready to shoot your exit interview,” the producer said.  
 
    “No problem,” I said. “I might just sit down for a minute. My legs are feeling pretty weak.” I was starting to wobble. Lack of nutrition was getting to me quickly. I took a seat on a mossy log and then I looked down. There was a large rock next to my foot. It looked just like the rock that I found the grubs under earlier, so I decided to flip it over to see if there were more grubs. And to my surprise, there were five large ones. I scooped them up.  
 
    “Look at this,” I said. “Five under a single rock. That’s a lot of protein.” 
 
    I stared at the little creatures. I didn’t want to see Hannah again, worried that the sight of my face would just make her angrier, but I had to deliver the nutrients. She needed every little bit she could get. So I got up and walked back over to the camp. She wasn’t there, so I just carefully put them down in one of the bowls she’d carved the day before. I covered the bowl with a piece of bark.  
 
    I felt another glimmer of redemption burn inside of me. I looked around and noticed that there were no cameras on me. It seemed like I was especially fortunate when there were no cameras around… Or maybe I was just better off when I was hunting and foraging for the well-being of someone else, someone that I actually cared deeply for—and not just trying to show off for the sake of my own vanity.  
 
    I noticed a small gap in the wind-blocking wall of our shelter. I couldn’t just leave her with a big gap in the wall. It explained the cool breeze I was feeling the night before. It would be more than just a cool breeze if I didn’t put some effort into fixing it now. So I went into the woods and tried to find a number of branches to fill the gap. I found some scraggly roots to tie the branches up, and then I had the idea to reenforce the wall with a second layer; it was going to use up a lot of energy, but now that I was leaving, I could use my energy up without worrying. So I collected more branches and more roots, making a large pile while Hannah was still out. I spent some time tying the branches up, building up that second layer to further insulate that sleeping shelter. Then I remembered that I was supposed to be doing an exit interview. A whole hour had passed. I looked around and noticed the cameraman filming me. The producer was standing behind him. 
 
    “Are you ready for my interview?” I asked. 
 
    “Well are you tapping or not?” the producer said from behind the cameraman.  
 
    “I am,” I said. “It’s the best thing for everyone.” Then something tingled inside of me. I still had a bit of energy left. I could still leave Hannah with a bit more of an advantage. “Just let me grab a few more pieces of firewood.” I went into the woods to collect more firewood for Hannah, to make sure her first night alone was warm and comfortable. Then I saw a snake slither by, and I thought about all of the nutrients it would provide the beautiful trans survivalist. I ran after the snake. It was slow. I had no idea what kind of snake it was, but I knew how to kill it from watching many episodes of that show. I used a branch to pin it, and while it was thrashing, I chopped off its head. I knew not to touch that head—snakes can apparently still bite for a long time after decapitation.  
 
    My heart soared and my body filled with a sudden surge of energy. I held the snake up. “I got one!” I said to nobody. The cameraman moved in for a closeup. 
 
    I brought the snake back to the camp and I hung it up high where it was safe from rodents. “Where is Hannah?” I said. 
 
    “She went out for a walk,” my producer said.  
 
    “I’ll just wait until she gets back before I leave,” I said. “I just want to make sure an animal doesn’t get the snake.”  
 
    “Why don’t you cook it and eat some of it?” the producer asked. 
 
    “It’s for her—not for me. I’ll eat later, when we’re back in Panama City.”  
 
    “You don’t just want to stay here?” he said.  
 
    “No—I told you—I’m not supposed to be here. I lied. I’m not a survivalist. I don’t want to drag everyone down.” 
 
    He stared at me strangely, and I knew why. I was having a good day. I had a good string of luck and I’d provided a ton for my partner. In that moment, I probably looked like a perfectly fine survivalist. I probably seemed like someone who might thrive in a survival situation. But was it just luck? Was it an actual skill that I was developing? Or was it just the desire to provide for Hannah overwhelming my lack of ability?  
 
    “Why are you still here?” I heard her voice say. I turned around and saw her behind me. She was carrying a small stack of dry branches.  
 
    “I was waiting for you,” I said. “I caught you a snake and didn’t want an animal to grab it before you got back.” I stood up and nearly fell over. My lack of energy was finally catching up with me. I felt faint and lightheaded, so I reached out and grabbed onto a nearby tree. “Now that you’re back, I’ll get going.” I turned to face the producer. “Let’s do that exit interview now.” I didn’t want to look back at Hannah. I wanted to hold her so badly. I wanted to feel her soft, warm skin. I wanted to kiss her lips and I wanted to grab onto her long, thick cock. Leaving was going to be hard. I found myself wondering if she would ever talk to me again—probably not for the first few months, but maybe in time she would come to realize that my exit helped her to win the challenge.  
 
    The cameraman kept filming and the producer said nothing.  
 
    “Well?” I said. “Go get whatever you need for the interview. I’m ready to go.” 
 
    There was another long silence as they ignored me. 
 
    “This isn’t funny,” I said. “I want out. We’re wasting Hannah’s day now. She has a lot to do here.” 
 
    “Tell us again why you want to go,” the producer said. 
 
    “Because I’m a liar!” I said. “I’m not a survivalist. I don’t know how to build shelters or fires, and I don’t know how to hunt or fish. I’m not meant to be here. Hannah’s waited years to be on this show and I’m just here ruining it for her.” 
 
    “But you’re not,” she said behind me. I was still too ashamed to face her again. “I was feeling so weak this morning, and then you brought all of this. Look at all of this—between what I already ate and what’s here—it’s more than enough for both of us.”  
 
    I slowly turned to face her. I looked at the dangling snake, which now seemed bigger than before. I looked down at the fish skeleton, which I knew I could use to catch another small animal. “I just got lucky with that stuff,” I said. 
 
    “What about this shelter?” she said. “You fixed the wall. That’s going to make a huge difference. And look at all this firewood. What can a survivalist do that you haven’t done?”  
 
    “I—I don’t know. I just got lucky, I guess.” 
 
    “That’s half of it: luck. Sure, there are techniques that some people know that are a huge help, but you already know some of them. None of that really matters though. I don’t care if I have to find the food and split it with you. There’s more to surviving than just eating and being warm. People are meant to be together. Part of the challenge is mental, and you’ve helped me keep my sanity for the few days I’ve been here.” 
 
    It was true. Since she showed up, I felt far more stable than before. I felt comfortable—too comfortable, and not just because she was providing for me. Instead of dreading cold, rainy nights, I found myself looking forward to the opportunity to cuddle. I was hoping for a long rainy day so that I could have the excuse to sit in the shelter and talk with her all day.  
 
    Maybe I was providing more than I realized—and not just the food and firewood I managed to find that morning. “I guess I can probably stay for a little bit longer,” I said.  
 
    I watched a smile grow on her face. She really was excited that I was staying, and that filled my heart with a special kind of joy. “Sit down,” she said. “Let’s split this snake, and get a few grubs in you.” 
 
    I took a seat and she sat down next to me, pressing her body against mine. She handed me a grub, which I ate without chewing. It was pretty gross, but I felt the effects within minutes. I started feeling stronger and more awake. I ate another one, even though I caught them for her, and then I had another. She cooked up the snake, and then I ate half of that as well. I felt invigorated. I felt like I had a new opportunity to provide for a beautiful woman—and this time it wasn’t just because I thought it would get her to put out. This time, it was because I cared for her and I wanted her to succeed even more than I wanted to succeed. “I’m going to go and find some dinner,” I said after swallowing my last bite.  
 
    “No,” she said. “You stay here and rest and tend to the fire. I’ll go find some food.” Normally, the thought of letting my woman go out and provide for me would have killed me. But now, I was happy to share the load and let her take charge. I knew that I would get more opportunities to provide for her. Now, she had the energy and the motivation to make a big difference for the both of us.  
 
    I watched her cute butt bounce as she left our camp, and then I turned to see the camera pointed in my direction. “Are you glad you stayed?” the producer asked. 
 
    “Sure,” I said. “As long as I’m helping, I’m happy to stay.”  
 
    “So you’re not tapping, right?” he said. 
 
    “No. Not unless she taps—then I’ll go with her.” 
 
    He laughed. “What if she taps a day before the end of the challenge? Surely you’ll stay that extra day just to be able to say you won Survival Situation.” 
 
    “I would leave with her,” I said. “To be honest, I don’t care about this show. I don’t care how you make me look, or how I make myself look. I just care about her. I’m going to make sure that she makes it to the end—and if she doesn’t, I’m going to tag along with her wherever she ends up—if she’ll let me.” I smiled. “I hope she lets me.”  
 
    I looked around and saw things that could have been done. I saw a small fence that needed to be finished, to keep the critters out of our camp at night. It was a big project, but it could wait for another day. Hannah wanted me to rest, and I didn’t want to let her down. Part of surviving is taking care of yourself, after all.  
 
    So I conserved my energy and ate a decent dinner: another snake that Hannah managed to spear while out in the jungle. Hers was bigger than mine, but I didn’t mind. It was delicious and we both had full stomachs after the crew left for the night. 
 
    “You feeling energized?” she asked me. 
 
    “More than ever before,” I said. 
 
    She smiled. “Good. You’ll need it for tonight.” She leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. Then she grabbed my hand, gently pulling me away from our camp where all of the cameras were set up. We weren’t supposed to leave the camp at night, so that the production could record everything. But we were off to do something that couldn’t be aired on television anyway. 
 
    We found a cozy little spot in the woods. She pushed down on my shoulders, making me drop to my knees. Her cock was already half erect—her foreskin pulled back and her veins throbbing. I let it into my mouth and pressed my lips firmly around her girth. She sunk her fingers into my hair and pulled my head into her crotch. I began to suck.  
 
    “Suck a few more milligrams of protein out of me,” she said with a small giggle. “Then you can do what you want to me. You earned it.”  
 
    I kept sucking, getting her hard quickly. I loved the feeling of her blunt, hard tip pressing against the roof of my mouth. I sucked and bobbed my head quickly, loving every second as she inched closer and closer to her climax. I tickled her tip with the tip of my tongue, and then I slipped a finger into her asshole, just to make it feel a little bit better for her. I knew she was about to come when her moaning turned into squirming and screaming. 
 
    I gripped her shaft tight and I opened my mouth wide, getting the biggest cumshot I’d ever seen, right on my tongue. I swallowed all of it, then I stood up and turned her around, pressing her against a palm tree. I kicked her legs apart so that they were nice and wide, and then I pushed my tip into her puckering asshole. She moaned loudly as I sunk deep. I reached around with both hands to squeeze her beautiful breasts. “Don’t try to leave me again,” she said, looking over her shoulder at me. 
 
    “I won’t,” I said. 
 
    “Even if this is all you provide for me—this is more than enough,” she said. We kissed and then I penetrated her with the rest of my cock. She screamed out: a euphoric noise. I began to pump, holding her petite body firmly with both of my hands. I pumped hard and fast, knowing I wasn’t going to last long. If I wasn’t going to last long, then I could at least give her a good, hard fucking.  
 
    Her bum rippled as I slammed my pelvis against it. Her legs began to wobble and her cock stood back up, pointing straight up at her perfect breasts. I reached down and squeezed it, feeling her pulsing veins. I gently slid my hand up and down, feeling every inch of her perfect penis, and that was enough to make me orgasm. I came deep in her ass with a euphoric orgasm, and then I pulled out, spread her cheeks using both hands, and I watched the cum pour out, down her beautiful thighs.  
 
    She reached down and scooped some of my cum using two fingers. She tasted it and giggled. “Can’t miss out of the nutrients,” she said. 
 
    I laughed with her. We made a good couple. I had a feeling that we were going to do just fine.  
 
    THE END 
 
    

  

 
   
    STUDYING HER 
 
    Kurt is a devoted scientist. He just got a new gig, doing a study that compares trans women with cis men—physically, mentally, and intimately. It’s his job to run all of the tests and conduct all of the exams: measurements, fluid samples, stimulation response, and more. One of his duties is to hook the subjects up to a machine, which logs all of the vitals as it stimulates the subject to a messy finale.  
 
    It’s a straight-forward gig, until Kurt starts to see one of the study’s trans girls as more than just a test subject.  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER I 
 
    Wrapping up that old contract was a strange feeling. We were done studying Alzheimer's patients, after twelve long years of studying Alzheimer’s patients. “You can pack up all those old case files,” my boss told me. I looked at the bookshelf next to my desk. Aside from my small binder of contacts, every single binder in that bookshelf was case files.  
 
    It took three hours to pack those binders into boxes and haul them to the front door. I wasn’t ready to load them into my car just yet. “You’re taking those home?” said Peter, the guy who started as my lab assistant ten years earlier, and was now a proper and respected scientist.  
 
    “I guess so,” I said. 
 
    “Why? We don’t need them anymore. The study is over. Just throw them out.”  
 
    But I couldn’t just throw the case files out, even though we had digital backups of everything. It just seemed strange. It was every bit of work I’d done in over a decade… But I didn’t need it anymore. I was never going to look through those binders. Peter was right: the study was over and it was time to move onto something new.  
 
    I already had a new contract with a lab in the same building. Peter had a contract on the same job. Our other partners weren’t so lucky: out of work and still looking for new contracts. Even my boss was going to be officially unemployed once that day was over. He asked me if there were any spots at my new gig. I told him that I had no idea. It was strange to think that the guy who served as my boss for over a decade was now asking me for work. 
 
    “It’s going to be weird,” he said to me, “not coming into this place. I’ve spent nearly every day here for twelve years.” 
 
    “Studies end,” I said. “They can’t go on forever. We made our conclusions and now it’s time to find new things to make conclusions about.” 
 
    “I know,” he said. And then it looked like he was about to cry. He wiped his eye and laughed. “Well, it was nice working with you.” 
 
    “It was nice working with you too,” I said. I looked around the lab, which was now emptier than ever before. A part of me was relieved. It was depressing seeing Alzheimer’s patients every day. It was sad bringing in their family members and watching as they failed to recognize them. It was always awkward, being so clinical about something that was so personal and real. We watched people crying almost every day. And in twelve years, we even had a few people pass away in our lab: all old people, except for one younger man who was experiencing early onset Alzheimer's. He took his own life in our staff bathroom. It wasn’t always an easy gig. 
 
    But I also made a number of great friends in that lab. I made so many meaningful connections, and now I was leaving most of them behind. Maybe I would see a few of them from time to time, but I knew that most of them would just become nothing more than names on a long list of ‘Facebook Friends’.  
 
    Peter and I were headed upstairs, to a new lab. The new study came with better pay, more equipment, and more media attention. We were going to be studying transgender people: their physical and mental attributes. The goal of the new study was to prove whether or not there were clear and consistent biological differences between biological women and transgender women. The study was being funded largely by the government, and largely by a left-wing political organization. I didn’t care where the money came from—I just enjoyed the process of finding answers, like we did with our Alzheimer’s study.  
 
    Our Alzheimer’s study was actually somewhat famous. We discovered a genetic disorder that was linked to the terrible illness, and that disorder was easily spottable on a regular brain scan. Our papers were published all over the world, in thirty-two different languages. I didn’t even know that there were thirty-two different languages. No, we never figured out how to cure the disease, but we brought the world a tiny bit closer to understanding it.  
 
    I was hoping we could do the same with the new study: come a little bit closer to understanding the transgender phenomenon. Our new donors desperately wanted us to find clear biological differences between biological men and transgender women—differences that weren’t just the ordinary differences found in straight and gay men—but I was more interested in finding the truth: whether there were differences or not. The result didn’t matter to me. I only cared about the science.  
 
    When that day ended, I found myself at the doorway with Peter. “I guess this is goodbye, Kurt,” he said with a smirk. 
 
    “Until tomorrow,” I said with a smirk of my own.  
 
    We both nodded and shook hands, and then we parted ways. I was parked in the back and he was parked out front.  
 
    I drove home with my twelve heavy boxes of case file binders. I spent the rest of the night unpacking them into my storage shed, which I hadn’t opened in six years. I went to bed feeling satisfied with my work, but conflicted now that it was over. “Tomorrow is the start of a new chapter,” I said, trying to force myself to feel happy. And I had no idea just how right I was.  
 
    The new lab looked almost identical to the one downstairs. I’d never been on that floor before, but I knew the layout perfectly, because it was the same: bathrooms in the same place, offices in the same corner, kitchenette against the same wall. “This will be your office,” my new boss said to me, pointing to the spot where my previous office was, a few floors below.  
 
    “Sounds good. I’ll get set up,” I said. 
 
    “We have our first subjects coming in this afternoon,” she said to me. My new boss was a woman, which was strange to me because I had previously worked in a lab filled exclusively with men. She had short, white hair, even though she was probably only a few years older than me—maybe forty-five at most. “One man and one woman. We’ll start with the questionnaires—there’s a copy of the questionnaires in the binder on your new desk. We’ll be doing physicals tomorrow.” 
 
    “Sounds good,” I said. 
 
    So I went into my office and scanned around. I didn’t like the way it was set up. The bookshelf was a few feet away from where it should have been. The desk was pushed back, almost against the wall. The blinds were drawn halfway down the windows—and I liked them being open fully. I never touched the blinds in my last office.  
 
    So I got to work, moving things around, making everything just how I liked it. I spent a good amount of time nudging that bookshelf until it looked to be in just the right spot. Then I started to tinker with the blinds, making sure they were drawn to the exact spot.  
 
    Then, my new, short-haired boss stepped into the room. “What are you doing?” she said. 
 
    “I’m just rearranging some things,” I said. 
 
    “You’ve been in here for almost three hours,” she said with narrowed eyes. “It looks exactly the same.” 
 
    I looked over at the clock, which was a few inches away from where it was supposed to be. It really had been a few hours. “Sorry,” I said. “But it doesn’t look the same in here. See the bookshelf? It’s where it’s supposed to be now.” 
 
    She stared at me with a blank expression for a long moment before shaking her head. “Well, our subjects are here now, waiting to see you. Peter already went through the release forms and the NDAs with them.”  
 
    “Oh. Okay,” I said. I was hoping to look through the questionnaire before meeting our first subjects, but it didn’t really matter too much. I straightened my lab coat and picked up the binder before stepping out. I looked around and saw nobody. That space was bigger than I was used to, with more little rooms, and filled with more lab equipment. I didn’t like that I had to take more steps than I was used to in order to get to our exam room—not that it was exhausting, it was just more steps than I was used to. 
 
    I stopped halfway and looked around, feeling unsettled by the large space. I started thinking about asking my boss if we could move downstairs, into the lab where we did the Alzheimer’s research. Or maybe I just needed to get used to this space. I looked down at my feet and noticed that the tiles on the floor were light grey and not white. I liked the white. It was brighter and it looked cleaner. The grey was somehow off-putting. It looked old and uninviting.  
 
    “Is everything okay?” a female voice said beside me. 
 
    I looked up and looked over. There was a woman in a red dress standing ten feet away. She was holding a coffee and staring at me. Was she one of my co-workers? I’d already noticed that this new lab was much more ‘relaxed’ than what I was used to. My boss was wearing a T-shirt and jeans, and I’d noticed a few other researchers buzzing around in casual wear, as if we weren’t at a research laboratory. I didn’t like that casual look—it seemed unprofessional. What if someone from the grant department came by? It certainly wouldn’t look good to the people cutting the cheques. 
 
    “Sorry—are you okay?” she said. 
 
    And then I finally answered her. “I’m fine,” I said. I looked down at her dress again. She was showing cleavage—not a lot, but too much for a professional setting. “Your breasts are out,” I said. “Do you really think that’s appropriate for the workplace?” I knew that there was a chance that she was above me on the ladder, meaning she could fire me—but I felt like it had to be said. Someone had to crack down on making that workplace into a proper lab.  
 
    She looked down at her dress and her cheeks quickly turned red. “I’m sorry. They told me to wear whatever. This is what I was wearing.” 
 
    “Who told you that?” I said.  
 
    “Amanda,” she said. 
 
    Amanda was my new boss. Why was she telling staff to wear ‘whatever’? I bit down on my tongue. “I guess I’ll have to talk to Amanda then,” I said.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said.  
 
    “Just don’t let any of the subjects see you like that,” I said. 
 
    “Subjects?” she said. She was a bit ditsy—not like any scientific researcher I’d ever come across. She seemed to be more concerned with her appearance, judging by her makeup. She shouldn’t have even been wearing makeup—it was inappropriate. Sure, she looked cute. She had a nice body and a pretty face—but it wasn’t a singles mixer, it was a laboratory, and we were doing serious research. I didn’t need to see her sexy legs or her plump breasts. I needed to see her in a lab coat, ready to take notes.  
 
    I narrowed my eyes. “Are you on the right floor? This is the transgender study.” 
 
    She smiled and nodded her head. “Yes. I think I am the subject.”  
 
    And then my heart fizzled down into my stomach. A felt my cheeks turning red as I forced a smile. “You’re the subject?” I said. “Why aren’t you in the exam room.” 
 
    “I was in there for forty minutes,” she said. “I needed to stretch my legs.”  
 
    “I’m terribly sorry,” I said. “I was just coming to see you. You really shouldn’t be walking around here. This is a sterile environment. I mean—not right now—but it will be… normally. This is a lab.” I cleared my throat. She was right: patients could wear whatever they wanted to wear, and were encouraged to come as they normally were. We wanted to get a clear idea of how these people functioned: mentally and physically. “I’ll see you in the exam room.”  
 
    I brought the girl in the red dress into the exam room. I opened up my questionnaire and took a minute to read quietly through the questions. Then I looked up at her. She was smiling. Her red lipstick matched her red dress. “Do you normally dress like this?” I asked. Further down the questionnaire (which had three hundred questions), there were questions about clothes. I decided to start there first, seeing as it seemed timely relevant.  
 
    “I do,” she said. “But maybe I should stop—based on your reaction.” 
 
    “No, don’t do that,” I said. “That would interfere with the research.” 
 
    “But you said my breasts were out,” she said. 
 
    “They aren’t out,” I said, feeling that redness returning again. “I just meant—for a lab—I thought you were an employee. I mean—they look fine. They’re a little bit out, but that’s normal for casual circumstances. I wouldn’t change your breasts. Your breasts look fine. I can barely see them.”  
 
    Now she was blushing. She gently pulled up the top of her dress, to cover a bit more of her cleavage.  
 
    “Next question,” I said. I cleared my throat. “What’s your name?” 
 
    “It’s Patti,” she said. “Patti Marchand.”  
 
    “Okay, Patti,” I said, clearing my throat again. “And what was your name before it was Patti.” I thought that it was a weird question to include on the questionnaire. I tried to figure out what it meant as I was asking it. 
 
    “It was Matt,” she said. “Matt Marchand.” And that’s when I remembered that I was talking with a transgender: a girl who used to be a boy.  
 
    I felt a coldness tickling my back. I looked up and forced a smile, now feeling even more awkward about staring at her breasts.  
 
    I kept asking my questions, keeping my head down to hide my flustered embarrassment. I was used to speaking with the elderly. With old people, asking questions always felt so clinical. But now, it was different. She was roughly my own age—maybe even a bit younger. She was smiling and giggling and not dying from a terrible disease. It was something I needed to get used to.  
 
    As I looked back down at my questionnaire, it occurred to me that I was going to be doing physical exams of the subjects—not that day, but soon. If I couldn’t even sort myself out for some questions, how was I going to examine the girl’s naked body? 
 
    I kept going with the questions, trying to get used to being around a new kind of subject. It was going well, asking about her childhood and her parents, and then came the sex questions. “Are you sexually active?” I asked. 
 
    She gently bit her bottom lip. “I suppose so,” she said. 
 
    “What does that mean? Why do you suppose so?” 
 
    “Well, I have sex from time to time,” she said. “I’m single now, so it’s been a while.”  
 
    I stared at her and she stared at me. I looked back down at my questionnaire and my heart skipped a beat at the sight of the next question. I looked back up at her. “Are you still… intact?” 
 
    “Do I still have my penis?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded my head, trying hard not to turn red. It seemed like such an invasive question.  
 
    “I do,” she said. 
 
    I looked back down and saw the follow-up question. My fingers began to feel cold. “And does it work normally?” 
 
    “It works fine,” she said. 
 
    I cleared my throat again. There were a lot of sex-related questions. “And when you’re with a partner, are you the submissive one, or the dominant one?” I asked. 
 
    “Are you asking if I’m a top or a bottom?” she said. 
 
    “I don’t know what that means,” I said. 
 
    She giggled and covered her lips with her fingers. “I’m submissive,” she said.  
 
    I nodded my head slowly, not even really sure what that meant—or how she knew how to answer it so easily. I wasn’t into porn or sex. I’d had sex twice before, with very vanilla women. I enjoyed both times, but I wasn’t ready to make my life revolve around intercourse.  
 
    I kept going with the questions. “How many sexual partners have you had?” 
 
    She stared at me for a long moment. “I’m not sure.” 
 
    “Why aren’t you sure?” I said. 
 
    “I don’t know. I don’t count. Should I be counting? Do you count?” 
 
    I felt my face turning red all over again. How could I not count to two? How high was her number? “If you had to make a guess…” 
 
    “Maybe fifty or sixty,” she said. 
 
    Now my tongue felt numb. “Do you have any STIs?” 
 
    She shook her head. “No, I was tested two months ago and haven’t had sex since then. I’m clean.”  
 
    I cleared my throat. “Okay. And these were… men?” 
 
    “Mostly men. Some women. Some trans women, like me.”  
 
    I felt like I was frozen in my chair. “And most of these… people—they inserted their penises into your body?” 
 
    “Most of them, yes,” she said. 
 
    “But with some, you inserted your penis into their body?” Now I could feel that I was turning white. I didn’t like talking about sex, and now I was beginning to realize that it was my job to talk about sex.  
 
    “I inserted my penis into most of them as well,” she said, covering her mouth and giggling as if it was a funny little fact.  
 
    I looked back down at my questionnaire. I saw the next question. I cleared my throat once more. “Have you ever had sex with a group?” 
 
    “Sure,” she said. 
 
    My skin tingled. “How many people?” 
 
    She forced a smile and bit her bottom lip. “Five was the most.”  
 
    “Five including yourself?” 
 
    She shook her head. “Six including myself.”  
 
    “And all these men… inserted their penises into you?” I said. 
 
    “Yes,” she said. “Sometimes two at once.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said, standing up. “I will be right back. I need to ask my boss something.”  
 
    “Is everything okay?” Patti asked. 
 
    “Everything is fine,” I said with a big, fake smile. Then I turned and left the room. My forehead was glistening with sweat. My heart was pounding. I looked around the lab and spotted Amanda. I stormed over to her. “What is with these questions?” I said before she even had a chance to look up at me. 
 
    “What’s wrong with them?” she said. 
 
    “They’re disgusting. They’re all about sex. What do these details have to do with anything?”  
 
    “It’s a comparative analysis,” she said. “We need to compare everything with our trans subjects and our cis subjects. Sexual history is important.”  
 
    “Why?” I said. 
 
    “What do you mean, why? We can assess how likely a person is to put themselves at risk based on certain aspects of sexual history. We can also know how open someone is—how willing they would be to try new things. There may be a correlation there with personality type. Kurt, you’re a smart guy, I’m sure you can figure out a thousand reasons why we might ask about sexual history. Why are you getting so weird about it? It’s science. It’s not personal.”  
 
    I took a deep breath. Amanda was making a lot of sense, even though she was wearing a T-shirt and jeans. I bit down on my tongue and forced a smile. “Okay. I just wanted to make sure we were clear on the reasoning here.” I still wasn’t looking forward to asking more people the same set of questions. Luckily, with Patti, I was almost finished with the sexual history portion of the questionnaire.  
 
    I only had a few questions left. “Do you prefer to be with men or women—or other?” I said. 
 
    “I like to be with men,” Patti said. “But I guess I’m bisexual, so I like to be with girls too. But I prefer men.”  
 
    “Can you describe your ideal partner?” I said. 
 
    “Sexually?” she said. 
 
    I nodded my head. 
 
    “Well, I’m pretty open,” she said. “But to be honest, I prefer men with larger cocks. I mean penises. Sorry, I didn’t mean to be vulgar.”  
 
    “Okay,” I said, trying to remain professional, even though it was starting to feel like I was doing a casting call for a porno movie, and not a proper scientific study.  
 
    “And finally for this section, when you’re with men, do you use protection?”  
 
    “Sometimes,” she said. “Sometimes, if I’m sure they’re clean, then I’ll let men come inside of me.”  
 
    “Let’s move on,” I said. “How old were you when you started transitioning.” 
 
    “I was eighteen,” she said. The rest of the questionnaire was relatively harmless. I asked about criminal history, school history, closeness with family, closeness with friends. It was an exhausting questionnaire, which took almost two hours to complete. “Finally, what is your profession now?” 
 
    “I manage a cafe,” she said. 
 
    I let out a deep breath of air, relieved the questionnaire was over.  
 
    “Thank you for your time. We’ll see you tomorrow for the next part of the study.” 
 
    “Thank you,” she said, smiling as she stood up. I have to admit that my gaze went down to her chest for a moment as her breasts wobbled and bounced before settling. She had nice breasts—even though they were implants (she confirmed in the questionnaire). I was going to be looking at those breasts the next day. If I couldn’t handle some questions, how was I going to handle a young, naked female body? 
 
    Next, I saw a straight man. I asked him all the same questions, but none of his answers made me terribly uncomfortable. He’d never been with multiple partners at the same time, and he could count his sexual relationships. I was finished with his questionnaire in forty-five minutes. I spent the rest of that day plugging all of my subjects’ responses into the new system. I had to come up with ‘tags’ to sort the answers, knowing that I would be seeing hundreds of men and trans women over the next few years.  
 
    Amanda came into my office near the end of the day. “Did you eat lunch?” she asked. 
 
    “No,” I said. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “I want to get all of this into the system,” I said. 
 
    “Are you trying to impress me?” she said. 
 
    I looked up at her strangely. “No. Why would I do that?” I said.  
 
    “You’ve been working non-stop since this morning.”  
 
    “Of course,” I said. “It’s my job.”  
 
    “Well don’t forget that you’re a human—not a robot. Take a break every now and then. Relax a little bit. It’s important that you enjoy your job here.” 
 
    I kept staring at her. “I do enjoy my job,” I said. “That’s why I’m plugging in all of this data.”  
 
    She stopped smiling and nodded her head, possibly realizing that I was autistic. “Okay, Sure thing, Kurt. You do you. I’m taking off for the day. I’ll see you tomorrow.” She stepped out of my office.  
 
    I looked back at my screen and continued putting in the information. It was 11:15 PM when I finished with the forty-six-page document.  
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Amanda came into my office early the next morning. “What time did you get here at?” she asked. 
 
    “Six,” I said. 
 
    “Office hours aren’t until eight,” she said. 
 
    I looked up at her. “I wasn’t hired to work office hours,” I said. “I was hired to seek conclusions for the study. The hours are irrelevant.” 
 
    “I’m getting the feeling that you don’t like me, Kurt,” she said.  
 
    “I don’t not like you,” I said. “I don’t even know you. I’m not here to pass judgements.” 
 
    “I just want to make sure that you’re taking care of yourself. If you’re tired and stressed out and overworked, the quality of your work will suffer. Sure, the hours are flexible, but you need to make sure that you aren’t overdoing it.”  
 
    “I’m perfectly fine. It’s low intensity work. I’ve been doing this for over a decade.”  
 
    “Just take care of yourself, Kurt. Your subject will be in the exam room in an hour.”  
 
    “I know,” I said. And then I kept working, still trying to create tags that I could easily search and assign to new subjects. It was my job to find correlation, so I needed a tight system that could detect correlation once I had hundreds of subjects logged into my computer.  
 
    I kept plugging away. Then Amanda came back in. “Kurt?” she said. 
 
    “I told you that I’ll take a break when I need one,” I said, trying not to snap. Why didn’t she want me to work? Why would she hire someone so that they could rest and relax? This wasn’t about a paycheque—it was about results.  
 
    “Your subject has been waiting for twenty minutes. He’s ready for you,” she said. 
 
    I looked at the clock. I’d lost track of time. I jumped up and grabbed my tools. “I’ll go see him now.” 
 
    First, I had to do a physical for my previous day’s male subject. I had him remove his clothes and then I inspected him It was not fun doing the rectal examination. But we had to see if there were any physical biological differences between the average man and the average trans woman—so it had to be done. I measured the man’s arms, his legs, his major muscle groups, his hips, his feet, and then his penis. I looked at my notes and saw that I was supposed to get a measurement of his penis flaccid as well as aroused.  
 
    “Sir, can you get an erection for me?” I said. 
 
    He looked horrified. “For what?” he said. 
 
    “Measurements,” I said. I also had to test the ‘hardness’ of his erection, using a special tool that looked a bit like a clamp.  
 
    I provided him with the pornography options that were available in the exam room, and then I waited as he tried to get himself aroused behind a curtain.  
 
    It took him a few minutes. He came out with a hand covering his erection. “It’s just clinical, sir. There’s no reason to be embarrassed.” But it was embarrassing, measuring the length and girth of his erection, and then tightening the clamp on his shaft was weird too.  
 
    “Are my numbers at least average?” he asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. You’re my first subject.” I noted his numbers. “You can stop being erect now.”  
 
    The rest of the exam was less weird. I was finished within thirty minutes, and then I went back to my office to plug in all of the numbers. It was a long process, sorting all of that information—but I knew it would get easier once my system was established.  
 
    “Your next subject is here,” Amanda said, poking her head into my office. So I grabbed my tools and my notebook and my binder, and then I went to the exam room. 
 
    Patti was sitting there, this time in a sweater and jeans. “I tried to dress more appropriately for you today,” she said with a smile. 
 
    “Well it doesn’t matter; I’m going to ask you to take everything off.” 
 
    “Everything?” she said. 
 
    “I need to do a full exam. It was on your release form.”  
 
