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TRAP HOTEL

Chris was nineteen and visiting London when he accidentally checked into what he thought was a hotel. When he came out from his shower, there was a young, beautiful brunette waiting for him on his bed—and she had a lot more to offer than just a hole. 

After thirteen years, Chris isn’t sure if the London experience was real or just a dream—but a day doesn’t go by that he doesn’t think about that night. Now, for the first time in thirteen years, Chris is being sent back to London  for  work.  He  has  to  track  down  a  famous  footballer  for  an interview, and his hunt might just bring him to some familiar places. 

CHAPTER I

It was 2006 and I was nineteen years old, thousands of miles away from my home, and all alone. 

I had big dreams, like every nineteen-year-old guy. I wanted to see the world. I wanted to absorb every culture I could. I felt like life was zipping by  quickly,  and  if  I  wasn’t  careful,  I  would  miss  my  chance  to  see everything—and I was determined to see everything. 

My  first  stop  was  London.  It  was  the  first  plane  I’d  ever  been  on  for more  than  two  hours:  New  York  City  to  London.  I  spent  the  whole  flight daydreaming  about  the  approaching  hours.  In  my  mind,  I  was  already meeting  great  travel  partners  who  would  be  splitting  a  hostel  with  me—

those same guys would become my best friends. In my head, everyone was so nice to me. They all saw the Canadian flag on my backpack and thought that  I  was  a  top-notch  bloke.  I  couldn’t  wait  for  my  dream  to  become  a reality… And then I stepped off the plane. 

There was no kindness. No one was excited like me. Everyone was in a rush,  zipping  by  me,  bumping  into  me  while  I  tried  to  find  the  baggage claim. No one came up to chat with me—and no one noticed the Canadian flag on my backpack. I walked up to one young man who had a large hiking bag on his back. I figured he was like me: a traveller of the world. I gently tapped him and said, “Excuse me, are you a backpacker?” 

He  turned  and  looked  at  me  with  narrowed  eyes.  “Don’t  touch  me, mate,” he said. I was frightened and crushed. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. He wasn’t at all like the friendly backpackers of my daydreams. 

My bag didn’t come down with the rest of them. I waited an hour before walking over to the lost bag line. It took another hour to reach the front of that line, and then it nearly took an hour to fill out all of the lost baggage paperwork. By the time I was out on the street, it was dark. The cab into the city was way more expensive than I’d anticipated—and it didn’t help that I’d forgotten to convert my money. I was lucky that the cab driver accepted my Canadian cash (after a bit of begging). By the time I was downtown, I was  feeling  completely  defeated.  I  walked  around  looking  for  a  hostel, 

thinking there would be one on every street corner, but I found nothing. My legs were starting to ache and my eyes were becoming heavy. 

I found myself wandering into the darker end of town, far from where the  cab  driver  dropped  me  off.  I  wanted  to  ask  a  local  to  point  me  in  the direction  of  a  hostel,  but  the  people  on  the  street  now  were  frightening—

especially to a nineteen-year-old boy who was away from his parents for the first time in his life. 

What  was  I  thinking?  Or  better  yet:  what  were  my  parents  thinking? 

Why  would  they  let  me  go  out  into  such  a  scary  world?  Why  didn’t  they warn me? Why didn’t they tell me that the world was filled with unfriendly, frightening people? I thought that trait was exclusive to my hometown. 

I was exhausted and already considering the option of heading back to the airport and buying a ticket back home. I was almost ready to accept the hit—a few thousand bucks for nothing, except for a very cruel lesson about life. 

But the airport was far away and there were no cabs buzzing around the area I was in now. My phone was dead so I couldn’t call for a cab, and I had a  feeling  cabs  wouldn’t  come  to  that  dingy  corner  of  the  town  I’d accidentally stumbled into. 

I  was  tired.  I  hadn’t  planned  on  staying  in  a  single  hotel  during  what was  supposed  to  be  a  yearlong  backpacking  adventure.  But  I  needed somewhere to sleep, and somewhere to charge my phone, so I could gather myself  and  create  some  sort  of  plan.  And  thankfully,  a  moment  before  I gave up hope completely, I saw a glowing sign that simply read ‘HOTEL’. 

I didn’t even realize that it was 1:30 AM until I saw the clock above the hotel’s  front  desk.  It  was  warm  inside.  The  smell  of  the  Chinese  food restaurant next door was overpowering: a bit off putting while also making me realize I hadn’t eaten anything since the small bag of pretzels I ate on the plane. 

I rang the little bell, and then I waited, looking around at the old art on the  walls.  It  appeared  to  be  old  Soviet  art,  with  lots  of  reds  and  lots  of pictures of Lenin. I wondered if I was in some sort of communist joint, or if they just got a really good bulk discount around 1992. 

The  wallpaper  was  a  dark  red  colour,  and  the  wood  wainscoting  also had a cherry tinge to it. The place reminded me of a horror movie, though I couldn’t remember exactly which one. 

“Hello,” a woman said with a British accent. I jumped slightly, nearly shrieking like a young child, taking a quick breath of air into my lungs. 

“Sorry—it’s been a long day,” I said. I smiled awkwardly. 

She looked me up and down and then she asked, “Are you here for the night, or just for an hour?” 

The question took me by surprise. I assumed it was a British thing. My innocent mind didn’t immediately put the pieces together. “I need a room for the night,” I said. 

“It’s one-hundred and fifty per night,” she said. 

“What  is  that  in  Canadian  dollars?  Unfortunately,  that’s  all  I  have,”  I said. 

She stared at me for a moment with a cool smile on her face. “Let’s say two-hundred,” she said. It was a lot more than I thought it was going to be

—especially since I was expecting to pay around ten bucks for a hostel, and I was already hoping to have found someone to split a room with. But I was feeling depleted and desperate, so I took the offer. At least she was willing to accept my Canadian dollars. 

So I dug out ten twenties and handed them over. I watched those bills as she tucked them away into a drawer. It was hard to watch. That should have been  enough  for  nearly  a  month  of  hostel  hopping.  I  guess  I  should  have planned my trip better. 

Then  she  handed  me  a  key.  “It’s  the  second  room  on  your  left  once you’re up the stairs.” She pointed towards the staircase. I turned around and took a step. Then she said, “Wait.” 

I stopped. “What is it?” I asked. 

“Don’t you want to look at the menu?” she said. 

My stomach grumbled on cue. But I had a feeling I wouldn’t be able to afford the food, seeing as the room was already twenty times my budget. So I had to just smile and shake my head. “I’m okay,” I said. 

“Do you just want us to surprise you?” she asked. 

“I’m sorry. What do you mean?” 

“You’ve already paid for it.” 

“Oh,  I  see,”  I  said.  Apparently  hotels  in  England  were  more  all-inclusive  than  I  realized.  Maybe  that  explained  the  hefty  price.  The  room came with a dinner, and probably a breakfast as well. “Just whatever you’ve got is fine.” 

“Are you sure?” she asked. 

I  nodded  my  head.  “It’s  late.  I  don’t  want  to  be  a  nuisance.”  I  didn’t want  them  to  go  and  wake  up  the  chef  just  because  I  wanted  the  steak instead of the chicken. Sure, I was paying a lot of money, but I also didn’t want  to  be  rude.  If  there  was  just  something  they  could  toss  in  the microwave, that was okay with me. 

So I went up to my room and I went straight into the shower. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath as the warm water poured down my body. 

Already,  the  stress  of  the  day  was  washing  away.  Maybe  this  trip  wasn’t going  to  be  such  a  disaster.  Sure,  it  started  off  on  a  bad  foot,  but  I  just needed to gather myself and go into the next day with a plan. I would get a good sleep and then make a plan with a fully charged phone. I could ask the front  desk  to  print  out  directions  to  the  nearest  hostels,  and  then  I  could spend  the  day  scoping  them  out,  so  I  didn’t  end  up  wandering  the  dark streets yet again. 

I showered for a long time—nearly thirty minutes. I was tired, but that warm water just felt so good as it washed down my sore muscles. I heard my door open and then close, and I assumed it was the hotel dropping off that complimentary meal. I thought it was a bit weird that they would open my  door  without  knocking,  but  I  tried  not  to  get  too  worked  up  about  it. 

Maybe it was just a cultural thing. I hardly knew anything about the English culture, after all. I wanted to be a man of the world, but I wasn’t a man of the world just yet. 

So I ended my shower and towelled myself off. I stared at myself in the foggy mirror, and then I stretched out my arms and yawned. I was ready for bed. 

I  stepped  out  from  the  bathroom  and  took  two  steps  towards  my  bed, and then I saw the woman lying on my bed, clad in lingerie, staring right at

me. I yelped and quickly covered my exposed cock with both of my hands. 

“Oh my God,” I said. “I’m so sorry.” I quickly reached for one of the clean towels  on  the  small  shelf  next  to  me.  Using  one  hand,  I  awkwardly unravelled it and wrapped it around my body. I must have had the wrong room—or maybe she accidentally sent me up to the wrong room. 

But why wasn’t the girl just as startled as me? Why wasn’t she shocked to see a stranger coming out from her bathroom? Why wasn’t she covering herself up? Her lingerie was slightly see-thru. I could see her perky nipples and  even  her  soft  mane  of  pubic  hair  above  her  closed  thighs.  I  looked around,  trying  to  figure  out  what  was  happening.  Was  she  in  shock?  Was she about to scream at any second? 

CHAPTER II

I carefully bent over and picked up my small pile of clothes. “I’ll just get dressed and then I’ll get out of here,” I said. “I’m really so sorry.” 

Now the girl’s eyes were narrowed. “Is something wrong? Do you want me to put on a different outfit?” she said. 

“What?” I said, stuttering slightly. 

“If you’d prefer a blonde, I can put on a blonde wig. Marissa said that you had no preference,” she said. 

“Marissa? Who’s Marissa?” 

“My boss,” she said, still with those confused, narrowed eyes. 

And  finally,  my  naïve  brain  put  the  pieces  together.  I  wasn’t  at  an ordinary hotel. I was at a brothel. I’d paid two hundred dollars to spend the night with a prostitute. This wasn’t my room, it was her room. Was it illegal to  hire  a  prostitute  in  London?  Was  I  breaking  the  law  without  even realizing it? What if this was a sting operation? How would I explain this to my parents? If I ended up being arrested just hours after leaving home, my parents would never let me leave the house again! “I’m sorry—there’s been some sort of confusion. I’m just looking for a room. Not even a room—just a bed—somewhere to sleep.” 

“Don’t you want to sleep with me?” she asked. She ran a gentle finger slowly from her thigh, up to her chest. Then she gently cupped her breast and pulled until her fingers were curled around her nipple. I found myself staring, but I looked away quickly as blood rushed into my face. 

I didn’t know what to say. I was rendered speechless: overwhelmed and afraid. She was very pretty, with her long dark hair and her tight lingerie. 

She had nice curves, and big, gorgeous eyes. She was much prettier than the girls I went to high school with, and those were the only girls I knew—the only  girls  I’d  ever  talked  to.  I  was  a  virgin.  I’d  never  had  sex  before.  I’d never even seen a prostitute before, unless you count the ones who stagger around  downtown  Toronto,  high  on  various  brain-melting  drugs,  with  red

welts all over their bony bodies. This girl wasn’t bony: she was curvy and soft. Her skin glowed and her eyes sparkled. 

“It’s okay. We’ll have fun,” she said. She cupped her breast again and pulled  until  those  fingers  were  curled  around  that  perky  nipple.  A  warm shiver buzzed through my body. “I promise I’m clean.” 

“I—I thought this was a hotel,” I said. 

She giggled. She had a cute giggle, though I could tell that she didn’t believe  me.  And  it  probably  was  a  hard  claim  to  believe.  We  weren’t exactly  in  the  hotel  part  of  town.  “Come  lay  with  me.  And  take  off  the towel.” 

“I don’t know if that’s a good idea,” I said, stuttering again. I forced a smile. I could feel that my cheeks were dark red. I wanted to grab my bag and get out of that hotel fast, even if it meant sleeping on the street for the night until McDonalds was open, so that I could charge my phone at one of their free charging stations. 

“You’ll like it. Just come lay with me and relax. You don’t have to do anything.” 