    “Okay,” she said. She slipped off the exam table and then reached for the base of her sweater. She pulled it over her head as I placed the tools down on my little counter. “It shouldn’t take more than an hour,” I said. I turned to her and saw her breasts. They sure looked real—not at all like implants. She bent over and tugged her jeans down, revealing her black lacy thong. Her black lacy bra was already hanging over the exam chair. My heart skipped a beat and I reminded myself that it was just clinical.  
 
    I took a deep breath and forced a smile. “We’ll start with measurements,” I said.  
 
    “Want my panties off?” she said. 
 
    I hesitated. “Everything,” I said. She slipped them down, exposing her long, flaccid cock. It was much bigger than I was expecting: a good three inches longer than the man I saw earlier. I was amazed that she was able to keep it hidden.  
 
    I measured her arms and legs and main muscle groups, and then I measured the circumference of her head and I tested the density of her muscles. I was saving the worst for last.  
 
    I went to measure her thighs, wrapping my tape measure all the way around. My hand accidentally grazed her member. Her long dangling snake twitched, making me pause. I didn’t think much of it until a minute later, when I noticed it twitching again. I looked at her tip and saw that the head of her penis was beginning to push through her foreskin. “Are you aroused right now?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said. “You just touched it a few times. I can’t really help it.” She didn’t sound too embarrassed, which was interesting and worth noting down. A normal person would be embarrassed about accidentally becoming aroused in front of a stranger.  
 
    “I need to get a flaccid measurement,” I said.  
 
    She smiled and shrugged her shoulders. “You’ll have to give me a few minutes.” Her cock kept twitching.  
 
    I waited, but it wasn’t getting smaller. Instead, it was pushing longer. “I guess we can do the erect measurement first.” I said. 
 
    “Okay,” she said. Then, before I could direct her to the curtain where we had a stack of pornography magazines, she grabbed her penis and began to gently massage it. She didn’t seem to be shy about getting erect in front of a stranger—even if it meant touching herself. I suppose she’d been with many partners, so maybe her sense of humility was off.  
 
    She tugged herself until her cock was standing tall and pulsing hard. Then she let go and placed her hands down on the exam table in a remarkably calm way.  
 
    She was really big: bigger than me even. I took the tape measure and awkwardly pressed it against her length. I pushed one end down into her pubic bone and stretched the measure to her tip. “Almost twelve inches,” I said. “Wow.” 
 
    “Wow?” she said with a little giggle. 
 
    “I mean—I’m sorry. I don’t know why I said wow.” I grabbed the hardness clamp. 
 
    “What’s that?” she asked. 
 
    “It’s just going to measure how hard your penis is,” I said. I pressed the clamp on her girth and tightened until I got my measurement. She was even harder than the man who came in before her.  
 
    “I just need to inspect it really fast for any abnormalities,” I said. It took a minute to inspect fully. I tried to tilt it down, but it was so hard and upright. I pulled her foreskin down, looking for anything unusual, but it was a perfect penis. The only thing unusual about it was its size.  
 
    I made some notes. “May I ask, for the notes, what exactly made you aroused. I’m supposed to ask which pornography you chose from behind the curtain, but you didn’t use pornography.” 
 
    “I just used my imagination, I guess,” she said with a smile. 
 
    “Can you be more specific. It’s important for the study.” 
 
    Her face started to turn a dark shade of red. “Well,” she said. “I imagined you taking down your pants and, uh, letting me suck you.”  
 
    I froze for a moment. Was I supposed to write that down? I paused and looked down at my notes. I had to write something down. “Okay,” I said.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said with a big smile. 
 
    “It’s fine. Thank you for being honest,” I said. I wrote the note down: ‘Patti imagined performing oral sex on me in order to become aroused.’ “You can become flaccid now,” I said.  
 
    “It will take a few minutes,” she said. She closed her eyes. Then she shook her head and laughed. “I don’t know why I can’t make it go down.”  
 
    “I’ll leave the room for a minute,” I said. I turned and saw her black panties on the counter. My heart fluttered and my legs wobbled. I could smell Patti’s perfume; it was getting into my brain, making me feel awkward and confused. Why was she thinking of me? Was I just the closest man, therefor easy to fantasize about?  
 
    I was happy to be out of the room. The filtered air of the lab gave me a moment to pull myself together. I only had a few more measurements to take. I looked down at my binder, and that’s when I saw the empty space next to ‘rectal exam’. I still had to perform the rectal exam.  
 
    It wasn’t terribly invasive—it involved using a tool to open up the rectum, just to measure the firmness and elasticity. I had a feeling Patti’s rectum was going to be quite loose, seeing as she’d been with multiple partners at the same time before.  
 
    I went back into the room. “Better?” I said. 
 
    She nodded her head. Her cock was once again flaccid. So I took the measurement and jotted down the result. “Just a few more little things,” I said. I saved the worst for last, trying to build up the courage to go through with it. I knew it would get less awkward over time—but I still didn’t want to do it.  
 
    “Are we done?” she said after I finished inspecting the inside of her mouth.  
 
    “One more thing,” I said. “Please place your feet into the stirrups. I have to take a look at your rectum.”  
 
    She blushed and giggled. “Really?” she said. 
 
    “I’m afraid so. It won’t take more than a minute.”  
 
    She put her feet into the stirrups. I turned away while she got comfortable. I had to close my eyes and take a deep breath, so my face wouldn’t be so red. A red face was not a professional face. I turned back to face her. Now, her cock was throbbing again: getting hard on her abdomen. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I guess I just can’t help it. That doesn’t matter, does it?” 
 
    I bit my tongue. “I suppose not,” I said. “I’ll be quick.”  
 
    I put on a new pair of rubber gloves and then I approached the subject. I used my hands to spread her cheeks, to examine her rim. It was surprisingly clean and smooth, considering her partner count. I gently pried her hole open, so I could see inside. Then I grabbed my little tool and inserted it. I gently opened it up, spreading open her butthole and measuring the tightness. It was remarkably tight—even tighter than the man who came in earlier. It was a finding that took me completely by surprise.  
 
    “Do you, uh, do any exercises to keep your rectum… firm?” I said. 
 
    “No,” she said. “Are you saying I’m tight?”  
 
    “I’m just wondering,” I said. “For the study, of course.”  
 
    “No. I go to the gym a couple times a week, but I don’t do any butthole workouts—if that’s what you’re asking.” 
 
    “I’ll make note of it,” I said. I jotted down some notes and then I looked at my subject again. Now, she was fully erect, still with my tool in her anus.  
 
    “Did the sensation of mild penetration make you aroused?” I asked. 
 
    “Sorry—yes, it did,” she said.  
 
    “You become aroused very easily,” I said. “Is that an issue for you at all?”  
 
    “No,” she said. “Most guys like it.” She giggled and I froze. I pulled the tool out from her asshole.  
 
    “Okay, I think we’re done here,” I said. “Thanks for coming in again. We’ll see you tomorrow for the next stage of the study.”  
 
    “What’s tomorrow?” she asked, sitting up. She was still erect, not bothering to cover her giant cock.  
 
    “Let me look,” I said, grabbing my binder. “Samples.”  
 
    “What samples?” she asked. 
 
    “Good question. I should know this.” I looked and saw the chilling answer to her question: saliva, urine, sweat, and semen. There was a note: ‘Be sure to tell subjects not to eat or drink anything twelve hours before examination. Also, tell subjects not to ejaculate twenty-four hours before examination.’  
 
    So I told her. “Nothing to eat or drink. We’ll take a urine sample, and a few other samples. And, uh, don’t ejaculate before tomorrow.”  
 
    “Why not?” she said. 
 
    “So the sample is, uh, rich with an accurate sperm count.” 
 
    “You want me to jerk off here tomorrow?” she asked. 
 
    I stared into her eyes. “Yes.”  
 
    She covered her lips with her hand as she giggled. “Okay. I’ll do my best.” She slipped back into her panties. Her panties did nothing to cover her massive erection. But once she was in her dress, that erection became invisible. She walked over to the door and grabbed the handle. “See you tomorrow then!”  
 
    I was left feeling strange. It was clear to me that Patti wasn’t a very typical girl, and atypical subjects tend to make for lousy studies. Luckily, we had many more subjects lined up.  
 
    That afternoon, I saw three more subjects for preliminary questionaries: two men and one trans woman. The men came in first, and each only took about an hour. Their answers were mostly unsurprising: one of the men had been arrested, and the other had experimented with gay sex in college, but otherwise their responses were ordinary. Then came the trans woman: my second trans woman. 
 
    She was petite, with short black hair, cut into straight bangs. She had a Parisian look about her, with her lips painted dark red, and her eyes covered in plenty of shadow, mascara, and eyeliner. “My name is Grace,” she said.  
 
    “Okay, Grace,” I said. “We’re going to go through a number of questions. I need you to answer them as honestly as you can. The results will all be anonymous.”  
 
    We started going through questions. Her answers were all fairly typical: normal childhood, normal parents, normal friends, normal job—and then we got to the sex questions. “Have you ever been with multiple partners?” I asked. 
 
    Her face turned dark red and she looked down at her feet.  
 
    “Is something wrong?” I asked. 
 
    “No, nothing’s wrong,” she said. She took a deep breath and looked up at me. “This is all anonymous, right?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said. “Just answer honestly. That’s all I care about.”  
 
    “Okay,” she said. She took another deep breath. “I’ve been with multiple partners.” 
 
    “Can you be more specific, if possible?” I jotted down the note. So far, the only two subjects that had been with multiple partners were trans women. Was I seeing a trend or a coincidence? It was too early to know for sure. 
 
    “Well, a year ago, I was at a party, and some guys found out that I was trans,” she said. I didn’t need a whole story, but I wanted her to feel comfortable, so I let her go on. “We went to a bedroom and they asked if I would… you know… suck them.” 
 
    “Perform oral sex on multiple men?” I said. 
 
    “Yes,” she said, turning even redder. 
 
    “How many men?” I said. “Two or three?” 
 
    “Twelve men,” she said. 
 
    I froze and felt a cold surge running up my spine. I looked up at her. “Sorry, did you say twelve?” 
 
    She nodded her head slowly.  
 
    “And this was just oral?” I said.  
 
    “No,” she said. “I mean—it started out as oral, and then it evolved from there. They were on a hockey team together.” 
 
    “I don’t need to know that,” I said. 
 
    “And they took turns with me,” she said. “Sometimes two at a time.” 
 
    I stared at her. “Two in the same hole?” I asked. 
 
    She nodded her head. “I’m sorry—this is so embarrassing.” 
 
    “Don’t be embarrassed. I don’t care,” I said, but it was hard to keep a straight face. “I just want the honest truth for the study. It might seem weird, but it’s important information. Did these men use protection?” 
 
    And again, her face turned even redder. “No,” she said. “They all—you know—came in me.” 
 
    “They ejaculated inside of your body?” I said. 
 
    “Yes.”  
 
    I took a deep breath, trying to stop my face from turning red. I imagined her surrounded by a dozen athletic men. She seemed so small and fragile—how was she even still alive?  
 
    “It’s not like something I do all the time—it was just that one time. They were all curious and I didn’t want to disappoint them.”  
 
    “And did you insert your penis into any of them?” I asked. My voice cracked slightly. 
 
    “No. I don’t do that,” she said. “I’m a bottom.” I’d heard the term twice now.  
 
    “Does that mean that you only take penises in your anus, and you don’t insert your penis into other anuses?” I asked. 
 
    She covered her mouth and began to laugh. “I’m sorry,” she said. “Yes, that’s what it means.”   
 
    I jotted down the note. Then I cleared my throat. “Let’s carry on with the questions.” Luckily, none of her other answers were too off-putting.  
 
    I stuck around the lab late that night, getting all of my new data logged into the system. I knew it would be impossible to get everything logged, but I had to try. I didn’t want to fall behind. If I was going to be getting new data almost every day for the next year, there was a good chance a massive pile of work could stack up and then I would be bottlenecking the entire study. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Amanda came into my office and tapped on my shoulder, waking me up. I sprung up and almost screamed. There was a piece of paper stuck to my face. I pulled it off and looked up at my boss. “This isn’t your apartment, Kurt,” she said. “This is where you work.” 
 
    “I know,” I said.  
 
    “Well you can’t just sleep here,” she said. “If I don’t think you’re getting enough rest, I’m going to start sending you home.”  
 
    “I’m fine, Amanda,” I said. “I’m not doing any harm. I’m getting work done that wouldn’t be getting done otherwise. You should be thanking me.”  
 
    “Well, once again, you’ve kept a subject waiting,” she said. 
 
    “What are you even talking about?” I asked, scratching at the stubble that was now covering my face. It had been a few days since I’d had a moment to shave. It probably wasn’t the most professional look. 
 
    “You have a subject waiting for you in the exam room. She’s been there since nine.” 
 
    I looked up at the clock. It was now 9:30 AM. I sprung up and grabbed my binder. “Right,” I said. “I’m going right now.” I grabbed my little tool kit on the way out of my office, and then I made a quick rip over to the exam room. My brain was foggy and still half asleep. I must have only slept two hours—maybe three if I was lucky. But it was true: I needed to get the work done. I didn’t want to hold up the whole study. I saw my work as my legacy. I couldn’t just become complacent like so many other scientists—including some of my own lab partners, who didn’t end up finding work after our Alzheimer’s study ended. 
 
    I flew through the exam room door and nearly stumbled over a chair that was out of place. After I caught myself, I looked up and saw Patti, sitting patiently on the exam table. Today, she was wearing an orange plaid skirt and a thin white blouse. She had her hair tied into pigtails, giving her an immature look. “Hi, doc,” she said. 
 
    I smiled. “I’m not a doctor,” I said. 
 
    “But you act like one. You have a lot in common.” 
 
    “Not really,” I said. “But never mind that. Let’s go through these questions.” I flipped open my questionnaire binder and said, “What’s your name?” 
 
    “It’s still Patti,” she said with a small giggle.  
 
    “How old are you, Patti?” I said. 
 
    “Did you lose my answers or something?” she said. “We already did this—the other day.” 
 
    I stared at her for a moment before shaking my head. “Right. You’re right. What’s today? The exam? No—you did your exam.” Then I remembered. “Right! The samples.” And then I remembered that I needed a number of samples—including her semen.  
 
    I cleared my throat and forced a smile. “Let’s start with the saliva sample.” So I had her spit into a little vial. Next, I took her over to a small treadmill. “Just jog until you break a small sweat. I just need a little bit.” She wasn’t wearing appropriate footwear, so she ran barefoot. It took ten minutes before she was glistening on her shoulders. I used a small metal tool to gently scrape some sweat into a vial. Then I gave her a small cup to pee into and showed her the way to the bathroom. She came back with surprisingly clear urine—only a tiny bit yellow.  
 
    “What’s next?” she asked.  
 
    “Blood,” I said. So I took a blood sample. She handled the needle well, which was worth noting.  
 
    “Now what?” she said with a big smirk.  
 
    I looked at my list. I only needed the semen sample. “Now,” I said before clearing my throat, “you can go behind that curtain and, uh, ejaculate into a sample container.” I pressed my lips thin. “I’m also going to time you, so please call out when you start and when you’re finished.” I grabbed the stopwatch.  
 
    She went behind the curtain with her little cup. It was a minute before she said, “I’m naked now.”  
 
    “Good,” I said. “Let me know once you’re ready to, uh, masturbate.”  
 
    She giggled. There was a long silence. “Okay, I’m hard. I’m really hard,” she said. The image of her erect cock came into my mind. How could I forget how big it was? And how could I forget how hard it was?  
 
    “Let me know when you begin stroking,” I said. 
 
    “I’m starting now,” she said. I pressed the button on the stopwatch. There was a silence for a minute, and then I heard her let out a moan. “Oh, it feels good.”  
 
    I opened my mouth to say something back, but I couldn’t come up with any words. I bit down on my tongue. Now I could hear her jerking off: the sound of her clenched fist tugging her lubricated cock. It sounded like she used a lot of lubricant. I could even hear the occasional splatter as the lubricant hit the floor.  
 
    “It’s happening,” she said. “I’m coming! Oh God! Here it comes.” She gasped. I pressed the button on the stopwatch. I could hear her cum splattering into the container I gave her. She continued to moan. I looked at the stopwatch: two minutes and sixteen seconds. I noted the number and then she came out with flushed cheeks. She handed me the cup. It was shockingly full: almost to the brim with thick white cream. I didn’t even know it was possible to produce so much come.  
 
    “Thank you so much,” I said. “That’s all I need for today.” 
 
    “What’s tomorrow?” she said.  
 
    “I’m not sure to be honest. I’ll have to check my binder. But you can schedule everything with the girl at the front. I don’t know her name yet—I’ve only said hello to her a few times.” The cup in my hand was warm—almost hot, like a cup of tea. I looked down at the semen again, and I swear I could see her tiny little swimmers moving around in the substance. “But that’s all for today.”  
 
    She smiled and turned away, off to schedule the next part of the study. As I put the cup down on the counter, I noticed there was a drop oozing down the side of the container, and it had gotten on my finger. I stared at it for a moment before rinsing it off.  
 
    A few more subjects came in for their fluid sample testing: all men. None of them left me feeling strange and nervous the way Patti left me feeling. But as a professional, I pushed away those weird feelings and logged all of my data and submitted my samples to the lab intern that was handling sample analysis.  
 
    “Whoa,” he said, looking at Patti’s container. “That’s a lot of cum.” 
 
    I looked at him with narrowed eyes. “Don’t be inappropriate. This is a lab.”  
 
    He stared at me with a white face. “I’m sorry,” he said. “I meant to say semen.”  
 
    “Just run the analysis, will you?”  
 
    I went back to my office to spent another long night logging and sorting data. And once again, I fell asleep at my desk.  
 
    Amanda wasn’t happy. She was sitting across from me when I sat up and rubbed the sleep out of my eyes. “We need to talk about this,” she said. 
 
    I groaned and looked around my office. I couldn’t help but notice that she’d changed my blinds. Now, they were halfway down the windows—but why? Why would she change them? Was she trying to make me mad? “What is it now?” I said. I looked at the clock. It was still before office hours. I hadn’t missed any subjects.  
 
    “You’re so obsessed with appearing professional—well, sleeping at your desk isn’t professional.”  
 
    “What’s the big deal? I get more work done this way. Thanks to me, we aren’t two weeks behind schedule after three days.”  
 
    “Sure, that’s true, but you’re going to burn yourself out, Kurt. You can’t keep doing this.”  
 
    “Don’t tell me what I can and can’t do. If you want me to sleep at home—fine—I’ll go home at night to sleep. But if you’re telling me to work fewer hours, that’s just stupid. You’re paying me the same either way. There’s nothing but benefit to you if I work longer hours.” 
 
    “Don’t calm stupid, Kurt,” she said, clearly biting down on her tongue. 
 
    “I didn’t call you stupid. I said that you’re acting stupid.” 
 
    “Kurt. I don’t know what your deal is, but I’m your boss. You can’t talk to your boss like this. From now on, you work eight hours: eight to five, with an hour break at noon for lunch. Got it?”  
 
    “Whatever,” I said. “It seems like I’m the only person here who actually cares about the study. You all just want a comfortable paycheque. Maybe you should have gone into accounting or carpentry or something.” 
 
    She let out a long sigh. “Maybe,” she said before shaking her head and leaving my office. I spent the next forty minutes fixing my blinds—getting them exactly how I needed them. I knew I wouldn’t be able to focus on anything until those blinds were fixed properly.  
 
    Out my office window, I saw them leading a young woman into the exam room. I looked up at the clock and saw that it was ten. I hadn’t had a chance to look at my schedule yet, but I recognized the girl from the previous day: the girl with the straight bangs. It was time to do her physical exam.  
 
    I grabbed my tools and rushed over to the exam room, before Amanda could get the satisfaction of ‘reminding me’ that I had a subject to inspect. I rushed into the room and said, “Grace, right?” I was almost out of breath from the trek across the large lab. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said. 
 
    “Wonderful,” I said. “Let’s get started. Take off your clothes.” 
 
    She paused and stared at me for a moment. “My clothes?” she said. 
 
    “That’s right. We’re doing your physical, right?” 
 
    “That’s today?” she said. 
 
    I looked down at my binder and found her name. “Yes, that’s right. Today’s your physical exam.” 
 
    “Okay,” she said. “I didn’t realize that when I got dressed this morning.” 
 
    “Is something wrong?” I said. 
 
    “No. I just—I guess it’s a bit embarrassing. I was going to be going on a date later, and I dressed for the date.” She looked normal enough, in a small black dress, wearing a black choker, and big black boots. It was a cute look, but nothing terribly inappropriate. 
 
    “Okay, well it won’t take long. No more than an hour,” I said. 
 
    So she slowly took off her dress, revealing the black lingerie teddy that she was wearing underneath. There was a gap between her legs, for access to her asshole. Apparently, she was going on a hot date later. I pretended not to notice as she took off the tight lingerie.  
 
    Her cock wasn’t as large as Patti’s—it was actually quite small and cute. “Let’s get some measurements,” I said. I started measuring her body. It was a bit difficult to stay focused with the smell of her perfume wafting up my nose. Her hair smelled amazing, as if she came straight from the salon.  
 
    Her body was hairless, save for the hair on her head, her eyebrows, and her lashes. She had skin like a baby: smooth and soft and tight. I got through my easy measurements fast, and then it was time to measure her small penis. It was only two inches flaccid. “Now, if you can, get it erect for me so I can get that measurement too.” 
 
    She took a deep breath before pinching her small cock with her thumb and pointer finger. She jerked it and made it hard. It didn’t get much bigger, but it was still somehow very cute and feminine. It was three inches erect: the smallest penis I’d seen yet.  
 
    But it was amazingly hard, almost like a rock. My tool gave me the hardest measurement I’d seen yet. “You must have good blood flow,” I said, but I don’t know why I said it. “Now we have to do the rectal exam. Put your legs in the stirrups.”  
 
    Her face was dark red and she almost looked like she was about to faint. “Are you okay?” I asked. 
 
    “Huh?” she said, looking at me with glazed eyes. “I’m fine.”  
 
    She put her feet into the stirrups and then I used my fingers to gently pry her butt cheeks apart. I couldn’t believe how tiny and tight her anus was, considering she told me she spent a night with twelve burly hockey players—and some of them went in together. Maybe their cocks were smaller than hers, or maybe her body just managed to firm itself up efficiently.  
 
    She moaned as I gently ran my fingertip around her asshole, looking for any abnormalities. Then I grabbed my tool. “What’s that?” she said with a strangely elated voice. 
 
    “It’s just to measure the tightness and stretchiness of your rectum.” I gently pressed it into her. She was so tight that I had to twist and jam to make it go in. She started moaning.  
 
    “Oh God,” she said. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” I said. 
 
    “Oh God,” she said again, closing her eyes and tilting her head back. Then her small penis erupted, blasting her naked torso with cum.  
 
    I gasped and took a step back. I watched as she unloaded blast after blast, streaking across her smooth skin.  
 
    “I’m so sorry,” she said. 
 
    “No, don’t be sorry,” I said, staring at the oozing white cream. “It’s fine—an interesting reaction, but fine. I’m just going to make note of it in my notebook.”  
 
    She took a deep breath. She reached for a wad of tissues to clean the mess up. Then I went back to the exam. When I pulled the tool out once I was finished, her asshole puckered, as if it was begging me to stick the tool back in. She clearly had a very powerful sex drive. She was easily aroused, and quick to climax. I couldn’t help but wonder if her wanting to be a woman had anything to do with a sexual fetish.  
 
    “I’m so sorry again,” she said. “That was so embarrassing.” 
 
    “It’s fine,” I said. “It doesn’t bother me.” I cleared my throat, trying not to think of the sight of her naked body, covered in semen. “Come back tomorrow for your fluid samples. The intern up front will go over what to expect and whatnot.”  
 
    “Okay. Thank you,” she said, jumping to her feet with dark red cheeks. She clearly was much more humiliated than Patti, who didn’t seem to get embarrassed at all.  
 
    Next, I saw a few men—some for the questionnaire, one for the physical exam, and one for the fluid sample. Again, nothing terribly interesting happened with the men, except for the man who came in to give the samples. He told me that he used the Playboy magazine while he masturbated, but the Playboy magazine didn’t appear to have been touched, while the Hardcore Homosexual magazine had definitely been used. I made note of his little fib in my system, and then I encouraged him to be more honest before he left. He left with a dark red face.  
 
    Then Patti showed up. Instead of meeting me in the exam room, she sauntered into my office. She was wearing denim overalls, cut into short shorts, barely covering her bum. “What are we doing today, doc?” she said. 
 
    “You’re supposed to be waiting in the waiting room,” I said. 
 
    “I wanted to see your office—where you spend all day working. I had an idea in my head—but this is so much more… minimal.”  
 
    “I’ll meet you in the exam room in two minutes,” I said. I wanted to finish logging the data from my previous subject. 
 
    “You don’t want me to hang around?” she said, leaning over my desk with a big smile. 
 
    “No. I can’t be distracted right now. It’s important that I put these numbers into my system correctly. Please.”  
 
    She giggled and then she turned to leave. I finished my task and then I went to meet her in the exam room. I flipped open my binder and looked at her condensed file. 
 
    It was a day that I wasn’t looking forward to—but just one more little thing that I needed to get used to.  
 
    “This study is largely about sexuality,” I said to her. “So obviously, we need to test each subject’s sexual functionality. I’m sure they explained all of this to you when you signed up for the study, right?”  
 
    “More or less,” she said.  
 
    “This is the last step of our study—at least for you. After today, I should have enough data from you—until next month, then we’ll do some more studying. But for now, this will be it.” 
 
    “Just tell me what to do, Doc.”  
 
    “I’m not a doctor,” I said. “But I need you to, uh, get undressed and get up on the exam table—with your legs in the stirrups.”  
 
    She dropped her clothes, and hopped up, without hesitation. She snuggled her feet into the stirrups and said, “I’m ready for it.”  
 
    I opened my new set of tools—tools that I hadn’t used yet. Patti was going to be my first.  
 
    “This may be awkward, and that’s understandable. We’ll that that into account when we crunch our numbers.” 
 
    “Just tell me what to do,” she said. 
 
    “Nothing,” I said. “I’m going to hook you up to our system here, and it will do everything. The system will get all of the measurements we need. Just try to relax, and remember that this is for science. It won’t hurt. I promise.” 
 
    The machine was new. I spent most of the night reading the manual. It was complicated but high tech. It had lots of wires and connectors, so it took a few minutes to get it set up: a few stickers on her head, a few on her chest, a few on her arms, a few on her legs, and then it was time to attach the main part of the machine: the cylinder. The cylinder was about five inches long with a narrow hole in the middle. Once lubricated, it slipped over an erect penis.  
 
    “You need to get erect,” I said. “Do you need me to leave the room for a minute?” 
 
    “No,” she said, grabbing her cock. She began to massage it. “As long as you don’t mind me touching myself.”  
 
    “It’s fine,” I said. I was getting better at being professional in terribly awkward situations. She moaned a little as she stroked herself. Then she let go of a now erect cock. I’d forgotten how enormous she was.  
 
    I cleared my throat and gently slipped the cylinder over her cock. “Now I just need to insert the stimulation rod.”  
 
    “What’s that?” she said. 
 
    I pulled out the curved rubbed tube, which looked a lot like a narrow dildo.  
 
    “Is that a vibrator?” she asked. 
 
    “It’s different,” I said. “It will pulse and stimulate an orgasm while the sensors record your vitals and other important information.”  
 
    “Sounds fun,” she said.  
 
    “It’s clinical,” I said. “But try to relax.” 
 
    I lubricated the stimulation rod and carefully pushed it into her asshole. I made sure it was inserted to the marked spot. I was expecting more resistance from her, but she allowed it to slide in all the way: a full four inches of rod.  
 
    “Now, when I turn this on, you’ll start to feel the buzzing.” 
 
    “I’m ready,” she said with a big smile. She reached and grabbed her breasts with both hands. 
 
    “Please don’t touch your breasts. Try not to stimulate yourself or you’ll offset the numbers.” 
 
    “Oh, okay,” she said, letting go of her breasts. I walked over to the box and I flipped the switch.  
 
    “Just try to relax,” I said. I started jotting down some notes, and then I heard her whimper. I looked up at her and saw that her lips were parted and her eyes were wide. 
 
    She was breathing slowly. “Is everything okay?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes,” she said softly, and then she let out another whimper. “It’s buzzing.”  
 
    “Just try to relax.”  
 
    I could hear it buzzing every few seconds, making her perk up. I could see the cylinder swelling as it recorded the pulse in her cock, much like a blood pressure machine. The machine hummed and buzzed and whirred as I jotted down more notes. Then she moaned louder. “Oh my fucking God,” she said. 
 
    “Does it hurt?” I said. 
 
    She shook her head. “No. It doesn’t hurt,” she said. “It feels good. Oh God.”  
 
    “Just relax,” I said. Numbers came onto my screen. I didn’t know what most of the numbers were—it was still a new system for me. It was interesting, watching her heart rate rise along with the stiffness of her penis. Her brain activity was also quite interesting: speeding up as if she was processing more information than previously possible.  
 
    There was a loud buzz, and then my machine beeped. Patti screamed and the bubble on the end of the cylinder began to fill with cum. “Good,” I said.  
 
    Patti’s face was dark red and her eyes were massively wide. I walked up next to her. “Now you just need to sit still for two minutes while the machine records your vitals. This is very important. This data will be very helpful in our study.”  
 
    “O—Okay,” she said. “I’ve never had an orgasm like that before. It felt so good.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “I’ll make note of that.” 
 
    “No—I mean it. It felt so good. I mean—I missed the rubbing of a real cock, but that orgasm—oh my God! It was like nothing else I’ve ever felt.”  
 
    “Okay, Patti. I’ll make note of that. And let’s try not to say ‘cock’ in a professional laboratory.”  
 
    “I’m sorry.”  
 
    Once the two minutes was up, I disconnected everything, and I put the cylinder and stimulating rod into a box for it to be cleaned.  
 
    “That’s it. You’re done. I’ll see you in a month.”  
 
    “Can’t I come back tomorrow and you can test me again with that thing?” she asked with a big smile. She winked. 
 
    “I’m afraid not,” I said. “But thank you for volunteering yourself for our study.”  
 
    Later that day, I had to use the same machine on a male. It was much more awkward, slipping the cylinder around his erection and sticking the rod into his asshole. Hearing him moan was also quite awkward—and cleaning up was unpleasant—but it was all for a good cause. I had a great feeling that we were going to come up with some fascinating conclusions with the study. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    It was another late night. I fell asleep at my desk again, this time much earlier—even though I had planned to go home, just so I wouldn’t get into trouble with Amanda. I ended up waking up around 2:30 AM, when my phone buzzed on my desk. It was the alarm I set for myself, to tell me when to go home. “Shit,” I mumbled as I pushed myself back from my desk. My back was sore from multiple nights sleeping at a hard wooden desk. 
 
    I stood up and stretched my back. It seemed silly to drive home, sleep for a couple of hours, and then drive back again, when I could just continue sleeping at my desk. But I didn’t need to give Amanda an excuse to put me out of a job. So I grabbed my coat and walked over to my door. 
 
    The lights in the lab were still on. I scanned around the quiet space. It seemed even bigger now that it was completely empty and completely silent. I walked to the exam room, to make sure I had all of my things. One of my binders was still on the counter, so I grabbed it, and then I noticed that the orgasm stimulation machine was still set out on the counter. The intern must have put it there after cleaning it, instead of returning it to my office where it was meant to stay. 
 
    I grabbed it and was about to walk it back to my office—and then I paused. I remembered Patti saying that it was the greatest orgasm she’d ever had. I remembered her dark red face and glowing eyes—and those eyes continued to glow until she left the exam room. Was she lying? Was she just trying to make me feel shy and awkward?  
 
    I stared at the machine. I was curious. I remembered reading about the inventor of LSD, and how he made the invention after testing the drug himself; that’s what brilliant scientists did: they weren’t afraid to use themselves as test subjects.  
 
    Now, I was curious to see what the machine really felt like. I knew myself better than I knew any subject. I was healthy and normal—unless you count the mild form of autism that I was diagnosed with as a teenager. I wanted to see what normal results looked like. So I took off my clothes and started hooking myself up to the machine. I placed all of the wires and stickers on the proper places, and then I fired up the conduit. Then I went to retrieve the stack of pornography, so I could make myself erect.  
 
    I started by flipping through the Playboy. The girls in the magazine were pretty, but they weren’t doing it for me, so I grabbed something more hardcore: Anal Sluts Magazine. It was a bit gross, with pictures of girls spreading their gaping anuses. I couldn’t help but think of all the anuses that I’d clinically inspected over the past week. 
 
    Then, I saw the Trans Love Magazine. I picked it up and flipped to a random page. I paused for a moment as I saw a beautiful, petite blonde with a very tall and hard erection. In the first picture, she was posing on a couch. In the second picture, she was clenching her erection with her small fist. Then, on the next page, another trans woman was bending her over and pressing a long, curved cock into her asshole.  
 
    My heart skipped a beat. Then I looked down and saw that I had an erection. My skin tingled. I was a bit shocked that it took the Trans Love Magazine to get me going—and it really got me going. I was harder than ever, with images of well-hung women in my mind. 
 
    I squirted some lubricant into the cylinder and then I slid it onto my cock. Next, I lubricated the stimulation rod and placed my feet in the stirrups. I gently pressed the rod into my anus. It was a strange sensation. I’d never pressed anything into my butt before, but I needed to do it so I could understand my own study better.  
 
    The rod was cold, which was a bit off-putting, but there was no pain, which was interesting. I was expecting a bit of pain.  
 
    Once the rod was in me and the cylinder was secured around my erection, I reached over and flicked on the machine. At first, nothing happened. I waited. I grabbed the Trans Love Magazine, to keep my erection stiff. Then I flipped to a random page, seeing a picture of a trans woman ejaculating onto the erect cock of another trans woman. The cum was thick, dripping over the edges of the thick member. My cock twitched—and then I felt the first pulse. 
 