My  heart  was  pounding—and  I  knew  it  was  pounding  because  I  was actually  considering  her  offer.  Maybe  it  was  my  exhaustion,  but  she  was beautiful,  and  I  knew  that  I  would  never  in  my  life  sleep  with  a  girl  as beautiful as her. So if I was going to lose my virginity, why not lose it with a gorgeous babe? My exhausted mind wasn’t properly considering that fact that  she  was  a  prostitute,  and  that  I  would  live  for  the  rest  of  my  life knowing that I lost my virginity to a prostitute. Or maybe it was considering that fact, hence the ruthlessly pounding heart. 

“I don’t know,” I said. 

She  gently  patted  the  spot  in  front  of  her.  I  remained  frozen  for  a moment, biting down on the edge of my tongue. I took a deep breath and considered the positives. Assuming she was telling the truth, she was clean. 

And I could see that she was beautiful. And the bed was real and it looked comfortable. If I did go ahead and sleep with the whore, then I had a bed to sleep  on,  which  meant  no  more  wandering  aimlessly  around  town.  And  I had already paid, so I didn’t have much left to lose, aside from my virginity and my dignity. 

I stepped towards the bed. She could probably see my heart pounding against my ribcage—and maybe she could hear it too. I sat down gently on the edge of the bed and then I looked into her big, shining eyes. I forced a smile.  She  smiled  back,  and  then  I  looked  away  for  a  reason  I  couldn’t understand. I took a deep breath again. 

Then she put a hand on my thigh. “Don’t be nervous,” she said. “Are you a virgin? 

I  nodded  my  head  awkwardly,  and  then  I  immediately  regretted  my stupid honesty. I bit down on my tongue, wishing I could backtrack, but it was too late. 

“I’ll make sure this is a nice memory for you,” she said. Then she took the edge of my towel and folded it away from my lap, exposing my cock. I closed my eyes, terrified. I felt her hand slip up my thigh, cupping my ball sack, and then pulling gently the same way she pulled on her perky tit, until her fingers were curled around my shaft. When I opened my eyes, she was leaning forward, bending down, slipping her lips around my flaccid shaft. 

She started sucking. 

And just like that, my virginity was fluttering away. For a moment I felt nauseous, and then I felt excited, and then I felt what I can only describe as dread.  I  looked  down  at  her  lace-clad  back.  She  had  a  few  cute  beauty marks, and lots of freckles on her shoulders. I pressed my hand against the bare skin of her upper back. Her body was warm and soft. A shudder ran through me. 

Now  I  found  myself  worrying  that  she  would  think  that  I  was  small. 

What if I was the smallest she’d ever been with? Was I small? I measured my  erection  once,  and  it  was  six  inches.  At  school  we  learned  that  six inches  was  average,  but  what  if  that  was  just  the  school  system  trying  to make people like me feel better? 

And what if I came in her mouth after just a minute or two? It already felt so good—so much better than jerking off. She stroked my length while she sucked my tip, and then she pulled her hand away to dip her head down completely, pushing her nose into my pubic bone and sinking my shaft into her  throat.  She  didn’t  gag.  Her  mouth  was  warm  and  wet  and  perfect.  I groaned and flexed the muscles in my legs in an attempt to fight away the

euphoria,  which  was  coming  way  too  quickly.  I  remembered  again  that  I was with a prostitute, and that I wasn’t exactly in the clearest state of mind. 

“Maybe we shouldn’t do this,” I said. 

But  she  ignored  me.  She  kept  sucking,  bobbing  her  head  faster  and faster. Her tongue moved with goddess-like precision. The tip of her tongue tickled  the  tip  of  my  shaft,  making  my  whole  body  tense  up  with  hot ecstasy. I groaned and squirmed. 

“That  feels  really  good,”  I  said,  trying  to  warn  her  that  things  were moving along a little bit too quickly for my inexperienced self. “Maybe too good.” I laughed nervously. 

She slowly sat up, slipping my cock out from her mouth. She looked up into my eyes with a glowing smile. “Do you want to suck mine for a minute or two?” she asked. 

“Suck yours?” I said. My heart skipped a beat. 

Then I looked down as she spread her legs. She reached her slim fingers into her lingerie bottoms and dug out a semi-erect penis. I became a statue of  fear.  My  mouth  slowly  opened  as  a  coldness  swept  through  all  of  the nerves in my body. That nausea returned to my stomach. “Is that—is that a cock?” 

She let that cute giggle slip again. “What do you mean? Of course it is,” 

she said. 

“Is it real?” 

“Why don’t you go down and find out?” she said. 

“I—I’m straight. I thought you were—I thought you were a girl.” 

She giggled and shook her head. “That’s not very tolerant of you, is it?” 

She said it with a big, cute grin. But now her cute face was just confusing and terrifying. How could she be so cute? How did she have such a small, curvy body? How were her eyes so big? Where did those perky tits come from? Were they fake? 

And that’s when I realized a biological man had just sucked my cock—

nearly  to  orgasm.  Had  I  let  her  go  on  for  another  minute,  I  would  have expelled  my  first  cumshot  into  another  human  being—and  it  would  have been into the mouth of a biological man. “What’s wrong?” she said. 

“I thought you—I thought you had a pussy,” I said. 

“I assure you my back door feels even better,” she said with a big smile. 

“You paid for a night with a trap, sweetie. This is a trap hotel.” 

“A trap hotel?” I said. 

She nodded her head with a precious smile. It was 2006, long before the term  ‘trap’  was  being  commonly  used,  even  on  the  dark  corners  of  the Internet. I’d never met a transgender before—I’d never even heard the term transgender.  Sure,  I’d  heard  ‘transsexual’,  but  I  always  thought  that  a transsexual was just a gimmicky thing at the weirder bars in town. I didn’t know that there were men legitimately turning themselves into women. 

“Just relax and let’s have some fun. No one will ever find out about this. 

And  I  promise  you  won’t  ever  regret  it,”  she  said.  And  that  was  a  big promise to make. How could I not regret it? It was my virginity—and my innocence. I knew that a day wouldn’t go by that I didn’t think about this moment—and  maybe  that  damage  had  already  been  done.  So  what  was  I supposed to do? 

She reached out and gently slipped her hand behind my head. Then she carefully pulled my head forward, forcing me to bend over. I didn’t resist, even though I wanted to. She bent me over more and more until my face was inches away from her cock. I just remained frozen, staring at her long, curved shaft. She reached down and slipped her free hand around her shaft. 

Then she pulled her tip up to my lips. “Open your mouth,” she said. 

And  for  some  reason,  I  followed  the  command.  I  opened  my  lips  and she pushed her semi-erect cock into my mouth. 

CHAPTER III

I  had  to  close  my  eyes.  My  mind  was  already  racing  with  more emotions than I could process—though I could easily identify the regret. No nineteen-year-old boy wants to live knowing that he once sucked a cock—

yet there I was, sucking and bobbing my head. She was big—bigger than me by a considerable amount, which made me feel embarrassment on top of all those other emotions. 

I  could  feel  her  shaft  hardening.  It  was  so  hot,  and  so  rigid.  But strangely,  it  had  a  feminine  smell  and  even  a  slight  rose  taste,  which  just added  to  the  confusion.  But  what  made  me  more  confused  than  anything was  the  throbbing  erection  between  my  legs;  it  just  wouldn’t  go  away.  It continued  to  throb,  as  if  I  was  still  on  the  verge  of  an  orgasm—as  if  one little  touch  would  make  my  cock  spew  cum  all  over  myself  and  that  bed. 

Why wasn’t that euphoria dissipating? Why did it still feel so good? 

“You’re  so  good  at  that,”  she  said—and  that  statement  didn’t  help  the confusion that was growing inside of my gut. Was I good, or was she just saying it in some strange attempt to help me relax? “I think you’re going to make me come.” 

My heart stuttered. Did she just say that she was going to come? Was she going to come in my mouth? Would I be able to live with myself after an experience like that? Or had that ship already sailed? 

“Keep going,” she said with an elated sigh. “Don’t stop.” She slipped a hand onto the back of my head to hold me from sitting up. She wrapped her other hand around the base of her shaft, to keep it pointed directly into my mouth.  She  was  gently  thrusting  her  hips,  rising  off  the  bed  so  her  cock would plunge further into my throat. I was doing my best not to gag. I could feel her shaft bloating up and twitching. It was hotter than ever now. I could even feel one of her veins pulsing. 

She  groaned  loudly  and  pushed  my  head  down  hard,  so  that  my  nose was pressed hard into her lace-clad pelvis. “Oh my God,” she said with her thick British accent. Then I felt a blast—and then another, and then another. 

I closed my throat and tensed up. I could feel that warm slime pooling in

my mouth. I could feel her cock pulsing with each blast, unloading a heavy cumshot  in  my  mouth.  There  was  a  lot  of  cum—far  more  than  I  was expecting, though I wasn’t sure I was actually expecting any at all. 

When she finally released my head, I opened my mouth and let the cum fall out. I had no intention of swallowing it, so I just let it pour down her cock  and  pool  on  her  tight  lingerie.  I  wiped  my  lips  with  my  wrist,  but  I tried not to look too disgusted so I wouldn’t offend her. She looked down at her shaft and giggled. She grabbed her shaft from the base, making sure lots of  her  cum  was  in  her  hand,  and  then  she  pulled  that  cum  up  to  her  tip, coating her shaft with her own load. It was disgusting to me at the time, but also  mesmerizing.  My  cock  was  suddenly  harder  than  it  had  ever  been before. I had the strangest urge to bend over and suck that cum off, to get another  taste,  but  I  fought  that  urge  away.  It  was  unwanted  and  probably mistaken. 

She  rolled  over,  showing  me  her  pretty  bum.  She  reached  back  and pulled her lingerie to the side, exposing her tight asshole. She let it pucker, as  if  to  draw  me  in.  I  watched  as  it  opened  and  closed.  I  didn’t  know  a person  could  control  their  asshole  like  that.  Then  she  looked  back  at  me with that cute smile. “Well? Don’t you want to fuck me?” 

I stood up on my knees and walked in close. I put a hand down on her bare  ass  and  felt  her  smooth  skin.  Then  I  reached  down  and  grabbed  my cock  firmly,  getting  ready  to  line  it  up  with  her  tight  hole.  My  heart stuttered  and  my  body  shuddered.  I  watched  that  hole  pucker  again,  and then I leaned in close. 

Then  suddenly,  I  came.  My  cock  didn’t  make  it  inside.  The overwhelming  arousal  was  just  too  much  to  handle.  My  cock  started  to spew  hot,  white  cum  all  over  her  tush.  She  gasped,  and  then  she  started giggling, making me feel humiliated. My cum ran down her pretty fishnet-clad  thighs.  I  squeezed  my  cock  firmly,  groaning  with  a  combination  of pleasure and embarrassment. I don’t think I’d ever come so much in my life

—which was impressive, considering I hardly touched my shaft. 

She turned around and planted a gentle kiss on my lips before springing up to her feet. “That was cute,” she said, looking down at her legs, which were now stained with long white streaks. 

“I’m so sorry,” I said. 

“Don’t be sorry. I’m flattered,” she said. “And look how much cum you made. I’ve never seen so much cum in my life!” 

“I’m sorry,” I said again, but I wasn’t even sure why I was saying it. 

“I’m  just  going  to  get  washed  up,  and  then  we  can  fool  around  a  bit more—if you want,” she said. 

I nodded my head slowly. Then I watched her as she walked sensually into the bathroom, closing the door behind her. I rolled over and stared up at the ceiling. My heart was still pounding and my mind was still racing. Did that all really just happen? Did I really just suck a tranny off? Did I really just come all over her ass without even putting it inside of her? Maybe that was for the best—maybe it was a good thing that I still technically had my virginity. Maybe I wouldn’t remember all of this like I thought that I would. 

It  was  already  starting  to  seem  like  a  dream  that  was  about  to  end  at  any moment. 

My exhaustion suddenly caught up with me. I’d been awake for nearly thirty  stressful  hours,  so  I  decided  I  would  just  close  my  eyes  for  one minute while my whore got herself cleaned up. Then, I figured that maybe it would be fun to fool around with her a little bit. Maybe I would stick my cock  into  that  puckering  asshole.  Maybe  I  would  officially  lose  my virginity. 