    I gasped, dropping the magazine. The stimulation rod only buzzed for a few seconds, but it was enough to make my muscles tense up all over. I looked down and saw the cylinder swelling around my shaft, taking the measurements that it took. But it also felt nice: tight and warm, pressing my tip with just enough pressure to make my legs wobble. 
 
    The rod buzzed again, this time harder. I grabbed onto the sides of the exam table. “Shit,” I mumbled again. Now my skin was tingling all over. The euphoria was strong, and getting stronger. I could see how it produced an orgasm. Somehow, the tip of that rod found the sweet spot in my ass: presumably my prostate gland. It was milking me the way a farmer milks a bull. It buzzed again and I gasped again. Now my heart was pounding. I watched that cylinder swelling even more, then I let my head fall back onto the exam table pillow. Another buzz made me groan, and then the next made me squirm. The pleasure was intense—I couldn’t hold on any longer. 
 
    I came. 
 
    The bubble at the end of the cylinder filled up with my creamy load. I groaned the whole time as the rod buzzed consistently, until there was no more cum inside of me. Then I remained still—not because I was supposed to, but because the orgasm sapped all of the energy out of my body. I looked at that cum-filled bubble and couldn’t believe so much came out of me. 
 
    After two minutes I sat up slowly. I looked over at the numbers on the machine. I jotted them down and went back to my office to compare them to the other numbers that I had. I didn’t have enough data to make any conclusions, but it was interesting nonetheless.  
 
    I looked up at the clock. Now it was 3:45 AM. I lived forty minutes from the lab, meaning I only had time for a couple hours of sleep. But I had to do what Amanda wanted. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I came into the office feeling strangely energized, even though I only slept for a few hours, including two hours on a hard desk. I had a smile on my face, but I knew it wasn’t because I went home for the first time in days. I knew that it was because of the orgasm—orgasms are known to give a temporary sense of energy. 
 
    So I was a bit annoyed when Amanda came up to me and said, “Doesn’t that feel much better? Isn’t it great getting a good, proper sleep?” 
 
    I had to bite down on my tongue. “You’re right,” I said. “I guess you were right all along.” But I knew that it sounded sarcastic—because it was. She stared at me for a long moment before turning around.  
 
    “You have a lot to do today,” she said. “But don’t think that means you get to stick around for eighteen hours.” She walked away and I went to my office. There was a list on my desk: all of the new subjects that were coming in for testing. 
 
    We were upping our subject intake, which meant that we needed to perform the questionnaires as well as the physical exams on the same day. I had six people to see that day, and some were already lingering around in the waiting area. 
 
    The first was a young man. He was a virgin, so the questionnaire was fast. His physical was normal, though he cried when I used my tightness tool in his anus. “Does it hurt?” I asked. 
 
    He shook his head. “No,” he said. “It just doesn’t feel right.”  
 
    Next, I saw an older trans woman. Her questionnaire took forever, because she had a long sexual history. I was starting to think that trans people just had more sex than the average male—and then my third subject came in: another trans girl. She was about my age: pretty, with long hair and smooth skin. She’d only had sex once in her life, and was fairly embarrassed when it came to talking about sex.  
 
    All of the trends I thought that I was seeing began falling apart over the next week. In that week, I saw twenty-eight unique individuals. I ended up meeting a few men who had extremely eventful sexual histories, and a few trans women who had never had a sexual partner before. The physical exams were also inconsistent—except for the brain scans. I was starting to notice similarities in the brain scans. All of the trans women seemed to fit a certain mold, and the straight men fit their own mold. The results became increasingly interesting when we started to look at biological female brain scans, which looked almost identical to the scans from our trans women.  
 
    After another week, the results became even more conclusive: trans women seemed to have similar brain activity to that of biological women—regardless of whether the trans women were taking hormones or not (and we were getting plenty of subjects who weren’t).  
 
    A person’s physical build didn’t seem to have any influence over their gender identity, but their brain chemistry certainly did. It wasn’t a breakthrough finding—I’d read similar findings in older studies. But it made me feel like we were on the right track.  
 
    Things were looking up, even though we were falling behind. Amanda was watching me like a hawk, making sure I was leaving each night, and then she would show up early, as if to make sure I hadn’t snuck back into the office. I had so much data that needed to be entered into the system, but with all of our subjects constantly coming in for exams, I had no time to log the data. “If you won’t let me spend more time here, you’ll need to hire someone to log this data,” I said. 
 
    “There’s not rush,” she told me. “There will be lots of time later to log the numbers.” 
 
    It was so frustrating hearing her dismiss me so easily, as if she didn’t care about pushing the project along. She didn’t mind the slow pace. She didn’t mind being held up. But what if the grant dried up? What if we didn’t finish before we ran out of money? What if we spent years on the study and ended up with nothing to show for it?  
 
    So I started sneaking my work home with me. I slipped as many binders as I could fit into my suitcase, and then I worked at my kitchen table, sorting the data so I could easily plug it into my system once I was in my office.  
 
    But still, over the next few weeks, we fell further and further behind. I had stacks of papers that hadn’t even been sorted, let alone logged. I had a packed schedule: multiple subjects each day—and it was about to get much heavier, now that the one-month checkups were going to start.  
 
    I had no ideas it had already been a month until I stepped into my office and saw Patti standing by my desk. “Hey Doc! Long time no see,” she said with her big smile. I hadn’t seen her in a long month, but somehow it seemed like I hadn’t gone more than a day without seeing her. I recognized her face instantly and I recognized that voice. Even before she giggled, I remembered her cute little giggle—and of course, I remembered how she had her orgasm on my exam table.  
 
    “I’m not a doctor,” I said. “I’m a researcher—a scientist.”  
 
    “Well let’s get down to the science then,” she said. She giggled again.  
 
    I didn’t understand her sense of humor. I didn’t understand most peoples’ sense of humor—but hers was particularly confusing.  
 
    “I need a minute to collect my things. Do you think you could wait in the exam room?” I said.  
 
    She rolled her eyes. “Don’t keep me waiting!” she said as she pranced towards the door. I looked back at her. She was wearing a cute yellow romper and tall white stockings. She hair her hair tied into a pair of buns on her head, which almost looked a bit like panda ears. It wasn’t until I started to look away that I realized she wasn’t wearing shoes. 
 
    So I gathered my things and looked at the time. She was early for her appointment. I wanted to get a jump on logging some data before I got stuck in the exam room for the rest of the day, but a part of me was a bit excited to have Patti with me again. Part of the one-month check in was stimulating another orgasm. It was something we would do every month for a year. A single reading wasn’t accurate enough, especially with all the variables, like nervousness. With twelve separate readings, we could get a more accurate idea of brain and cardiac activity during intercourse.  
 
    I walked into the exam room. She was already up on the table, playfully kicking her legs. I started setting up my tools. “Need me naked?” she asked. 
 
    I looked up at her and paused for a moment. “Yes, I do,” I said. 
 
    She didn’t hesitate, pulling off her outfit and tossing it aside. She wasn’t wearing a bra—or panties. Her long cock was hanging flaccid between her legs. I’d almost forgotten how long she was. I looked away quickly in an attempt to hide my reddening face. I thought that I was used to seeing naked women in my office. I thought that I was over that embarrassment. Maybe it was just because Patti was my first subject. Maybe she just had a way of resurrecting those old feelings.  
 
    “I’ll start with the physical. It should be quick, unless you’ve gone through any changes you want to mention,” I said. 
 
    “Nothing. Feel free to touch me wherever.”  
 
    I inspected her body and measured her all over. She’s put on half a pound, but she was a quarter inch narrower in the waist—nothing unusual after a month, especially moving into the winter season.  
 
    Her cock was still massive when it was flaccid, and she was still not afraid to get erect in front of me, using her fist to massage blood flow into her penis. Her erect cock actually measured an eighth of an inch more than the month before—but that could have just been a coincidence and not legitimate growth.  
 
    I had her put her feet in the stirrups and then I inspected her asshole. Her cock remained erect the whole time. “Are you still sexually active?” I asked. 
 
    “I haven’t been since our last meeting,” she said, and then she giggled, insinuating that the test I conducted was the equivalent to sex.  
 
    “Well, we’re going to run that test again,” I said. “I hope you don’t mind.”  
 
    “Mind?” she said. “I’m excited.”  
 
    I pretended not to hear the comment. I went to set up the machine. The conduit was ready for me, and I was much quicker now at attached all the wires and stickers. I slipped the lubricated cylinder over her erection, and then I plugged the stimulation rod into the machine. That’s when I got the error message. “Rod not detected,” it said. So I tried again. I got the same error. I tried restarting the machine. 
 
    “I’m losing my erection, Doc,” she said. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said. “It’s being weird.”  
 
    After restarting it a second time, it said, “Install update to use stimulation rod.”  
 
    “No,” I said. Updating the unit would take a good hour, and I was already so far behind schedule. If I made Patti wait an hour while I updated the machine, then there would definitely be no time to log data into my computer. 
 
     “What’s wrong?” she asked. 
 
    “The rod won’t connect,” I said.  
 
    “Can’t we do it without the rod?” she asked. 
 
    “If you don’t have an orgasm, the numbers are pointless,” I said.  
 
    “I can have an orgasm without the rod,” she said. 
 
    “Not with the cylinder on your penis,” I said.  
 
    “You do it,” she said. I paused, trying to figure out what she was talking about. I stared at her for a moment, trying hard not to look down at her bare breasts or her long erect penis, wrapped in that cylinder.  
 
    “Do what?” I said. But I already had a bad feeling I knew what she was suggesting.  
 
    “You put it in me, and I’ll come. Believe me—I’ve done it before.”  
 
    “Put what in you? What have you done before?” I said. My heart was pounding hard now.  
 
    “Put your cock in me—in my asshole. Fuck me until I come. This thing is supposed to simulate sex, right?” 
 
    I shook my head and looked away. “Don’t be gross,” I said.  
 
    She was silent now as I stared at the machine. I started tinkering, trying to trick it into working for me. I didn’t understand why it couldn’t just work. Why did it need to update? It was working fine the day before. 
 
    “It’s just for science, right?” she said. 
 
    I shook my head again, but her comment reverberated in my mind. I thought about the inventor of LSD, who used himself many times to test his drug. Maybe a good scientist wouldn’t be afraid to do it. Maybe I just needed to look at it like an experiment. The results would be accurate, after all—assuming the machine was built properly. If the whole point was to simulate sex, then having sex with her would hypothetically give me accurate results.  
 
    I turned back to her. “I would need your full consent,” I said. 
 
    Her eyes lit up and she smiled. “My consent? Sure—you have it. Fuck me, Doc. Make me come.”  
 
    “Keep your voice down,” I said, looking back at the exam room door. We kept that door locked during exams, for obvious reasons, given the type of research we were doing.  
 
    “I won’t tell anyone,” she said. “Just do it.”  
 
    “Fine,” I said. The machine was still getting all of the necessary readings—and this way, I wouldn’t fall an hour behind schedule. This way, I would have some time to log numbers into my computer.  
 
    I walked over next to the exam table, looking for a condom. I knew that there were condoms in that room, but I couldn’t remember where. She suddenly reached out and grabbed my cock through my pants. I gasped, but she held on. “What are you doing?” I said. 
 
    “I’m making you hard,” she said. She started rubbing and fondling. I froze, starting to question if this was a truly scientific thing to do. It seemed so wrong. It seemed so naughty and inappropriate. And how could I be sure that Patti wouldn’t tell Amanda or someone else about it? Even if she told some distant friend, the rumor could eventually return to that laboratory.  
 
    “I don’t know about this,” I said. “I don’t think this is a good idea.” 
 
    “It feels like you think it’s a good idea,” she said, now clutching her fingers around my erect shaft. She had me hard in a matter of seconds, and now she was gently pumping me. It felt nice—too nice. My legs began to wobble and I remembered the amazing orgasm I had where she was now laying. “Just do it,” she said. “Do it for your study.”  
 
    She let go of me. Now my erection was pushing hard against my pants, sticking out like a steel rod.  
 
    I looked down at her body. How could I say no?  
 
    She reached up and cupped her breasts. “Don’t touch your breasts,” I said. “The extra stimulation could skew my numbers.”  
 
    I took a deep breath. Then I walked around. I pulled up a small step stood to give myself some extra height, lining my cock up with her asshole. I reached down and gently spread her butt cheeks apart, exposing her tight hole. She moaned. 
 
    “This is just for the study,” I said. I grabbed the lubricant and squirted some onto my shaft. “It’s for science.” 
 
    “Sure,” she said. “Just for science.” Then she giggled. I didn’t like her tone. I didn’t want her thinking that I was doing this for some other reason. This really was just for science.  
 
    I leaned forward and pressed the exposed tip of my penis against her asshole. I felt her tight hole puckering. I groaned. Maybe it wasn’t just for science. Maybe I wanted to stick my cock into her. Maybe I wanted to feel the inside of her body. Maybe I wanted to feel her warm tightness all around me.  
 
    “Are you okay?” she asked, looking into my eyes. She was beautiful from that angle; she was beautiful from all angles, but especially that angle, with her big cock on her stomach, wrapped in that cylinder—and her perky tits floating on her chest like gentle water cushions. I pushed my cock into her and she gasped. 
 
    “You’re so big!” she said, squeezing my girth with her tight hole. 
 
    I bit down on my tongue, feeling both embarrassed and exhilarated at the same time. I took a deep breath and pushed in further. Her head tilted back and her skin turned a darker shade of red. She let out a soft cry. I pushed in further. Her asshole was so warm and so tight. I loved the way it puckered and clenched. I loved how she tried to close her thighs around me, but the stirrups kept her from moving. “Oh God,” she said.  
 
    “Tell me when I’m pressed against your prostate,” I said. I knew that I needed to find her prostate if I was going to make her come.  
 
    I kept pushing, deeper and deeper until she gasped suddenly. “There it is!” she said. She tried to look down at my crotch. Then she let her head fall down onto the pillow. “Oh God, it feels so good.” I looked back at the door, worried about all the noise—even though we had a number of subjects who made a lot of noise when we used the stimulating rod. But now, I was hyper-aware of my surroundings, and terribly nervous Amanda would barge in and take away my job.  
 
    “Fuck me,” Patti moaned. So I started pumping, slowly. It felt good. I couldn’t believe how tight she was. I could feel my tip pressing against something each time I pushed in: likely her prostate. I assumed it was her prostate, because every time I pushed against it, her body would wriggle. So I kept pumping, fucking her faster and faster.  
 
    I saw small beads of sweat forming on her skin. I watched as her hands reached in every direction, trying to find something to hold onto. I heard the beeping of the machine beside me, logging her numbers. That beeping was speeding up.  
 
    “I can feel you throbbing inside of me,” she said. And now I could feel myself starting to sweat. Now I was worried that I was going to come before her. If I came, then I would have no way to make her come, and the whole little experiment would be ruined. I had to hold on. I had to stop myself from coming—at least until she came.  
 
    I kept pumping. “Are you close?” I asked through clenched teeth. 
 
    “Just don’t stop,” she cried.  
 
    I looked down and saw the cylinder swelling around her cock. That usually meant it detected an increased rate of blood flow—which usually meant a cumshot was coming. I just had to hold on for a little bit longer. I kept pumping, now holding her hips as I ploughed my hard cock into her body.  
 
    A bead of sweat dripped off of my forehead. “Oh God,” I groaned, digging my nails into her skin. I’d been pumping her for three long, amazing minutes—but I just couldn’t hold back any longer. I was going to come—which meant I was going to deny her an orgasm. I felt so stupid, but so excited to finally release.  
 
    I let out a loud groan and I pushed forward—and then she came. The timing couldn’t have been more perfect. I looked down just as her tip began to fill that bubble with cum. I came a few seconds later as I watched her giant eruption.  
 
    She cried out and squirmed until her cock was empty, then I pulled out and allowed my own cum to pour out from her now-stretched hole.  
 
    I took a few deep breaths as I realized what I’d just done. “You need to stay still for two minutes,” I said between breaths. I stumbled back into my chair. 
 
    “That was amazing,” she said, turning her head to look at me. “Nobody’s ever done that before.” 
 
    “Done what?” I said, looking into her eyes. 
 
    “Made me come by fucking me in the ass,” she said. 
 
    I paused for a moment. “You said you’ve done it before,” I said. 
 
    “I lied. I just wanted to have sex with you,” she said. Then she giggled. My heart fluttered and my stomach turned. I wasn’t sure how to process what she was telling me. I didn’t like being lied to, but I was happy that the last second experiment worked. Now I wasn’t behind schedule. Now I could spend an hour playing catchup with all of my data.  
 
    “Okay, Patti,” I said. “That’s all for today. I’ll see you in a month.” 
 
    “A whole month?” she said. “You’re going to make me wait a month?” 
 
    “We don’t need to see you again for a month. We need twelve readings, which we’ll get over the course of a year.” 
 
    She stared into my eyes, her naked body glistening with sweat. “Okay,” she said. “Then I guess I’ll see you in a month.”  
 
    I went back to my office and successfully managed to get some numbers logged into my system for the first time in what seemed like weeks.  
 
    I didn’t stay late that night, but somehow, I managed to get a lot of work done. I finished with all of my subjects and then I managed to find a few hours to log data. Maybe I was finally settling into a groove. Maybe all of the work I put into tagging my subjects and their answers was finally paying off. I chipped away at many days’ worth of data—and then the next day I managed to pull even further ahead, still just working within the usual hours. It was starting to seem like the project wasn’t going to end up being bottlenecked after all.  
 
    Then, I started slowing down again. I don’t know if there was something wrong with me, but I was losing my momentum. I was slowing down, unable to keep up with all of the data that was coming in. I wasn’t just logging my own data—I was also logging the data from the other researchers in the lab, and it seemed like they were throwing more at me than usual. In a single day, I managed to almost lose all of the gains I made in the previous two days. The frustration quickly began to set in. 
 
    Amanda came into my office and said, “You were doing so well. What happened?” She had an annoying smirk on her face. 
 
    I didn’t care that she was my boss—I wasn’t going to tolerate her sarcasm. “I’d like to see you do my job,” I said. She bothered me. All she did was walk around and peer over shoulders. She did no actual work. She was a glorified delegator—not a scientist. 
 
    She stared at me for a long moment. “I was just kidding around, Kurt,” she said. 
 
    “Kid around with someone else,” I said. I wasn’t proud of myself for losing my momentum. I wasn’t happy that I was starting to fall behind. It’s not like I hadn’t realized my slower pace; I didn’t need her rubbing it in, as if it was some sort of joke.  
 
    She left my office looking embarrassed, but that was her problem—not mine. It’s not like she was going to fire me over me defending myself.  
 
    The next day was even worse. I only had to see a single subject: a trans girl who was in to get her fluids tested. It only took me an hour to collect all of my samples—hooking her up to the cylinder and stimulation rod before buzzing her until she came. It was an impressive twenty seconds before she filled that bubble with her warm, creamy ooze—and she produced a lot. 
 
    But then I got to my office and started feeling cloudy, as if I hadn’t slept in a week. I stared at my screen and found myself distracted by things that were out of place. The binders on my shelves weren’t quite right—the janitor must have bumped them. And my desk seemed like it had been moved three inches to the left—and it had! The old imprints were in the carpet.  
 
    I spent a couple of hours making everything perfect again, and then I was behind schedule. I tried to stay late—sticking around until 11:00 PM, but I somehow only managed to log a tiny fraction of the day’s data in the extra time. I had no idea what was happening.  
 
    What if Amanda was right? What if I did need more sleep? What if I wasn’t the young, ambitious scientist that I used to be?  
 
    I was already dreading the next day—dreading another day of falling behind. 
 
    I showed up early and sat down at my desk. Already, things were starting to bother me: moved binders, adjusted blinds, and the smell of a new brand of carpet cleaner that must have been used by the janitor in the middle of the night. I needed to make a complaint about that janitor.  
 
    I spent an hour trying to make everything right, and then Amanda came in. “I don’t want to disturb you, Kurt, but your subject has been waiting for twenty minutes already, and you left a big mess in the exam room yesterday. I know that you’re busy, but it’s not the interns’ job to clean up after you.”  
 
    I stood up and let out a big sigh. I looked towards the exam room and saw the young man pacing around. “I’ll deal with it,” I said, and then I stormed by Amanda, feeling more and more overwhelmed. Everything was falling apart, after two beautiful days of amazing efficiency. I didn’t understand it.  
 
    Instead of going into the exam room, I went straight for the exit. I needed fresh air. I needed to walk for a minute to clear my head, and to figure out what the hell was happening to me. I didn’t want to think that Amanda was right.  
 
    I looked around the street. People were staring at me strangely, maybe because I was still in my white lab coat, and they were all in black suits. I walked down the street and found a small cafe. I decided to go in to get a coffee. I didn’t normally drink coffee—it made me jittery and unpredictable, but now I was desperate for something to set me straight. I was already jittering anyway as I stood in line. 
 
    Then someone started tapping me on the shoulder. I used my hand to brush the tapping away. They tapped again. “Stop!” I said without looking back. 
 
    “Doc?” the female voice said. 
 
    I turned around and saw Patti standing behind me. I paused for a moment. “What are you doing here? I told you not to come back for a month.” She was dressed in a short navy-blue dress with long sleeves. She had a matching navy-blue beret on her head.  
 
    She giggled.  
 
    “What’s so funny?” I said. 
 
    “I’m at a cafe,” she said. “I’m not in your office.” 
 
    And it took a moment for me to realize that she was right: we weren’t at the lab, and it wasn’t even the crappy little cafe in the lobby of the research building. “Right,” I said, trying to force a smile. 
 
    “I didn’t think you ever took breaks,” she said. 
 
    “I don’t,” I said. “Today is a special circumstance.” 
 
    “What’s today?” she asked. 
 
    “I don’t want to talk about it.” I turned back towards the counter, waiting for the barista to call me over. But the cafe workers were all busy making fancy coffees for patrons. “Come on,” I mumbled. “Today…” 
 
    “Do you have a minute?” Patti said behind me. “Maybe we can have coffee together.”  
 
    “I’m on the clock,” I said. 
 
    “You can’t take off five minutes?” she said. 
 
    “I have a subject waiting for me,” I said. 
 
    “Is she cute? I bet she’s excited for your little machine.” 
 
    “It’s a male—early twenties—and he’s in for a questionnaire,” I said.  
 
    “Kurt,” she said. “Your name is Kurt, right?”  
 
    “Yes, it’s Kurt. Not Doc,” I said, starting to feel frustrated. Why was everyone so frustrating?  
 
    She put a hand on my shoulder. “Just relax,” she said. “You’re all tense. Why don’t you just tell me what’s going on? I don’t mind listening.”  
 
    I turned to her again and took a deep breath, ready to snap at her. I wanted her to leave me alone. But now, as I stared at her petite, cute body, I couldn’t bring myself to yell at her. “It’s nothing,” I said. 
 
    “It’s something,” she said. 
 
    “Fine. It’s something. I’m falling behind. I hate falling behind. I have a schedule. I like to stay on schedule. But it’s none of your business.” I took a deep breath. “I had two good days—and those have been my only good days in the past three weeks. For two days, I actually got work done. Now, I’m just falling further and further behind. It’s a nightmare, and I’m sick of it. The janitor keeps moving things in my office—and I think he’s doing it on purpose.”  
 
    She giggled. 
 
    “Why do you think that’s funny?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t think it’s funny. I think it’s cute. You really love your work,” she said. 
 
    “So what?” 
 
    She laughed again. “It’s good to like your work,” she said. “I like your work too—but for different reasons, I’m sure.”  
 
    I stared at her. Now she was just being inappropriate. And maybe I would have been angrier if she wasn’t so cute. I kind of liked that she had the ability to lessen the severity of everything. Maybe she knew how to calm me down. Maybe she was the perfect pretty distraction that I needed.  
 
    “I can have a coffee with you,” I said.  
 
    She smiled. “Great.” 
 
    So we ordered our coffees and we got a seat in the corner. I knew I was standing up a subject, but I knew that Amanda would quickly realize I was gone and have the young man reschedule. Maybe I would get into a bit of trouble, but it wouldn’t be enough to put me out of a job. She was always insisting that I take breaks after all. 
 
    “You know so much about me,” said Patti. “But I know nothing about you.” 
 
    “Why would you want to know anything about me?” I asked. 
 
    She laughed and let that cute smile slip. “Because you seem interesting,” she said. “Tell me about yourself. Tell me how you ended up with this gig.”  
 
    “Well,” I said. “I’m a scientist. I’ve been a scientist for twelve years. I like science. It’s important.” 
 
    “Have you always wanted to be a scientist?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes,” I said. And then I thought about it. “Well, no. Not always. When I was really young, I wanted to be a filmmaker. But then they diagnosed me with autism—mild autism, whatever that means—and that really changed things. It started getting harder to speak with people, so filmmaking went off the table. Science was convenient at the time, because I could do it alone.” I thought for a moment and realized I’d never told anyone that. “So now I’m a scientist.”  
 
    “A filmmaker, huh? What kind of films did you want to make?” 
 
    “Horror films,” I said. 
 
    She laughed and bit her lip. 
 
    “Why is that funny?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s not funny. It’s cute,” she said. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    She shook her head. “Because it is. You’re a straight-edge science guy, but you secretly want to make horror movies. It’s cute.”  
 
    “I don’t understand how that’s cute. Babies are cute. Not scientists making horror films,” I said, staring into her eyes. 
 
    And we kept chatting. She kept giggling, and I felt like I was slowly figuring her out. She wasn’t laughing at me—she was just full of joy. I could have said anything and she would have giggled. Anyone could have said anything, and she would smile. It was a nice change from what I was used to: straight faced scientists stating facts—never telling jokes, never laughing, never smiling.  
 
    I drank the last sip of my coffee. “We should do this again,” I said.  
 
    “I would like that,” she said. “Do you have to run back to the lab now?” 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “Probably.” 
 
    “What about in five minutes?” she said. 
 
    “Why? What do you want to do in five minutes?” 
 
    She stood up and grabbed my hand. “Come on,” she said. I stood up after a moment of trying to process her request. I followed her down the narrow hallway and around the corner. We passed the bathrooms and went into an empty office.  
 
    “What is this office?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s my office. I’m the manager here,” she said.  
 
    “You are?”  
 
    She nodded her head. I tried to remember if that was consistent with what she told me in her questionnaire. And it was correct: she was the manager of a cafe.  
 
    “So what are we doing here?” I asked. 
 
    “Go down on your knees,” she said.  
 
    “Why?” I said. 
 
    “Because I said so.” 
 
    I paused, and then I sunk to my knees. She stepped forward and reached her hands under her short dress. She tugged her panties down to her knees and then she pulled up her dress, exposing her semi-erect penis. 
 
    “Why are you showing me your penis?” I said. 
 
    “Call it a cock,” she said. 
 
    “Why are you showing me your cock?”  
 
    “So you can suck it,” she said.  
 
    “Why would I want to do that?” I asked—even though I did want to suck her cock.  
 
    “So you can see what it’s all about. You spend all day asking people about it, now you can try it—see what all the hype is about.” 
 
    I hesitated and then I looked at her amazingly long shaft. I reached out and grabbed it, feeling its warmth as it throbbed. Then I leaned forward and closed my eyes, parting my lips to allow the member into my mouth. It felt a bit strange in my mouth, but there was something satisfying about it. I liked the way it felt on my tongue, sliding back and forth. I liked the throbbing. I liked the feeling of her fingers in my hair.  
 
    I sucked her for more than five minutes. Then she pushed my head back. “Now turn around and bend over,” she said. 
 
    “For what?” I said. 
 
    “What do you think?” she said with a grin. It took me a moment to run through the possibilities in my head—and then I realized she was going to fuck me. I remembered being fucked by my machine in the exam room, and that was nice, so maybe this would be nice too. I turned around and bent over. She pulled down my pants, put her hands on my hips and slid her long cock up between my butt cheeks. It felt really big—even bigger than it looked. I took a deep breath. 
 
    “I think you’ll like this,” she said. Then I felt her tip press against my tight hole. I clenched, and then she gently caressed my sides and back. I found myself relaxing: releasing all of my tense muscles. I unclenched, and then she pushed into me. I gasped. 
 
    “You’re tight,” she said with her cute voice. She pushed deep and then she started thrusting. It felt nice. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the feeling of her veiny cock rubbing, back and forth and back and forth. I could feel my hole stretching. I could feel her pushing deeper with her amazing footlong appendage. I moaned. She started thrusting harder and faster. My legs began to wobble.  
 
    Then I saw that I was erect. Was she going to make me come? Was she about to stimulate my prostate until I had an orgasm?  
 
    I clenched hard and tried to push back my finale. I wanted to last. I wanted that pleasure to linger all day—I never wanted it to end. 
 
    But it felt so good, and I could feel that she was about to finish. I could feel her cock bloating up, about to burst inside of me. So I let out a whimper and then my cock began to make a mess of the side of her desk. 
 
    I felt her cream filling me up as her fingernails dug into my skin. It was an amazing feeling—so warm and euphoric. I groaned and squirmed, feeling her long cock pushing deep inside of me. Then she pulled out and everything gushed out. Luckily, she was quick to grab some tissues, before the mess reached my pants. She helped clean me up before giving me a small kiss on the nose. “Come and see me anytime,” she said. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “I need to go.” 
 
    She smiled and I left. I returned to the lab. The young man was still waiting there, pacing around the exam room. Apparently, Amanda hadn’t told him to reschedule. “I’m sorry to keep you waiting,” I said with a big, glowing smile on my face. “Let’s ask you some questions.” 
 
    I burned through the questions and got great answers. Then I saw two more subjects before heading to my office to log data. It was only 5:00 PM when Amanda came in and said, “Wow—getting lots of work done today?” 
 
    I looked at my desk and saw that my logged pile was taller than my to-do pile. “I guess so,” I said. I was energized. I felt like time was moving slowly, allowing me to get more done. I felt great—better than ever. I smiled at Amanda and said, “I guess you were right. I just need to take more breaks.”  
 
    And the next day I was on fire again, burning through my work and getting back on track. I began to falter a bit the day after that, but then I went to meet with Patti again, and I ended up finishing the day with another giant stack of finished work.  
 
    Patti was the solution to my issues. She levelled me out and kept my head straight. I liked her… Maybe I liked her more than I realized. Our little meetings were the highlight of my day—which was a first in my life. Work had always been my main priority and my only focus, but Patti was giving me something else to look forward to and enjoy—and somehow that was improving my workplace efficiency.  
 
    And her results in the lab were always fascinating. She had a unique way of thinking: remarkably feminine, as if she was a biological girl. I was already planning to use her as my prime example on my first paper. She was singlehandedly helping me to not just understand trans women, but people in general. Thanks to her, I knew that study was going to be a big success. 
 
    THE END 
 
    

  

 
   
    THE HOUSE GUEST 
 
    Mark can’t wait to spend the week alone: no dogs, no work, and no Kristy, the girlfriend he’d been living with for years. Every day with Kristy was another day of fighting, and it had been years since Mark had the house to himself.  
 
    Kristy is heading off on a camping trip with some girlfriends, and she’s taking the dogs with her. But the morning of her departure, someone arrives at the door. Kristy failed to mention that her brother, Bernard, was coming to stay for a week.  
 
    Mark is upset, but there’s nothing he can do about it. He’s never met Bernard: the mysterious brother who Kristy rarely talks about—and her father claims he doesn’t have. Mark’s week alone is ruined, and it’s about to get a little bit weird, after Mark discovers Bernard in the basement wearing Kristy’s clothes, and playing with one of Kristy’s bigger toys.  
 
      
 
    

  

 
  
   CHAPTER I 
 
    “He’s only going to be here for a week,” my girlfriend said to me. I was trying to stay calm. I didn’t like having house guests—and the timing was horrible. Her brother wasn’t just coming to stay for a week—he was coming to stay for my week. 
 
    I was supposed to have the house all to myself for the week. Kristy was leaving for six days, going on a camping trip with her old school friends. She was even taking the dogs with her. And on top of it, my boss had given me the week off of work.  
 
    It was going to be my first responsibility-free week in years—maybe an entire decade. I could eat junk food without being judged by Kristy. I could order takeout as much as I wanted. I could sleep in. I didn’t have to worry about being romantic for our weekly date night. I wouldn’t even have to take the dogs out to pee—or feed them, or listen to their barking.  
 
    Trevor, my old buddy from high school, had also been given the week off of work. We were going to watch a few football games, play some Counter Strike, drink some beer. And then, when I had the house to myself, I was going to watch porn on the big screen, with the volume turned up, and I was probably going to jerk off at least a few times—something that was very difficult to do, since Kristy worked from home, and our house wasn’t very big or private.  
 
    But now, Kristy’s brother was coming to ruin my perfect week.  
 
    “He just needs somewhere to stay for the week. You probably won’t even notice him,” Kristy said to me.  
 
    “Why can’t he come when you’re home?” I said, biting my tongue. I thought about putting him up in the hotel, just so I would have the house to myself, but the cheapest hotel I could find would have still run me about six hundred bucks for the week—and I didn’t exactly have six hundred bucks to burn.  
 
    “Because that’s not when he’s in town,” Kristy said. “It’ll be fine. You won’t even notice him. Why do you care so much?” 
 
    “I just wish we would have talked about this before you told him he could stay,” I said, trying hard to force a smile. “We’ve talked about this—you never come and talk to me before you do things like this.”  
 
    She stared into my eyes. I watched as her eyes narrowed and she took a deep breath in. I knew that I’d just pushed her buttons. I knew that she’d just gone from feeling a bit sorry for, to feeling nothing but anger for me.  
 
    “He’s my brother,” she said slowly and firmly. “This isn’t up for discussion.” 
 
    I bit hard on my tongue and tried to force a smile. “Of course,” I said. “You’re right. I’m sorry.” 
 