And then I fell asleep. When I woke up, the room was bright and I was alone in that bed with the blanket pulled up to my chin. It took a moment to realize  I  wasn’t  in  my  bed  back  home  in  Toronto.  When  that  realization finally occurred, I sprung up with a gasp and looked around. I saw the clock on  the  wall,  which  read  11:20  AM.  Just  below  that  clock  was  a  sign  that read, ‘Checkout is at 11:30 AM’. So I quickly got dressed and gathered my things and went down to the lobby. I put my key down on the desk but I didn’t  bother  to  ring  the  bell.  I  just  wanted  to  get  out  of  there  before  the police  came  swooping  in  to  arrest  every  man  in  every  room.  Marissa already had my cash, so I figured there was nothing left to settle. I slipped out quickly and carefully, and then I started walking down the road without looking  back—and  I  went  two  dozen  blocks  before  I  finally  even considered turning to look back. 

I found a café with free Internet. I bought a coffee and then I looked up some hostels. I spent an hour planning out the rest of my day. Then, when I

emerged from that café, I couldn’t even remember which direction that ‘trap hotel’ was in. A strange feeling washed over me as I realized I wouldn’t be able to find it again, even if I wanted to—and thankfully, I didn’t want to find it again. I wanted to think that it was all just a strange dream, and it was already starting to seem like it might have been a strange dream. I had no  proof  that  the  place  existed—not  even  a  receipt  or  a  business  card. 

Maybe  it  was  just  an  exhaustion-induced  nightmare.  Maybe  that  pretty tranny  never  really  existed.  Maybe  Marissa  never  existed.  Maybe  I  spent the night sleeping in an alleyway and I was just too tired to remember. 

But  if  it  was  real,  then  it  was  by  far  the  strangest  experience  I  had during  my  yearlong  backpacking  trip.  I  met  lots  of  people  over  the  next year,  and  I  ended  up  losing  my  virginity  to  a  pretty  blonde  in  Sweden.  I walked  world  famous  hiking  trails  and  saw  some  of  the  most  famous museums on the planet. Then, in 2007, I finally ran out of money, so I went back home to Toronto to start school and eventually start a career. 

And just as I expected on that first night in London, a day didn’t go by where  I  didn’t  think  about  that  little  romp  with  that  pretty  transgender prostitute in that trap hotel. 

CHAPTER IV

I  managed  to  land  a  decent  job  as  a  sports  writer  after  finishing  my master’s  degree  at  college.  It  wasn’t  exactly  the  literary  dream  job  I  was hoping for, but the hours were good and the pay was better. I was assigned to write about Toronto’s soccer team for one of the biggest papers in town. I got free tickets to all of the games, which would have been pretty great if I’d been a big soccer fan. Though I have to admit, over the next couple of years, the sport grew on me. 

I moved up quickly, first just writing for the local team, and then writing for the whole MLS soccer league. It was in 2018 when I was promoted to an editing position for the sports section, and the paper started sending me all over the world to cover major soccer games. I got to interview some of the  most  famous  soccer  players  on  the  planet,  and  I  got  prime  seats  to games where crappy seats cost over five hundred bucks. The paper would give  me  pairs  of  tickets  so  that  I  could  bring  a  guest,  so  I  always  had  a stellar date in my back pocket. I would bring girls down to the locker rooms after the games, and maybe it was the sight of the ripped soccer players, but by the end of the night, my dates were always begging to be plugged and filled. 

I  fucked  one  girl  who  made  me  wear  a  David  Beckham  jersey  she happened  to  own.  She  had  me  fuck  her  from  behind  while  she  screamed, 

“Oh,  David!  Oh,  David!  Fuck  me  harder!”  I  have  to  admit:  it  was  a  bit awkward,  but  she  was  wild  and  her  pussy  was  tight,  so  I  wasn’t  about  to complain. 

It was in 2019 when I got a call from my boss. “Turn on your TV,” he said.  So  I  turned  on  my  television,  which  was  already  tuned  to  the  sports channel. 

“What is it?” I asked, as a commercial was playing. 

“Just watch!” he said. 

The commercial ended and Sports Centre returned. “We’re just getting confirmation from Chelsea F.C. now,” the reporter said. “Chaz Munroe has

been signed for a four year contract. We’re still trying to get the details of the contract.” 

“What the hell?” I said. “Why did I not hear about this?” 

“No one heard about it. It’s just breaking. The deal was done in secret. 

Our  guy  in  London  isn’t  answering  his  phone.  I  don’t  even  think  he’s awake, goddamnit,” my boss said. 

“Chaz has not made himself available for an interview, but we’ll let you all know every detail as soon as we know it.” 

“We need to get that interview first,” said my boss. “Get on a plane and get that interview. You know Chaz, right? You’ve interviewed him before, haven’t  you?  Get  that  fucking  interview!”  I’d  never  heard  my  boss  so worked up before—but he was rightfully worked up. Chaz was the hottest rising  star  in  the  sport,  and  this  was  a  massive  move,  from  Uruguay  to England  without  any  warning.  Chelsea  was  already  a  hot  team,  and  they were  already  skirting  close  to  their  cap,  which  meant  they  got  Chaz  for  a good deal. 

So I jumped to my feet and I started stuffing clothes into a bag. I had to get to London before it was too late. I quickly looked up the next flight. It was set to depart in two hours, so I had to be fast. I didn’t even bother to pack a stowaway bag. As I ran to the elevator, I called a cab and told them it was urgent. That cab was already waiting for me when I ran out from my building. “To the airport—quick!” I said. I only had twenty minutes before I had  to  wait  an  additional  two  hours  for  the  next  flight—and  by  then,  it could have been too late. 

I  squirmed  in  my  seat,  trying  desperate  to  get  a  hold  of  one  of  my Premiere League contacts, so I could schedule an interview as soon as I was on British soil—but all the lines were busy. Apparently my contacts were also  other  reporters’  contacts.  I  finally  got  through  to  a  bookie  who sometimes gave me reliable rumours. “No one’s getting through to Chaz. I heard he’s already in the city. I even heard they’re going to have him play in the next game.” 

“Where is he staying?” 

“I don’t know where he’s staying, but your best bet is Rosewood Hotel. 

That’s where the organization puts up most of their high-tier clients.” 

So I called the Rosewood to book a room. The cheapest room they had was twelve hundred bucks per night, but it wasn’t my money—it was the paper’s  money,  and  the  paper  desperately  wanted  an  interview.  I  wasn’t going to get that interview unless I could get within the same walls as Chaz Monroe. 

We were five minutes away from the airport when it occurred to me that I  hadn’t  been  back  to  London  since  my  big  backpacking  trip  when  I  was nineteen  years  old.  I  suddenly  remembered  those  classic  London  streets, and  the  warm  glow  of  the  heritage  buildings  at  night.  And  then  I remembered  that  first  night  I  spent  in  London.  I  remembered  the  dingy alleyways  and  that  glowing  ‘HOTEL’  sign.  I  remembered  the  prostitute with her long, hard cock, plunging into my mouth and filling me with her hot cum. I remembered her long, smooth legs, coated with long strands of white cum. I remembered the sound of her cute giggling as I came all over her round bum. 

“Sir?” the cab driver said. 

I snapped back to reality and realized we were at the airport. “Oh shit. 

Thank you.” I tossed two twenties at him and then I jumped out of the cab, not even waiting for the fifteen dollars in change that he owed me. He could keep it—I didn’t have time to wait. 

I managed to make it into the gate as the flight was boarding. I had a one-way  ticket,  seeing  as  I  had  no  idea  when  I  would  be  able  to  get  that interview.  I  had  a  feeling  that  my  boss  was  going  to  want  me  to  stay  in London until I got it—even if that meant staying for a whole month. I called my boss to let him know that I was successfully on my way to London to get that interview. “You’re a life saver, Chris,” he said to me. 

Once I was on my seat, the memories from that trap hotel returned to my head. It was so long over—over a decade—but I could still remember my  night  in  that  red-tinged  brothel  as  if  it  happened  earlier  that  day.  The details were still so vivid in my mind: the Soviet pictures in the lobby, the cherry  wood  on  the  walls,  the  floral  lace  lingerie  that  tightly  hugged  that beautiful prostitute’s amazing curves. Maybe that trap hotel was still there. 

Maybe that girl was still working at that hotel. 

CHAPTER V

I  checked  into  the  Rosewood  Hotel  in  London.  It  was  already  late—

almost midnight—around the same time I was wandering the streets over a decade before. Except this was a much nicer part of town. Luxury cars lined the  side  of  the  road,  and  the  air  smelled  like  money  wherever  I  turned.  It was probably the nicest hotel I’d ever stayed in. 

I leaned over and quietly asked the front desk clerk, “Do you know if Chaz Monroe is staying here?” 

She stared into my eyes for a moment before shaking her head. “I’m not allowed to say, sir.” 

“So he is staying here? You know who he is, right?” I asked. 

And she was silent for another moment. “I really can’t say who is and isn’t staying here. I could lose my job.” 

“Blink twice if he’s staying here. I promise I won’t tell anyone that you told me.” I watched her eyes closely, but she didn’t blink. She just stared at me with wide, seemingly frightened eyes. Maybe she wanted to tell me, or maybe she really was terrified of losing her job. It was a large hotel with many rooms. If Chaz was in there, I was going to need a good tip. I couldn’t just go knocking on all of the doors until I found him—unless that’s what my boss wanted me to do. 

I went up to my room, which was surprisingly small for the price. It had a  nice  view  of  downtown  London,  and  the  bed  was  outrageously comfortable.  But  for  the  price  of  that  one  night  in  that  one  room,  I  could have stayed at that trap hotel for an entire week—assuming it was even a real place and not just a dream I once had a long time ago. 

I went to take a shower. While I was in the shower, I heard a subtle thud

—possibly someone pulling a heavy suitcase into the room next to me, or possibly a well-hung prostitute letting herself into my suite for the night. I was slightly disappointed when I poked my head out from the bathroom and saw that my room was empty. 

After my shower, I knew that I should have been putting all of my effort into  trying  to  track  down  Chaz.  I  still  had  a  number  of  contacts  to  call, including  an  old  friend  who  now  worked  for  Chelsea  FC  in  the  media department. But instead, I found myself on my laptop, looking at a map of London,  trying  to  figure  out  which  part  of  town  I  was  in  on  that  day,  so many years ago. I used Google’s Street View to look at a number of grungy streets. But I had no idea if that street was still grungy. Maybe it had been cleaned up over the past thirteen years. 

I tried searching for hotels, and then I searched through the many results that  appeared  on  the  map.  But  none  of  the  names  sounded  familiar,  and there certainly weren’t any hotels that were simply called ‘HOTEL’. 

I hadn’t been with a trap since that night at the trap hotel, but there were many  times  I  thought  about  it,  especially  over  the  past  few  years,  when transgenderism  started  to  become  more  mainstream.  It  was  2013  when  I was sitting at a bar with some classmates and I overheard a conversation at a nearby table between two girls: a brunette and a blonde. The blonde had a funny voice, and it turned out that she was a trap. She was telling her friend about some of the side effects of her hormone therapy. A few of my friends overheard the conversation and giggled like children. After the two girls got up  and  migrated  over  to  the  dance  floor,  my  friends  started  to  mock  the blonde.  “She  doesn’t  even  look  a  little  bit  like  a  girl,”  one  of  my  friends said. 

“Not even close,” said another. 

I nodded my head in agreement, but that’s not how I felt. I found myself staring  at  the  girl  while  she  danced,  trying  to  see  what  my  friends  saw—

though I was becoming increasingly convinced that they were just lying to protect their fragile egos. Sure, she had a few masculine characteristics, like the voice, and her shoulders were maybe a bit more broad than her female counterparts, but she was kind of cute—and she was still taking hormones, so maybe her transition wasn’t complete quite yet. 

My friends ended up getting drunk and drifting in different directions. 

The blonde was still in the bar, still dancing with her friend, still getting a bit drunker with each passing hour. Our eyes met at one point and I thought about making a quick move. And then my heart started pounding the same way it did when I was in the trap brothel in London. A cold, nervous sweat

formed on the back of my neck. I never got this way with women. In fact, I was good with women. My friends were always asking me where I found my confidence, and I never knew what to tell them. It was easy to get up and chat up a lady. But the thought of approaching the blonde trap made my joints swell and stiffen. A lump formed in my throat and incoherent words jumbled up in my brain. I became something less than a pimply teenager. 

After a few more drinks I gathered the courage to approach her. She was alone  at  the  bar  when  I  stepped  up  next  to  her.  I  could  feel  the  warmth radiating off of her body and I could smell her sweet, childish perfume. She looked over at me with her big flashing eyes, and then she broke the ice by simply saying, “Hi there.” 

And that frozen terror returned. I opened my mouth but no words came out. I was suddenly worried that my friends were all staring at me. I didn’t want them going around telling everyone that I was hitting on a tranny—

and  I  certainly  didn’t  want  them  going  around  and  telling  everyone  that  I took home a tranny. I stared into her eyes for a moment longer, and then I said, “Hi.” I looked away, and then I walked away a moment later, not even bothering to get a drink. I left that bar embarrassed and confused. It wasn’t until  I  was  out  on  the  cold  street  that  I  began  to  wonder  why  I  even approached the trap to begin with. Did I really want to take her home? Did I really want to relive my London experience? 

There  were  many  days  where  I  felt  grateful  that  my  cock  never  went into that transgender prostitute in that London brothel. I could still say that I’d  never  fucked  a  man.  Though  I  never  forgot  the  feeling  of  that  shaft hardening in my mouth, so maybe my bragging right wasn’t so much to be proud of. 

My phone rang. I snapped back into reality and looked up at the clock. 

It was now 2:00 AM. “This is Chris,” I said, picking up the phone. 

“Have you managed to reach Chaz yet?” my boss asked me. 

“Not yet. It’s 2:00 AM,” I said. 

“Well  it’s  10:00  PM  in  Uruguay,  and  he’s  probably  still  on  Uruguay time. So keep trying.” 

“I’m doing my best,” I said. “I think I’m in the same hotel as him. I’m almost positive.” 

“Then go and find him. Go wait by the ice machine or something. I just heard that the Toronto Star is in London now, so we need to beat them to that interview.” 

“Got  it,”  I  said.  “I’ll  go  look  around  for  him.”  So  that’s  what  I  did.  I quietly slipped out from my hotel room and I started to aimlessly wander the hallways of the large hotel. I knew that I wasn’t going to find him, but I was hoping that I would run into someone else who might have seen him. If he was in that hotel, then there was surely someone who could point me in the right direction—even if I had to pay off some young pool cleaner. 

My  floor  was  completely  desolate,  and  so  was  the  floor  above  me.  I skipped  the  next  few  floors,  assuming  Chaz  would  be  at  the  top  of  the building if he were going to be anywhere. My key card didn’t work in the elevator to bring me to the top floor, so I had to climb the stairs. It was a long climb, but it was nice to work my legs after a long flight. 

The top floor only had a few rooms: two on one end of the building and two on the other. With my hands buried in my pockets, I sauntered towards one  end.  Below  one  door  was  a  tray  of  discarded  food  from  someone’s room service. There was a receipt under a plate, so I picked it up and looked for a name. ‘Klein’ was the name on the receipt. I tried to think if there was a Klein in the Chelsea FC organization. The room was likely not in Chaz’s name  at  all—but  I  couldn’t  think  of  any  Klein,  so  I  turned  around  and started towards the other end of the hall. 

Then one of the doors at the other end of the hallway suddenly opened. I stopped and turned towards a painting on the wall, pretending to admire it, even though it was very ordinary. 

Three beautiful women emerged from that hotel suite, giggling as they swayed drunkenly in their high heels. I looked over casually and saw that they  were  dressed  in  little  more  than  lingerie.  The  girl  in  the  middle  was hardly wearing anything, and her bra was see-thru, so I could see her perky nipples and the complete contour of her breasts. She looked at me and then looked away dismissively, as if I didn’t even exist. 

The girls came closer to me on their way to the elevator. “I told you he was gay,” said one of the girls to the others in a thick British accent. 

“I’m  so  disappointed,”  said  another.  “But  I  guess  we  can’t  really complain.” I noticed her holding up a small wad of cash—in case it wasn’t

already obvious that the girls were escorts. 

I  turned  around  slowly.  One  of  the  girls  looked  back  at  me  with  a strange look on her face. “What do you want?” she asked. 

“Whose room is that down there?” I asked. 

The  girls  laughed  at  my  ridiculous  question.  “Sorry,  mate.  We  signed NDAs—we can’t say nothing.” They laughed again as they turned towards the elevator. 

“I’ll  pay  you  to  tell  me.  If  it’s  who  I  think  it  is,  I’ll  give  you  each  a hundred bucks,” I said. 

The girls all turned back to me. This time they weren’t laughing. “If it’s who you think it is? And what if it’s not?” one girl asked. 

“Then  I  could  care  less,”  I  said.  “I’m  just  looking  for  one  person.  It’s actually very important.” 

“If it’s very important, you can afford more than three hundred pounds.” 

“Okay. Two hundred pounds each,” I said. “Six hundred total.” 

They  laughed.  “My  hourly  is  three  hundred,”  said  the  girl  with  the blatantly see-thru bra. “Make it four hundred each and we’ll come to your room and tell you whatever you want to hear, and maybe we’ll even give you a bonus.” She giggled, looking over at her friend. 

I bit down on the edge of my lip. “I’ve got the cash,” I said, reaching for my wallet. “Just tell me who’s in there.” 

“If you tell anyone that we told you—we know some scary guys, mate. 

They’ll find you. We signed NDAs, you know.” 

“I just need to know who’s in the room,” I said. “Here’s nine hundred pounds. So who is it?” 

The  girls  looked  at  one  another.  “Chaz  Monroe.  Ever  heard  of  him? 

He’s a soccer player. And guess what? He’s gay. He couldn’t even get it up. 

Waste of an hour, if you ask me.” The girl took the money from my hand before I could even confirm that it was what I wanted to hear. “So for three hundred more pounds, the three of us will suck your dick. Want to go back to your room?” 

The offer was tempting, but I couldn’t waste my golden opportunity. I could  see  that  Chaz’s  light  was  still  on  in  his  suite,  meaning  he  was  still

awake.  This  was  my  chance  to  get  that  golden  interview.  This  was  my chance  to  make  my  boss  proud.  An  interview  of  this  scale  would  almost certainly translate into a hefty raise. It would be the kind of interview that would sit at the top of my resume. 

“I’m going to pass for now, ladies. Thanks for your help.” I brushed by the girls, leaving them confused and giggling. 

I walked up to the door and I took a deep breath. I had to be careful. I didn’t want to annoy Chaz. I didn’t want him calling the hotel’s security and having me removed from the premises. I couldn’t embarrass him. I couldn’t have him know that a group of disappointed prostituted pointed me in his direction  after  signing  non-disclosure  agreements.  But  I  had  to  get  that interview, so I knocked on his door. 

CHAPTER VI

It was a minute before he answered. He was in a hotel robe, wearing a pair of big sunglasses even though the light was dim, and he hardly opened his door more than two inches. “What is it?” he said in a low voice. 

“Hi  Chaz,  I’m  not  sure  if  you  remember  me.  I’ve  interviewed  you  a couple of times in the past.” 

“You’re a reporter? It’s almost 3:00 AM. What the fuck are you doing here?” 

“Sorry, but I was just really hoping to get a quick interview.” 

“An interview? At 3:00 AM? Are you fucking high?” he said. 

“I know it’s crazy. But—well—I don’t really have a good excuse, to be honest. My boss sent me here from Toronto, and I haven’t slept really in the past thirty hours trying to find you.” 

“How did you find me?” he asked. 

I bit down on the edge of my tongue, trying to quickly concoct a lie. “A hotel  guest  tweeted  that  you  were  here.  I  figured  you  were  up  on  the  top floor,  so  I  knocked  on  all  of  the  doors.  Please  just  give  me  a  quick interview. It would really mean the world to me.” I forced my biggest smile, feeling  very  little  hope  swelling  inside  of  me.  So  I  was  shocked  when  he sighed and then turned around and walked back into his room, leaving that door open for me. 

I hesitated before entering, not sure if it really was an invite to step in. 

But when I stepped in, he didn’t stop me. He was already at the bar, pouring himself a drink. 

“I’ll let you interview me under one condition,” he said. 

“What’s that?” I already had my notepad and pen out. 

“You  don’t  publish  anything  I  tell  you  until  Friday  morning.”  It  was Wednesday  night—or  Thursday  morning,  technically.  “I’m  doing  a  press junket on Friday. If you publish before then, my manager will fry me.” 

“Are you going to be doing any other interviews before then? It would really be a shame to hold of on publishing, and then another interview pops up on another site.” 

“No. I’m not even supposed to be leaving this hotel room until Friday morning. You’re lucky to be here, so if I read any headlines about anything I tell you, I’ll use my own contacts to get you canned—got it?” 

I  nodded  my  head  quickly.  “Nothing  goes  out  until  Friday  morning—

got it.” 

“I’m serious. You won’t write about sports another day in your life.” 

“I won’t even send this to my boss until Friday morning—I promise.” 

“Okay,”  he  said,  looking  me  up  and  down  carefully,  as  if  he  was  still deciding whether or not he could trust me. “So what do you want to know?” 

I cleared my throat and then I took a deep breath. “Has the trade been confirmed? Are you really a member of Chelsea FC?” 

He nodded his head. “I signed the papers a few hours ago. It’s a six-year deal, fifteen mil per year. I’ll play my first game on Saturday.” 

I jotted down every word. My handwriting was a mess, but I could read it. “How long has this deal been in the works?” I asked. 

“Two months. I secretly asked for a trade back in April.” 

“Any idea how Chelsea is going to fit you into the cap?” 

He nodded his head and took a long sip from his drink. “Bolsovichev is going to Uruguay, and Kraus is going back to Germany. That’s all going to be dropped on Friday.” 

I scribbled the news down fast. It was big news. Bolsovichev and Kraus were major players. I asked every question that came to my mind, and I was shocked when Chaz answered every single one of them. It wasn’t until my tenth  question  that  I  realized  he  was  drunk,  and  I’d  practically  won  the lottery.  He  even  admitted  that  he  wanted  to  leave  Uruguay  because  his coach was on his nerves and he thought that the GM was incompetent. I had a feeling he was going to regret telling me all of this—and Chelsea FC was probably going to have a stern conversation once our article went out—but at least I got everything I could have wanted, plus more. 

“Is that it? Can I go to bed now?” he asked. He took one last, long sip from his drink. He placed it down next to a series of empty glasses: all his own. He swayed slightly. 

I  nodded  my  head  quickly.  “I  have  everything  I  need.  Thank  you  so much  for  this.”  I  stood  up.  “Seriously—it  means  so  much.”  I  turned  and started towards the door. 

Then he stopped me. “Wait,” he said. “Did a bunch of whores tell you I was in here?” He was starting to slur his words slightly. 

I hesitated. I bit down on my tongue and then I awkwardly told him the truth. “Yeah.” 

“What else did they tell you?” 

I shrugged my shoulders after a moment of awkward silence. “Nothing I care about. I’m only going to publish what you told me here.” 

“They tell you that I’m gay?” he asked. 

I remained silent, biting down hard on my tongue as I tried to keep my poker face on. “I can’t even remember to be honest,” I lied. 

“It’s not true,” he said. “I’m not gay. They just weren’t my type.” 

I nodded my head. “I didn’t believe them anyway.” 

“You know, there’s a hotel here in London. It’s hard to find, but it will change  your  life.  I’m  going  there  now.  They  have  girls  there…  You wouldn’t believe the girls they have there.” 

My heart stammered as a cool buzz crept down my spine. “What kind of girls?” I asked. 

“Girls  that  have  more  than  your  usual  whores.  Tell  anyone  I  told  you about this and I’ll make sure your career ends.” 

I nodded my head quickly. “Where is this place?” I asked. 

“Why? So you can get a picture of me going inside? I don’t think so, man. You people are such sharks. You know I can’t even take the regular elevator up and down here? I have to take the service elevator down to the bottom of the parking garage, just to avoid you and your cameras. Do you know how annoying that is? I go to the hotel every night, and I have to be so careful because this entire place is crawling with people just like you.” 