    But he was hardly her brother. She saw him briefly once every couple of years. I’d never even met him before. He lived on the other side of the country and he never called or texted or even liked Kristy’s Facebook posts. At Kristy’s parents’ house for Sunday night dinners, his name rarely came up. If it did come up, it only came up for a few seconds. “I talked to Bernard yesterday. He’s doing well,” Kristy’s mother would say. I would go many months without hearing his name mentioned. He was completely non-existent in my life, and almost entirely non-existent in Kristy’s life. 
 
    But now, he was in town for a few job interviews. Apparently, he lost his job out east because of the coronavirus. Now that he needed something for free, he was suddenly all buddy-buddy with Kristy. I hated to think that she was being taken advantage of.  
 
    I didn’t know what Bernard even looked like, though I had some ideas in my head. I imagined a short, fat shut-in, who sat in a basement suite playing video games all day. I imagined his face covered in pimples and sweat.  
 
    Kristy’s father never mentioned Bernard’s name. Whenever his name came up, it was when her father was out of the room. Kristy told me that her dad and Bernard had a falling out right before he moved out east, but she never told me why. She claimed that she didn’t know why. I once heard her father say that he only had a daughter, when I went out golfing with him and another group of golfers asked if I was his son.  
 
    There was some drama and I didn’t care to be a part of it. I liked that Kristy’s father liked me, and I didn’t want to change that. But I wanted Kristy to like me more, so I begrudgingly accepted that Bernard would be staying with us for a week… Or I should say, with me for a week. Kristy wasn’t even going to be there.  
 
    “Do you even talk to him ever?” I asked. 
 
    “I talk to him from time to time. He lived far away—what do you expect?” 
 
    “My cousin lives in Germany, but I still talk to him every week.” 
 
    “Well, that’s good for you and your cousin!” Kristy said with a sigh. She turned away from me.  
 
    “What time will he even be here?” I asked. 
 
    “He didn’t say,” she said. 
 
    “So, he could show up at any minute? Is that what you’re saying?” I said. 
 
    “He’s not going to show up at any minute. He’ll probably be here tonight, before bedtime.” 
 
    And just then, the doorbell rang. We both turned to the door quickly. Our dogs started barking. “That’s not him, is it?” I said. 
 
    “It’s probably just the mailman,” Kristy said. She walked over to the door and pulled it open, holding both of our dogs back with a single leg.  
 
    The man at the door was thin, with scruffy brown hair. He was wearing sunglasses and a big smile. I’d never seen Bernard before, but I knew that it was him: he had the same smile as Kristy, and the same big eyes, and the same high cheekbones. “Bernard!” Kristy said. She opened up her arms and threw herself at her brother. He hugged her back with one arm, keeping his free hand in his pocket.  
 
    “Hey, Kristy,” he said, patting her on the back. 
 
    “Oh my God, it’s been so long,” Kristy said, leaning back and looking into her brother’s eyes.  
 
    “Too long,” he said with a confident smirk. Then his eyes found me. I was surprised: he wasn’t obese and he wasn’t covered in sweat or acne. He looked like a normal guy. He looked like Kristy, if Kristy had been born a male—and I suppose that shouldn’t have surprised me.  
 
    “I’m so glad you got here so early,” she said. “I didn’t think I was going to see you before I left.”  
 
    “Well, when you told me that you were leaving town, I changed my flight. I wanted to make sure I saw you before you left.” For some reason he looked at me as he said it. He just kept staring at me, as if he was confused by my presence. It was in that moment that I began to wonder if Kristy had even told him that she had a boyfriend. We’d been together for five years… Had she kept me a secret from her brother for five years? Or did they just talk so little that I never came up in five years?  
 
    Kristy realised her brother was staring at me. She turned to look at me. “Bernard, this is Mark,” she said. “Mark, this is my brother, Bernard.” 
 
    “It’s a pleasure,” Bernard said, walking towards me with an extended hand.  
 
    He had a firm handshake, and he maintained consistent eye-contact—almost too consistent. My heart fluttered and I forced a smile. I couldn’t help but wonder if he’d heard us fighting from outside. Our walls were thin. What if he’d been standing on our doorstep for the past five minutes, listening to us bicker about him.  
 
    “Nice to meet you,” I said.  
 
    For a moment, I was tempted to call him out on being completely absent for so long. He missed his aunt’s funeral, and he wasn’t there when Kristy graduated from college. Even my brother came from two provinces away to be at Kristy’s graduation.  
 
    But I didn’t want to make Kristy any madder at me, so I kept a smile on my face and let him drift back over to my sister. “Do you have time for a coffee before you have to go?” he asked.  
 
    “Oh course! Come into the kitchen. Mark will take your stuff to your room.”  
 
    “Thanks, Mark,” said Bernard, and then I noticed his stuff on our doorstep: three large suitcases; more than three times what a normal person would bring on a six-day trip. They were heavy too, hard to tug into the house and hard to lift off of our old hardwood floors. I didn’t want the wheels to scratch our floors, so I had to keep all three bags elevated—and they were all marked HEAVY by the airport. I grumbled as I dragged the last bag into his room. 
 
    I stared at the luggage and then a bad feeling washed over me. Kristy had a bad habit of lying to me when she knew that the truth would make me angry. What if this wasn’t just a six-day trip? What if it was a six-week trip? It was the exact sort of fib she would make: ‘Oh, did I say six days? I meant six weeks. You can’t be mad at me because I got a word wrong!’ She was clever like that. Why would any sane man need three heavy suitcases for six days? I was tempted to open one up, to see what he brought with him.  
 
    He worked in advertising. What does someone who works in advertising need so much luggage for if they’re in town for some interviews?  
 
    I left the room and wiped some sweat off of my forehead. Now, Bernard and Kristy were chatting in the kitchen, sipping coffees as they caught up. I walked over to the doorway and listened in on their conversation. “You didn’t tell dad that I’m here, did you?” Bernard asked. 
 
    “No, I didn’t tell dad,” Kristy said, taking a small sip from her steaming cup. “Of course I didn’t tell dad.” 
 
    “Good,” said Bernard. But the way that Kristy said it, it made me think that Kristy lied to me when she told me that she didn’t know why Bernard and their dad had a falling out. But why wouldn’t she want me to know? 
 
    Bernard and Kristy both looked back at me and stopped talking. “Hey, Mark,” said Bernard. But he didn’t invite me to come and sit with them. Even Kristy wasn’t offering me a seat. Now, I was just feeling left out, on top of feeling like I’d been lied to. This six-day visit was off to a horrible start.  
 
    “Hey,” I said. I walked to the fridge and grabbed a beer. 
 
    “A beer?” Kristy said. “You’re drinking beer at ten in the morning?” 
 
    “Why not? It’s my week off,” I said. “I’m relaxing this week. It’s what I was planning on doing, and it’s what I’m going to do.” 
 
    Kristy’s face turned red and she looked down at the table. “He doesn’t normally act like this,” she said to her brother. 
 
    “Like what?” I said. What was I doing that was making her so upset?  
 
    “Mark. Don’t drink that beer. It’s ten in the morning.” 
 
    “So what? What difference does it make what time it is?” I said. I needed the beer. I needed something to take the edge off. I was feeling angrier and angrier. Kristy had a way of making me feel left out—like I was only good for making money, and I was a nuisance otherwise. I took my beer to the living room and I put on the sports channel, so I could catch up on football highlights.  
 
    It was half an hour later when Kristy came into the room and tapped on my shoulder. “Where’s Bernard?” I asked. 
 
    “He went to use the bathroom,” she said quietly. “Why are you trying to embarrass me?” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” I asked, narrowing my eyes. Though I had a pretty good idea; I wasn’t exactly being hospitable, and I was drinking beer in the morning, which I knew Kristy hated.  
 
    “Don’t play dumb. I have to leave in an hour. Please don’t let me leave thinking this is how you’re going to act for the next week.”  
 
    “Don’t worry about me,” I said.  
 
    “Easier said than done,” she said, picking my half-finished beer off the side table. 
 
    “Hey! Where are you going with that?” I said. 
 
    “You can have a beer after four,” she said. “You can have a soda after noon. Before noon, you can have water, tea, or coffee.”  
 
    “Since when are those the rules?” I said. 
 
    “Since now,” she said, turning to look at me with dark, brooding eyes. I’d officially ticked her off. I had a feeling I wasn’t going to be getting a sweet goodnight FaceTime call from her that night. “Help me take my luggage to the car.”  
 
    I groaned and stood up. I went to the bedroom to retrieve Kristy’s luggage. She also had way more than was necessary: two large bags and two smaller bags. “What do you need all of this for?” I asked as I trudged that first suitcase through the house.  
 
    “We’re going camping. It’s not like I can just throw everything in the wash, Mark!” she said. Then Bernard emerged from the bathroom and Kristy put her smiling face back on.  
 
    “Leaving already?” he asked. 
 
    “It’s a long drive to the first campsite. The other girls already left an hour ago,” she said.  
 
    “Well let me walk you to your car,” he said. But he didn’t bother to help with the final three bags. I was already starting to hate Bernard. I could see why Kristy’s father disliked him so much. It seemed like he was trying too hard to be charming and suave—but really, he was just taking advantage of my sister while managing to be perfectly lazy. I bet he went to use the bathroom just to get out of helping with the luggage.  
 
    And it was clear that he didn’t do a lot of manual labour. He was thin and lacking muscle definition. He was soft like a woman. He had a good handshake, but I’m not sure where the firmness came from, seeing as his hands were soft and dainty.  
 
    We both walked Kristy to the car. Bernard had no business being there—it was supposed to be my private moment to say goodbye to my girlfriend. But there he was, standing in front of me, giving her a hug as she slipped into the driver’s seat. “I can’t wait to see you when you get back,” he said. 
 
    “I can’t wait to see you!” she said. 
 
    They hugged a second time, as if he was the boyfriend and I was the deadbeat brother who never reached out.  
 
    “Bye, Bernard,” she said. 
 
    “Bye, Kristy,” he said. 
 
    I had to nudge my way in for a kiss. Kristy only gave me a tiny peck before pulling her head back. “Did you brush this morning?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes, I brushed,” I said. 
 
    “Oh right, you had that beer,” she said. “That’s what that is.” She wiped her lips. She looked back at her brother. “Make sure Mark doesn’t drink before four. It might be his week off, but that doesn’t mean that he gets to be a complete slob.” 
 
    “Love you too,” I said, rolling my eyes. And then she closed the door and pulled away, waving for a short moment before turning around the corner, leaving me with her brother.  
 
    I turned slowly to Bernard. He was looking at me with a smile. “Thanks so much for opening your home to me,” he said. 
 
    “Don’t mention it,” I said.  
 
    “I think we’ll have a good time. I’m looking forward to getting to know you,” he said. 
 
    I smiled and nodded. “Well, I’m sure you’re going to be super busy with your interviews—but I’m sure we’ll cross paths a few times.” I turned and started walking towards the house. 
 
    “Well, not really,” he said, making me pause. “I only have two interviews. One is tomorrow morning, and then my next one is on Thursday.” 
 
    I let what he said resonate for a minute. Then I turned to face him. “Just two interviews?” I said. 
 
    He nodded his head. “Just two,” he said. “Not too busy at all—we’ll have lots of time to hang out.”  
 
    I tried not to overreact. I took a deep breath. “Well, there’s a game starting in ten minutes. Steelers and Eagles. It’s always a great matchup.”  
 
    “Is that hockey?” he said. 
 
    And then my heart fluttered down into my stomach. I hated Bernard. “It’s football,” I said. 
 
    “Oh, okay,” he said. “Well maybe you can explain how the game works.” He made a big smile and my stomach turned again. 
 
    “Sounds like fun,” I said, groaning. There was nothing worse than watching football with someone who knew nothing about football. There was a reason I never watched with Kristy—and even she knew a little bit after watching over my shoulder for five years.  
 
    I didn’t think he would actually come and watch with me, but he did. He sat on the same couch as me, and he asked question after question. “Why didn’t that count? Why doesn’t he run? Can he pass the ball again? Why not? Wow, there sure are lots of commercials. I heard that there are more commercials in football than actual game time—is that true?”  
 
    “I guess so,” I said, somehow still managing to force a smile. I got up and went to the kitchen to grab a beer. Then he followed me. 
 
    “Not getting a beer, are you? I promised my sister I would keep you away from the brews until four.”  
 
    Now I wanted to grab him by the collar. I wanted to shake him—maybe I could shake some sense into him. I couldn’t believe I was stuck with him for a week: for my week.  
 
    “I was just getting a water,” I said. Then I poured myself a boring glass of water. I watched as he went back to the living room, then I pulled out my phone. I sent Trevor a text message. “Can I please come over to watch the game?” 
 
    I paced around the kitchen, waiting for his reply. Finally, five minutes later, it came. “My grandma is here for the day. Sorry, bro.”  
 
    I groaned and tilted my head back. My week of bliss was quickly turning into a week from hell. 

  

 
  
   CHAPTER II 
 
    Luckily, Bernard didn’t stick around for the whole game. During halftime, he went to take a shower, and his shower took forty-five minutes. I wasn’t thrilled that he was using so much hot water and running up my utilities bill, but I was happy to have him out of the room for a while. Then, he called down from upstairs. “Hey Mark, I think I’m going to take a nap. It was a long flight!”  
 
    “Alright!” I called back, and then I listened as the guest room door closed. I was thrilled to have him gone, but I still wasn’t getting the house to myself the way that I wanted it. I knew we had thin walls and I knew that he could come down at any moment, so it’s not like I could just put on some porn and pull out my cock. And I was worried that he would tell his sister if I went to my computer and played video games for four straight hours. Kristy hated when I played video games for more than thirty minutes. I had no idea what kind of deal Bernard had with Kristy—maybe she had him come to the house just to rat on me. 
 
    I hated that I didn’t feel comfortable enough in my own home to do whatever the hell I wanted to do. 
 
    The game ended and a new game started. I went to grab a beer from the kitchen, and that’s when I heard the footsteps upstairs. The guest room was right above the kitchen. Bernard wasn’t taking a nap; he was moving around. 
 
    Or maybe he was just unloading his suitcase. Maybe he was just getting undressed before slipping into bed.  
 
    I drank my beer in twelve minutes and then I went to get another one. When I went back to the kitchen, I could still hear the footsteps. He still wasn’t sleeping. He’d been pacing around that guest room for almost fifteen minutes. 
 
    So, I crept up the stairs and approached the guest room door, trying not to make any sound so that Bernard wouldn’t know that I was spying on him. I could hear him in the room, moving around. He had all of that luggage—maybe it was just taking him a very long time to unload everything. I was about to turn away when I heard the shutter of his phone’s camera. He was taking pictures. What was he taking pictures of?  
 
    I went closer to the door and listened. I stood there for a long, tense minute, worried he would open the door suddenly. Then I heard a faint girly giggle. Was he watching porn? Was he jerking off in my house?  
 
    I listened for another minute, but didn’t hear anything else. So, I backed away from the door and crept back down the stairs, knowing that I was playing with fire, standing by that door.  
 
    It was a few hours when he finally came back down the stairs. I looked back at him. “How was your nap?” I said from the couch. 
 
    “Fine,” he said with a smile, and then he looked at my empty beer cans. “It’s not four yet.” 
 
    “Oh, really?” I said. “I guess I haven’t been paying close attention to the clock. It’s my week off. I only get one week off every year.” I bit my tongue once again to stop myself from lashing out at the deadbeat brother. “I planned on relaxing for this week, so that’s what I’m going to do.” 
 
    “Well, it’s your house,” he said. “But don’t get mad at me when Kristy gets mad at you.” 
 
    I took a deep breath. “Why would I get mad at you? It’s not like you’re going and tattling on me, right?” 
 
    He just stared at me. Now I was tempted to call him out on lying about napping. I wanted to ask him what he was actually doing—and I wanted to tell him that I could hear him moving around from the kitchen. I don’t think he realised how thin our walls were. “You can have a beer, if you want,” I said. 
 
    “I don’t drink.”  
 
    “Right. Of course not,” I mumbled. 
 
    “What was that?” he said. 
 
    “Nothing.”  
 
    I had a feeling that I wasn’t going to like Bernard, but I was liking him less and less by the minute. He had no redeeming qualities. He had nothing in common with me—or any man that I had any respect for. “So, what do you like to do for fun, Bernard?” 
 
    He went to the kitchen to make himself an afternoon tea. I didn’t like men who drank ‘afternoon tea’. “For fun?” he said from the kitchen. “I don’t know. I like lots of things.” 
 
    “Name something,” I said.  
 
    “I like Netflix,” he said. 
 
    “Alright,” I said. It seemed like a dumb answer. “That’s not really a hobby though.” 
 
    “You didn’t ask me what my hobbies were,” he said, poking his head out from the doorway. 
 
    “Okay, well what are your hobbies then?” I said. 
 
    He thought for a moment. “I like to play volleyball,” he said. “And I do a lot of design work in my free time.”  
 
    It was like talking to a girl. “That it? What about sports?” 
 
    “Volleyball is a sport,” he said. 
 
    “I mean real sports—like on TV.” 
 
    “I get volleyball on my TV.” 
 
    I groaned. Was he seriously trying to convince me that ‘volleyball’ was a legitimate sport with a fanbase? I’d never met a single person in my life who cared at all about volleyball—except for high school girls.  
 
    “What else?” I said. 
 
    “I don’t know,” he said. Now he emerged from the kitchen with a cup of steaming tea. It wasn’t even caffeinated tea—he was drinking a mint-coconut blend, which he must have brought himself, because we didn’t own anything that pointless and feminine. I got up to get another beer.  
 
    “How many is that for you now?” he asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. Two or three,” I said. But I did know: it was number six. But it was light beer, and it was my week off. I didn’t sign up to be judged in my own home on my week off.  
 
    “I got really into gardening last year—and I’ve always wanted to try knitting, but it’s expensive to get into, with the yarns and whatnot.” 
 
    “No kidding,” I said, trying not to laugh in his face. He looked at the screen.  
 
    “Is the game still on?” he said. 
 
    “This is a new game.” 
 
    “Do you even care about this game? Wasn’t the other game the one with your team?”  
 
    “I don’t have a team,” I said. “Well—I like the Patriots—but I like to watch the game. It doesn’t really matter who’s playing.”  
 
    “That’s weird,” he said. 
 
    “It’s perfectly normal,” I said. And it was normal—far more normal than any of his weird hobbies. Go to any bar on a Sunday or a Monday night, and you’ll see dozens—or even hundreds—of men watching football. Now go out and try to find a man who likes to knit. You can look everywhere; you won’t find a single person.  
 
    “So how are things with my sister?” he asked in the middle of an important play. I waited until the whistle blew before turning to face him. 
 
    “Fine. Why?” 
 
    “Are you satisfying her?” he asked. 
 
    “What kind of weird question is that? Sure, she’s satisfied.” 
 
    “You know what I mean,” he said, not looking away from me.  
 
    I paused for a moment before realising he was talking about sex. He was asking me if I was sexually satisfying his sister. I narrowed my eyes. “Why do you want to know?” I asked. 
 
    “I care about her,” he said. But he didn’t. If he actually cared about her, he would have made the trip out to be at her graduation. If he actually cared about her, he would have messaged her more than twice a year: once on her birthday and once on his birthday, replying to her message.  
 
    “Kristy is fine,” I said.  
 
    “Look. I get that it’s weird talking about sex. But it’s important. People are too afraid to talk about it these days—but it’s directly linked to mental health in a lot of ways.”  
 
    “Alright,” I said. 
 
    “And I noticed that she was quite tense when she was here.” 
 
    “Alright,” I said again, looking back at the screen. 
 
    “So how often?” he said. 
 
    “I’m not telling you that,” I said, now biting down on the inside of my cheek.  
 
    “Tell me,” he said. “I won’t tell Kristy that you told me.”  
 
    “No,” I said. 
 
    Then he smiled and leaned forward. “I’ll tell you what—I won’t tell Kristy about the beers if you talk to me about this.”  
 
    I looked at him and shook my head. “Why do you want to know about your sister’s sex life so badly? It’s weird. It’s not normal. You really want to know? We’re probably doing it four or five times per week. Is that what you want to hear?” 
 
    He stared at me with a smile on his face. “I can tell that you’re not telling me the truth.”  
 
    “How can you tell that?” I said, narrowing my eyes further.  
 
    “Your face is all red and you’re blinking a lot. You’re pretty easy to read. Did I mention that I play a lot of poker? That’s another hobby of mine. Actually, it’s a bit of a profession—last year I made more money playing poker than I made at my job.”  
 
    I paused for a moment. Finally, he had a normal hobby—something that wasn’t cringe or lame, like knitting. “Poker, huh?” I said. 
 
    “I’m guessing it’s more like once per week—or maybe less,” he said. I paused again, wondering if Kristy told him about our sex life when I wasn’t listening. Why would she? She hated talking about sex, and she hardly knew her own brother.  
 
    “So what? We’ve been together for many years,” I said. “We go through dry patches, like any couple. But when we’re good, it’s four or five times a week.”  
 
    “That’s fine,” he said. “And you’re right: rough patches are normal.”  
 
    He kept staring at me, still smiling, as if he was tempted to rub my lousy sex life in my face. “What?” I said. 
 
    “Nothing,” he said. “You’re just tense. Maybe if you worked on relaxing, Kristy would open up and put out more—and then she would be less tense.”  
 
    “Okay. I’ll get right on that,” I said, trying to focus on my game. I couldn’t believe it was still day one of six with Bernard.  
 
    “You should,” he said. “It’s important.” 
 
    “And how do you suppose I do that?” I said, snapping my head to look at Bernard again. “I mean—if she needs sex to be less tense, then how am I supposed to be less tense without sex? It kind of sounds like a Catch-22, if you ask me.”  
 
    “Sex,” he said, as if the answer was obvious. He was grinning.  
 
    “What about sex?” I said. 
 
    “It would loosen you up.” 
 
    “You’re talking nonsense,” I said. “What are you suggesting—that I get a prostitute?” 
 
    He laughed and then he shrugged his shoulders. “You need to break the cycle somehow.” I couldn’t tell if he was joking with me, or if he was being serious. Maybe he was trying to set me up, so he could break me and Kristy up. Maybe he hated me just as much as I hated him.  
 
    He started giggling before taking a sip from his steaming tea. I did my best to pretend like the weird conversation never happened. I didn’t know a lot about Bernard, but I knew that he was different. That was all Kristy ever told me: “My brother is a bit different.” And she never cared to divulge any more than that. And now I was learning that she was correct: he was different. But I didn’t yet know just how different he was.  
 
      
 
    

  

 
  
   CHAPTER III 
 
    I stumbled up to my bed and fell down on top of the sheets. I didn’t have the energy to crawl under the sheets. It was late and I had about ten drinks in me. My brain was fried from watching football and playing video games and stressing out over Bernard being in the house. I was ready to crash for the day, and I was ready to sleep in late: maybe even past noon for the first time in a decade. I had no responsibilities: nothing I needed to be awake for—not even to let the dogs out to pee.  
 
    It was supposed to be a long, uninterrupted night of rest, but around 3:30 AM, something woke me up. I was a light sleeper, even when I was hammered.  
 
    But the sound of my squeaky bedroom door made me spring up. It took me a moment to realise that I was staring at my bed’s headboard. I spun around and looked at my bedroom door. It was closed, but I definitely heard it swaying on its hinges. “Hello?” I whispered. I couldn’t remember the last time I slept alone in the house. Sure, I’d slept in our guest room many times—after fights with Kristy—but I was never alone in the house. If I heard a sound, I always knew that it was Kristy or one of our dogs—but now I knew that I was alone. 
 
    And then I remembered Bernard. I relaxed slightly, remembering that I wasn’t alone in the house, and then I perked up again, confused as to why Bernard would be in my bedroom. “Bernard?” I whispered, as if he would hear me across the house. I stood up slowly and wobbled, still drunk from a long night of alcohol consumption. I’d only been asleep for a couple of hours. I rubbed my eyes and tried to find my balance. Then I crept into the hallway. I was sure that I heard something—that wasn’t just a dream. 
 
    I looked around. “Bernard?” I whispered again, but there was no response. I knew that I wasn’t whispering loud enough to be heard, but for some reason I was too afraid to go much further than my bedroom doorway. What if there was a burglar in the house? What if some homeless person noticed our vehicle missing from the driveway and they assumed the house was empty and an easy target? What if I was about to be slammed on the head with a baseball bat? My heart skipped a beat. I looked back into my bedroom and noticed the open closet. 
 
    It wasn’t my closet—it was Kristy’s closet—and there was no way she left it open before leaving. She was so anal about stuff like that, especially when we had guests coming to stay with us. Did the burglar come into my room, check my closet, and then notice me sleeping on the bed? I took a step back into my bedroom, ready to hide under the covers until the sun came up, and then I heard a thumping. It was coming from down the hall: in Bernard’s bedroom. 
 
    I took a deep breath and moved forward, stepping carefully, suddenly sober. I avoided all of the creaky floorboards. I kept my hand on the wall to stop myself from teetering. The light was off in Bernard’s room. I gently pressed my ear to his door. My heart was pounding loud enough that, if he was awake, he could probably hear it. I tried pressing my hand against my chest to mute the loud thumping. But the room was silent. 
 
    Then I heard a noise coming from downstairs. It was like a whimper. Did the burglar have Bernard? Was he being strangled? Did they have a gag in his mouth? What if Bernard was mixed up with some bad people and they followed him to my house?  
 
    I crept over to the stairs. I felt like a child trying to catch Santa Claus as I tiptoed over to the banister. Except instead of excitement, I was filled with dread. I didn’t like being alone. I liked having Kristy in the house—and the dogs, even though I hated those noisy, hungry creatures.  
 
    I peeked down into the empty living room. Then I heard the whimper again. It was louder, but still far away, coming from the basement. I moved down the stairs and stayed close to the wall. The basement door was open, making my heart skip another beat. We always kept it closed. I went to the kitchen and grabbed a knife. Then I returned to that doorway. I heard another soft whimper before taking a step down. Was I prepared to fight a killer to save Bernard? Did I even care about him? Would Kristy hate me if I didn’t put up any fight at all, letting her brother die?  
 
    There was a light on in the basement: a dim orange glow from an old lamp—one that I didn’t even realise still worked.  
 
    I took a deep breath and peeked around the corner. I scanned around until I saw the girl on the old couch: on her back with her knees up next to her ribcage. She was wearing a little dress and she had long brown hair. Who was she? How did she get into my house? 
 
    I recognised that little dress—it belonged to Kristy. I tried to stop her from buying it because it was three hundred bucks and she only needed it for one night: some distant friend’s bachelorette party. Now, a stranger was wearing it in our basement—and that wasn’t all she was doing. 
 
    The woman had a dildo: thick and long and wobbly. She was pressing the tip against her hole: twisting it and making herself moan gently. I opened my mouth to say something, but no words came out. Was I having a strange dream? Or was there really a strange woman in my house, wearing my girlfriend’s clothes and fucking herself with a giant dildo? 
 
    She started pressing the dildo into her body. She pushed it deeper and deeper as she moaned louder and louder. I couldn’t believe how much of that giant rubber cock she was able to fit inside of her. She tilted her head back and I jumped back so she wouldn’t see me. My heart fluttered and my skin turned cold. It was a minute before I had the courage to peek again. Now, she was pumping the big cock in and out of her body. I stared in awe, not sure what to do. Was I supposed to call the police? Or was I just supposed to scare the woman away? Maybe I needed to get Bernard—maybe I needed some backup, just in case the crazy woman saw me and snapped. maybe she wandered away from some insane asylum.  
 
    Why couldn’t I move? Why couldn’t I do anything? Why was I stuck watching the girl as she fucked herself in my basement with a giant dildo?  
 
    I couldn’t stop watching. It didn’t help that she was actually pretty hot. She had a great body with perfect curves. Her skin was soft and she looked warm. I loved the way her lips parted as she moaned, and I loved the way she slowly squirmed as she pumped that toy in and out from her body. 
 
    She took one hand off of the dildo and reached into her panties. She started rubbing her clit. Now her hips were rising off the couch as her pleasure became more intense. Was I going to have to throw that couch in the garbage? Did I need to tell Kristy about this? What if I told her and she didn’t believe me? What if she thought that I was covering for some sort of affair? My heart bounced again.  
 
    Then the girl pulled her hand out from her panties, and with it she pulled out a long, stiff erection. She gripped it firmly and started pumping it up and down as she plunged her asshole with her giant dildo. 
 
    I froze. My skin turned cold and my lip quivered. I wasn’t watching a woman: I was watching a man. And now that I knew it was a man, I knew which man it was. Bernard was in my basement, dressed up like my girlfriend, fucking himself with a giant dildo. He was wearing a wig and he had a full face of makeup. He actually looked frighteningly convincing. And how was he putting that dildo into his ass? It was thicker than my wrist! How was he able to stretch so wide?  
 
    “Oh God,” he whimpered in a frighteningly feminine voice. I kept watching—but I was no longer sure why I was watching. He moved his clenched fist up to the tip of his cock and he jerked himself quickly until her erupted. His cum spewed two feet into the air before splatting all over his body, ruining that expensive dress. He let go of the giant dildo, letting his anus push it out onto the old couch. Then he used his free hand to spread the cum all over his skin, making himself glisten in that dim orange glow.  
 
    I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. It must have been a nightmare. I must have been dreaming alcohol induced dreams.  
 
    I crept back, carefully ascending the stairs until I was in my kitchen. Then I turned around and hurried back to my bedroom. I crawled under the sheets and I closed my eyes, hoping the nightmare would end at any moment. At some point, I fell asleep, but when I finally woke up the next morning, I knew that I didn’t have a nightmare. 
 
     

  

 
  
   CHAPTER IV 
 
    Bernard was in the kitchen sipping tea when I walked to the coffee maker. He looked up at me with a smile. “Hey Mark,” he said. “Have a good sleep? You slept for a long time.” 
 
    I wasn’t able to look into his eyes for more than two seconds. I couldn’t stop thinking about what I saw in the basement: his body clad in that little dress, face covered in makeup, ass being plugged by that massive dildo. And now, was his asshole still gaping? How long did it take for an asshole to recover from something like that? “I slept fine,” I said. “Don’t you have an interview today?” 
 
    “It already happened,” he said. “I just got home two hours ago.”  
 
    I paused for a moment. Was he now going to be lingering around the house for the next four days, until his next interview? I tried to remember which day he said his interview would be on, but I couldn’t remember. It didn’t matter—I knew I was stuck with him for days, unless I could find an excuse to leave the house. 
 
    But I didn’t want to leave my own house. This was supposed to be my week of relaxing—and I didn’t have a vehicle to leave the house with anyway. Leaving meant taking the city bus, which I hadn’t done in years. Kristy had our vehicle, and I didn’t want to spend my week off on some dirty city bus, risking contracting the coronavirus, having to wait at bus stops, looking up tedious bus schedules.  
 
    “What are you doing for the rest of the day?” I asked Bernard without looking at him.  
 
    “I’ll probably just hang out here. It was a long trip yesterday. I’m still pretty tired. Maybe I’ll do some yoga. I might take a nap, or take out the knitting needles.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes with my face turned away from him. Still, I couldn’t get that image out of my head. I wondered if that’s why his father disowned him: maybe he was caught dressing up when they were teenagers.  
 
    “But I might do a bit of work later,” he said. “You don’t mind me working in your living room, do you?” 
 
    I paused and stared at him. What did he mean by work? “I thought you were unemployed, Bernard.” I said. And then I imagined him bringing someone over to the house: a client. What if he was a prostitute? What if he was filming himself in my basement? What if he was recording a video for some pervert on the Internet?  
 
    He laughed. “Well, I still need to make money, so I do the odd poker tournament—online.”  
 
    A strange wave of relief washed over me. “Oh,” I said. “That’s fine.” It was nice to hear something somewhat normal coming out from his mouth.  
 
    “I play some online poker too. Which app do you use?” 
 
    “Poker Gold,” he said.  
 
    I thought he was just making a name up, maybe trying to sound more manly and relatable. I’d never heard of Poker Gold. So, I just smiled and nodded my head. I made my coffee and then I took it to the living room, so I could be in a different room than Bernard. I opened my phone and looked up Poker Gold, and that’s when I found out that it was real, and it was a serious deal. 
 
    Poker Gold was an invite-only poker app that only took in serious world-class poker players. It was created shortly after the coronavirus pandemic, as a way for a legitimate poker stars to continue playing poker that was as close to the real thing as possible. It required players to be on camera, with microphones. Each table had a real human dealer, and there weren’t buy-ins lower than five hundred dollars. It was much more intense than the dinky $0.50 tables that I played every now and then.  
 
    Bernard came into the living room twenty minutes later with his computer. He set it up at the end of the coffee table and then he stood up. “I need to go and get ready,” he said. 
 
    “You need to get ready?” I said. 
 
    He smiled and his cheeks turned red. “I have a bit of a persona. Don’t judge me—it helps to throw people off. My tournament starts in an hour.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said, and then I watched as he went up the stairs to get into his character. I rolled my eyes and turned on the TV, putting on football highlights, even though I watched most of the games the night before.  
 
    It was forty minutes later when Bernard came back down. This time, he wasn’t dressed as a man. He was wearing a dress, a wig, and a full face of makeup. My heart froze for a moment as I stared at him. He smiled at me before doing a little spin. “How do I look?” he said in a confusingly feminine voice. Aside from a few defining features, he looked like Kristy. But he was a bit younger than Kristy, and he was in slightly better shape than Kristy. In a weird way. he was actually hotter than Kristy, but I tried to convince my brain that I was mistaken. 
 
    I looked away with red cheeks and I shook my head. “Why are you dressed like that? Is that Kristy’s dress?” 
 
    “I borrowed one of her dresses,” he said. “She won’t mind.” But I minded. How was I ever going to look at Kristy if she ever put that dress on? I didn’t want to think that my girlfriend was wearing the same clothes that her brother wore.  
 