I had no idea why he was telling me what he was telling me—though I suspected  he  didn’t  know  either.  He  was  just  drunk  and  rambling  at  this point. 

“I’m really not looking to get a picture of you going to this hotel. But maybe I’ll check the place out for myself. Where is it?” I asked. 

He  shook  his  head  slowly.  “You  know  what?  Forget  I  even  told  you. 

Why are you still standing there? You got your interview, now get the hell out  of  here.  And  don’t  you  dare  publish  anything  about  those  whores. 

They’re  stupid  girls  and  they  don’t  know  what  the  hell  they’re  talking about.” 

“Thank you, Chaz. I really appreciate everything. I slipped out from his room  and  went  straight  to  the  stairwell.  My  heart  was  pounding.  I  got exactly  what  I  came  for:  that  golden  interview.  But  now  I  couldn’t  do anything with it. I couldn’t even tell my boss that I had it because I knew he would immediately throw me under the bus and publish it within minutes of receiving it. I had to keep it a secret until Friday morning. I only had to wait until 12:01 AM—that was technically Friday morning, so Chaz couldn’t be angry—but I had to wait. So now, I had to kill twenty-four hours. 

CHAPTER VII

It wasn’t even 9:00 AM the next morning and I already had my article typed out and carefully edited. I have to admit: I was tempted to send it off to my boss, just to ensure that we got the story first. At one point I even had the article attached to an email, ready to be sent. But I didn’t press that send button. I had to be a man of my word. I had to keep my integrity and trust that Chaz wasn’t going around giving drunken interviews to every reporter who asked for one. 

I  spent  the  next  few  hours  scouring  the  Internet,  making  sure  no  new news was dropping. I found lots of speculation—particularly concerning the details  of  Chaz’s  rumoured  trade  deal.  No  one  was  correct.  For  some reason, all of the experts were predicting a four-year deal at twelve million. 

I  wasn’t  sure  how  they  were  landing  on  that  number—I  suppose  they assumed Chelsea FC would be keeping their star roster. With every article I read, I found myself so tempted to send my article to my boss so it could be published. I knew it was going to be trending news, posted on millions of Facebook and Twitter accounts. And my name would be there at the top of the  article.  I  was  already  grinning  thinking  about  it.  It  would  almost certainly be the most popular article I’d ever written. 

I had my television tuned into the sports network. I had my computer playing another sports network in the background, and I had my radio tuned to  sports  radio.  I  felt  like  a  schizophrenic,  listening  to  so  many  different news streams at once. And all of them were constantly speculating on the big Chelsea FC trade. 

It was noon when I decided I needed to get away from all the noise. It was hard to pull myself away from my computer, and I had no idea how I was going to kill another twelve hours—until I stepped out onto the street and I suddenly remembered what Chaz told me before I left his hotel suite:

‘You  know,  there’s  a  hotel  here  in  London.  It’s  hard  to  find,  but  it  will change your life.’ I had a feeling I knew exactly which hotel he was talking about. 

And it was surreal, hearing him mention it aloud. For so many years, I’d been  half-convinced  that  the  hotel  wasn’t  real,  that  I’d  simply  dreamed  it up.  And  maybe  that  was  still  the  case.  Maybe  Chaz  was  talking  about another hotel—some high-class brothel for the rich. Surely he couldn’t have been talking about some scuzzy brothel filled with hot traps, right? 

I  was  surprised  by  how  much  I  recognized  as  I  sauntered  around  the London streets. I hadn’t been in that city for thirteen years, but so much was still the same. I even recognized one of the buildings I stayed in for a week

—where I met a guy who was now one of my best friends. 

It was nice walking around London now as an adult, with a proper bank account filled with money. Before, so much of the city was pointlessly off limits. But now, I could walk into just about any store and I could eat at just about any restaurant—and not just the cheapest food carts I could find. And with  the  paper’s  credit  card  at  my  disposal,  the  city  really  was  my  own personal playground. 

But  instead  of  wandering  through  the  ritzy  London  streets,  I  found myself  heading  towards  that  grungy  end  of  town,  where  I  spent  a  single night thirteen years before. I didn’t recognize much, but some things hadn’t changed. Most of the buildings were cleaned up, but on every block was an old, grimy brick wall, seemingly immune to the rampant gentrification. 

I zigzagged through the streets, hoping to spot that plain ‘HOTEL’ sign that  I  saw  on  that  first  ever  night  away  from  my  home.  My  heart  started pounding as I felt its presence drawing closer and closer. But after hours of going up and down roads, I found nothing. I stopped and looked around and wondered if I was even on the correct side of the city—or if there even was a correct side of the city. 

London  is  a  massive  city—especially  to  a  visitor.  The  streets  were seemingly endless in every direction. It was quickly becoming obvious that I  wasn’t  going  to  find  that  brothel—at  least  not  by  myself.  But  I  knew someone who went to the brothel every night after the rest of the city went to sleep. So if I was going to have any chance of finding it, I knew I was going to have to follow Chaz Monroe. 

My heart was in a constant pounding state for the rest of the day while I thought about my little scheme. I knew Chaz went to the trap brothel every night, and I knew how Chaz got in and out from the hotel. I also knew that

he always waited until very late before going, so I was going to have to wait until very late before I could go myself. 

So  right  at  midnight,  I  went  down  to  the  very  bottom  of  the  parking garage and I began my stakeout. Earlier that day, I rented a car just for the occasion. I made sure to get a small black vehicle with headlights that could be toggled on and off. It was a hybrid car: nice and quiet, so that I could follow  Chaz  inconspicuously.  I  had  a  bit  of  espionage  experience  from  a stakeout  I  did  a  couple  years  before,  when  I  was  the  first  person  to interview  Erik  Karlsson  after  his  trade  to  San  Jose.  Though  with  Erik Karlsson, there were no tranny prostitutes or secret brothels. 

I only had my phone to keep me entertained. I had a good view of the service elevator—the only one that went all the way up to the top floor. I made sure to hold my phone down low enough so I wouldn’t block my own view of those heavy metal doors. It was 1:30 AM when those doors opened. 

My heart fluttered quickly in my chest. I sunk down and turned off my phone quickly. I was wearing all black, to blend in with the black seats. I even had a black hat pulled over most of my face, with my collar pulled up past my nose. From the safety of my little car, I watched as one of the hotel security guards stepped out and lit up a cigarette. I did my best not to move over the next five minutes while he slowly puffed smoke and checked his phone for messages. 

Once he was gone, I finally relaxed. I looked at the clock and started to worry that Chaz was going to skip a night. It was my final night in London, and I wasn’t thrilled about the idea of wasting it in a dark parking garage. 

The Sudoku game on my phone was starting to become repetitive and tedious,  so  I  put  it  away.  I  read  through  a  tourism  brochure  that  someone left  in  the  rental  car,  and  then  I  mindlessly  dug  through  the  glove  box, hoping to find something to eat up another five minutes or so. There was a half-finished children’s colouring book deep in the glove box. I reached in to  pull  it  out,  and  then  I  heard  the  dull  motors  of  the  elevator  doors whirring. I looked up and saw Chaz stepping out carefully, looking around to ensure the parking garage wasn’t filled with more people like me. 

I sunk down quickly, tugging my collar up over my face and holding my breath, as if I was worried that Chaz would be able to hear my breathing. I even closed my eyes for the next thirty seconds, worried the glare off of my

eyeballs would snag his attention. When I finally opened my eyes, he was already  halfway  across  the  parking  garage,  headed  towards  a  small  black sedan that was way below his pay grade—clearly a car he rented to remain under  the  radar.  He  slipped  into  the  driver’s  seat  and  then  fired  it  up.  He pulled  out  slowly,  keeping  his  headlights  off.  Once  he  was  around  the corner and out of sight, I did the same thing. I had to follow him from a far distance, which meant losing sight of him from time to time. But I knew if I tipped him off, he would end up veering off course, either to try and lose me or to bail on going to the trap hotel altogether. I wasn’t about to take any risks. 

I circled up the many floors of the parking garage, catching very short glimpses of his car at each floor. When I finally pulled out from beneath the ground, I had to strain to see that his car had taken a left. He was already nearly three blocks away—but thankfully he was the only car on the street, so  he  wasn’t  too  hard  to  spot.  I  kept  about  two  blocks  between  us. 

Whenever he hit a red light, I would simply pull over, never getting closer than an entire block. I had to run a few red lights to avoid losing him, but thankfully our cars were the only cars on the road. 

For a moment, I started to become convinced that he’d spotted me, as he was taking seemingly random turns throughout the city, as if he was trying to  see  if  I  would  do  the  same.  And  there  were  turns  where  I  considered bailing, worried he would realize who was behind the wheel of my car and then follow through with his threat to have me removed from the world of sports.  But  my  fears  began  to  flutter  away  when  he  turned  down  a particularly grungy street that brought vivid memories back to me. 

It  was  the  street  from  thirteen  years  ago—unchanged  in  every  way. 

Even the rusty cars parked along the side of the road looked like the same ones that were there when I was a nineteen-year-old backpacker. I brought my  car  to  a  stop  as  he  turned  down  a  dingy  alleyway.  I  didn’t  need  him anymore,  as  I  could  see  the  faint  glow  of  that  old  ‘HOTEL’  sign  in  the distance. 

So it wasn’t just a crazy dream. The Trap Hotel was a real place, and I was finally back. 

CHAPTER VIII

I had to sit in my car for the longest hour of my life. I couldn’t go into the Trap Hotel just yet and risk being seen by Chaz Monroe, and I figured he would only be paying for a single hour, rather than a whole night, seeing as  he  was  likely  planning  on  being  back  at  his  proper  hotel  long  before sunrise. 

I wanted to go inside. I wanted to see if it was exactly as I remembered it, with the old Soviet paintings and the various shades of red all over the walls.  I  could  see  red-tinted  light  emanating  from  one  of  the  upstairs windows. Instead of a proper curtain, a red sheet was hung in front of that window, in case it wasn’t obvious enough that the place was a brothel. 

And  looking  at  it  now,  I  couldn’t  believe  that  I  thought  it  was  just  a regular hotel back when I was nineteen. I really was naïve. I really was an oblivious little virgin. 

I looked at the clock. Forty-five minutes had already passed. In fifteen minutes, I was going to go inside. But for what? Was I really planning on hiring  a  prostitute?  Was  I  really  going  to  sleep  with  a  transgender?  Did  I honestly think that was a good idea? 

I  could  still  remember  my  girl  from  thirteen  years  before.  She  was beautiful—or  was  she?  Maybe  I  just  thought  she  was  beautiful  because  I was naïve, exhausted, and inexperienced. Maybe I would see that same girl now and suddenly regret that night over a decade ago. Maybe her manliness would be obvious: big shoulders, unappealing stubble on her legs, receding hairline, messy makeup… Was I better off turning around and going home? 

Maybe  this  was  my  chance  to  snap  a  picture  of  Chaz  for  a  truly  great headline. My boss would certainly love me if I had proof that Chaz Monroe was seeing transgender prostitutes on a nightly basis. 

But I made a promise. I told Chaz that I was just going to run with the information he gave me permission to run with. I wasn’t looking to tank his career  or  his  reputation.  I  didn’t  want  him  to  have  a  taste  of  what  they dragged  Tiger  Woods  through.  He  was  nice  enough  to  give  me  a  very

important  interview,  so  the  least  I  could  do  was  keep  his  love  for  tranny whores a secret. 

The light went off upstairs. I could only assume that Chaz was finished and on his way out. I looked down at the clock. It was 3:25 AM now. In a few  hours,  the  sun  would  be  up.  In  just  over  five  hours,  Chaz  would  be starting  his  press  junket,  so  I  had  to  be  back  at  the  hotel  soon  so  I  could send my article over to my boss. 

But first, I wanted to go inside. I just had to see it with my own eyes. I knew that I wouldn’t be able to sleep properly if I simply turned back now. I would always wonder what was really happening within those walls. 

So I stepped out from my car, still with my baseball cap tilted over my eyes.  I  jotted  across  the  road  with  my  hands  buried  in  my  pockets.  I approached the front door of the brothel slowly, looking around to ensure I didn’t have a spy of my own on my back. I reached for the handle and could already  feel  the  heat  emanating  from  inside.  My  heart  throbbed  and stuttered and begged me to turned around—but I ignored it and went inside. 