    “Why are you wearing it? Why do you look like that?” I said without looking back at him. 
 
    “It helps,” he said, sounding so girly that my brain was starting to consider the possibility that Bernard left and a woman came into the house. It didn’t make sense: he looked exactly like a girl. His makeup was perfect and that voice was spot-on. “People will fold for me. People are nicer to cute girls.”  
 
    I laughed and tried to stop my face from turning dark red. “You look ridiculous,” I said.  
 
    “Well, it pays the bills,” he said, still using that female voice.  
 
    I shook my head and turned back to the TV. I kept watching my highlights, cracking a fresh beer because it was still my week off. Then his tournament started. He got placed at a table and started talking to the people at the table in his girly voice. I looked over, tempted to yell out that he was a man, just to screw him over. Wasn’t that cheating? Are you allowed to be in a disguise at a poker tournament? I suppose people wear sunglasses and hoods—so what’s the difference?  
 
    “Don’t be afraid to call me,” she said during one hand. “If you think you can beat me, call me.”  
 
    I couldn’t hear the other users, since she was wearing headphones. “I’ll tell you what. If you beat me, maybe I’ll show you my tits.”  
 
    I looked over. She was gently biting her bottom lip, using her feminine guise to cheat her way through that poker tournament. Now, her poker hobby no longer seemed like such a normal hobby. Now, it seemed just as weird as her love for knitting—maybe even weirder.  
 
    I tried to ignore her as she ‘worked’ but it became increasingly difficult. She was bubbly and she kept pushing her hair back in a cute way. At one point, I found myself watching her through the television reflection. She had her legs crossed, but I could perfectly see up her skirt, at her black lace panties. Why did she need the panties if it was just a disguise for the poker tournament?  
 
    I went to get a new beer. She followed me to the kitchen. “Is your tournament over?” I asked. She stood close to me—too close. She was wearing perfume and looking into my eyes.  
 
    “No. I just got moved to a new table. We’re taking a ten-minute break.”  
 
    “I see,” I said.  
 
    “It’s going well though. I’m already at a money table—so even if I get knocked out next, I’ll leave with a few hundred bucks.” She was still using that voice, as if she was trying to confuse me. If she was trying to confuse me, it was working. My head was spinning. I kept catching myself looking down at her body whenever she was looking away, as if I was trying to check her out. But it was hard not to look. She had her legs shaved smooth, and her skin looked soft and warm. Every time she crossed her legs, I caught a quick glimpse of her plump ass. And every now and then, she would stand up to fix her dress, giving me another glimpse of her black lace panties. Maybe she was trying to give her opponents a glimpse too: some sort of distraction tactic.  
 
    She was eliminated from her tournament an hour later, but she was eliminated with a smile on her face. “Eleven hundred,” she said, looking at me. “Dinner is on me tonight. What do you want?” 
 
    I smiled for her. “That’s great for you,” I said. “But if you make so much playing poker, why do you need a job?” 
 
    “I need a safety net. I don’t always make money like this. Sometimes I’ll go two months without making anything. Do you like steak?”  
 
    “Sure,” I said hesitantly.  
 
    She ordered steaks from a fancy restaurant to be delivered to the house—with all the fixings: mashed potatoes, fries, gravy, salads, fried vegetables, and mushrooms, as well as two different pies for dessert. The dinner was amazing, and it wasn’t until I was taking my last bite that I realised she was still dolled up and still talking in that girly voice. I’d forgotten that she wasn’t actually a girl—just pretending for her poker tournament.  
 
    I looked down at her smooth legs and then back up at her face. I wanted to tell her to go get changed, but I didn’t want her thinking that I was uncomfortable with her being dressed up. I wanted her thinking that I didn’t care—because I didn’t care. At least I didn’t want to care.  
 
    I had another beer, and then another. Finally, a football game came on—the only one of the night, so I had something to distract myself with. But it was only a tiny bit distracting. The real distraction was the girl in the tiny dress laying on my couch.  
 
    “I should get myself cleaned up,” she said. A wave of relief washed over me, and then a strange wave of disappointment followed. I was going to lose my eye candy, but it was probably for the best. I didn’t need her on my couch like that. I didn’t need some neighbour looking in and thinking that I was cheating on my girlfriend while she was out of town.  
 
    She went upstairs and I kept watching the game. Twenty minutes went by and the beer ran through me. I had to go pee, so I went upstairs and went into the bathroom. I took a step in and then I realised she was in there, standing in her bra and panties in front of the mirror. 
 
    “Oh, sorry,” I said, perking up and freezing for a moment. 
 
    “Sorry. Do you need the bathroom? I was just taking my eyelashes out.”  
 
    I stared at her for a long moment. I couldn’t believe that I was staring at a man. It made no sense: she had the curves and the smooth skin and the big eyes and she smelled like flowers and vanilla. I wasn’t looking at a man, I was looking at a woman.  
 
    I stuttered. 
 
    “You’re so tense, Mark,” she said. “You can relax. It’s your house. You should be relaxed in your house.”  
 
    “Is that Kristy’s bra?” I asked. 
 
    “No, this one’s mine,” she said. She cupped her breasts and gave them a shake, making them jiggle. Why did they look so real? “These are silicon pads. Expensive—but realistic, right? Feel them.” She stepped towards me and pushed her chest out. For some reason, I reached out my hands and cupped her breasts. I squeezed. They really did feel real. I groaned as the smell of her perfume wafted up my nose.  
 
    She giggled. “Want to fool around?” she said. 
 
    “What?” I said suddenly. My eyes got wide and my heart skipped a beat.  
 
    She giggled again. “When was the last time you played hide and seek?” she said.  
 
    “Hide and seek? Are you serious?” 
 
    “Yeah. It’s fun. You count to thirty, I’ll go hide, and you have to find me. You’ve got a big house—it’s perfect for hide and seek.” 
 
    “I think I’m too old for it,” I said.  
 
    “Don’t be silly. You’re never too old. You’ll have five minutes to find me. If you don’t find me, you have to complete a dare.” 
 
    “A dare?” I said, shaking my head while trying not to look down at her breasts—which weren’t even real breasts, even though they looked surprisingly realistic. “Like Truth or Dare?” 
 
    “Yeah—but just a dare—truths are boring. I prefer secrets.” She winked. “Close your eyes and start counting out loud. I’ll go hide. If you find me in five minutes, you can dare me to do anything.” 
 
    I paused for a moment before submitting. I turned to face the wall and I covered my eyes, and then I started counting. I heard her patter off, and then the house became silent. I had no idea where she went, though I was sure she didn’t go into one of the bedrooms… unless she tricked me by making a noisy escape to the left before doubling back silently.  
 
    “Ready or not, here I come,” I called out without much enthusiasm. I couldn’t believe that I was playing Hide and Seek like a toddler.  
 
    I started downstairs, looking around the living room. Then I went to the kitchen and tried looking in the bigger cupboards. She had a smaller figure and could probably fit into most of them if she wanted to. But she wasn’t there. Then I suddenly became more aware of the clock. I was losing my five minutes quickly, and I didn’t want to complete whatever dare she had in mind.  
 
    I started searching faster. I knew that she knew about our basement, so I decided to look down there. I looked in nooks and I looked in the boiler room, even though the light didn’t work in the room. I went around the old water heater, and then I bumped into a warm body: it was her body, almost naked as she hid behind that hot water heater. Her skin was warm and damp and she giggled. “You found me,” she said.  
 
    “I guess so,” I said, feeling awkward as we were cramped together. I slipped out and offered her a hand, to help her out. She stood up inches away from me and looked into my eyes. “So what’s my dare then?” she said, looking strangely excited.  
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. “Why don’t you do the dishes?”  
 
    She giggled. “That’s it?” she said. “You can ask me to do anything.” 
 
    I paused and my heart fluttered. “The dishes,” I said. “That’s what I’m picking.” I could feel my face turning dark red.  
 
    She rolled her eyes. “Fine. If that’s all you want—even though you could have anything.” I hated the way she kept saying anything. Was she offering sex? Was she crazy? Her sister was my girlfriend. I wasn’t crazy—I wasn’t going to fuck everything up because of a little bit of drunken lust. 
 
    And was there a little bit of drunken lust? Was I fantasising about fucking her? I went upstairs with her and watched her as she went to the sink, still in her bra and panties. She had a nice body: smooth and soft all over, with perfect curves. The black lace looked so good on her skin—and her wig looked fantastically realistic. I took a seat in the living room and put the game back on, but it was hard to watch. I could see her through the doorway: her perky bum out, teasing me.  
 
    It was ten minutes later when she came out from the kitchen, glistening in spots with soapy water. “All done,” she said. 
 
    I looked at her and smiled, taking a deep breath as I kept the couch pillow on my lap to hide my erection. I hated that I had an erection. I hated that she was driving me so crazy. 
 
    “Want to play again?” she said. 
 
    “Play what again?” 
 
    “Hide and seek,” she said. “Same rules.” 
 
    My heart skipped a beat. “I’ll pass,” I said. “I might go play some video games with some buddies.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay,” she said. She sounded disappointed. But why did she want to play so badly? What grown adult wants to play hide and seek? Or was she just hoping to dare me to do something?  
 
    I went to my computer and looked at my friend list. Nobody was online. I didn’t really want to play alone, but I needed to get away from my house guest. So I just joined a random server and started playing with strangers. It was only a few minutes later when she put her hands on my shoulders, making me jump. Then she leaned in, surrounding me with her brilliant perfume. “Counter Strike?” she said. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. 
 
    “I have that game,” she said. “I got it when it was on sale, but I never really played it much. Do you like it?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, trying to focus on the game. Why did she smell so good? Did she take that perfume everywhere she went? Why was she still dressed as a woman? Was she trying to seduce me? Was it working?  
 
    “Maybe I’ll sign on and we can play,” she said, skipping over to her laptop. “Send me your profile name.”  
 
    I sighed and rolled my eyes. Maybe it was obvious that I wasn’t actually playing with real friends. Maybe I had no excuse to blow her off. Once again, she was chipping away at my week of freedom.  
 
    I added her as a friend. We played a game together, and she wasn’t very good, only getting two kills. Our team lost and our teammates said some nasty things before we disconnected. “Want to play again?” she asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. I’m actually pretty tired,” I said. I wasn’t tired, but I didn’t want to be stuck in that living room with her. Lying awake in bed sounded better than playing video games with my pestering, pretty house guest.  
 
    “One more game,” she said. “Please! I’m just getting the hang of it.” 
 
    I shook my head and sighed. A game could take as long as an hour. “Fine. Just one more,” I said. 
 
    She giggled. “Yay,” she said. She was still using that female voice. Maybe she thought it made our teammates go easier on her. “I really think I’m getting the hang of it. We should make another bet.” 
 
    “A bet?” I said. 
 
    “Yeah. I bet that I’ll get more kills than you,” she said. “If I win, you have to do a dare—anything I want. If you win, I’ll do anything you want.” 
 
    “I don’t want anything,” I said. 
 
    “I’m sure you can think of something,” she said. 
 
    She probably thought that I would cave and have sex with her. I was quickly coming to the realisation that Bernard was a homosexual, and he wanted to have sex with me. It was just a theory, but it seemed like a pretty good theory.  
 
    “Whatever,” I said. I knew what my dare was going to be: I was going to dare her to go get changed and go to bed, so I could have the house properly to myself.  
 
    So we played the new game. I was surprised to see her get a kill in the first round. Then I got two in the second, calming my nerves slightly. I got a third kill in the third round, putting a bit of distance between my score and her score. Then I got my fourth and fifth kills in the next round. I took a deep breath. Luckily, the other team wasn’t great, so it was looking like it was going to be a quick game. 
 
    Then I started thinking of other possibilities. What if I did fool around with her? What if I dared her to suck my cock? I could claim that I was drunk and didn’t remember anything. If she told my girlfriend, I could easily defend myself by saying I was blackout drunk—or I could accuse her of lying. Or maybe I could just convince her to keep the romp a secret.  
 
    I shook my head. No—I was just going to dare her to go up to bed, so all of these tempting thoughts would be out of my head. 
 
    I got a few more kills, and then she got her second—and then her third. I was still up by eight kills and the game was almost half over.  
 
    “What’s happening?” she said as the game paused. 
 
    “We’re switching sides. The first fifteen rounds are over,” I said. She didn’t even know the basic rules of the game. She was hopeless. The bet was won before it even begun. 
 
    I started considering that taboo option again. Maybe I could put on a condom and plunge her asshole. From behind, she looked a lot like my girlfriend: a little bit smoother, a little bit younger, and a little bit curvier. Let’s face it: she was hotter than my girlfriend. I took a sip from my beer. I wasn’t sure how many beers I’d consumed that night.  
 
    I took a deep breath and refocussed on the game. Now our team was starting to slip. We lost a few rounds and now the other team was catching back up. It didn’t matter if we won or lost—it wasn’t relevant to the final score of our bet. I checked the kill count and then I paused. Now, she was only three kills behind me, and we still had ten rounds left. I needed to focus. I looked back at her.  
 
    She was still in her bra and panties, sitting cross-legged on the floor. She had her hair tied back in a messy bun, which was kind of cute. Then I heard the blast and looked at my screen. I was dead—I didn’t even realise the round had started. 
 
    “Shit,” I mumbled. I needed to focus. Now she was just one kill behind me. 
 
    I took another deep breath and hunkered down. I managed to get three kills in the next round, but she got the other two. Then she got three kills, and I only got one. I was too afraid to look at the kill counter. We still had a few rounds left. I just had to pull through. I had to have a strong finish!  
 
    “Counter Terrorists Win!” the game said. 
 
    The score came up automatically. Our team won, and I had the second most kills—she had the most. 
 
    She jumped up and spun around in a cute way. She turned to me with a bright face. “I won!” she said. “That was fun! I can see why you like that game so much now!” She bounced, making her silicone breasts jiggle and dance. She looked into my eyes and smirked.  
 
    “Did you just play me?” I said. “Because that’s not fair. That’s cheating.” 
 
    “Who said I played you?” she said. “You can’t sneak out of this one. You lost! Now you have to be a man of your word.”  
 
    I shook my head and sighed. “Fine,” I said. “What do you want me to do? Let’s get it over with so I can get to bed.”  
 
    She smiled and bit her lip. Then she covered her lips with her hand and started giggling.  
 
    “What’s so funny?” I said. “What do you want? Let’s just get this over with. Please.”  
 
    “Masturbate,” she said. 
 
    I paused, staring into her big eyes as she giggled. “Excuse me—what?” 
 
    “Take your cock out and masturbate—right there, without stepping or turning. You have to jerk off, right where you’re standing.”  
 
    “That’s disgusting,” I said. 
 
    “That’s the dare,” she said, crossing her arms and raising her eyebrows. She laughed and covered her lips again. “You could have done anything to me and you chose the dishes. Now you have to do what you’re told.” 
 
    “Or what?” I said. 
 
    “Or I tell Kristy about the drinking—and the sleeping in, and all the video games.”  
 
    “That’s blackmail,” I said. 
 
    “No—it’s just collateral, really. She asked me to tell her what you get up to, so it would really just be me doing what I’m supposed to do. In all honesty, right now, I’m doing you a favour.” She smiled and then she bit her lip again.  
 
    “You’re disgusting,” I said.  
 
    “Just quit being a baby and do it,” she said.  
 
    “Fine. Whatever,” I said, shaking my head. I took a deep breath. I closed my eyes. I reached down and unzipped the fly of my jeans. I took another deep breath. then I tugged down my pants, along with my boxers. I felt a cool breeze tickling my genitals. After another deep breath, I opened my eyes. She was staring at my cock with a big red-cheeked smile. “Go ahead,” she said. 
 
    “You better not tell anyone about this—ever,” I said. 
 
    “I won’t, if you go through with it,” she said. 
 
    I shook my head and sighed. Then I grabbed my penis and clenched it gently. I began to tug on it. I was sure that I wouldn’t even be able to get hard in front of her, under the pressure. I kept tugging, pulling gently as I tried to massage my tip with my clenched fist. It felt so strange. “Keep your eyes open,” she said. 
 
    I forced my eyes to open. She was still standing there, staring at me, within three feet. I could smell that perfume. I could almost feel the heat radiating off of her body. My skin tingled. I squirmed, and then I felt a surge of euphoria in my penis. I groaned. I looked down. My tip was pressing out from my fist. My cock’s girth was getting bigger. I was getting hard—and she was looking, staring down at my cock with a big smile. 
 
    “Fuck,” I muttered. I closed my eyes again. 
 
    “Open your eyes and stare at me,” she said. I opened my eyes. “Look at my body.”  
 
    She took a step closer so that perfume smell was stronger, and that warmth was more intense. I squirmed again. Now my cock was fully hard. Now I was worried that I was actually going to come. Oh God, I couldn’t think of anything more embarrassing than coming in front of someone—let alone my girlfriend’s brother while he was dressed up as a girl… a convincing girl… a beautiful, curvy, convincing girl. 
 
    I shuddered all over with euphoria. It didn’t help that it had been a few days since I’d jerked off. I didn’t get a chance the day before, or the day before that. “Is that enough?” I asked with a dark red face. 
 
    “No, it’s not enough until you come,” she said. 
 
    “I don’t want to come,” I said. 
 
    “Too bad,” she said. “Try harder in the game next time.” She giggled and covered her mouth.  
 
    “You should stand back then,” I said as another pulse of euphoria surged through me. 
 
    She narrowed her eyes and giggled. “Why?” she said. 
 
    “Because,” I said. “I mean—just move back.” 
 
    “Why would I move back?” she said. She reached up and adjusted her bra, making her kitties wobble. Then she reached down and pulled her panties away from her skin, briefly revealing her semi-erect penis. It was big and smooth and strangely arousing. My skin tingled again. 
 
    “Just stand back,” I said, still stroking myself. I tried to slow down, to make it last a bit longer—just long enough for her to take a few steps back. 
 
    “Just tell me why,” she said. 
 
    But I couldn’t hold back any longer. I came. I tried to turn it to the side slightly, but it still got her. She gasped, covering her mouth as she watched the strands of cum flying through the air and landing on her skin and her black lacy panties. “You’re coming on me!” she said.  
 
    “I’m sorry!” I said, still coming. It was a lot of cum: blast after blast after blast, splattering on her body, dripping down her skin. But she still wasn’t moving back. She reached down to wipe it off of her leg, but she only spread it like soft butter. “I’m sorry,” I said again. The last big glob fell out of my cock. 
 
    “I’m covered in your cum now,” she said. She wiped a glob off of her abdomen. Then she brought it to her lips and licked it. She giggled. 
 
    My heart skipped a beat. “Why are you doing this to me?” I said. 
 
    “Because it’s fun,” she said. “Anyway—I’m super tired. I was up way earlier than you, so I’m going to take a shower and go to bed. Goodnight, Mark!” She turned around and skipped away, leaving me feeling stupid and confused in that living room. How was I going to tell Kristy about this? No—she could never find out. It would be too hard to believe. It would drive her insane, and it would probably ruin our relationship—and her relationship with her brother. It had to remain a secret.  
 
    I went to the basement to use our second bathroom, which hardly ever got any use. I washed myself up and then I went back upstairs and sat down at my computer, hoping that a few more rounds of Counter Strike would scrub the strange memory of jerking off of my girlfriend’s brother from my mind.  
 
    

  

 
  
   CHAPTER V 
 
    He was already awake when I walked into the kitchen. He was at the table, sipping his morning tea, once again looking like a man: no dress, no makeup, and no wig. And when he spoke, he didn’t use his girly voice. “How’d you sleep?” he said casually, as if the previous night never happened. 
 
    My heart fluttered. “Fine,” I lied. I didn’t sleep. I couldn’t sleep knowing what I’d done.  
 
    “Any plans today?” he asked. 
 
    “I just want to relax today,” I said.  
 
    “Relax?” he said.  
 
    “Yeah. Why?” I said.  
 
    “Nothing,” he said with a small smile. “I think that’s a great idea. I told you when I got here that I think you need to relax. Relaxed people tend to be much more successful in their lives. That’s the trick to winning poker games—you need to be relaxed. When you’re relaxed, you think more clearly. It’s good to be relaxed.” He took another big sip from his steaming tea. 
 
    “Right…” I said, nodding my head slowly. I made myself my morning coffee: extra strong, to make up for the lack of sleep.  
 
    “Just let me know if I can help you relax,” he said with a little wink before leaving the room His offer resonated strangely with me, but I brushed it off and went on with my day. 
 
    He went to his bedroom and spent some time on his laptop, finally staying out of my way. I still couldn’t do everything that I dreamed of doing, like watching porn on the big screen—but I basically had my freedom.  
 
    I went to watch some television, but quickly got bored. I couldn’t get into any shows, not even the new Netflix specials that all of my friends were busy watching. I just kept squirming on the couch, changing the show, hoping to find something to spark my interest, but my mind just kept wandering. So I decided to play some video games. I put on Counter Strike and played a few matches. But I wasn’t playing very well: losing games, getting killed in annoying ways. It wasn’t long before I was frustrated. So I turned my computer off. I wandered around the house, trying to think of things to do. There were a few chores that needed to be done: I still needed to pain the baseboards—something I had talked about doing for almost a whole year—but I just wasn’t motivated to do it. I thought about fixing the lawn mower, but it seemed like too much work. 
 
    So, I found myself back on the couch, flipping through shows, unable to decide on anything or focus on anything. At one point I even retrieved my old guitar from the basement, which I hadn’t played in three years. I tried playing a song, but couldn’t remember half of the chords. I quickly got bored of trying to remember, so I put the guitar back.  
 
    I sighed. Maybe Bernard was right: maybe I needed to relax. Maybe my strange nervousness was stopping me from getting anything done. But how could I relax? I didn’t have any pills for that. I couldn’t afford a professional massage. I stopped smoking pot years ago, because it was making me feel sick.  
 
    Bernard came down the stairs to get a fresh cup of tea from the kitchen. I watched him for a moment before saying, “Any plans to play poker today?” 
 
    He looked at me and shrugged his shoulders. “No,” he said. “Why?”  
 
    “Just wondering,” I said. My heart skipped a beat.  
 
    “Okay,” he said. He was being strangely low-key. Maybe he got his nonsense out of his system. Maybe I was all tense because he was in the house. Maybe I needed to get him into a hotel, even though I couldn’t afford a hotel. He could certainly afford it with the money he was making playing poker.  
 
    “Hey Bernard,” I said. 
 
    “Yeah?” he said from the middle of the stairs. 
 
    “Wouldn’t you rather stay in a hotel?” I asked.  
 
    “A hotel?” he said. “Why? You want the place to yourself?”  
 
    “No—not at all. I’m just wondering. I mean—you make so much money playing poker. And our guest room is so cramped. Wouldn’t you be more comfortable in a hotel room?”  
 
    He smiled. “I don’t know. If you want me to go, I can go. Planning on having a lady over?” His smile turned into a mean smirk.  
 
    I shook my head. “Never mind. It was just a question,” I said.  
 
    “I won’t tell Kristy. I think it’s a good idea,” he said, taking a few steps down the stairs.  
 
    “What do you mean, it’s a good idea. What’s a good idea?” I said. 
 
    “Being with a woman. I wouldn’t even call it an affair. I would just call it… therapy. You’re stuck in a cycle. Your tension is killing your sex life with Kristy, and it’s making her tense. I’ve seen this before. It’s not long before you both become even unhappier.” 
 
    “Who said we’re unhappy?” I said, biting down on my tongue. I didn’t love his assumptions, but he wasn’t exactly wrong. Things had been getting worse. We were fighting more often and our sex life was turning into nothingness. “We’re fine.” 
 
    “It’s a popular trend in Europe,” he said with a big smile. I couldn’t tell if he was fucking with me. “Some women will even hire sex therapy workers for their men, to revitalise them. It benefits everyone in the end. They call is sex therapy.”  
 
    “You’re so full of it,” I said. 
 
    “No, I’m not. Google it,” he said. “Besides—what do you have to lose? If your relationship is on the rocks, then you can either try extreme measures to save it, or you can just sit back and hope for the best.” 
 
    “What do you know?” I said. 
 
    Now he wasn’t smiling. “Well,” he said. “I saw the papers in the drawer. I’m guessing you guys left them there by accident. I wasn’t going to say anything. It’s not really any of my business. but a part of me wants to help.” 
 
    “What papers are you talking about?” I said. 
 
    He stared at me with a blank expression. “It’s not any of my business. But look—if you want, I can help you find a good, clean girl to give you a little spark. I just look at it like therapy, and I would never tell Kristy about your therapy. That’s confidential.”  
 
    “What papers are you talking about?” I said. 
 
    He stared at me for another long moment before going up the stairs. It was a minute before he came back with a little stack of papers. He handed them to me. “Sorry. Do you not know about these?”  
 
    I looked at them for a long moment. ‘Common-law separation agreement,’ was written in bold letters at the top of the first page. I flipped through. Kristy had already filled some of the paperwork out, detailing how she would get the dogs and the car and I would get the house. We would split the bank account 50/50, and our stocks would be sold and the money would be split. “What is this?” I said with a soft voice. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Mark,” he said. “I thought you knew.”  
 
    “No,” I said.  
 
    “I was sort of snooping. I was looking for something use… never mind that.” He blushed.  
 
    “Why is she leaving me?” I said. I couldn’t believe what I was holding—but at the same time, I could believe it. The whole reason I never proposed was because things had been sliding downhill for a while. Sex started to dry up and our fights got worse and became more frequent. I figured getting married was a bad idea, because a divorce would be tricky with all of our stuff: our dogs, our house, our car, our shared bank account. But I suppose with common-law laws, we were basically already married. The process of separation was probably no different.  
 
    “Well, I shouldn’t have read the papers, but on the last page there is a section where she wrote in the reason.” 
 
    I flipped to the last page and read Kristy’s reason for wanting to separate. ‘The chemistry is gone. He’s no longer open. We don’t have sex anymore. He is always masturbating when he thinks that I’m asleep. We hardly ever talk. He would rather play video games than spend time with me.’ My heart fell into my stomach. I hated that she knew about the masturbating, but the last line was the worst, about the video games. It’s not that I preferred playing video games than spending time with her, but we always seemed to fight when we were together, and the video games seemed to offer some stress relief.  
 
    “Have you tried being more open with her?” Bernard asked. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. I didn’t even know what that mean: be more open. Was I supposed to tell her when I was feeling sad? Was I supposed to tell her every time I thought about food? How much more open could I be? “I’m going up to my room. I think I want to be alone for a while.” I took those papers up to my room and then I fell onto my bed. I closed my eyes but I didn’t fall asleep.  
 
    The stress was killing me. My girlfriend was planning on dumping me. I was going to be single for the first time in nearly a decade. I loved Kristy. My fondest memories were of times spent with her. Sure, we hadn’t been as close lately, but I always assumed it was just a rough patch—I thought we would work through it.  
 
    I tried not to cry. I didn’t want to cry. I needed to figure out a solution instead of sulking over the problem. But what could I do? I wanted to think that I would start being nicer to her and I would stop getting into fights with her, but I knew that we would end up fighting the moment she got home. She was tense and I was tense. We were always on edge—always clashing.  
 
    I took a deep breath, and then I heard the squeaky hinges of the bedroom door. I sat up and looked to the doorway, seeing Bernard, now dressed in lingerie, makeup, and a wig. He was a girl again. “Doing a tournament?” I asked. 
 
    She shook her head. “I just came in to see you,” she said. “Lay back down.” 
 
    “Why?” I said. 
 
    She was wearing long satin gloves and she had crisscrossing fishnets up her beautiful, smooth legs. She walked right up to me. “Just lay back.”  
 
    “I don’t want to cheat on Kristy,” I said. “Even if she’s leaving me.” 
 
    “Just relax. It’s not cheating. It’s just therapy. I’m going to help you relax.” 
 
    “I don’t want it,” I said. Then she reached down and grabbed my crotch with her satin-clad hand. She squeezed hard—but not so hard that it hurt. I gasped and froze. She massaged. I was still in my pyjamas, and the fabric was thin. I could feel everything. She was staring into my eyes, smiling. “Just relax,” she said. 
 
    “Stop,” I said.  
 
    “Relax,” she said again. I stared down at her hand. She was getting me hard, rubbing in the most amazing way: stimulating blood flow into my penis. I was getting hard fast. My whole body was tingling and pulsing with pleasure.  
 
    She took my pyjamas and pulled them down past my knees, exposing my fresh erection. Then she sunk to her knees, pulling my cock towards her face, and she opened her mouth. “Oh God,” I said, closing my eyes.  
 
    “Don’t close your eyes,” she said. “Just watch—and relax.” It took a moment before I was able to open my eyes. Now I was staring into her eyes and she was staring back. She smiled and leaned forward with her open mouth, accepting my cock inside. Her mouth was wet and warm. She pressed her lips firmly around my girth and began to suck, still staring into my eyes. 
 
    “Why are you doing this?” I said. 
 
    She didn’t respond. She just bobbed her head on my erection. It felt good—so, so good—but so horrible at the same time. I knew it wasn’t right. I knew that she was a male, and I knew that she was my girlfriend’s brother. But I couldn’t stop her—I didn’t want to stop her. It felt too good to stop. She planted her hands on my thighs and pushed her head down further, pushing my tip down her throat so she could fit my entire cock in her mouth. My body shuddered with pleasure. I watched as her beautiful plump lips slid up and down my veiny, hard cock. Every now and then, she would rise up and lick the tip of my penis with the tip of her tongue before plunging back down, massaging the underside of my cock with the flat of her tongue. My God, it felt so good.  
 
    I took a deep breath and felt the tension draining from my shoulders. I felt her amazing mouth moving up and down, and then my body slouched some more. I had to admit: I was relaxed.  
 
    “Keep going,” I said. “Don’t stop.” 
 
    Now she was bobbing her head quickly, gently caressing my thighs with her satin-clad hands. The stimulation was intense. My whole body felt warm and comfortable, and I was already on the verge of coming. “Don’t stop,” I said again. “I’m going to come in your mouth.”  
 
    She clenched the base of my cock hard with her fist and she used her other hand to quickly jerk off my tip, bringing me suddenly to my climax. Then, within a second to spare, she put her lips around my tip and did one last little tickle to make me come hard inside of her mouth. I filled her cheeks and the back of her throat with my warm goo. I groaned loudly and fell back on the bed, and she sucked until I was completely drained. Then she stood up, showed me the pool of white in her mouth, and she swallowed all of it. She showed me her empty mouth before smiling. “Feel better?” 
 
    I nodded my head slowly. She giggled and then she skipped out of my room, off to the bathroom to get herself cleaned up.  
 
    I really did feel better. I felt strangely relaxed and clear-headed. I hadn’t forgotten those common-law divorce papers though. But now, I felt determined to make sure Kristy didn’t go ahead with filing them. I needed to convince her that we had just gone through a rough patch—and now it was over. But how was I going to do that?  
 
    Maybe Bernard was right. Maybe I just needed to keep my stress level in check. Maybe I just needed to make sure that I was calm around Kristy—not tense—so I could diffuse any fights that were sparking up.  
 
    

  

 
  
   CHAPTER VI 
 
    Kristy called me the next morning, taking me by surprise. She left angry, and when she was angry with me, she usually stayed angry for at least three days. Kristy was capable of holding a serious grudge.  
 
    She didn’t seem thrilled to see me. “How’s the trip so far?” I asked. Her FaceTime reception was a bit fuzzy—and I was surprised that it was working at all. 
 
    “It’s fine,” she said.  
 
    “Where are your friends?” I asked. 
 
    “In their tents—hungover.” She was walking in the woods, away from her campsite. 
 
    “Just fine?” I said. “Not having a huge blast?” 
 
    “Just too much on my mind, I guess,” she said without looking at the screen. I couldn’t help but assume that she was thinking about the common-law separation that she was on the verge of initiating.  
 
    “Well try to relax,” I said. “You’re in the great outdoors—the ultimate place to relax.” 
 
    She rolled her eyes. It didn’t seem like she wanted to be talking with me. It seemed like I was inconveniencing her by staying on the phone. Normally, I would have called her out for the way she was acting: the eye rolling, the lack of eye-contact. But this time, I made a point of reminding myself that she called me—and if she called me, then maybe she did want to be talking with me.  
 
    “How are the stars out there?” I asked. “It’s been so long since I’ve seen the stars—and it’s so clear right now.”  
 
    “They’re nice,” she said. “Though the girls just want to drink—so there hasn’t been much stargazing.” She finally turned to the camera. “How’s your week going? My brother isn’t getting in your way too much, is he?”  
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. I was about to say that he had been a bit annoying, but I didn’t want to start a fight. I didn’t want to start any more fights. “He’s been fine—keeping to himself, mostly.” 
 
    “Really? That’s not like him,” she said.  
 
    “No?”  
 
    She smiled. “As long as you’re getting along, I’m happy.”  
 
    “I can’t complain,” I said. “He’s been a nice guy so far—really chill and polite. He bought dinner last night.” I was doing a bit of lying, but it was a white lie: putting her mind at ease while she was on her little vacation. I didn’t want her stressing out over something stupid, like how I couldn’t have the house to myself for a week.  
 
    “Well, that’s great to hear. I won’t lie—I was feeling pretty guilty about the whole thing.” 
 
    “Don’t feel guilty,” I said. “Let’s just forget about it. Where are you now?” 
 
    “I’m going on this little hike. I don’t really know where this trail goes.” She looked like she was in the middle of a deep forest, surrounded on all sides by giant trees.  
 
    “Well don’t go too far on your own,” I said. “You wouldn’t want to run into a bear or something.”  
 
    “I’m okay, Mark,” she said.  
 
    I took a deep breath. “I got transferred at work,” I said.  
 
    She stopped and looked at the screen. “A promotion?” 
 
    I shook my head. “No. Technically a demotion.” 
 
    “What? When did this happen?” 
 
    “Four months ago,” I said. “They cut my pay by ten grand a year.”  
 
    Her eyes widened. “And you’re just telling me this now?”  
 