Everything was just as I remembered it: the soviet paintings, the cherry wood, the old red rugs, and the dim sconces on the walls. The place smelled like cheap massage oils and discount perfume. I had to fight back the urge to laugh at my innocent past self. How could I have truly thought this was a normal hotel? 

I was slow as I approached the counter. I looked at the bell, but I was too afraid to ring it—afraid of drawing attention to the illegal activity I was about  to  undertake.  I  could  hear  heeled  footsteps  upstairs:  probably  some well-hung girl heading to the bathroom to clean Chaz’s hot load out from her  tight  asshole.  Or  maybe  Chaz  was  the  one  who  had  to  clean  cum  out from his asshole. The prostitutes at the hotel did say that he was gay, after all. I wasn’t about to judge. I was standing in a tranny brothel, after all. 

That strange urge came back: the urge to prioritize my career over my word. I had my camera phone in my pocket. If Chaz was still inside, I could easily  snap  a  photo  of  him  and  make  a  million  dollars  from  some  tabloid company.  Then  I  could  tell  myself  that  I  wasn’t  at  that  brothel  to  hire  a tranny  prostitute—but  I  was  actually  there  to  do  my  job.  And  there  was nothing humiliating about being in a brothel to get a million dollar photo—

right? 

I  reached  into  my  pocket  and  pulled  out  my  phone.  I  turned  on  the camera and then I slipped it back into my pocket, so that I could easily pull it  out  and  snap  a  shot  with  the  fastest  moment’s  notice.  Then  I  started  to creep towards the back door. I gently pushed it open and poked my head out into  the  alleyway.  Chaz’s  car  was  still  parked  between  two  dumpsters, which meant he was still inside—probably upstairs, getting himself cleaned up. Maybe I would get lucky and get a photo of him with one of the well-endowed girls. 

So I started climbing the stairs slowly, keeping one hand in my pocket, on my camera phone. I took a deep breath before I reached the top of the stairs. I was still overwhelmed by how unchanged that brothel was. 

At the top of the stairs I looked around. I saw a glowing underneath the door at the end of the hallway. The other rooms were dark, so I could only assume Chaz was in that room with a hooker. I crept towards the door—but I couldn’t just throw the door open and jump in. I had to be more careful than that. I had to wait for him to come out. 

Next to me was the room I stayed in so many years before. I figured it would be the perfect place to hide while I waited for Chaz to emerge from his room, so I slipped in. The room was dark, so I turned on a small lamp that sat on top of a dresser. The light was dim—just how I remembered it. I looked  over  at  the  bed,  and  I  was  pretty  sure  that  the  sheets  hadn’t  even changed in thirteen years. The smell of sex was powerful in this room. 

I looked over at the bathroom, where I took that oblivious shower. My memories of that night were so powerfully vivid now. It was hard to believe that thirteen years had gone by since that night. 

I had the urge to walk over to the bed, where I had my cock sucked for the first time—and where I sucked my first and only cock. My heart rose up into  my  throat  as  I  reached  down  and  felt  the  soft  satin  duvet  cover.  And then I felt my face turning red as I remembered coming all over that trap’s ass, before I even got my cock into her body. Though maybe that was for the best. 

For some reason I had the urge to bend over and smell the sheets, even though  I  had  a  good  feeling  many  men  (and  women)  had  ejaculated  onto those sheets—not to mention all the sweat and God knows whatever else. 

As I held that sheet up to my face, the door behind me suddenly opened. 

I spun around and then I froze as my gaze landed on a woman, clad in elegant lacy lingerie. She had her dark hair tied into a loose bun on the top of  her  head.  Her  eyes  widened.  “Oh—I’m  sorry.  I  didn’t  realize  I  had  a client,” she said. And the sound of that voice made my joints lock. My heart plunged into my stomach. It was the same girl from thirteen years before—

but  now  she  was  thirteen  years  older—no  longer  a  barely  legal  teenager. 

She  was  still  quite  pretty,  only  with  a  few  lines  around  her  eyes.  I  could remember everything about her, right down to the taste of her cock. 

I tried to reply, but I couldn’t muster up any words. 

“I just need one minute to freshen up. Is that okay?” she asked. 

I  still  couldn’t  respond.  I  couldn’t  even  nod  my  head.  She  smiled  and then she slipped over to the bathroom, closing the door behind her. It was my chance to escape, but for some reason I wasn’t moving. I was paralyzed with fear—or maybe I was paralyzed with something else. 

I looked up at that door. I knew I needed to move. I just needed to walk down that hallway, open that door at the end of the hall, snap a quick photo, and then make a run for my car. It would take one minute—two minutes at the very most. So why wasn’t I moving? Why was I just standing there? 

I heard the trap whore turn off the sink in the bathroom. Then I heard her  heels  clicking  towards  the  door.  I  still  had  a  few  seconds  to  escape before the situation became awkward—but still, my body refused to move. 

And I was starting to worry that a part of me was looking to continue where I left off thirteen years before. 

CHAPTER IX

She came out from the bathroom and stopped in the same spot she stood in before. She looked at me with a warm smile. “Nervous?” she asked. 

I had to play along. I couldn’t let her know that I’d snuck in, or that I hadn’t paid, or that I was just there to get a picture of another client. Or was that why I was there? Now, I couldn’t figure out what I was doing. So I just nodded my head. 

“First time?” she asked. 

I  wasn’t  sure  whether  to  nod  my  head  or  shake  it.  So  I  just  remained still. She started walking towards me: one foot in front of the other, the way a model would walk down a runway. She reached her gentle hands out and put  them  on  my  shoulders.  “I  can  be  gentle  if  you  want,”  she  said.  “But something tells me you don’t want that.” 

My mouth felt dry. It didn’t help that I couldn’t seem to force myself to close  my  mouth.  I  could  smell  her  strong  perfume  now.  She  was  wearing the same one when she was a teen. That smell alone was enough to make my  pants  tight.  I  squirmed  slightly  and  managed  to  force  a  small  smile. 

“I’ve been here before, actually,” I said. 

“Oh really?” she said. “And you came back to try out a different girl?” 

She ran her hands down from my shoulders to my hips. Then she took one hand and brought it forward, to my crotch. She began to tease the tip of my cock with the tip of her pointer finger. I couldn’t even figure out how she managed to locate the tip of my cock through my pants. Maybe it was just a skill that a prostitute develops over time. 

“I was with you, actually,” I said after a short moment. Her teasing felt good,  but  I  didn’t  want  it  to.  This  time,  I  knew  that  she  was  biologically male. I knew that there was a cock hidden impressively in her tight lingerie. 

“With me?” she said. “I’m sorry—I usually remember all of my clients. 

Maybe take that hat off so I can see your face better.” 

She reached up for my hat. I was tempted to stop her, but my mind was too  preoccupied  trying  to  figure  out  what  was  happening.  I’d  completely

forgotten why I was at the brothel. I remembered that Chaz was in the other room—but was I really there for Chaz? Did I really think that I was going to get a photo of him fucking a tranny, or was that just an excuse to get me in a room with a horny trap? 

She tossed my hat aside. I forced a smile as she stared into my eyes. I couldn’t believe how feminine her eyes were. They were so big and bright

—but I knew there were no surgeries or treatments for that—so how was it possible? Or was it just an illusion from her makeup? 

“You do look a little bit familiar,” she said. Without looking down, she started  to  unbuckle  my  belt.  “If  I’ve  seen  you  before,  it  was  a  long  time ago.” 

I nodded my head slowly. 

Her  eyes  narrowed,  as  if  she  was  trying  to  look  deeper  into  my  soul. 

Was  she  reading  my  mind?  Was  she  some  sort  of  clairvoyant?  “We  were young,” she said. “You were my first client when I started working here.” 

“Really?” I said. 

“God, that must have been twelve years ago,” she said. 

“Thirteen,” I said. 

“You came on my ass, but we never had sex. Then you fell asleep on the bed, and I wasn’t sure what to do.” 

I laughed nervously. “You really do remember me,” I said. 

Then she gave my pants a tug, taking them down along with my boxers. 

My erection sprung up and my cheeks instantly turned red. “You’re horny,” 

she said. I nodded my head. Then she grabbed my shaft and gave it a firm squeeze before pulling it upwards gently. 

“You’re still very beautiful,” I said. And then I realized it was a bit of a backhanded  compliment.  “Not  that  I  was  expecting  otherwise.  I  mean—I wasn’t even expecting to see you. I can’t believe you’re still here.” 

She looked down and her smile suddenly disappeared. “Yeah. I’m still here,” she said with a soft voice. She kept massaging my cock. And now I was worried I said something I wasn’t supposed to. 

“Do you not want to be here?” I asked. 

“I would be lying if I said this is my dream life,” she said. “But I guess I can’t complain. I make decent money and I don’t really have to pay taxes or anything. Plus I get a free roof over my head. I think your cock is bigger than it was last time.” 

I  looked  down.  It  really  did  look  bigger  in  her  small  hand  than  it  did thirteen  years  ago—but  there  was  a  good  chance  I  was  misremembering. 

“Really?” I said. 

“I think so. And you’re still just as hard. So many guys come through here who can’t get this hard.” She squeezed my shaft tighter and then she looked up into my eyes. “So are you married?” 

I shook my head. “No.” 

“Me neither. Do you want me to take my cock out?” 

I nodded my head slowly. “Okay,” I said. My voice cracked slightly—

but enough to leave me feeling embarrassed. 

She  reached  down  with  her  free  hand,  still  massaging  my  cock,  and pulled her cock out from her lingerie. She wasn’t hard, but the sight of her cock still made my heart stammer. For the first time in thirteen years, I was realizing that there wasn’t a single detail of that old memory that was false. 

She held her flaccid member up to my throbbing erection, and then she grabbed both with one hand and started to rub them together. “Do you like that?” she asked me. 

I nodded my head. “It feels good,” I said. 

“Yeah,”  she  agreed.  I  looked  down  and  watched  as  her  cock  slowly started to grow and thicken. I could already tell that she was going to tower over  me  and  humiliate  me—but  strangely,  I  couldn’t  wait.  I  reached  my hands out to feel her petite body and saw that my hands were trembling. I’d never trembled with a woman before. Was it my body’s way of telling me I was doing something wrong? If so, why couldn’t I pull myself away? 

“Is something wrong?” she asked. 

I  shook  my  head  quickly.  “No.  I  just—I  haven’t  been  with  a  girl  like you since… the last time I was here.” 

“That’s funny,” she said. 

“Why is that?” 

“Because most guys don’t go back to regular girls at all after they come here,” she said. “You might be the first one—or are you saying you’ve been with no one since then?” 

“I’ve been with girls,” I said. “But—But I guess I have to admit that I think  about  you  a  lot.  Whenever  I’m  with  a  girl,  I  close  my  eyes  and imagine my cock is in your asshole. I pretend as though I can feel your cock rubbing against my stomach whenever I’m doing missionary.” 

She  giggled.  “That’s  cute.”  I’d  almost  forgotten  about  that  adorable giggle. It was enough to make my legs tremble. 

My  heart  skipped  a  beat.  I  took  a  deep  breath  and  felt  more  hotness rushing into my cheeks. “Could I maybe… suck your cock?” I asked. 

She looked into my eyes and her grin widened. “Is that what you want to do?” she asked. 

I  nodded  my  head.  Then  she  reached  up  and  put  her  hands  on  my shoulders and gently started to push me down. I didn’t resist. I let my knees fall to the red rug. Then I stared at her long, curved erection. I reached for it with  my  trembling  hands.  I  squeezed  it  firmly  and  then  I  pulled  back  her pretty foreskin, exposing her swollen red tip. A whimper escaped my lips. 

She giggled again. I felt humiliated beyond belief, but it wasn’t enough to stop me. I leaned forward and accepted her cock into my mouth. 

I could feel her throbbing. She wasn’t finished growing. Her shaft was hot  and  slick  and  hard,  and  somehow  it  was  getting  harder.  She  moaned gently  as  I  pressed  my  lips  firmly  around  her  girth  and  ran  the  tip  of  my tongue along the underside of that beautiful cock. I’d waited thirteen years to taste that cock again. I pushed my face forward, sliding her shaft towards the back of my throat so that I could nestle my nose into her trimmed mane of pubic hair. I fought back the urge to gag. I loved the feeling of her tip pulsing in my throat. 