    “Yeah,” I said.  
 
    She was silent, looking slightly pale.  
 
    “Sorry,” I said. “I thought it would be better to keep it secret from you. I went and cut a ton of expenses on my end to make up for the difference, so you wouldn’t notice. I cancelled a few memberships and subscriptions, stopped going to hockey, and I stopped eating lunch.”  
 
    “Why didn’t you tell me?” she said. 
 
    “I don’t know, to be honest,” I said. “I guess I was just afraid of you leaving me because of it. I’m sure I’ll eventually get moved back up. But… Well, now you know.”  
 
    She was silent for another minute as she stared at the screen. “Okay. Thanks for telling me.” 
 
    That silence became horribly awkward. But strangely, I felt much better, getting the secret off of my chest. It had been killing me. Every time she looked at our bank balance, I was always on edge, thinking she would see the smaller deposits. Every time she walked up to me, I assumed she was about to confront me about the secret—but now it was all out in the open.  
 
    “You’re not too mad?” I said. “It’s okay if you are—I won’t hold it against you.”  
 
    “I’m not mad, Mark. I just want you to tell me these things.”  
 
    I smiled. “I will,” I said.  
 
    We kept talking. She told me a bit more about how her trip was going. She told me about the small hikes she’d done, and about some of the drama that came up with her friends. “What about you?” she said. “What have you been up to?” 
 
    “Not a lot. Just trying to relax. I’ve been thinking a lot about you.” 
 
    “Me?” she said. “What about me?”  
 
    “Just thinking about old times. And… you know—I’ve been lonely here.”  
 
    “What does that mean?” she asked with a laugh. 
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe you can send me a picture that I can work with.” 
 
    “A picture? What are you talking about? Do you mean a naked picture?”  
 
    I smiled. “Yeah,” I said. I felt my cheeks turning red. I couldn’t remember the last time I blushed with Kristy.  
 
    “Since when have you ever wanted me to send you a naked picture?” she said. 
 
    “I’ve always wanted it—I’ve just never asked.”  
 
    She stared at the screen, and then she looked around the woods. She giggled and then she placed her phone down on a tree branch. She stepped back from the phone and pulled up her shirt, exposing her braless tits. She let me stare at them for thirty seconds before dropping her shirt. “Happy?” she said with red cheeks. 
 
    “Very happy,” I said. I pulled down my pants and showed her my erection.  
 
    She gasped. “That got you hard?” she said. “That’s what does it for you?”  
 
    “What can I say? You have nice tits,” I said.  
 
    She was blushing even more now.  
 
    “Show me your pussy,” I said.  
 
    “Mark!” she said, looking around again. “What’s gotten into you?”  
 
    “Just do it. I won’t tell anyone.”  
 
    “Why are you being so naughty?” she said, smirking and biting her bottom lip. 
 
    “Just do it.” 
 
    She looked around, then she walked off the path. “I’m getting off the path if this is what we’re doing,” she said. She walked for a minute and then she placed the phone down against a tree. She sat on the ground and she tugged down her leggings, along with her panties. She spread her legs, exposing her pussy, which was surrounded by the perfect amount of dark pubic hair.  
 
    “Happy, pervert?” she said. 
 
    “Spread it,” I said. I grabbed onto my stiff erection and started to stroke it.  
 
    “Spread my pussy?” she said. 
 
    “Yeah. I want to see all of it.”  
 
    She used both of her hands to spread it open. 
 
    “Now finger yourself.” 
 
    “Oh my God,” she said, shaking her head. She closed her eyes as she pushed two fingers into her cunt. She gently began to pump in and out. Her knees rose up slightly and a small whimper escaped her lips. I placed my phone down, so she could see me pumping my tall erection. 
 
    “Wow. You’re so hard,” she said.  
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “Because you’re so hot.”  
 
    She started pumping faster, making a small amount of clear fluid gush out from her body. She let another whimper slip.  
 
    I squeezed my cock harder, pumped a little bit faster, and then a wave of euphoria surged through me and I gasped. Cum blasted out from my cock. She stared at her screen and gasped at the sight of my massive cumshot. “Are you coming already?” she said. 
 
    I squirmed as the cum blasted into the air. She pushed her fingers deeper into her pussy and moaned a little bit louder. She used her free hand to rub her clit. She stared at her screen—at me—and rubbed herself for another minute until her blissful orgasm came to an end. Then she looked around and pulled up her pants.  
 
    “I hope you weren’t recording that,” she said.  
 
    “I wasn’t,” I said. “But we should do it again—maybe tomorrow.”  
 
    “Maybe,” she said. “Or maybe when I’m actually there.” She smiled, and my body filled with a warm hopefulness. Maybe our relationship wasn’t dead. Maybe there was still a chance that things would work out.  
 
    I was able to relax for the rest of the day. I was able to enjoy a few shows on TV, and I was able to settle into playing some video games. But by noon, I felt an unfamiliar motivation. I went to get the bucket of white paint from the basement, and then I spent a few hours painting the baseboards. I fixed the wonky bedroom door, and then I fixed the insulation issue in the attic, which I’d been meaning to do for many months. It wasn’t exactly the relaxation I had in mind for the week, but it felt strangely satisfying to get things done around the house.  
 
    Bernard got dolled up that evening for a poker tournament. She set her system up in the living room: laptop on the floor, and she laid down on her stomach, with her bare legs in the air behind her. From where I was sitting, I could see right up her little skirt. I could see the bulge of her cock in her tight panties, and I could smell that amazing perfume. I was tempted many times to close her computer screen so I could fuck her on that floor, from behind—but I resisted.  
 
    She caught me looking later in the night. She smiled and said, “I don’t mind if you stare at my ass.” 
 
    I turned red. “I wasn’t staring at your ass,” I said. 
 
    “No?” 
 
    “No. I swear,” I said. I was lying. I was staring at her ass, because she had a perfect ass.  
 
    It was a few minutes later when she slowly reached back with her hand. She reached under her skirt and picked her panties out from her butt crack. She pulled the panties aside and then she used both of her hands to spread her cheeks, showing me her asshole without looking back at me. I stared, thinking she wasn’t looking at me—and then I realised she could see me in the reflection of her computer screen. I looked away quickly. 
 
    She started laughing. “You’re so horny,” she said. “Didn’t get it out of your system with Kristy this morning?”  
 
    I felt myself becoming warm in the face. “What?” I said. 
 
    “I heard you and her on the phone. I thought it was cute. I wasn’t trying to eavesdrop. Your walls are so thin.”  
 
    I bit down on my tongue.  
 
    “I’m just glad that you’re finally starting to relax.”  
 
    It was thirty minutes later when she said, “Damn. I just got knocked out.”  
 
    “Did you make any money?” I asked. 
 
    “I broke even.” She looked back at me. “That’s just the way it goes sometimes. I guess it could be worse.”  
 
    “I guess so,” I said.  
 
    I kept that couch pillow on my lap, so she wouldn’t see my erection. But I couldn’t stop thinking about her ass, and her tight asshole. She was still on the floor, now surfing the internet on her laptop. I could still see her ass up her skirt. I could still see the bulge of her cock and ball sack.  
 
    “Maybe I’ll try another tournament,” she said with a sigh. “I could use a bit of extra cash.”  
 
    “Just try to relax,” I said with a smile, giving her the same advice she liked to give me. I was happy she was going to do another tournament, because it meant her staying on my floor with that cute butt facing me: the perfect eye candy for hours.  
 
    She laughed. “You’re right. I do need to relax. I made a lot of dumb mistakes.”  
 
    “Well, if you want help, just let me know,” I said. I felt my heart flutter as my skin became warm. I tried not to look at her, but I could feel her looking back at me.  
 
    “You want to help me relax?” she said. 
 
    “If you want it,” I said, trying to sound casual—but I could hear my own voice shaking. I was nervous: terrified I was going to regret the offer.  
 
    “Okay,” she said. “Put it in me.”  
 
    I looked over at her. My heart skipped a beat. I tried my best to play dumb. “Put what in you?” I said. 
 
    “That erection that you’ve been hiding for the last hour—put it in me.” She reached back and tugged her panties down. Instead of pulling her cock up to hide it, she pushed it down, between her legs, pointing towards her planted knees. She giggled before spreading her butt cheeks, making her offer as clear as day—or maybe it was my offer. 
 
    My heart skipped another beat. I opened my mouth to reply, but it took my words a few minutes to come out. “This is just to help you relax,” I said.  
 
    “It’s therapy,” she said with a grin. 
 
    “It is,” I said. I stood up slowly. I bit down on my bottom lip as beads of sweat formed on the back of my neck. I took a deep breath. Then I pulled down my pants, finally letting my hard erection spring out. I could use the relaxation as well. As the hours went by, I found myself thinking more and more about those separation papers. I needed to keep a clear head. The blowjob she gave me the day before seemed to help, so maybe this would help too.  
 
    I walked over to her and dropped down to my knees on top of her. I looked down at her long cock, which was throbbing on my living room floor, pointed back as it grew thicker and longer. She really did want me to fuck her. I took a deep breath. “It’s just therapeutic,” I said.  
 
    “Fuck me,” she said, spreading her butt cheeks again, exposing that puckering hole. 
 
    I spat into my hand and rubbed the spit on the tip of my cock. Then I aimed my shaft down, pressing it between her butt cheeks. She moaned and I wasn’t even inside of her yet. I shuddered. My cock was so hard—and already buzzing with a tingling euphoria. I wanted to fuck her so badly—so I pushed in, feeling her tight anus constricting around my shaft. 
 
    She moaned again. I pushed deep—as deep as I could. I loved the feeling of her hole puckering the length of my cock. I grabbed her sides and held her down firmly before pulling back so I could thrust into her again. Her skin was so soft and smooth and warm. I couldn’t stop staring at her curves.  
 
    “How does it feel?” I asked. 
 
    “It feels so fucking good,” she said. 
 
    I started pumping her, watching my cock as it went in and out of her tight hole. I could see her cock too, still pressed down on the floor: erect and aiming down towards her knees. I reached down with a hand to feel it. It was warm and veiny and throbbing. “Make me come,” she said. “Fuck me until I come.”  
 
    I fucked her harder and faster, pinning her down as firmly as I could. She was moaning into the hardwood floor, reaching out for something to hold onto.  
 
    I fucked her for five beautiful minutes before she said, “I think I’m going to come! Oh God, I think I’m coming!” She squirmed but I kept holding her down. I looked down at the ground where her erection was just as cum began to spew across the floor. I was mesmerised for a moment before the pleasure became so strong that I couldn’t hold back. I came, unprotected, inside of her asshole. She gasped as I filled her with my goo. I groaned and dug my fingernails into her skin. Then, after a moment, I let go of her and saw that her skin was red where I’d been holding her. Maybe I’d been a bit too rough—though it seemed like she was into it.  
 
    She reached back with both hands as I pulled out. She spread her butt cheeks to allow the cum to pour out, oozing over her ball sack and her now-limp penis.  
 
    I watched with glowing eyes as she took my cum and spread it down her shaft, getting one last moment of pleasure out of our little romp. 
 
    “Feeling relaxed?” I asked. 
 
    She nodded her head. “I don’t think I’ve ever been this relaxed,” she said. “And just in time—my tournament is starting. You’d better get out of the frame.”  
 
    I looked at her computer and saw that her table was initialising. I moved out of the way just in time—just as her welcome turned on, along with the other seven webcams at her table. She put on a red-cheeked smile for her opponents while I crept off to the bathroom to get cleaned up.  
 
    That night, Kristy messaged me. “One of the other girls isn’t feeling well, so we’re all going to be coming back tomorrow—a couple of days early. Hope that’s okay.” I stared at the message for a while. For a moment, I was deeply disappointed. I felt like I was just starting to get into a groove with my week off. I was looking forward to spending another few days alone with Bernard and his cute little outfits.  
 
    But I knew that it was for the best. I liked spending time with Kristy—especially when we were on good terms. And I had a good feeling that we could now start putting our rough patch behind us. Soon, it would be back to those good times, and I was already starting to look forward to having a few days off with her: a perfect opportunity work on healing our relationship.  
 
    I was just dozing off when I heard my bedroom door open. It was her—Bernard, still in a little blouse and skirt—slipping into my room. “What are you doing?” I said. “You scared the hell out of me.” 
 
    “I just got a text from Kristy,” she said. “She told me she’s coming home tomorrow morning.” 
 
    “I know,” I said. “She texted me too.”  
 
    “Well then that means that I only have one more night to give this to you,” she said, whispering as if someone else was in the house.  
 
    “Give me what?” I said.  
 
    “Roll over,” she said. “And close your eyes.” 
 
    I hesitated before following her direction. I rolled onto my stomach and she pulled the covers back. “What are you doing?” I asked. 
 
    I felt her fingers pulling down my boxers. “Keep your eyes closed,” she said. Then I felt the hard warmth of her erection pressing between my butt cheeks. 
 
    I gasped. “Are you crazy?” I said.  
 
    “You want it,” she said. “I know you do.” 
 
    “I don’t,” I said. “I’m not into that.” 
 
    “Just relax,” she said. But how could I relax? She was trying to fuck me in the asshole! I tried to squirm but she held me down. 
 
    “Let go of me,” I said. 
 
    “I found your strap-on last night, Mark. I know you want it,” she said. 
 
    My heart skipped a beat, and then I realised what she was talking about. About eighteen months before, I bought a sex toy box that had an assortment of toys. I bought it in an attempt to spark up my sex life with Kristy. It helped a little bit. We played a few times with the vibrator, but then she caught me using the Fleshlight one afternoon and we didn’t have sex for a month after that. In the box was a strap-on dildo, that never got used.  
 
    “That just came with the other stuff,” I said. “We don’t use it.”  
 
    “Don’t lie to me, Mark,” she said.  
 
    “I’m not lying!” I said. “Please. I don’t want to be fucked in the ass.” 
 
    “Just relax,” she said. And she didn’t give me an opportunity to resist any further. She pushed in, penetrating my hole with her wet erection. She pushed deep, making me gasp. I grabbed onto two handfuls of bedsheets and I squirmed. She pushed her cock deeper, pushing her tip up towards my lungs. I groaned.  
 
    “You’re so tight!” she said.  
 
    I moaned louder and she started pumping. “Fuck!” I screamed. It didn’t hurt—it felt good. It felt too good. I hated how good it felt, because I knew that Kristy would never put that strap-on on to fuck me, so I would never get this pleasure again.  
 
    She pumped me harder and harder, pinning me down firmly. I could feel her veins throbbing inside of me. I could feel her shaft swelling up as she pushed deeper and deeper. Finally, after a minute, I could feel her ball sack slapping into my body with each penetration. My eyes started rolling into the back of my head.  
 
    The pleasure was great and getting greater. I could feel myself stretching as she used her hands to caress my body. I reached a level of pleasure and relaxation that I didn’t even know was possible. 
 
    “I’m going to come in you,” she said with a clenched voice. She pumped me for another perfect minute: massaging my anal passageway as I floated between dimensions of pleasure. I could see lights flashing as electricity pulsed through me. 
 
    Then she groaned loudly. I knew it was coming and I couldn’t wait—even though I didn’t want it to end. She clenched me firmly, digging her nails gently into my skin. Then her cock twitched and a moment later I felt the warm, wet gush: she was coming. She moaned and I moaned as my hole filled with her thick white goo.  
 
    My body trembled. Her nails dug deeper. She pushed her cock in a bit deeper, until her pelvis was pressed against my body. Then her cock twitched again and another massive gush of cum entered my body.  
 
    When she finally pulled out, I was limp. I couldn’t move my body. I was consumed by euphoria.  
 
    She gave me a little kiss on the back of the head. “I hope that helps, Mark,” she said. Then she stood up and crept out of the room as if she’d never been there. I didn’t move. I was so relaxed that I ended up dozing off as cum poured out from my ass. I woke up eleven hours later in the exact same position, now with cum dried to my crotch and asshole.  
 
    I had to take a long shower to wash all of that cum away. When I got out of the shower, I heard my girlfriend’s voice downstairs. She was talking with Bernard—home even earlier than I thought she was going to be. 
 
    I quickly got dressed and went down to see her, excited to see her face for the first time in almost a week. She looked over at me and smiled. “Hey Mark,” she said. 
 
    “Hi Kristy. I’m so happy you’re home.” I went up to her and gave her a big hug. She was still for a moment, with a confused look on her face, but she eventually relaxed into the hug. I gave her a small peck on the lips.  
 
    “What’s with you?” she said. 
 
    “Just happy to see you,” I said.  
 
    “Why?” 
 
    I laughed. “Because I missed you, I guess,” I said. She blushed slightly.  
 
    “I was actually just about to take off for a second-round interview,” Bernard said. “I just got the call two hours ago. I’ll see you guys later though.” He looked at me and smiled before turning to grab his things. 
 
    Kristy turned to me. She stared into my eyes until Bernard was out the door and gone. “So it wasn’t too terrible hanging out with my brother?” she said. 
 
    “Not at all,” I said. “It was fun. He’s a good guy.”  
 
    “He can be,” she said. “He can also be a bit of a…” She thought about her word choices for a moment. “Hassle.” 
 
    “I had no issues,” I said. “Really. I think it was a productive week. Let’s go upstairs.” 
 
    “Why?” she said.  
 
    “Why do you think?” I said. 
 
    She giggled. “What’s gotten into you? Why are you so horny?”  
 
    “I like you,” I said. “I think I forgot how much I liked you. I’ve been so stressed out for the past year—just with life in general—and it’s been hard for me to think about you. But since you’ve been gone, I’ve been doing almost nothing but thinking about you. I’ve thought about old times and I’ve thought about our future. I want to fix things. We have a lot to fix—I know—but first, we need to reconnect in the bedroom.”  
 
    “Well, no offence Mark, but it’s hard to want to have sex with you these days. Don’t take it personally, but you just haven’t really been that… interested. You take forever to come and you hardly ever get properly hard. I’m not trying to embarrass you, but it’s just been a bit… boring.”  
 
    “I know,” I said. Normally I would have fought with her, but my week with Bernard gave me some much-needed clarity. “Trust me, I know—and I think I have the solution. Maybe it’s not the solution to everything, but it’s a start.”  
 
    I took her upstairs and told her to get undressed. I did the same, and then I reached under the bed and pulled out our box of sex toys. “That old box?” she said. “We tried that, Mark—that’s your solution?” 
 
    I pulled out the strap-on. “I never told you this, but I bought this box for the strap-on. I lied to you when I said that it was a box of random toys. I picked the toys. I bought the other stuff as a fallback, so I could pretend like the strap-on was just mixed in. I was hoping that you would just take the strap-on and use it… I was always too embarrassed to ask for it. But now I’m asking for it. I want you to fuck me in the ass.”  
 
    Her face turned white and her eyes became wide. “Are you serious?” she said. 
 
    I nodded my head. “Maybe that’s embarrassing, but it’s the truth. I want to be more open with you, Kristy. I don’t want to lie to you anymore. I bought this because I wanted you to dominate me.” 
 
    She smirked and bit her lip. “I’m down to try whatever you want—if it’s really what you want,” she said. 
 
    I smiled. 
 
    “But maybe I need to be more open and honest with you too. My brother isn’t here for job interviews. My brother is a sex therapist. I brought him here to work with you. Something tells me he’s been working with you.” 
 
    I froze. I felt my face turning red as my skin tingled all over. “We did some work together,” I said slowly, worried she would be upset, but I knew I needed to be honest.  
 
    “Good,” she said. “I always thought you bought this strap-on because you wanted me to use it. I didn’t want to make any assumptions and embarrass you, so I waited for you to ask me to use it. I’m really happy that you’re finally asking me.” She smiled again. I forgot how beautiful she was when she smiled. I wanted her to always be smiling. I was sick of making her upset. I wanted to keep that smile on her face forever. I knew there would be more work ahead, but this was a great start.  
 
    “Well let’s do it,” I said. “And then we can do whatever you want—I’m open.” 
 
    Her face was suddenly dark red. “I want you to pee on me,” she said. 
 
    “What?” I laughed and then I realised she wasn’t laughing. “Wait. Are you serious? I’m sorry—I didn’t mean to laugh. I just thought you were kidding.” 
 
    “Maybe it’s embarrassing,” she said. “But it’s what I want. I’ve always been too afraid to ask. I also want to pee on you.”  
 
    “Kristy, if that’s what you want, that’s what we’ll do. Should we do the strap-on or the peeing first?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t have to pee right now,” she said. She walked towards me and we kissed. “So let’s start with the strap-on and then maybe we can go to the shower to do the peeing thing.” We kissed again.  
 
    “Sounds like fun,” I said.  
 
    Our relationship wasn’t healed overnight, but it was a massive step in the right direction. It was just the next morning (with a bit of a sore bum) when I went to throw away the old coffee filter that I noticed the separation papers in the trash. I smiled, and I almost cried.  
 
    Bernard may have been the best thing that ever happened to me. It was sad when he left with his big suitcases. “Will you come back to visit?” Kristy asked. 
 
    “I’d love that,” he said. “But first, I’m going to pay dad a visit.” 
 
    “But you haven’t talked to dad in years,” Kristy said. 
 
    “I think it’s time to change that. I’ll be in touch.” He gave Kristy a kiss on the cheek, and then he gave me a little wink.  
 
    I owed him a lot, and I planned on finding a way to repay him for everything he did. But first, I was looking forward to spending a few days alone with my beautiful girlfriend.  
 
    THE END 
 
    

  

 
   
    PARTY PRINCESS 
 
    Trey is down on his luck. Dressing up as a superhero for kids’ parties used to bring in big money; now, there’s just too much competition. Apparently, anyone can put on a superhero mask and pretend to be a superhero for a few hours.  
 
    Party princesses, on the other hand, are still making big bucks. They need to be beautiful and feminine, and they can’t hide behind masks. The competition is less fierce, and single fathers are willing to pay extra to have a pretty princess around, to make their kid’s tedious birthday parties a bit more bearable. And Trey is willing to do anything, even if it means putting on a wig and a bit of makeup. But what will he be willing to do for a good tip? 
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER I 
 
    My arms were sore from lifting kids up and swinging from monkey bars. My legs were sore from being punched by kids when parents weren’t looking. My head was throbbing from all the crying: some kids screaming because they were afraid of me and some kids screaming in my ear because they wanted to get a rise out of me.  
 
    It was nothing I wasn’t used to. I went through the same torture every weekend—sometimes twice every weekend. It was my job to endure the torture of wild children, fueled by candy and cake and under the questionable supervision of one or two parents, while all the other parents went home to rest for a couple of hours. Maybe they had it worse than me… 
 
    That particular weekend I was hired to be Spiderman. The kids wanted to see me hanging upside down from the monkey bars, and then they wanted me to dodge their projectiles: foam and plastic balls that they hurled at me from just ten feet away—and the occasional rock. I let the blood rush into my head as I tried to dodge their loft throws, but some of those little six-year-olds could throw—especially the kid hurling the rocks.  
 
    He was the birthday boy, so I couldn’t flip on him. I had to bite my tongue and get through the day, otherwise there would be no chance at getting a tip from his daddy. I’d made the mistake before of pulling a kid aside, slipping out of character to set him straight. It always ended in a scowl from the parents and a non-existent tip. I needed those tips, because my bank account was quickly drying up.  
 
    When I first started doing kids’ parties, the pay was good—great, even. I was one of two guys in town doing them, and parents were willing to compete to get me. But after five years of playing Spiderman, Superman, Batman, The Flash, Iron Man, Ant Man, and occasionally some more obscure superheroes, the job stopped being so lucrative. The competition started growing. Just so I could keep working, I started taking less and less from parents. Sometimes, during the winter months, I would do an entire six-hour party for just forty bucks—just so I could pay for breakfast, dinner, and lunch that day. It was becoming increasingly common to show up at a party dressed as Spiderman, just to see that there was already a Batman, Iron Man, and a Flash already in attendance. My future was looking bleak, and I was starting to regret not finishing high school. 
 
    Where could I go? I didn’t want to work at McDonalds or Burger King… or maybe that would have been better. When I first started doing kids’ parties, I was making almost ten grand each month, doing six parties per week. Now, I was lucky to make fifteen hundred bucks during a warm July.  
 
    I was competing with illegal immigrants who were thrilled to be earning cash under the table. They were willing to take anything, driving my wages down. It didn’t help that anyone who was relatively fit could put on a superhero costume and run around for a few hours. Sure, it was exhausting, but it wasn’t exactly a job with hefty qualifications. Even the cost of costumes had dropped significantly over the years. I ended up at one party where the ‘Spiderman’ was just wearing a red t-shirt and a plastic Spiderman mask. He got paid the same as me—and I’m honestly not sure the five-year-olds even noticed the difference between his five-dollar costume and my thousand-dollar custom Batman outfit, complete with various moving parts.  
 
    I was quickly being drained, terrified about my future. I was only twenty-five. I’d always assumed that I would be able to dress up for parties for a good twenty years. I figured I could carefully save my money and retire around fifty. I didn’t need a lot: just a small house, enough money for food, and that was enough for me.  
 
    “Hey are you Spiderman?” an older kid asked me near the end of that tedious day. 
 
    “Of course I am,” I said, trying to stand tall even though my back was killing me. I kept finding myself looking across the party at the hired princess. It was a joint birthday party for siblings who had birthdays just days apart. I was tending to the five- and six-year-old boys while the princess got to deal with the three-year-old girls: a much easier job. All she had to do was meander around with a smile on her face and the girls swooned over her. Nobody was asking her to swing upside-down. Nobody was throwing rocks at her head.  
 
    “You don’t look like Spiderman,” the older kid said. He was probably nine years old—the older brother of the family: probably the mistake the parents had before they decided to start a proper family, or maybe he was brought in from a previous marriage. I noticed him a few times throughout the day, stewing in the corner of the room, sticking his finger up his nose before plunging it down into the bowl of juice on the counter. He was a brat—and every party had a brat.  
 
    “Well, I am Spiderman,” I said. “I’m your friendly neighborhood—” Before I could finish, he kicked me hard between the legs, bringing me down to my knees. 
 
    “Are those your spider balls?” he asked with a laugh before running off. I was in a lot of pain. It was the first time I’d been kicked in the balls that month, but again, it wasn’t something that I wasn’t used to.  
 
    I picked myself up. I took a deep breath. I saw the child’s father walk into the room and I considered ratting on him, but I knew it wouldn’t end well. Either the kid would be hauled off, kicking and screaming, or I would be scorned and called a liar or an exaggerator. Either way, it would ruin the party, and I was hired to make the party better—not to ruin it. 
 
    So with a sore nut sack, I went back to the small children and continued entertaining them: playing with them, throwing them in the air and catching them, showing them my ‘moves’, which was mostly just hanging upside down from the monkey bars and making myself sick. 
 
    When the pizza came, nobody offered me a slice. Nobody ever offered me a slice, so I wasn’t too upset, even though I was starving. I noticed the princess across the room getting a slice. She also got a piece of cake, and they let her sit down with them. Nobody ever let me sit down with them.  
 
    After pizza, the father waved me into the kitchen, along with the princess. I was covered in sweat and pieces of food that were thrown at me by children who wanted to test my reflexes. The princess, dressed like Cinderella, was spotless, smiling, and glowing. “Thanks so much for coming out today,” the father said. He pulled two enveloped out from his pocket. He checked the names on them before handing them to us. “The kids really loved you guys.”  
 
    “It was my pleasure,” said Cinderella. 
 
    “Happy to do it,” I said.  
 
    “Kids will start going home now, so you’re probably okay to leave.”  
 
    I took a deep breath. The end of the day was always the best feeling in the world. A wave of relief washed over me. I was finally finished with the little shits. The dad left the room and then I looked over and saw Cinderella opening her envelope to check her payment. I never checked the money at the house, but apparently this party princess didn’t have the same reservations.  
 
    I watched as she pulled out a wad of hundred-dollar bills. I paused and blinked a few times, allowing my eyes to adjust. I pulled up my mask and said, “What is that—five hundred bucks?”  
 
    She looked at me and smiled. “Six,” she said. “They left me a nice tip.” 
 
    I opened my envelope quickly, excited to see my tip. I had four twenties, ten dollars more than my rate: a ten-dollar tip. It was hardly what I would call a ‘nice tip’ after nearly six hours of abuse. She looked at my wad of money and then looked away quickly. “I’ll see you around,” she said. 
 
    “Wait,” I said. “Either they left you a five-hundred-dollar tip, or you cost more than me.” 
 
    She forced a smile and shrugged her shoulders. “What do you want me to say?” she said, still in her Cinderella character. 
 
    “Look. There aren’t any kids around. You can break character. Do you seriously charge over five hundred bucks?”  
 
    “I need to be going,” she said. 
 
    “Don’t,” I said. My heart was suddenly racing. I stared at her envelope. “I mean—no offence, but don’t you think that you should—you know—share that… at least some of it? That’s a lot of money. I’m not saying you didn’t do anything, but… I mean—you didn’t do that much.” I could feel my face turning red. Why was she being paid so much? Why couldn’t I make that kind of money? She was holding half of what I made in a month. She was almost making escort money, and all she was doing was floating around a party in a dress.  
 
    “Sorry, man,” she said. “I can’t help you.” 
 
    “Well, actually you can. I mean—you just don’t want to,” I said. I had no idea why the words were coming out from my mouth. Why was I so worked up? Why was I taking my frustrations out on her? Why couldn’t I stop myself? “It’s just not fair,” I said, trying to explain to her why I was so worked up. “It’s just—you didn’t really do a lot. No offence, but your costume is just a fifty-dollar Halloween costume. You don’t even really look like Cinderella. Your hair isn’t even blonde. I put in way more effort—not saying that you deserve nothing—but look at me. See this costume? It was six hundred dollars. It’s custom and it’s an exact replica of what he wears in the movies.” 
 
    “Okay, man. I’m sorry, but I have to go,” she said, walking towards the door. I ran in front of her to stop her. 
 
    “Seriously,” I said. “If you make that much money, you could at least listen to me. We’re in the same industry here, and there’s an injustice happening. You can help me. We can work together. We should have some sort of union or something. You can’t seriously leave here with all that money and think you’re being paid fairly. I’m sorry—but it’s not fair!” I was starting to raise my voice. I could feel the presence of adults behind me: parents coming over to see what the commotion was. But I just couldn’t calm myself down. I needed to say what needed to be said, even though it wasn’t the time or place to say it. “Just give me one hundred,” I said. “That wouldn’t make things fair, but at least it would be a step in the right direction. I’m not begging you; it’s your money—but just think about it for one minute. Do it for your own conscious!”  
 
    I looked back and saw the father standing five feet away from me. “You need to go, man,” he said. “And pull your mask down before going through the party.” 
 
    “No,” I said. “Not yet. I just want to get to the bottom of this. It’s not a big deal.” 
 
    “Can you move, please?” the princess asked. 
 
    “No,” I said. “Please just listen to me.” 
 
    “We’ll call the cops if you don’t move,” the father said. 
 
    “Just listen to me!” I said. “I got kicked in the balls by your kid today! I had three rocks thrown at my head. I’m covered in bruises and my muscles are sore. How can you seriously pay her more than six times more than me? Does that honestly seem fair to you?” 
 
    “It’s supply and demand. Now get out,” he said. His face was turning red and he was clearly biting down on the side of his tongue. I watched him as he took slow breaths in and out.  
 
    “I just need to say one thing,” I said. “It’s unfair. You should be paying us the same. We’re doing the same job.” 
 
    “It’s not the same,” the princess said. “You’re just putting on a mask. I have to do my hair and my makeup. It takes hours to get ready like this.” 
 
    “Don’t entertain him,” the father said. Then he turned to me, now with his phone in his hand. “Leave now, or I call the cops.”  
 
    “Wait,” I said. “So what if she does her hair and makeup? I spent thousands of dollars on professionally made costumes. That’s just a cheap costume from a Halloween store. I’ve practiced all the voices and I’ve memorized all of the sayings. I’m worth as much as her—if not more. I think that you should consider that. It’s not fair that you can just hand her six hundred bucks while handing me eighty. I’ve been here for almost six hours. Is that even minimum wage?”  
 
    “Get out.” He grabbed my arm.  
 
    “Don’t touch me!” I yelled.  
 
    “Right now, you’re trespassing. I can touch you all I want,” he said, tugging me towards the back door. I fought my way out from his grip.  
 
    “I’ll drop you if you touch me again,” I said.  
 
    He laughed. Now there were kids standing in the doorway, watching quietly. “You really think you can fight me? Look at you. You’re no superhero. You don’t even have real muscles—just pads.” He shook his head and scoffed. “Get out of my house before I embarrass you in front of all these kids.” 
 
    “You’re setting a terrible example for your kids,” I said. “Paying her more than me for doing the same job. It’s sexist, as far as I’m concerned.” I crossed my arms. “You’re a shitty parent.”  
 
    And that’s when the fist hit my nose. Everything turned white, and then it all turned black as the back of my head connected with the hard floor. I must have been out for a good ten seconds. When I opened my eyes, I could see his angry face. He grabbed me by the collar and started pulling, stretching the fabric of my custom costume. “Stop!” I groaned. I could taste blood. 
 
    Then I felt the cool air all around me as I floated through the air. The father had thrown me out the back door, and it felt like I was in the air for ten seconds before hitting the ground and rolling multiple times in the mud. I heard the door slam, and then I heard kids crying inside of the house. I picked myself up slowly. I looked down at my costume, which was now ripped in multiple places, and covered in blood that came from my nose.  
 
    The costume wasn’t salvageable. The blood stains were permanent and it’s not easy to sew stretchy fabric with so many rips in so many places. I didn’t even realize that my mask was gone until I got home. It must have fallen off of my head when I took that punch, which meant it was probably deep in their trashcan, or maybe it was just ash in their fireplace.  
 
    Spiderman was the most commonly requested costume, and now I needed to replace it—with money that I didn’t have.  
 