My mind was racing and my heart was pounding. There was no hiding from reality now: I went to that brothel to fuck a trap—and I went hoping that I would find the exact trap I was with now, so I could finally feel what I should have felt so many years before. I was going to stick my cock into her tight asshole—and maybe I let her into my asshole. No—not  might—I had to let her into my asshole. I couldn’t leave London again wondering what I

was missing. I couldn’t live another thirteen years wondering what her hot cum would feel like deep in my anal cavity. 

I pulled my head back slowly and let her cock flip up, brushing my nose as  it  escaped  my  lips.  A  long  strand  of  my  saliva  dripped  off  of  it  and splattered on the floor. Her cock appeared huge from down below. It must have been ten inches erect—maybe even more. Or maybe I was just trapped in  a  partial  state  of  hallucination  between  my  excitement  and  my exhaustion. It was nearly 4:00 AM after all. 

“Do you want to come on my ass again?” she asked me. 

“I’d like to come in your ass,” I said. 

“I  don’t  normally  let  guys  raw  dog  me,  but  for  you  I’ll  make  an exception. You’re clean, right?” 

I nodded my head and my heart raced even faster. I hadn’t even thought about STDs. At least I knew I couldn’t get her pregnant, no matter how hard I  tried.  I  stood  up  as  she  turned  around  and  walked  casually  towards  the bed.  She  bent  over  in  the  same  exact  spot  she  bent  over  thirteen  years before, as if she could remember that night just as vividly as I could—and maybe she could; it was her first time as a prostitute, and maybe her first sexual experience as well. 

I  looked  down  at  my  cock,  which  was  throbbing  and  begging  me  to walk forward. Pleasure was pulsing between my legs. I was older now, so I was almost sure that I would be able to last longer. But what if I couldn’t? 

What if the arousal was just too much once again and I ended up coming all over her perfectly round, smooth tush? 

I took a deep breath and gently grasped my cock. It didn’t feel like I was about to come, but I didn’t want to take any chances. I carefully spat into my hand and lubricated the length of my shaft. Then I pointed my tip down at her perfect ass. She reached back and spread her cheeks for me, exposing that  tight,  puckering  asshole.  I  forgot  how  beautifully  it  could  open  and close. What a fantastic skill! Another whimper escaped my lips. 

Then I pressed my tip against that hole. I felt her puckering my tip, as if she was teasing me. Warm pleasure shot up my spine and swirled between my legs. My knees wanted to buckle. 

“Push it into me,” she said with her adorable British accent. 

I  took  a  deep  breath  and  started  to  push  forward.  She  squirmed  and groaned for a moment. Then I penetrated her. My cock slid in two inches and she became tense. I felt her strong anal muscles clamping my cock and holding me in place while she groaned and whimpered. I used my hands to spread her cheeks wide, so I could watch her anus as it hugged my shaft. 

“Fuck, that feels good,” she said. 

“Yeah,”  I  agreed.  My  voice  cracked  again,  but  this  time  I  hardly noticed. I forced my cock an inch deeper, pushing past her clenching. She groaned and moaned, but it sounded like she was enjoying it. I caved to the urge to reach around and grab her erection. I didn’t want to get her off, so I was careful not to pump—but I wanted to feel her warm throbbing. I had to save her for my own back door experimentation—the thought of which was still making my nerves tingle with dread and horror. 

I pushed in deeper. Another groan escaped those beautiful lips. I could hear  that  masculine  tinge  seeping  out  now  that  she  was  losing  control  of herself,  but  I  didn’t  mind.  I  pushed  in  another  inch,  and  then  another. 

Finally,  my  pelvis  was  pressed  against  her  ass.  She  moaned  and  then  I started pumping. My heart soared up into the front of my chest. I’d waited so  long  for  this  moment.  I’d  spent  so  many  nights  fantasizing  about  this exact scenario. 

I picked up speed, pumping her faster. She moaned louder and clutched at the bed sheets. “Fuck me harder. It feels so good,” she yelled. Sure, she was  a  prostitute  and  it  was  her  job  to  pretend  to  like  it,  but  if  she  was pretending, then she should have considered a career in acting. Her moans were so genuine and her cries were so passionate. I was obsessed with the way she pushed her tush back into my pelvis with each penetration. I loved the sound her asshole made every time my cock pulled out and then pushed back in. 

Suddenly, I couldn’t figure out why I’d been so ashamed of this fantasy. 

I couldn’t figure out why I was so desperate for that night to fade away into the realm of dreams. Why was I so afraid of coming back to London for so long?  I’d  even  turned  down  a  job  once  that  would  have  had  me  move  to London. But why? Was I really so afraid that someone might find out that I liked transgender girls? Was I really worried that my life would somehow be ruined if people thought that I might be a little bit gay? Is it even gay to

like  being  with  a  beautiful  woman  who  happens  to  have  a  cock?  Who cares? 

I  clutched  her  butt  cheeks  tightly  with  both  of  my  hands,  sinking  my nails  slightly  into  her  skin.  I  groaned  loudly  and  tried  to  hold  back  my orgasm. I didn’t last long, but at least I got inside of her. With a loud groan, I came inside of her. She screamed loudly as my cum began to fill up her cavity. 

Then  I  stumbled  back  and  watched  as  my  cum  drained  out  of  her, running down both of her thick thighs and pooling on the bed sheets below. 

I  didn’t  say  anything  as  I  walked  over  next  to  her  and  bent  over  the same  way  she  was  bent  over.  She  looked  over  at  me  and  was  silent  for  a moment. It didn’t take her long to realize what I wanted. A smile suddenly crossed her face, and she walked around me. I planted my face down on the mattress  and  took  a  deep  breath.  The  room  was  silent,  until  her  cock slapped  between  my  butt  cheeks.  She  slid  her  rod  down  until  the  tip  was lined up with my tight hole. Would I regret this moment? Maybe. Would I regret never trying it? Definitely. 

I took a deep breath as her tip found my hole and began to push. It took a moment before I was able to relax my muscles—and then she pierced me. 

I  gasped  and  clutched  bed  sheets.  I  wasn’t  expecting  her  to  enter  me  so suddenly, but in a few seconds, she managed to push half of her long cock into my body. “Oh God,” I groaned. 

“Just relax,” she said, gently rubbing my lower back. And that rub really was relaxing. My body seemed to melt into that dirty brothel mattress. She sunk in deeper and deeper—beyond what I thought was possible. She used both  of  her  hands  to  hold  me  down  on  that  mattress,  and  she  was surprisingly strong. I tried to squirm, but she had me pinned properly. 

Then she started pumping. It was only moments before I was groaning, and not even two minutes before I was practically screaming. She was using every inch of her cock, plunging me like an oilrig hitting black gold. I could hear her breathing heavily and straining as she tried to hold her own orgasm back.  I  managed  to  look  to  the  side,  at  a  mirror  which  framed  my  ass fucking perfectly. In that mirror I could see my cum still dribbling down her legs, as if it was still pouring out from her asshole. I couldn’t wait to feel the same thing. 

“Harder,” I said, even though I already felt like I was at my maximum tolerance. “Oh God, it feels so good.” 

She groaned loudly, sinking her nails deep into my skin. Then, without warning, she came inside of me. I gasped. I wasn’t expecting to be able to feel it—but I felt everything. I could feel her cock pulsing and I could feel her  warm  wet  cum  blasting  into  my  body.  I  squirmed  and  moaned  and rolled my head from side to side as more and more cum filled me up. 

Then  she  pulled  out,  leaving  me  feeling  strangely  empty.  I  could  feel that load rushing towards the exit. I wasn’t able to move. I was only able to turn my head enough to see that mirror, so I could watch as that whiteness billowed out of me. 

My beautiful date was giggling. She skipped happily over to a robe on the wall. She grabbed it and put it on. “That was fun,” she said. “If you’re still in town tomorrow, you should come back.” 

“I won’t be in town. I’m going to be heading back to Canada in a few hours,” I said. 

“Oh. Really?” 

I  nodded  my  head  and  managed  to  sit  up.  Euphoria  was  still  tingling through me. “Sorry,” I said. 

“Well, I guess you know where to find me,” she said. I was surprised by the disappointment in her voice. Was she really sad that I was going, or was that just a prostitute trick? Was she trying to guilt me into leaving her a big tip? Or did she feel the same strange emotions that I was feeling for her? 

“Do you want to come with me?” I asked. 

She was slow to respond. “To Canada?” 

I nodded my head. “I can show you around Toronto. It’s no London, but it’s worth checking out.” 

A  smile  appeared  on  her  face.  “Really?”  she  said.  Her  whole  face brightened. Then that brightness faded. “No—I can’t. I’ll lose my job. They won’t let me come back if I go.” 

“Who?” I said. 

“The  Moroccan  man  who  runs  this  place.  He—He  just  wouldn’t  let  it happen. I need this job. It’s all I have. I’ve been doing this for so long—it’s

all I know.” 

“Come to Toronto and we’ll figure it out together. You can live with me. 

And—I don’t know—maybe we can try being a couple.” 

And that brightness came back. Her eyes widened and her lips parted. 

“Really?” 

I  shrugged  my  shoulders.  “Sure.  I’ve  spent  the  past  thirteen  years thinking about you. I’m not sure I can go another thirteen years wondering what life would have been like. I know that sounds creepy, but I can’t really help it.” 

She  smiled  and  bit  her  lip.  Then  I  took  her  by  the  hand.  “You  don’t mind that I’m trans?” she said. 

I shook my head. “Not even a little bit. In fact, I wouldn’t have you any other way.” 

Once I was dressed, we snuck out the front door together and hopped into my rental car. She didn’t have any clothes to bring with her. She told me that the only clothes they let her own were lingerie, so I was going to have to sneak her into my hotel room and then find her some proper clothes to wear in the morning. 

It was the next week when I broke a story much bigger than the Chelsea FC  trade.  The  story  was  outside  of  my  usual  realm  of  sports,  but  it  still ended  up  becoming  international  news:  exposing  a  human  trafficking organization in the heart of London. My article led to over a dozen arrests. 

Unfortunately, Chaz was in the brothel when police raided it. Some people were  angry  at  me  for  supposedly  ruining  Chelsea  FC’s  season—but  some things are more important than sports—like love, for instance. 


THE END

THE SISSY PILL

Troy  has  been  having  some  issues  in  the  bedroom,  ever  since  he discovered his first love had a little extra between the thighs. Now, he can’t get  it  up,  no  matter  how  hard  he  tries.  So  he’s  excited  when  he  gets  the chance  to  test  a  new  drug  that’s  supposed  to  help  with  unfortunate impotence. 

The  drug  works!  Troy  can  finally  get  off,  but  only  under  certain circumstances.  And  with  each  dose  of  that  trial  pill,  those  circumstances become more and more extreme. 

CHAPTER I

She was the hottest girl that had ever shown interest in me, and she was in my dorm room, already stripping down. And shockingly, she wasn’t even drunk. 

My  heart  was  pounding  ferociously  because  I  knew  I  had  to  preform. 

She was a popular girl: a senior member of one of the biggest sororities on campus,  and  a  major  member  of  the  school’s  student  counsel.  But  most importantly  of  all,  she  was  friends  with  some  of  the  hottest  girls  at  the university. 

I knew that I needed to relax. My doctor told me that my performance issues were most likely related to my anxiety—which was a bit of a Catch-22, seeing as I got most of my anxiety from my performance issues. 

The last girl I was with, I wasn’t able to get it up. She tried sucking me for nearly half an hour—and it was probably the most horrible half an hour of  my  life,  even  though  it  felt  nice.  My  cock  just  wouldn’t  get  up,  so  I ended up eating her out for a while. She didn’t have an orgasm. Her mind was probably too busy thinking that there was something atrociously wrong with  her.  But  there  was  nothing  wrong  with  her  (well,  maybe  she  could have dropped fifteen pounds). The problem was me. 

Then  there  was  the  girl  before  her,  who  managed  to  get  me  up  for  a couple of minutes—just long enough that I was able to get inside of her. But as soon as I started pumping, my cock went soft and the pumping started to hurt. 