    I should have just kept my mouth shut. I should have accepted the money and moved on. Now, I had no idea what I was going to do. I had another birthday party coming up, and I knew that they wanted Spiderman.  
 
    So the next day, I went to the cheap costume shop downtown and I bought myself a forty-dollar replacement: all I could afford with the tiny bit of money that I had. It was baggy in the legs and arms, tight in the midsection, and the eyes of the mask didn’t actually line up with my eyes. 
 
    And when I showed up for the party, the father looked at me and shook his head. “Are you kidding?” he said. “You look nothing like in your picture.” 
 
    “My other costume got ruined,” I said. 
 
    “So what am I paying for then?” he said. 
 
    I felt that familiar frustration rushing in. I used to have a strong patience. I used to be able to take a lot of abuse before cracking. But now, I just couldn’t help myself. “You’re hardly paying me, so this is what you get.”  
 
    “Forget it,” he said, and then he slammed the door in my face. I wasn’t expecting the rejection. I knocked hard on the door.  
 
    “Hey man!” I yelled. “We had a contract! You signed the form I sent you over email!”  
 
    “Go hire a lawyer then, Spidey!” he called back through his door, and then I heard him laughing. The cost to hire a lawyer would have been ten times what I would have made at that party. So I left with a horrible shame swelling inside of me. Maybe it was time to send in an application to Burger King. Maybe flipping burgers made more sense than humiliating myself at children’s birthday parties. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I went back to the costume store where I got my expensive costumes. I had a bit of room left on my credit card, and now it seemed like replacing my Spiderman costume was an all-or-nothing gamble. Maybe it wasn’t worth it, only making sixty to a hundred bucks per party—but I had to make money somehow, and I wasn’t going to be making much with my cheap Halloween alternative. I asked the woman behind the counter if they had any film-standard Spiderman suits for sale.  
 
    “We have one,” she said. “It’s actually used, but in good shape. We’ll have new ones coming in sometime today—any minute now, actually.” 
 
    “I’ll take the used one,” I said. “As long as it’s in reasonable condition.” She showed it to me. It was a bit big, but I could figure out a way to fill it out: maybe wearing a few layers underneath. I was a smaller guy: short and thin, and getting thinner as I went more and more days on a single meal per day. Maybe I could bulk up… I’d been meaning to bulk up, so I would look more convincing as a superhero. I was lucky with Spiderman, because the character wasn’t burly like so many other superheroes. But if I ended up looking skeletal, then the Spidey work would dry up, and I couldn’t have that happen.  
 
    “How much?” I asked the woman. 
 
    “Six-fifty,” she said. 
 
    I paused. “But you said it’s used,” I said, narrowing my eyes. 
 
    “It is,” she said. “They normally go for a thousand.” 
 
    “I got my last one for less than that,” I said. 
 
    “How long ago was that?” she said. 
 
    I had to think about it. “Five years or so,” I said.  
 
    She laughed and shook her head. “Do you want it or not?” 
 
    “I do. I just—I can’t afford it. I have three hundred dollars of space on my credit card. Okay? So let’s make a deal. I’ll do two-fifty now, and then I’ll come back in a month and give you another two-fifty. That’s five hundred—for a used Spiderman costume. It’s a good deal.” 
 
    “It’s not a good deal,” she said. “It’s only a good deal for you—so there’s no deal.”  
 
    “Please, lady,” I said. “You need to understand that I’m dying here. This is my livelihood. If I don’t have a costume, I’ll end up on the street. You don’t want me to end up on the street, do you?” 
 
    “Sir, I’m sorry, but that’s not my problem. If I sell all my costumes for the same price that I buy them for, then I’ll be on the street. Do you understand that?”  
 
    “Well why is it so expensive? They didn’t used to be so expensive!” 
 
    “Supply and demand,” she said with a strange smirk. It was almost as if she was there when that angry father said the same thing, before punching me in the face. 
 
    “Fuck supply and demand,” I said. “What about fairness?” 
 
    She stared into my eyes for a long moment before pointing at the door. “You can leave,” she said.  
 
    “No. Please. Let’s make a deal.” 
 
    “There’s no deal,” she said. “We sell high quality costumes for movies and events. If you want something cheap, go to a Halloween costume store.”  
 
    “I already went there!” I said. 
 
    She laughed in my face. “Then go get a job, save up for the high-quality stuff, and then come back. What else do you want from me, sir?”  
 
    I groaned. I turned around and left before I got into another fight. I didn’t want to get into a fight with a woman—especially because I had a feeling that she would drop me just as easily as that father dropped me.  
 
    I left her store, trying to stop myself from blowing a fuse. I was so angry. I couldn’t believe that she had zero intention of helping me out. I’d been her customer for years, and she just treated me like some homeless man who wandered in off the street. Even if I had been a homeless man, a little bit of compassion would have been nice.  
 
    I walked around the block and then I looked down the alley. I saw a big white truck parked in the alley, just behind that costume store. I watched as a man hauled two large boxes from the truck, into the shop. My heart fluttered. It was the delivery that the woman mentioned earlier. 
 
    I crept down the alley towards the truck. I stayed near the cool brick wall, and then I jumped into a nearby nook when the delivery man emerged from the shop. I waited for him to haul another two boxes into the store, and then I moved in again. I slid around his truck and peeked in. He had another dozen boxes still to drop off. I scanned for a Spiderman box. They were just cardboard boxes, taped shut with clear packing tape, and labeled with handwritten black marker. I saw Iron Man, and I saw Wolverine—both costumes that I already had. Behind the Wolverine was what I was looking for. I could see the first half of the label: ‘Spider’. The rest of the label was being covered by that Wolverine box.  
 
    I heard the delivery man returning. I ducked down, beneath his truck, and I held my breath so he wouldn’t hear me. I prayed that he wouldn’t take that Spiderman box. I listened as he hauled two more boxes into the shop, and then I sprung up. I jumped into the truck and grabbed that box. Once I had it in my arms, I started running. I knew that I was stealing and I wasn’t proud of myself—but I needed to do it to survive.  
 
    “Hey!” a voice called out. I kept running. I needed that costume. Maybe I would come back in a few weeks once I had the money to pay for it. “Stop!” 
 
    I didn’t look back. I didn’t want him to see my face. I ran for blocks, until my legs began to wobble and shake—and then I ran some more. I left my car parked on that block, and I had no idea when I would go back for it. Maybe that parked car would give me away. Maybe that was all the police would need to find me. 
 
    When I got home, I tossed that box into the closet and I went and shut all of my curtains. I waited for hours, expecting the police to show up at my door. I did my best to control my breathing as I waited, but nobody came. My phone didn’t ring and there was nothing in the news about a truck robbery in the city.  
 
    It was late that night when I crept out from my apartment and went back to retrieve my car. It was still where I left it, now adorned with a parking ticket. I stuffed the ticket into my pocket (with no intention of paying it) and I drove my car home. I got lucky—but I screwed up. 
 
    I didn’t grab a Spiderman costume. I grabbed a Spider Woman costume. It was a professional outfit, made with high quality materials, and containing hip pads and breast pads to give the wearer the proper curves, to match the comic book character.  
 
    I was desperate, so I tried it on, thinking it might just look like a Spiderman costume with a few adjustments. But the patterns were all wrong. It was yellow and red, and not red and black like a proper Spiderman costume. The mask only covered the eyes and forehead, not the nose or lips, and it came with a long black wig.  
 
    The outfit was baggy in the chest where the breasts were meant to go, and a bit baggy in the hips. I tried using the hip pads to fill in the hips—and it worked, though it gave me a very feminine figure, which wasn’t going to be very helpful at all. 
 
    I stole a thousand-dollar costume and it wasn’t even what I needed. “Damn!” I yelled. Then I fell onto my bed, in that costume. I felt like such an idiot. Now I wasn’t just broke, but I was a thief too. I had guilt on top of the rest of my misery.  
 
    I wasn’t ready to let myself be defeated. I had to keep trying, or I would end up living on the street. So I pulled myself up and went to my computer. It had been a few days since I’d advertised my services on the various websites. If I was going to get work, I needed to advertise myself. 
 
    I posted on the first site, and then I went over to our local classifieds to make a post in the services section. And that’s when I noticed the post that said, ‘NEED SPIDER WOMAN FOR GIRL’S PARTY’. I paused and my heart fluttered. Spider Woman wasn’t a very popular superhero, so it seemed like a strange coincidence that I was now seeing her name for the second time in a day. I clicked the ad. 
 
    ‘My daughter is obsessed with Spider Woman. I want to surprise her with a Spider Woman at her birthday party this weekend. I’ve been looking for weeks. Will pay $$$.’ I hesitated and then I decided to send the man a text message anonymously. “I can be Spider Woman. I have a professional Spider Woman costume. What is your budget?” 
 
    He replied quickly. “What is your usual rate?” he said. 
 
    Normally, I would have tried to start the bargaining around twenty dollars per hour. But I hadn’t forgotten about how much Cinderella made at that joint party a few days before. “One hundred per hour,” I said. “I do a minimum of three hours, but I can be flexible.”  
 
    “That sounds fine. It will be about five hours,” he replied quickly, making my heart stammer again. “Can you send a picture of yourself in the costume, so I know that you’re legitimate?”  
 
    I felt my stomach turning. I knew nothing about Spider Woman, but it seemed foolish to turn down an opportunity to make five hundred bucks. I needed that money—and he never said anything about actually having to be a woman. If I could just get him to sign a contract and then keep my mouth shut for the party, it would all be fine. I would make some extra cash and his daughter would be oblivious.  
 
    I went to the mirror and looked at myself. I put the wig on my head, and it actually looked pretty realistic. According to the slip in the box, it was made from real human hair. I ran my fingers through it, rustling it a little bit to look even more natural. Then I slipped the breast pads into the little slots inside the suit, to fill in the bagginess of the costume. Now, it fit surprisingly well—even better than my previous Spider Man outfit.  
 
    I had to shave the bit of fuzz off of my chin and cheeks. But I still had a manly look that I had to deal with. Sadly, the mask only covered my eyes, so I needed a solution to make myself look more feminine. I had a few old makeup kits that I used for certain characters. A few of the kits had lipsticks and blushes and other supplies that I never used, but now I was in the bathroom, figuring out how to properly put on lipstick, blush, lipliner, and highlight. I worked quickly but carefully, puckering my lips, making them dark red, just like the character’s lips.  
 
    I found myself laughing as I stared in the mirror. I felt stupid, trying to make myself look like a woman. It was a weird feeling—but nice to laugh for the first time in what felt like months. It was nice to know that my declining career hadn’t completely eroded my sense of humor.  
 
    With my eyes covered and that wig on my head, I actually looked like a girl. I did a full spin, checking out my curves. I ran my hands down my sides. Maybe I really was going to pull this off. But I couldn’t get through a five-hour party without opening my mouth. I didn’t know a lot about Spider Woman, but I knew that she wasn’t a mute. So I cleared my throat, took a deep breath, and I tried talking. “Hi. I’m Spider Woman,” I said softly. “I’m Spider Woman. The name’s Spider Woman, nice to meet you.” I must have spent an hour trying out different inflections before remembering that I was supposed to send a picture. 
 
    I grabbed my phone, took my best full-length mirror selfie, and then I sent it to the potential client. My heart raced as the photo sent, and then it raced faster as I awaited his reply. I thought that I looked like a chick in the photo, but what if I was missing something obvious? What if I stupidly overlooked some bulge or some patch of body hair or some obvious muscle mass…  
 
    Who was I kidding? I didn’t have any obviously masculine muscle mass. I was thin like a girl, and sometimes I was confused for a girl from behind. I had thin arms and thin legs, with a surprisingly round butt. It was hard to buy pants—I had to be very careful what kind of clothes I wore. Maybe my figure had something to do with the fact that I was no longer getting paid as a superhero. Maybe I needed to start going to the gym and putting on a few more pounds. 
 
    My phone buzzed. I snatched it and read the message. “Looks good. Do I pay you now or after the party?”  
 
    “Now,” I replied. “And then if you feel like leaving me a tip after the party, that’s fine.” I sent the message quickly, before realizing how selfish and desperate I sounded. But he replied quickly. 
 
    “Sounds good,” he said. And I had officially been hired on my best paying job ever, after having finished my worst paying job ever, which included a black eye as a tip. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER III 
 
    That black eye was still apparent on the day of the little girl’s birthday party. Luckily, the Spider Woman mask did a perfect job of hiding it.  
 
    My heart rattled violently against my ribcage as I pulled up to the big house in the suburbs. It wasn’t too far from the house where I was punched in the face—maybe three blocks away. And as I stepped up and saw the kids in the window, I instantly recognized one of the girls: a little blonde girl who was at the other party.  
 
    I paused and took a deep breath. I couldn’t remember the last time I was so nervous about work. I don’t think I’d ever been so nervous about a gig—not even when I knew I was going to be punched and kicked and verbally abused and smeared with pizza and cake. Before I stepped up to the door, I stopped to practice my voice one last time. 
 
    I’d spent days practicing my voice: standing in front of the mirror with my phone’s camera turned on, recording every word. After a day of practicing, I managed to find a way to sound like a girl, by softening my voice and speaking quietly. I figured out how to add just the right amount of inflection to give myself that much needed girly twang. I’d already been paid and there was nothing in my contract saying that I needed to actually be a girl, but I didn’t want to take any chances. I didn’t need the dad somehow cancelling the payment he sent me. I didn’t want to endure that humiliation again, being turned around at the door.  
 
    I was ten feet from the door of the suburban house, staring at my feet and practicing my lines, when the door opened. I looked up and saw an older man with a short beard staring at me. “The party just started. Come around back,” he said, whispering. He jogged down his front steps and then he took a left turn, heading for his back gate. I hesitated, feeling suddenly vulnerable and exposed in that tight suit. It was tighter than what I was used to, and the fake breasts felt strange and unnatural. The worst part of the outfit was that it was designed to be sexy. It had all the curves of a comic book sex symbol. The breast pads even had little lumps for nipples—something they added for realism, but the nipples just made the outfit a little bit too sexy for a kid’s party.  
 
    The father looked back at me. “You coming?” he said. 
 
    I nodded my head and jogged to catch up with him. I could feel the tight spandex riding up my butt crack. I was wearing a thong that came with the outfit; it was the same color as the costume. I thought it was weird that they included a thong, and then I realized that the costume was too tight to fit boxers or even tight white underwear on underneath. The thong was the only option, and it needed to be the exact color of the outfit so that it wouldn’t show.  
 
    The father stopped by the back door. Then he turned to me. “You look good, by the way,” he said. 
 
    I smiled and almost said thank you, but I stopped myself from opening my mouth. I worked hard on my voice, but I wasn’t comfortable with it—not yet. If I was going to use it, I wanted to use it in a loud room. I wanted lots of yelling and music and parent chatter to hide any masculine slips.  
 
    “Is that outfit comfortable?” he asked. 
 
    I nodded my head.  
 
    He looked down my body. “It looks… tight.” He smirked and then he looked back into my eyes, which were hidden behind black fabric. I could see through just fine, but he couldn’t see me. “I like it.” 
 
    I just smiled and nodded. His gaze was glued to my body—a bit too much for comfort. I felt my face turning red. I was already counting down the minutes until the party was over. I hated these long parties when I was dressed up as a male character. Now, I was stuck at that house for five hours dressed up like a girl. 
 
    “Ready?” he said. 
 
    I nodded again.  
 
    “Let’s do this. Be a good Spider Girl for me today and you’ll get a good tip. Sound good?” he said with a little wink. Now it seemed like he was coming on to me. Maybe I was just overthinking it. Maybe I was being too hard on him. Maybe he just wanted me to put on a good show for his daughter. 
 
    He threw the door open and stepped aside. “Go!” he said. 
 
    I took a deep breath and I jogged into the house. The party turned silent as all of the young heads turned towards me. A little blonde girl dressed as Spider Woman stood up with a sharp gasp. “Spider Woman?” she said with glowing eyes.  
 
    “You must be Lucy,” I said: a line that I’d practiced many, many times. 
 
    The girl got excited and started jumping up and down. I walked up to her and then she jumped into my arms. “I love you so much,” she said.  
 
    “I heard,” I said. “I thought I would come by your party for a few hours and hang out with you.” She hugged me suddenly—something I wasn’t used to when playing male characters.  
 
    “Thank you so much,” she said. 
 
    And for the rest of that day, that little girl was glued to my side. Whenever she went to do anything, she would grab my hand and pull me with her. “Come and see my dolls, Spider Woman,” she would say, and then I would sit in her room with her and her friends as we played with her dolls.  
 
    After thirty minutes, I was settled into the voice; it was actually a surprisingly easy voice to do. After an hour, I was grinning from ear to ear, realizing that I’d stumbled into the easiest gig of my career. The girls were easy. They just wanted to drink imaginary tea, play with dolls, and do arts and crafts. For ten minutes we all went outside to run around, but even that was low-key compared to what I was used to with boys.  
 
    After the end of my second hour at the party, the dad came up to me and put his hand on my back. “Isn’t it great that Spider Woman came today, girls?” he said. 
 
    “Yeah!” they all agreed. 
 
    “And isn’t she beautiful?” he said, looking over at me with that cheeky grin. It was around that time that I realized the little girl didn’t have a mom at the party. The dad must have been a single dad—and he really was coming onto me.  
 
    Whenever he walked by, he would put his hand on my body, caressing my side or my back. Once, when I passed him in the hallway, he slipped his hand onto my ass—and because the fabric of the outfit was so thin, it felt like he was touching my bare ass with his big, meaty fingers.  
 
    I was getting a drink of water in the kitchen, while everyone finished their pizza, when the dad came in and stepped up behind me, putting both of his hands on my sides. I perked up. “You’re a real hero, Spider Girl,” he said with a grin in his voice. “You really made my daughter’s day today.”  
 
    I was tempted to push the man back, but I bit my tongue and went along with his little flirtation. I wanted a tip. I needed money to replace my Spider Man costume. I knew that this Spider Woman gig was a one-off: a complete stroke of luck. There was only one little girl on the planet who loved Spider Woman, and I was currently at her party. This persona wasn’t going to get me any more work.  
 
    “It’s my pleasure,” I said softly.  
 
    “Are you single?” he asked. 
 
     I bit down on my tongue again. “I’m married to the law,” I said awkwardly. I turned and looked into his eyes.  
 
    “Staying in character—I love it. Is that outfit hard to get out of?”  
 
    I nodded my head. “It’s skin tight,” I said.  
 
    “Kids will be gone in an hour. Then my daughter goes to bed. Maybe you could stick around and say goodnight to her. It would mean a lot to her.”  
 
    His hands moved down onto my butt. He gently squeezed, making me perk up. I didn’t like being sexually assaulted by a man who was much bigger than me. I didn’t love that I was being pressured into staying at his house when nobody else was going to be around. But I wanted that tip. 
 
    “I’d be happy to,” I said. 
 
    He spanked me on the butt suddenly, making me gasp. Then he laughed. “Sounds like a plan,” he said, and then he left the room. 
 
    The next hour was tough. I knew the dad wanted to fuck me, and I wasn’t sure how that was going to play into getting a tip. I was starting to feel tired—but I was desperate. If I turned him down—or showed him that I was actually a man—would there even be a tip? Would he get angry? Would he find a way to sue me or to get his money back? I wasn’t out of the clear yet.  
 
    I stood at the door as children left with their parents. I hugged all of the little girls and said goodbye, until there was only the birthday girl left. “Go brush your teeth, Lucy,” the father said. “Spider Girl will tuck you in tonight.”  
 
    “It’s Spider Woman,” Lucy said, and then she ran to get her Spider Woman themed toothbrush from the bathroom. She showed it to me before brushing her teeth. Then she ran to her room and changed into her Spider Woman themed pajamas. “Will I ever see you again?” she asked as she crawled into bed. 
 
    “I’ll come by if I’m ever in the area,” I said in that girl voice, which was starting to feel uncomfortably natural.  
 
    “I love you, Spider Woman,” she said. 
 
    I gently stroked the side of her face before pulling up the blanket. Working with girls was so much nicer than working with boys. It was the first time in a long time that I went an entire day without being kicked or punched. “Goodnight, Lucy,” I said. 
 
    “Goodnight, Spider Woman,” she said. I turned out her light and slipped out from her room, closing the door quietly. Then I turned around and looked down the hallway to see the father with his cock sticking out from the fly of his jeans. He was fully erect, and he was huge.  
 
    I could see his girth throbbing. His foreskin was pulled back all the way, exposing his reddened tip. “Want to come get your tip?” he asked. 
 
    I froze. I’d never seen another man’s erect cock before. I’d never seen such a big cock in my life! And now, there was no other exit. He was standing at the end of the hallway. The only way out was to go by him. But I’d put in so much work—I couldn’t just leave without a tip. I’d spent the entire day with my hopes up, thinking that I was going to leave with an extra hundred-dollar bill. I needed that money, but I wasn’t about to have sex with a man for it. I couldn’t even have sex! I didn’t have a vagina. But what if he just wanted a blowjob? No—I couldn’t do it. I wasn’t going to blow some guy for a hundred bucks. I was desperate for money, but I wasn’t that desperate.  
 
    “Come on,” he said. “It won’t bite.”  
 
    “I should probably be going. It’s been a long day,” I said. 
 
    “C’mon,” he said. “Just relax and have a bit of fun. I bet you’ve never been with a guy this big before.”  
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. I started moving towards him, towards the door, but he stepped in front of me, nearly touching me with his exposed erection.  
 
    I felt my skin turning cold. “I really should be going,” I said. 
 
    “I’ll make it worth your while,” he said with a grin. His face was turning red. 
 
    “I’m okay. Thank you.” 
 
    “Two hundred bucks,” he said. “And I promise I won’t last long. It will be the quickest two hundred you’ve ever made.”  
 
    I paused, thinking about the money. I already made five hundred off the party. An extra two hundred could have gone a long way. I could have bought that used Spider Man costume and still had fifty bucks to pay for a few meals.  
 
    The father grinned big. “I knew you’d stay,” he said. 
 
    I shook my head. “No,” I said. “I’m sorry. I’m not staying. But thank you. It was a really great party.” I tried to squeeze by him, but he stopped me, this time brushing me with that footlong erection. I winced and groaned.  
 
    Then he put his hands on my shoulders. “Three hundred bucks for a blowjob,” he said. “I’ll only last two minutes because you’re so hot. How many people can say they’ve made three hundred bucks in two minutes?”  
 
    He stared into my eyes. He was uncomfortable close. I was worried he was going to see through that thin black fabric, and see that I was actually a man. My heart fluttered. I looked down at his throbbing cock. Maybe I could do it. Maybe I could just close my eyes and get it over with, just to make the extra money. Eight hundred dollars in a single day: that was a lot of money. That was possibly enough money to turn my life around, to stop myself from swirling further down towards being a complete failure.  
 
    My legs wobbled and my stomach groaned. I sunk slowly down to my knees, finding myself face to face with his cock. It was frighteningly tall and thick. His ball sack was bigger than my clenched fist. The veins running up his shaft with nearly as thick as my pinky finger. I reached out for it slowly. I was happy to be wearing yellow gloves, so there wouldn’t be direct skin contact—at least not until I was putting him in my mouth. 
 
    His shaft was warm. I could feel it throbbing. I tried not to gag as I stroked his length. I couldn’t believe I was actually touching a cock. I couldn’t believe that my life had sunken to this low. Was I really this desperate? I closed my eyes so I wouldn’t have to look at it, but I could still feel it, and I could hear him groaning. “Oh yeah, just like that. That feels good.”  
 
    I kept stroking it, trying to will myself to tighten my grip. I kept thinking of that extra three hundred dollars. I kept the image of that money in my mind as I kept my eyes shut. Then I felt his big, meaty fingers slip behind my head. He pulled me forward. “Open up,” he said. I opened my lips and then I felt his tongue press onto my tongue. I squirmed and tried to turn my head away, but he held me still. He was pushing his thick erection into my mouth.  
 
    “Suck it, baby,” he said. I remained frozen for a long moment as I tried to process what was happening. I could feel him throbbing in my mouth. I wanted to jump up and run away, but now it seemed like it was too late. What else did I have to lose at this point? I already had his meat on my tongue—I couldn’t take that back.  
 
    I could feel my eyes watering as my body filled with shame. I was quickly beginning to understand why men were willing to pay women a lot more to dress up for parties. I now knew why the party princesses spent so long doing their makeup—sometimes not even looking at all like the princesses they were portraying, but instead just dolled up hoes with big eyelashes, dark eyeliner, and flirty pink lips. They knew how to get into a man’s wallet. 
 
    “Suck it, baby,” he said again. “Don’t be afraid. Make me come.”  
 
    I started bobbing my head as that shame swelled inside of me. I just needed that moment to be over. I needed to make him come so I could put this embarrassing little piece of my life behind me. I was getting the money to buy a new costume. I was getting the money that I needed to fix the big mistake that I made when I ran my mouth at that joint birthday party. I just had to make this well-endowed man come.  
 
    I bobbed my head fast and deep, pushing his cock into the back of my throat as I pressed my lips firmly around his girth. He moaned and his cock twitched. It was strange, making a man aroused as another man. It was strange to think that I was passing as an attractive woman. Did I really look like a hot girl? Or was this guy just weird and horny? Could I trick other people into paying me as if I was a beautiful woman?  
 
    I bobbed my head faster, pumping with my hand what I couldn’t fit into my mouth. I could feel his girth swelling. I could feel him throbbing harder as his heart rate increased. “Shit,” he mumbled. I knew that he was close. I knew that I was about to taste his cum—but I didn’t want to taste his cum. Was he going warn me? Or was he just going to unload? If I pulled my face away and ruined his orgasm, would he still tip me? Or was he expecting me to take it and swallow? I opened my eyes and looked up at him. His face was red. He looked like he was holding back. So I pulled my head back. “You’re going to warm me if you’re going to—” 
 
    Then he came. He groaned and cum spewed out from his cock. He reached down and grabbed it, squeezing it firmly.  I turned my face away, but it was too late: the first giant stream got me right on the lips, and the second got my chin. Now, he was spraying the side of my face and my body. I tried to use my hand to block him, but somehow his cum just ended up arching over my hand and getting onto my face—and somehow getting on my hand as well, so now I had nothing to wipe the cum away.  
 
    The man produced a large amount of cum, and it was all on me. I was dripping with his thick white substance. “Oh my God,” I said, trying to wipe it off of my lips using my wrist. My costume was covered. I had no idea if cum would stain the way the blood stained my Spider Man outfit. 
 
    I thought I had it off of my lips, then I made the mistake of sticking out my tongue to double check. I don’t know why I used my tongue—maybe it was just an impulse whenever there was something warm on my lips. I tasted his load. It was bitter, and almost sour. I cringed as that flavor resonated in my mouth.  
 
    “Why’d you pull back?” he said. Then he reached down and pulled me up to my feet. “You can stay here tonight, if you want. I’ve got a king-sized bed. You can stick your outfit in the wash.” 
 
    I tried to force a smile, hiding the fact that I was furious with him. “I really need to be going,” I said. “Can I have that tip please?”  
 
    He stared at me for a long moment before stuffing his cock away. He walked over to the kitchen and grabbed his wallet. He slipped out a wad of hundreds. “Here,” he said. “Thanks for the extra service.” He winked and my stomach turned. I grabbed a napkin to wipe my face—and then I grabbed five more to wipe everywhere else. I said nothing else as I turned to the door to leave. I felt so humiliated as I went to my car. I wanted to take my mask off because it was covered in his cum, but I didn’t want him seeing me as a man—not even after I’d been paid and I’d gotten out from his house.  
 
    It wasn’t until I got home that I took off the mask and took a long look at myself in the mirror. Strangely, even without the mask, I looked feminine. Maybe the blush and the lipstick were enough to sell myself as a girl. I turned my head and looked at myself from a few different angles. Maybe I did a better job of feminizing myself that I realized. I was actually kind of cute. Maybe it wasn’t so surprising that the birthday girl’s father wanted to fuck me so badly.  
 
    I caught myself grinning, and then I remembered that I’d just sucked a cock for money. I wiped the grin off of my face and I cleared my throat. I wasn’t in the clear yet. I just had a good day—and it was a complete stroke of luck, unless Spider Woman was about to take off in a big way—and even if she did, I would probably end up with a thousand other local Spider Women. I had to get right back to marketing. I needed to replace that Spider Man costume so I could get back into a rotation of normal gigs.  
 
    But just to celebrate that little victory, I decided to order some food to my apartment. I bought thirty dollars’ worth of sushi, which was about twenty-five dollars more than I usually spent on dinner. I was treating myself, congratulating myself for being a fighter. I wasn’t willing to go down without a fight. I wasn’t going to fold just because there was more competition in town that usual. I wasn’t going to end up homeless. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I was at the costume store as soon as it opened the next morning. The same woman was working, and I was nervous that she would remember me—and I was extremely nervous that my picture was going to be on the wall of the store, underneath the word THIEF. But luckily, she treated me like a normal customer when I came in, as if she didn’t even remember our little encounter the week before.  
 
    “What are you looking for?” she asked. 
 
    “I’m looking for a high-quality Spider Man outfit,” I said.  
 
    “We’ve only got one,” she said. 
 
    “Used, right?”  
 
    “No, we sold our last used one yesterday. This one is new. Eleven hundred,” she said. 
 
    “Eleven hundred!?” I said. My hard earned eight hundred wasn’t even enough to buy the costume that I needed. I felt my heart falling into my stomach. I felt my legs beginning to wobble as my nerves tingled. Maybe I celebrated too early. Maybe I shouldn’t have bought that expensive sushi. I felt like fainting. I felt like throwing up in her store.  
 
    “That’s the price,” she said. “Supply and demand. Right now, there’s a ton of demand. Every kid wants Spider Man at his party.”  
 
    “I don’t have eleven hundred,” I said. I felt like I was having Deja vu. “How often do you get used ones in?” 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “It’s inconsistent. Rare these days—but you never know.”  
 
    I felt dizzy. Without a good Spider Man outfit, I would be working less than half as often as usual. “I need that costume,” I said. I knew that I wasn’t going to luck out again. I wasn’t going to come across another Spider Woman ad out of the blue.  
 
    “Well if you want it, it’s eleven hundred.” She stared at me with a blank, unsympathetic look.  
 
    And that’s when I noticed the Cinderella costume hanging behind her. It was a high quality, film replica, and it was only being sold for three-fifty. Next to it was an Elsa costume, from the movie Frozen, being sold for three hundred. Both costumes came with wigs, and they both appeared to be in my size.  
 
    A cold shiver buzzed through me. Those were two of the most common party princess costumes. Maybe I could get a few jobs with them. Maybe I could earn enough money to replace my Spider Man outfit and then I would be back on my feet. “Give me those two,” I said, pointing at the princess dresses on the wall. 
 
    She looked back at the dresses, and then back at me. “What two?” 
 
    “The dresses, with the wigs. Those come with all the accessories, right?” 
 
    She stared into my eyes for a long moment. “The Disney Princess dresses?” she said.  
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “They do,” she said slowly, staring into my eyes. “But those are women’s dresses.” 
 
    “I’ll buy them,” I said. Then I looked around, knowing I still had a couple hundred left. If I was going to try to pass as a woman, I was going to need breasts. I knew that store sold breast forms. I spotted a set of C-cups. “I’ll take those too.”  
 
    “The breasts?” she said. 
 
    “Yes. Ring it all up.” I was embarrassed, but I wasn’t willing to give up. I knew that I could look like a girl and I could do a girl voice. I just needed to figure out the makeup and I would be fine.  
 
    The woman stood there with a dumbfounded look on her face. 
 
    “Well?” I said. “Don’t just stand there. Ring it all up.” She was slow to react, grabbing the expensive costumes down from the wall before grabbing the new box of breast forms off the shelf. “Okay. That will, uh, be seven-fourteen, after taxes.”  
 
    I paid with cash, using almost every dollar I had left after the Spider Woman birthday party. That terrible humiliation swelled inside of me for the rest of the day, nagging deep in my gut, making me feel like a complete loser. I had no idea how I was ever going to show my face in that store again. I had no idea why I even thought that I would be able to compete with real women for party princess jobs. Was I insane? Did something finally snap in my brain?  
 
    I spent the rest of that day dolling myself up: watching makeup tutorials, shaving my legs, and practicing my girly voice. I must have stood in front of that bathroom mirror for six straight hours, perfecting my eyeliner and figuring how the perfect way to apply mascara. Sure, I felt stupid, but I also felt desperate. Now, with the money spent, I needed this to pay off more than ever. I had nothing: no more than fifty bucks in my bank account, and I was going to need that money to post ads.  
 
    I spent a lot of that night looking up ads for other party princesses. I recognized a few of the girls, and I was a bit surprised to see how sexy they were in their ads. It wasn’t long before I realized that they were advertising themselves to the fathers who were doing the hiring, and not to the children—or anybody who cared about authenticity. I was quickly learning that the party princess game was a much different one than the party superhero game—and I was quickly learning why party princesses were paid so much more than party superheroes.  
 
    So when I put on my Elsa dress, I made sure to pull it down, exposing the cleavage of my high-quality breast forms (which were amazingly seamless on my skin). I pulled up the slit of the dress, making sure it exposed my recently shaved leg, and even a touch of my hip. Then I took a few pictures, trying on a few different flirty faces. I must have spent two hours getting the perfect angle for my photos. It was 3:30 AM when I finally started posting my news ads, using my new fake name, Molly. ‘Hire Molly! I can be a beautiful Cinderella, Elsa, or Spider Woman for your daughter’s birthday party! Reasonable rates. Text me and let’s discuss your upcoming event!’ I decided to include a kissing face emoji in my ad, just to give it a bit of spunk.  
 
    I figured it would be a few weeks of posting daily before I got a gig, so I was shocked when I woke up the next morning and saw that I had two new emails from potential clients. “Daughter’s birthday is tomorrow afternoon. Any chance you can make it on short notice?” said one.  
 
    “I need an Elsa for this weekend. Budget is limited—only have four hundred. We would need you for two hours. Any chance you’re free and that rate works for you?” said the other.  
 
    I sat frozen in front of my computer screen. My heart skipped a beat before it started racing. I felt like I’d stumbled onto a secret that I wasn’t meant to find. Was this too good to be true? Was I actually getting hired twice in one week to be a party princess? My hands were shaking as I went to reply to the emails.  
 
    “Of course I can move a few things around and be free,” I said to the first email. “Are you looking for Elsa, Cinderella, or Spider Man?”  
 
    “Let’s go with something classic,” the man replied quickly. “Cinderella will be fine. Party is from three ‘till six. What’s your rate?”  
 
    “One hundred per hour,” I said. 
 
    “Deal,” he said immediately. “See you tomorrow. I’ll send my address shortly.”  
 
    And the other party was quick to hire me as well, for the flat rate of four hundred, as if it was a low number. After sending over my contract to each father, I started to wonder if I should have fought for more money. But it was hard to feel like I was being ripped off. I was set to make seven hundred dollars in a matter of days—more than I’d made since I first started working in the industry, back when I was competing with nobody.  
 
    I went to sleep, hoping to get rested up before my big gig. But I wasn’t able to sleep as all of the terrifying possibilities swirled through my mind. I was actually going to go in front of a whole party while dressed like a girl. They were expecting a girl: a real girl, not some dude in drag. And this time, I wasn’t being paid upfront. I had to work for my money and I had to keep everyone—especially the paying fathers—convinced that I was the real deal. And maybe if I worked hard enough, and let the men touch me just a little bit, I could walk away with some big tips. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER V 
 
    It was an unfamiliar feeling, stepping out from my car in that surprisingly short dress. I was supposed to be Cinderella, who traditionally had a long gown, but whoever designed that costume wasn’t thinking sexy and not necessarily accurate. I felt a cool breeze swirling up my legs, teasing my crotch. I perked up and my heart skipped a beat. I turned to my car’s passenger mirror to check to see that my chest form looked okay. It was made from a very thin silicone, which felt just like skin to the touch; the seam was hardly noticeable—and not at all noticeable with the flashy necklace that sat on top of it.  
 
    I picked up my breasts with my hands, making sure they were properly in the cups of the dress. I puckered my lips to make sure I was wearing enough lip gloss. My lips were still shining as if I’d just finished bobbing for apples in a barrel of lubricant. My eyeliner was still dark and perfect. My clip-on earrings were still glistening with fake diamonds. I was ready for that party—at least physically. 
 
    Mentally, I was a complete wreck. I couldn’t think straight. I couldn’t breathe normally. Horrible scenarios kept running through my head. What if someone realized I wasn’t a woman? What if I traumatized a child? What if someone recognized me? What if my picture ended up being posted online and the whole world decided to collectively make fun of me?  
 
    I knew it wasn’t too late to turn around. I would be disappointing a little girl, but at least I would be saving my reputation. I didn’t have to go through with this. Burger King was still hiring. I didn’t have to worry about buying expensive costumes if my job was simply to flip burgers.  
 
    I took a deep breath, still staring in my side view mirror. My face was a shade of red. I hated that I was standing outside, in public, dressed up like a girl. The gentle breeze was trying desperately to pick up the skirt of my dress, almost flashing the whole neighborhood. I was wearing the lacy white panties that came with the dress. I didn’t want anyone seeing them, but I wore them just in case anyone decided to look up my skirt. I figured it was better if one of the parents saw panties instead of men’s boxers. 
 
    I turned around with my eyes closed. I took another deep breath, trying to will myself to get back in the car. I could send an apology—tell them that I was feeling sick and I didn’t want to make anyone sick. Hell, I could even hire a replacement last minute. I knew a few party princesses from doing joint parties and big events. I’m sure they would have appreciated the work. 
 
    I opened my eyes and saw the crowd of girls staring at me. They were all on the front lawn. The parents put them outside to see me. Now, they were all pointing at me. I heard one girl scream, “Is that Cinderella!?”  
 
    I remained frozen for a long moment. It was a big party: twenty-four girls, all five and under. Standing behind them all was a single man: the father of the birthday girl, the man in charge of supervising twenty-five girls. He waved me over, but I didn’t move. I found myself wishing I was still in that Spider Woman costume. I had my eyes covered in the Spider Woman costume—and my entire body. Sure, the suit was skin tight, but at least nobody could see my crotch with the right breeze.  
 
    I managed to force a smile. I lifted my hand up to wave. All of the girls waved back. The father was still waving me forward. I took a step forward and then another gentle breeze came. I felt my skirt lifting up. I reached down with my lace-clad hands and pushed the skirt down, so I wouldn’t flash two dozen young children. I paused, let my heart settle, and then I continued forward. Once I was on the property, the children swarmed me.  
 
    I was expecting a more aggressive welcome, still used to working with young boys. But the girls were all strangely polite and gentle. Two girls took my hands and gently led me towards the house. “So nice of you to join us, Ms. Cinderella,” the birthday girl said. I saw the dad smiling and my nerves settled slightly. 
 
    “It’s so nice of you all to have me at your party,” I said in my well-practiced girl voice. It was a bit weird having all of the girls inspecting my dress, feeling the fabric and commenting on how soft it was. They were all wearing princess dresses of their own: cheap factory crap bought online.  
 
    “Will you have tea with us, Ms. Cinderella?” the birthday girl asked. 
 
    “Of course I will!” I said, and then they brought me inside for tea.  
 
    I was starting to like these girl party gigs. I’d done a couple of girl parties before, for tom-girls who liked superheroes. Those were always the easiest parties. But these parties—filled with gentle girly girls—these were the easiest, most low-key events I’d ever worked.  
 
    I spent most of the time sitting, drinking tea, listening to girls chat. When it was time to play around the yard, they usually just wanted me to stand and watch. When I was Spider Man, I was always ‘it’ when it was time to play tag. As Wolverine, I was always being asked to perform some sort of stunt or another. But as Cinderella, I was just a guest: sitting and smiling, and occasionally twirling with a smile on my face to get a rise out of all the little girls.  
 
    “You’re so beautiful,” one girl said to me. “I want to be beautiful like you one day.” 
 
    I paused, feeling strangely flustered by the compliment. I had to take a moment to remind myself that I wasn’t a woman, and therefore being called ‘beautiful’ was the opposite of a compliment. “You already are beautiful,” I said to the young girl. 
 
    “But you’re, like, really beautiful,” she said with a glowing smile. “Your face is so pretty. You have big, pretty eyelashes. You’re really pretty.” 
 
    And once again, even though I’d reminded myself that being called a beautiful woman wasn’t a compliment, I found myself blushing. I bit down on my tongue. “You’re so sweet,” I said. 
 
    That was my day: being complimented by little kids. It was by far the easiest money I’d ever made. The only bump in the day was when the pizza came and the kids devoured it before I had a chance to get a slice. But if that was the worst part of my day, then I was having a pretty good day. 
 
    At the end of the party, I stood by the door and said goodbye to all of the little girls, one at a time, and I handed out the treat bags that the dad bought at the local party store. “I hope to see you again sometime,” I said to the last girl as she waved at me, clutching her mother’s hand. I turned around and saw the father, patting his daughter on the head before sending her off to her room to play with her new toys. “Say goodbye to Cinderella,” he said. “She has to go now.” 
 
    “Bye Ms. Cinderella! It was so nice of you to join us today,” the little girl said before doing a cute little curtsy. She ran off to her room to play with her new dollies.  
 
    The father smiled at me. “You did great today,” he said. “Come over to my office and we’ll settle up your tab.” 
 
    He led me over to his office. He sat down behind the desk and pulled open a drawer. Before getting the money, he pulled out a cigar. “Sorry, it’s been a long day watching all those kids,” he said. “Well—you know. You do it all the time. I only have Jess every second weekend, and this is the first time I’ve ever had her for her birthday party.” He sucked in the cigar smoke and then he blew it out slowly. He offered it to me, but I passed.  
 
    “You did really great today,” he said again. “I can’t think you enough—especially on the short notice.”  
 
    “It’s my pleasure,” I said.  
 
    He stared at me. “We agreed on three hundred, right?” 
 
    “I think so,” I said. But now that I was looking around his expensive office, I was thinking I could have easily gotten much more.  
 
    “Okay, no problem,” he said. He pulled out his wallet, and then he paused. He looked up and me and smiled with pink cheeks. “Excuse me if I’ve gotten the wrong idea, but you do princess work for adult parties too—right?”  
 
    I paused, not sure if he was suggesting that I was a stripper or not. There were indeed adult parties that hired princesses and superheroes, and they weren’t at all sexual. I’d done many work events before. As Spider Man, I would get hired all the time to make appearances at corporate events. People seemed to get a kick out of it, though I have no clue why. “Sure,” I said.  
 
    He smiled. “I thought so—from the pictures in your ad. I think it’s interesting that you do both. Some people might think that’s weird, but you got to make a living, right?” 
 
    Now I was starting to think he was suggesting that I was also a stripper for hire. Maybe he had a bachelor party coming up and he needed a girl to give some friend a BJ.  
 
    “Well here’s the money,” he said, sliding three crisp hundreds towards me. Then I noticed him slipping three more out from his wallet. I could tell that he wasn’t finished.  
 
    “Thank you,” I said. 
 
    Then he put the next three hundred on the table. “Here’s three more,” he said. “If you want it.”  
 
    I paused. I nearly reached for it, thinking it could have just been a polite tip. But I could tell by the way he was staring into my eyes that it wasn’t as simple as a tip. I looked down at the money. “For me?” I said. 
 
    “If you want it,” he said again. He wasn’t simply saying that it was for me. He was suggesting much more.  
 
    “Let’s say I do want it,” I said softly.  
 
    He smiled. Then he pulled out another crisp hundred. “Let’s make it four,” he said. “I would want the mouth, and then pussy.”  
 
    My heart fluttered and skipped a beat. I felt a lump swelling in my throat. “For four hundred?” I managed to say before the lump in my throat was too big. I tried clearing my throat.  
 
    He nodded his head. I looked down at the money again. My mind filled with all the possibilities. I didn’t have a pussy, so it was pointless to even consider the offer. But I did want that money. I wanted it badly, and for some reason I was trying to think of a way to get it.  
 
    “Well?” he said. 
 
    “What about half, just for the—uh—blowjob,” I said, whispering the last word.  
 
    He narrowed his eyes and shook his head. “No offence, but I can get a blowjob for thirty bucks from pretty much any working girl on the street. I really want to feel your puffy skirt bouncing on my lap, if you know what I mean.” He smiled, showing his perfect, white teeth.  
 
    I cleared my throat again and looked back down at the money. He really wanted the full package. I bit hard on my tongue. “What about five hundred,” I said. “And instead of my, uh, pussy—I’ll do anal.” I suddenly felt sick. My stomach churned. 
 
    His eyes became big. “Anal?” he said. Then he smiled. “I get it—not on birth control?” He laughed. “I like it. It’s a deal.”  
 
    A wave of horror washed over me as I realized the deal I’d just made. A part of thought he wasn’t going to take the deal—but then why did I make it? Why was I going along with this nonsense? Why couldn’t I just accept the three hundred? It was more than I was used to making and it was more than I needed. But I got greedy. Now, he was gently pushing himself back from his desk. 
 
    A blowjob wasn’t the worst. I’d given out a blowjob already as Spider Woman, and I survived. Maybe I could just get him off before he wanted penetration. Maybe I could make quick work of him using my mouth. There was still hope: hope that I wouldn’t be losing my anal virginity to a stranger while dressed up like Cinderella.  
 
    I stood up. My legs trembled and I took in a deep breath of cool air. The back of my neck was hot: maybe from the stress or maybe from the long blonde wig. I closed my eyes for a moment before walking around the desk. He’d made room for me between his legs. I looked down into his eyes before lowering myself to my knees. “That’s a good princess,” he said with a big smile on his face. “Let’s not be too long. My daughter’s up in her room.”  
 
    I nodded my head in compliance. Then I looked down at his crotch. His fly was still zipped up, so I had some work to do. I reached forward and noticed my hand was trembling. I pulled his zipper down slowly, revealing the black of his underwear. Then I reached my fingers into the slid to find his cock. I found it quickly. I gasped. It was thick and already hard: throbbing as it begged to be released from that denim prison. 
 
    I looked up into his eyes. He was grinning. “Go ahead,” he said. I pulled the cock out, making it spring up and bounce before it settled into its towering, upright position. His foreskin was pulled back. His veins were pulsing. His ten inches were ready to be sucked. 
 
    And I had nothing to lose now except for time. So I clutched his shaft, gave it a few firm strokes, and then I leaned forward and accepted it into my mouth. I closed my eyes and bobbed my head with determination. I had to get him off. I didn’t want to do anal. I just wanted to take my tip and leave. I had to keep him aroused. I had to be relentless. I’d heard of Thai massage artists getting men off in a matter of seconds by rubbing all the right spots. Now, I needed to figure out how to do the same thing. I used my tongue to tickle the underside of his tip. I gripped him hard at the base and pumped while I sucked. I was running out of air, but I didn’t want to lose my momentum. He was moaning, pushing his fingers into my hair, pushing my head further down into his lap so his cock would go further into my throat. I gagged a bit, but I didn’t stop. I was managing to pull a bit of air into my nose, so I wasn’t suffocating.  
 
    I kept sucking and bobbing. I could feel him throbbing harder and harder. Maybe I was going to be successful—maybe I was going to get him off before it was anal time. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. “That’s enough.” He grabbed my head and pulled me up. I kept pumping his cock with my fist, hoping I could get him off with a few more seconds of stroking. But he wasn’t getting off. He pried my hand off of his cock and laughed. “You’re horny. I like it.” Then he bent forward and put his hands on my sides. He groaned as he picked me up—and I was shocked that he was strong enough to lift me off of my feet. I gasped as he placed me down on his lap. 
 
    My heart was pounding ferociously now. The chance of getting him off with a blowjob alone was no longer on the table. Now, it was anal time. I took a deep breath. He reached down to pull my panties aside. I assumed he was just going to move the thin lacy strip over, so I gasped when he pulled hard and ripped my panties off. “That was part of the costume,” I said. 
 
    “Oops. Sorry,” he said with a big grin. “I’ll throw in an extra hundred. You can buy a replacement.”  
 
    I could see the cash in my mind. I caught myself smiling, so I bit down on my bottom lip. But now I was playing a risky game. There was no longer anything concealing my cock and balls except for my skirt—and he was reaching down to make the penetration happen. I beat him to it, reaching down to grab his saliva-slicked cock. “Put your hands on my tits,” I said.  
 
    He smiled and complied, grabbing my boobs firmly. Thankfully they felt real—as long as they stayed in the dress. “Don’t take them out,” I said. “I have them taped to the dress so they don’t fall out. I don’t want to ruin the dress.”  
 
    “Fine,” he said. He went ahead and squeezed—and strangely, I could feel the squeezing as if the breasts were my own.  
 
    I aimed his cock between my butt cheeks. I knew I had to be quick; he was too curious and too handsy. It was a matter of time before he decided to reach down to feel my pussy, only to feel my cock instead. And it was probably a matter of time before he decided to rip off my dress while offering to buy me a new one.  
 
    I pushed his tip against my hole. He felt big. I was quickly filling up with regret, but it was too late to turn around now. I closed my eyes, took a deep breath, and then I sat down. His cock pushed up into my body. I gasped and he gasped as well. I felt my hole stretching, and I felt my organs stretching inside of me. I groaned and squirmed and I nearly cried.  
 
    He tilted his head back and let out a long whimper. “It’s so fucking tight,” he said. And he wasn’t lying: my hole was tight, and his cock was big. It didn’t feel natural. I felt like I was being stretched apart. I moaned and squirmed, and then his hands found my sides and he held me firmly. He lifted me slightly off his lap and then he began to thrust up and down. 
 
    I screamed. I had to quickly cover my mouth so that his daughter wouldn’t hear what sounded like her father killing Cinderella. I bit down on my finger as his giant cock pumped up and down, sliding through my anal passageway. “It’s so tight,” he groaned through clenched teeth. 
 
    “Not too hard,” I begged. 
 
    “Shut up,” he said. He held me tighter and fucked me harder. His face was turning red. Mine was too. I clutched his shoulders and held on to the best of my ability. I kept the image of that five hundred dollars in my mind: it was a lot of money for a quick fuck. And maybe it wasn’t so bad. It didn’t hurt much once I became numb to the stretching. It actually felt kind of nice. There was a peculiar pulsing euphoria inside of my body. It was particularly intense in my crotch. I could feel myself getting harder to my amazement.  
 
    So I kept holding on, bouncing up and down on his lap. It felt good—too good. I started moaning and relaxing. His hands moved up and down my sides, but he didn’t stop thrusting his giant dick into my body. “Fuck me harder,” I said softly, and I couldn’t believe the words came out from my mouth. 
 
    He held me tight and thrusted harder, pushing the entire length of his cock into my body. I could feel his tip pushing up towards my lungs. I could feel his hard veins throbbing inside of my body. 
 
    “Don’t stop,” I begged. 
 
    “I’m coming,” he said. 
 
    “No—don’t,” I said. “Hold on for me. Please.” I could feel a pleasant buzzing of my own in my body. I didn’t want it to end. It was getting stronger and stronger. “Don’t stop!” 
 
    He groaned, and then I felt him spewing inside of my body. I could feel every giant gush of hot, thick fluid pushing deep into my cavern. I groaned and trembled before going limp on his lap. The pleasure was overwhelming—and it was only a moment before I felt dripping down my legs. I reached down to find out what was happening, and then I looked at my fingers and saw cum. I quickly hid my fingers from the exhausted father. It was my own cum: the anal pounding made me have an orgasm. 
 
    I stood up quickly and fixed the skirt of my dress before he had a chance to do any more exploring. His cock fell to the side, still oozing white cream. He was slumped in his chair, taking deep breaths. “That was amazing,” he said slowly. 
 
    I smiled and nodded my head. I was still tingling with ecstasy, but I didn’t want to stick around to have everything come crashing down. “It was nice,” I said, feeling his load pouring out from my stretched hole. “But I should really be going now.” 
 
    He nodded slowly before reaching for his wallet. He slipped another hundred out and then he pushed the cash towards me. I took it all, happily accepting the five hundred dollars on top of the three hundred I made for the party.  
 
    The next day, I bought myself a couple more outfits to extend my range. I picked up a Snow-White costume and an Ariel costume, complete with mermaid tail. I spent the rest of that day staging photos so that I could advertise my services, and it wasn’t long before my email inbox started to fill up with inquiries. I felt that rush of excitement that I hadn’t felt in so long. I couldn’t remember the last time my future looked so bright. I didn’t have to get a job flipping burgers at Burger King after all. I could stick to my plan of working parties for twenty years before retiring with a comfortable nest egg. Hell, maybe it would be more like fifteen years with the way things were going. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    By the end of my fourth week doing girls’ parties as various princesses, I’d purchased all of the costumes and I managed to sock aside about four grand into my bank account. I was cruising, with more in the bank than ever before.  
 
    Sure, I was doing a bit extra on the side for tips. Most of the time, it was just a matter of playing the role of a princess for a few hours. But about once each week, I ran into a single dad who had a bit of extra money to spend. It got easier, going down on men while dressed like a woman. I actually was starting to like it. I liked that I was able to make men so hard so fast—and I liked the way that they moaned for me, came for me, called me beautiful and hot and sexy. Some men just wanted a little bit of head; some men wanted to dominate me. I let one man bend me over while I was dressed like Elsa. He actually couldn’t even wait for the party to be over. He took me downstairs while the girls were playing and then he pushed his fat cock into my asshole while I was bent over his laundry machine. He pumped me full of cum and then I cleaned myself up and finished my job for the day.  
 
    My best tip came when I was dressed like Snow White. When the party ended, three dads were still there, drunk after a long day of drinking and watching kids. While the host of the party was cutting me a cheque, he paused and looked at me with a big smile, and said, “How much to give us all blowies?”  
 
    His friends laughed. He was obviously dared to ask the question, and he was taken by surprise when I said, “Three hundred.”  
 
    The men were quick to pull the money out from their wallets—and then I ended up doing a lot more than ‘blowies’. While I sucked one man, another man took a turn with my asshole. By the end of thirty minutes, I had two gushing creampies in my anus and a face covered in thick goo from a man who insisted on a facial. They paid me more than three hundred for the extra service.  
 
    And I probably would have had a lot more than four grand in my bank account had I been better with my money. I was quickly developing a new addiction for lingerie and makeup. I found that men paid me more when I had nice lingerie on underneath my princess attire. The lingerie also helped to keep my cock and ball sack out of the picture. But I looked so cute in lingerie. It was so much fun, dressing up at home between gigs, looking at myself in the mirror, lounging around in a cute red teddy, sleeping in the soft satins and lace. Sometimes I would go out of the house with lingerie under my regular clothes, just so I could feel those amazing fabrics against my skin. 
 
    Maybe I was becoming a cross-dresser—or maybe I was becoming something more than a cross-dresser. I went out as a girl a few times—at first just to practice my girly persona, but later I would just go out because I liked turning heads and I liked feeling sexy. I was at the mall when a man asked me out on a date. I declined, of course, but the proposition made my heart soar for days. I really did make a beautiful woman.  
 
    I accepted just about every job offer I got without thinking too much into it. I was always prepared to do extra—even if I was going to two or three different parties in a single day.  
 
    But I really should have been screening my clients better. I received one message, asking me to be Elsa for a girl’s second birthday party. I accepted without asking any questions. The man sent me the address, and then I put the address in my planner and didn’t think any more into it until I arrived at the site—and saw that it was the same house where I was punched in the face and thrown out onto the pavement.  
 
    My body turned cold as I pulled up and instantly recognized the house. I double checked the address and then I thought about driving away. I didn’t want to go inside. I didn’t want to be recognized—not here, of all places.  
 
    I looked at myself in the mirror and saw that I was completely white. This was the house where my horrible luck started. Going back inside seemed like a death wish, even though they were willing to pay five hundred for just three hours of work. It was easy money, but it was money that I didn’t want. I needed to leave. I couldn’t risk being recognized. 
 
    I fired my engine back up, and then I nearly screamed as someone knocked at the window. I turned sharply and saw his face: the father that punched me and left me with a terribly sore black eye and a probably-broken nose. He was staring at me with brooding eyes, as if he already recognized me. “Hey,” he said. 
 
    I opened my mouth to reply but I wasn’t able to produce any words. He motioned for me to roll down my window, and for some reason I complied, even though I had a bad idea that I was about to get a fist to the face. I was wearing makeup, sure—and a wig—but I was still the same person. I still had the same facial structure and the same eyes and the same nose. I’m sure he would recognize me if he looked closely enough. 
 
    “Hi,” I said, forcing a smile, ready to pull my head back at a moment’s notice. 
 
    “You’re late,” he said. “Party started eight minutes ago.”  
 
    “Oh,” I said. My skin felt cold, even though it was a warm afternoon. “I always come a little late. The kids love it when it’s unexpected.”  
 
    “Well I’m paying you for three hours and now we’re almost a sixth of the way through the first hour.” He stared darkly into my eyes. I was still considering driving off. He didn’t have any of my personal information. I’d been giving out a fake name since I started working as a woman. So I had nothing to lose except for his money by pulling away. 
 
    “Well what are you waiting for?” he said. “Let’s go. The kids are waiting.” 
 
    He stepped away from the car, giving me the opportunity that I needed to pull away. But I didn’t pull away. Instead, I took a moment to be sensible. If he hadn’t recognized me yet, then he wasn’t going to recognize me. I knew that I could be a perfect princess for a few hours because I’d done it dozens of times already. So what did I really have to lose? If anything, it was the perfect opportunity to get over my fears. 
 
    I stepped out from the car and walked towards him. His gaze moved down my body, checking out my legs, before returning to my eyes. “A bit skimpy for a kid’s party,” he said. 
 
    I forced a smile. “It’s film-accurate,” I said. 
 
    He rolled his eyes. “Which film? Elsa Does Dallas?”  
 
    My heart fluttered. I’d only come across two other guys like him since I started working as a woman, but he was the first father. The others were just parents of the birthday girl’s friends. “It’s the same dress I wore in my ad pictures,” I said, biting down on my tongue. 
 
    “Maybe. I didn’t look closely enough, I guess,” he said. “Let’s just get you inside so the kids calm down.” 
 
    We went inside. I didn’t do many two-year-old parties. Two-year-olds didn’t generally care much for princesses or superheroes. They usually just wanted to run around and cry.  
 
    So none of the kids really noticed me as I entered. I tried to get their attention by doing a twirl and announcing myself. Two little girls looked up at me. One cried and was swept away by the mother. It was a bit awkward, but once I got used to the feeling of the father watching me from across the room, I settled into my role. I sat on the floor and played dollies with the birthday girl for most of the afternoon, and then I ended up changing a few diapers of the younger kids and helping set out paper plates when the pizza came. I was even asked to cut the cake before everyone left for the evening. So I was basically hired to help with some of the chores, but I didn’t mind: money is money, and it was still a lot easier than being chased, punched, and kicked by reckless young boys.  
 
    The father was too busy to pay me once the party guests left. His daughter was ready for bed: exhausted and crying as she came down from her sugar high. “Can you just hold on?” he said to me without looking at me, even though I never prodded him or asked me to step aside. 
 
    “We can just settle this online,” I said, trying to force a smile into my voice. More than anything, I just wanted to leave. 
 
    “I’ll settle it with cash,” he said. “Just hold on.” So I stood there as he struggled to get his daughters and son dressed for bed. It was a long wait as he fought his youngest—the birthday girl—to brush her teeth and then he dragged her to her room as she screamed. She fell asleep surprisingly quickly once he had her in her bed. He closed her bedroom door and let out a deep sigh. Then he looked up at me. “Right,” he said. “Payment.”  
 
    I felt awkward alone in that house with him, knowing what he was capable of. I still had a scratch on my nose from where his fist made contact. It was hidden now with makeup, but I didn’t want to earn a matching one, so I kept my distance. He went to the kitchen and started digging through drawers. “Where’s my wallet?” he grumbled. Even though I put in the work, I was still tempted to leave without being paid, just so I could get out of that house. I looked over and saw the spot on the ground where I landed after being punched.  
 
    “Like I said, we can just do an e-payment,” I said. 
 
    “No,” he said. “I want this off the books. My accountant is on my back right now with tax season coming up.” He shook his head. “I’ll find it. It’s here somewhere.”  
 
    Then he found it and held it up. “Here it is!” he proclaimed. He opened it up and then he grumbled. He looked up at me and then he said, “I think my cash is in my office. You don’t mind coming to my office, do you?” 
 
    “That’s fine,” I said. But I didn’t realize that his office was in the basement. It was dark down there, and a bit cold. I kept my distance from him once we were in his office—staying near the door in case I felt the need to run. He dug through a drawer before pulling out a thick wad of cash, which looked like a stack stolen from the bank. He slipped out a few bills and then he looked up at me. “So tell me honestly. You a prostitute?”  
 
    I felt strangely offended by the accusation, even though it wasn’t far from the truth. I suppose I was a bit of a prostitute, accepting money from men in exchange for sexual favors. I smiled and said, “I’m a professional.”  
 
    “Professional cock sucker, or what?” he said.  
 
    I bit hard on my tongue. “I do parties,” I said. “Like your daughter’s. Let’s just settle up and I’ll get going.” 
 
    “Well hold on,” he said. Then he walked towards me, making me tense up. He reached past me and closed the door behind me. Suddenly, that office seemed awfully claustrophobic.  
 
    “What are you doing?” I asked with tense muscles all over.  
 
    “Tell me honestly. You a hooker?” 
 
    “Why?” I said. 
 
    “Cause I have money, okay? I, uh, heard from a friend that you help guys… wind down after stressful kids’ parties.”  
 
    My heart skipped a beat. Was I earning a reputation as a slut around town? I took a deep breath and forced a smile. “What do you need?” I asked. My voice was shaken. 
 
    “What are your rates, slut?” he asked. “Quit beating around the fucking bush.”  
 
    I didn’t like him and I didn’t want any more of his business, so I decided to make my numbers big. “A thousand,” I said. “You get me in costume for a thousand.”  
 
    “A thousand?” he said. “Does that get me whatever I want—and you keep your slut mouth shut about this?”  
 
    I suddenly remembered his wife being present at the previous party, where I lost my Spider Man outfit. Was he trying to cheat on his wife? “That gets you oral and anal,” I said. My voice was more shaken than ever as my heart raced.  
 
    “What if I want something different?” he said. 
 
    “Like what?” I said. 
 
    He stared into my eyes and then he bent down to open the bottom drawer of his desk. He pulled out a purple strap-on dildo and my Spider Man mask. “Put this cock on and fuck me while I wear the mask.”  
 
    I stared at it. I had the urge to laugh, but I held back. “That’s what you want?” I said. I looked at my old mask. I forgot how great that mask was—and it was still in perfect condition. 
 
    “Don’t fucking laugh,” he said, even though I hardly cracked a grin. I wiped that grin quickly off of my face, worried he would punch it off. “I have a fantasy—being with a—you know—shemale.”  
 
    “A shemale?” I said. 
 
    “You know. A hot chick with a cock. Laugh and I’ll break your nose—I swear to God.”  
 
    “How’s about fifteen hundred,” I said. 
 
    “You said a thousand,” he said, narrowing his eyes. 
 
    I took a deep breath. “Fifteen hundred and you can have the real thing.” I lifted up the skirt of my Elsa dress to show him my bulge. He stared for a long moment. His face turned white. I had no idea why I was exposing myself like that. I should have just strapped on the dildo and fucked him. Now I was offering to peg him—but why? I didn’t want to put my cock into another man’s body! I didn’t want to give him a reason to snap.  
 
    “That real?” he said. He sunk suddenly to one knee and reached out, putting his hand on my bulge. I felt his fingers touching my penis: a weird feeling. He gasped. “You’re a shemale?” he said. I didn’t love him using the word shemale. It sounded derogatory and dirty.  
 
    “Yeah,” I said.  
 
    He pulled my panties down slightly, making my cock fall out. He gasped. Then he grabbed onto it. “Deal,” he said, putting on the mask. “Fifteen hundred and you’ll fuck me.”  
 
    “Suck it,” I said. 
 
    His face suddenly turned dark red. “I didn’t say anything about sucking.” 
 
    “I said suck it.” I reached down and grabbed his head with both of my hands. I pulled him into my crotch, and he quickly opened his mouth to accept my flaccid shaft. His mouth was warm. I looked up and tried to pretend that I was with a woman. When I was the one on my knees, I was happy to look up at the men. But being the one on the receiving end, I was still as straight as my usual self.  
 
    He pulled the mask up over his lips and then he sucked. I could feel myself getting harder as his tongue explored my shaft. He tried to pull his head back for air, but I didn’t let him. I was getting a bit of anger out on him—and I planned on getting a little bit more out.  
 
    He moaned and choked, but I made him suck the entire length of my cock, until I was rock hard in his mouth. Then I gripped his head firmly and began thrusting into his throat, almost making him throw up. Finally he managed to push himself back. “Are you trying to fucking kill me?” he said with saliva all over his face.  
 
    “Stand up and bend over,” I said. He paused. He stared into my eyes before standing up slowly. Then I spun him around and pushed him down onto his desk with a dull thud. “Ouch!” he said. I grabbed his pants (he was wearing sweatpants, and had been all day) and pulled them down, exposing his ass.  
 
    “Just be gentle. I’ve—I’ve never done this before,” he said, suddenly not sounding so macho. I pressed my tip between his cheeks.  
 
    “Just try to keep your mouth shut,” I said. I pushed in, penetrating him without warning. He gasped loudly and gripped the table.  
 
    “You fucker!” he said. “You’re going to rip me open!” 
 
    “Don’t move and you’ll be fine, sweetheart,” I said. I pushed my cock deeper into him, until my pelvis was pressed against his ass. Then I gripped his sides and I started hate-fucking the living daylights out of him. I pumped hard and fast as he tried hard not to scream. I fucked him hard, until his desk had slid across the whole room and was pressed against the wall. Then I fucked him harder, making his body rattle back and forth. His legs trembled and his skin turned red all over. I fucked him until he was completely limp. Then, instead of giving him the pleasure of a creampie, I pulled out and sprayed his clothed body with my giant load of cum.  
 
    He was too exhausted to move. “You fucker,” he groaned, limp and exhausted and sore. He managed to look back at me. “Did you just cum all over me?” 
 
    “Sorry, sweetheart,” I said with a grin. I grabbed the money before he could take it back. Then I snatched the Spider Man mask off the top of his head. “That’s what you asked for.” I squeezed the tip of my penis, making the last drop of cum ooze out onto his bare ass. Then I let my dress fall back down. I turned away and made my exit, skipping like the pretty princess that I was.  
 
    I felt great: like a renewed person. I got the little bit of revenge that I wanted. I got a nice little bit of money—and I got my Spider Man mask back, even though I didn’t need it anymore. 
 
    I was done dressing up as Spider Man. I was done working long hours for little pay, taking endless abuse from sugar-fueled hellions. I had a new gig now: working as a beautiful party princess, for kids and their lonely, single fathers. It was a good gig, and it would have never come about if it wasn’t for that punch in the face. So I suppose I owed him a little bit more than I gave him credit for.  
 
    I actually owed him a lot. If it wasn’t for that punch in the face, I would have never discovered this whole new side of myself. I would have never learned that I enjoyed going out dressed like a girl. I liked the feeling of long, soft hair on my shoulders. I liked the feeling of having soft, smooth legs. I loved the way skirts felt in the warm autumn breeze. I always felt so excited when it was time to do my makeup, even if I was just putting on a bit of foundation and mascara to go out to the store. If it wasn’t for that angry father, I would have never learned that I wanted to be a woman. 
 
    THE END 
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