Now, I had taken a Viagra pill. I bought it on the Internet, and I had it stashed  away  in  my  nightstand  for  this  exact  occasion.  But  it  wasn’t working yet. It didn’t help that I didn’t take it until we were already in my dorm  room,  and  my  beautiful  date  was  moving  so  quickly.  I  remembered reading  that  Viagra  takes  half  an  hour  to  work,  so  if  I  couldn’t  get  it  up naturally, I was going to need to distract her for thirty minutes. 

I  walked  up  to  her,  put  my  arms  around  her,  and  then  I  kissed  her, hoping  we  could  make  out  for  a  while.  But  that  little  make  out  session didn’t last long. After fifteen seconds, she pulled away and started to sink

down,  carefully  placing  her  knees  down  on  my  dorm  room  floor.  She unzipped my fly with a big grin on her face. I closed my eyes and tried to will away that anxiety, so my cock could flourish and become erect for her to  suck.  I  hated  being  a  twenty-two-year-old  with  erectile  dysfunction. 

Maybe that Viagra would kick in at the perfect moment. How long had it been now? Four minutes? 

“Why don’t I eat you out first?” I said with a nervous laugh. 

She  looked  up  at  me  and  giggled.  “I  don’t  like  being  eaten  out.  I  like sucking  cock.”  She  looked  back  towards  my  crotch  and  then  her  fingers slipped into my fly. I fought back the urge to mutter the word ‘shit’. I closed my eyes again and tried once more to will away that anxiety. I knew it was just a mental issue. I knew that I was capable of getting an erection. I got a few each month, though never when I actually wanted one. 

That  anxiety  was  starting  to  interfere  with  my  masturbation  sessions. 

The  moment  I  would  open  up  a  pornography  video  on  my  computer,  my heart  would  start  to  pound  the  way  it  was  pounding  now.  My  stomach would fill with a peculiar nausea, and I would suddenly be thinking about the horribly humiliating times I wasn’t able to get it up with girls. Maybe I just needed to see a hypnotist, so I could have my mind wiped. 

This whole problem started when I lost my virginity. 

I was seventeen and drunk at my first house party. It was late, and there was a girl from another school with her eye on me. I hadn’t noticed her at all that night, until the party was starting to die down. Most of my friends were  already  either  passed  out  or  fucking  girls  in  locked  rooms.  So  after another shot of vodka, I gathered the courage to talk to the girl. She told me that she was a virgin, so I told her the same thing. We decided in our state of inebriation that we would go to a bedroom together to fool around, and lose our virginities together. 

I was already hard the moment we stepped into the bedroom. She sunk to  her  knees  and  I  pulled  out  my  cock.  She  sucked  me  for  a  couple  of minutes—and  my  God,  was  she  good  at  sucking  cock.  I  had  to  pinch  my arm hard to stop myself from coming in her mouth. 

I asked if I could go down on her, but she told me she didn’t want that. 

We  made  out,  and  then  she  suddenly  jumped  onto  the  bed  and  flipped

herself  onto  her  stomach.  “Let’s  do  it,”  she  said,  taking  me  by  surprise, cutting the foreplay off abruptly. 

I  went  to  pull  down  her  panties,  but  she  stopped  me.  “Do  you  have  a condom?” she asked. 

“No,” I said. “Aren’t you on the pill?” 

She shook her head. “Maybe just put it in my butt, just to be safe.” And my  seventeen-year-old  self  didn’t  hesitate.  My  friends  were  always bragging about having sex, but how many of them could say that they got to fuck a chick in the ass? She reached back and pulled her panties gently to the side, just enough to expose her tight butthole. “Just be gentle,” she said. 

So I mounted her and I jammed my throbbing erection into her asshole. 

It  didn’t  take  me  long  to  come—maybe  two  minutes  at  the  very  most.  I filled her tush with hot cum, and then I pulled out. She put her panties back over  her  hole,  and  then  I  watched  as  a  dark  spot  formed  on  her  panties, where my cum was oozing out. 

“Can I eat out your pussy so that you can get off too?” I asked. 

She stared at me with wide, guilty eyes. Dread churned in my gut. Did I do something wrong? “I’m so sorry. I—I should have told you before, but I was too afraid. I’m trans.” It took a moment for that admission to sink in. 

My body became cold and my heart fluttered. 

“You’re what?” I asked. 

“Trans. I used to be a man. But now I’m a woman. I’m getting my final surgery in six months from now.” 

My head was spinning in fast circles. I bit down on my tongue and tried hard  to  process  the  information  I  was  hearing.  “Trans?”  I  said.  “Final surgery?” 

She  nodded  her  head,  still  with  those  big,  guilty  eyes.  “I’ll  be  getting implants, and they’ll be removing my… you know.” 

I  stared  into  her  eyes  for  a  long  moment,  trying  to  decide  if  she  was bluffing. “You have a dick?” I asked. 

She nodded her head. 

“Is that why you wanted it in the ass?” I said. That nausea was building in my gut. I had a bad feeling that I was about to vomit. I bit down hard on

the edge of my tongue. I could feel my face turning white. 

Then,  the  girl  proved  herself.  She  quickly  showed  me  her  semi-erect cock. “You don’t really mind, do you?” she said. “I’m a girl now—I really am. Once I get my surgery, you won’t even be able to tell the difference. We can go out. You don’t really care that I’m trans, do you?” 

I bit my tongue hard and forced the most awkward smile of my life. “I don’t care that you’re trans,” I said. I knew a guy who was kicked out of the school  for  using  the  word  ‘tranny’,  so  I  knew  the  dangers  of  being

‘transphobic’. I knew that I was expected not to care whether she used to be a  man  or  a  woman—but  I  did  care.  I  felt  sick.  I  wanted  to  get  in  a  time machine  and  go  back  an  hour.  I  wanted  to  grab  her  by  the  throat  and demand that she never tell anyone about this. But instead, I just awkwardly put my clothes on and I left without saying anything. 

Ever since then, my cock seemingly refused to stand for anyone, as if it was afraid of being betrayed again. And honestly, I never found myself with a girl that I was totally sure about. I never forgot what that trans girl said to me: ‘Once I get my surgery, you won’t even be able to tell the difference.’ I thought about that line now as I stared at the blonde babe from the popular sorority. 

She  had  my  limp  cock  in  her  mouth  and  she  was  bobbing  her  head quickly, trying to get me aroused. She even stopped to use her hand for a minute,  pumping  me  quickly  and  squeezing  hard.  It  felt  good,  but  I  just couldn’t get it up. I couldn’t stop thinking about that slight possibility that she might actually be a man. 

“What’s wrong?” she said. 

I could feel that my face was red. “Show my your pussy,” I said. 

“Why?” she asked. 

“Just show me your pussy.” 

She stared at me for a moment, and then she stood up and lifted up her skirt.  She  pulled  aside  her  panties,  showing  off  her  tight  slit  (and  her impressive bush). “Happy?” she asked. 

I  reached  out  and  gently  ran  my  fingers  up  her  length.  Her  pussy certainly  felt  real—but  I  had  no  idea  what  the  doctors  were  capable  of.  I looked  up  he  whole  body,  which  was  curvy  and  soft.  She  had  no  Adam’s

apple, narrow shoulders, and soft features on her face—but so did the trans chick who took my virginity. Her voice was soft and feminine, and her feet were petite and cute. 

“What is it?” she asked me. 

I shook my head. “I’m just admiring your body,” I said. 

“Well get your dick hard and admire it from the inside,” she said. She turned around and bent over my bed. She reached back with one hand and pulled her butt cheek to the side, making her holes spread wide. I knew that she  was  a  woman—currently  and  previously—so  why  couldn’t  I  battle through the anxiety? Why was my cock still apprehensive? Why wasn’t that damned Viagra working? 

I  walked  towards  my  date.  I  gently  rubbed  her  soft  bum  and  then  I pressed  my  flaccid  cock  between  her  butt  cheeks.  Her  body  was  warm.  I gently  thrust  my  cock  up  and  down,  hoping  some  friction  would  get  my blood  flowing  properly.  This  went  on  for  the  next  three  minutes,  until  I heard her let out a sigh of frustration. 

“Don’t you think I’m pretty?” she asked. 

“You’re very pretty. It’s just—I just can’t get it up.” 

“Is that a problem you have or something?” she said. And I couldn’t tell her  the  truth—I  couldn’t  have  the  whole  school  finding  out  about  my embarrassing dilemma. 

“No. I don’t know what’s wrong. I think I’m just nervous. Just give it a minute—maybe two minutes. I’ll get it up—just hold on.” 

She sighed again. “Just put it in me,” she said. 

“What?” 

“Put your limp dick in me. Give me something for Christ sakes.” 

I hesitated, and then I followed her command. I used a healthy dab of lube  to  make  my  cock  as  slippery  as  a  fish  in  KY  Jelly.  Then  I  began  to mash my limp cock into her wet hole. She used both of her hands to spread her hole wide. It wasn’t easy. My cock kept folding and bending to the side as if it didn’t want to go in. I had to use both of my hand to cram it in. But after a couple of minutes, I was inside of her. I could feel her warm vaginal walls  against  my  soft  penis.  She  started  to  rock  back  and  forth.  I  tried  to

thrust, but it was hard. My cock kept trying to slip out from her tight hole, so I had to remain close to her. 

We  fucked  for  the  next  twenty  minutes.  My  cock  remained  flaccid, leaving me with the most humiliating feeling lingering in my gut. But even though I couldn’t get it hard, I somehow ended up coming. My limp cock coughed cum into her hole, and then she rolled over and looked down at my pathetic crotch. 

“I think I just had too much to drink. Whisky Dick—isn’t that what they call it?” 

“I think Jell-O Dick is more accurate,” she said. She left without saying anything  else.  I  didn’t  blame  her—it  was  probably  humiliating  for  her  as well. And now I could only hope that she wouldn’t run around the campus telling all of the other girls that my cock didn’t work properly. 

CHAPTER II

I  was  in  class  the  next  day  when  a  group  of  students  came  into  our classroom and said, “Would anyone here be interested in earning a bit of a side income over the next couple of months?” 

A  few  hands  hesitantly  went  up.  I’m  sure  every  student  in  that classroom (myself included) was interested in earning some extra income, but we all knew that income came at a price. There was a research program on  our  campus  that  was  always  developing  experimental  drugs,  and  they were always looking for students willing to test the drugs so that they could apply  for  patents.  They’d  interrupted  many  classes  before,  never  saying what the drug they were testing was supposed to do. Their rate was always the same: fifty bucks per week. And occasionally, students ended up in the hospital because of radically unexpected side effects. 

And  there  was  always  one  student  in  every  classroom  that  asked, 

“What’s the drug for?” 

“We can’t say exactly what it’s for, but we need people to test the drug and report any side effects,” the leader of the little medical group said. 

“How much are you paying?” 

“It’s fifty dollars per week if you take one pill each day.” 

All of the hands went down. It wasn’t nearly enough money to justify the  potential  damage.  So  the  students  shuffled  out  of  our  classroom  and went along to the next one. Our professor resumed his lecture. 

I went out to have a cigarette after class. I walked over to my usual spot and  then  I  reached  into  my  pocket  for  my  lighter,  but  I  couldn’t  find  it.  I must have left it in my dorm room, so I started walking along the university, hoping to find someone with a lighter. Then, I turned around the corner and saw  that  same  group  of  medical  students.  One  of  them  was  smoking  a cigarette. 

“One  person.  We  went  to  fifteen  classes  and  we  found  one  single person. What a gigantic waste of time,” one student said to the other. 

“Get used to it. This is always how it goes. And chances are, that one guy  probably  won’t  even  show  up  tomorrow  to  get  his  prescription.  And then you get the guys who pretend to take the pills, but they actually spit them  out  in  the  hallway.  You’re  still  a  first  year—just  wait  until  you’ve been through a dozen of these trials.” 

The  first  year  student  took  a  long  drag  from  his  cigarette.  I  thought about asking him if I could borrow his lighter, but then I hesitated when he said, “Does the world really even need another boner pill?” 

I stopped for a moment, and then I slipped behind the wall to my left, still in earshot but no longer visible. The team continued to chat. “Does it need another boner pill? No. Will the government keep giving us money to test out new boner pills? Yes.” 

“I mean—at what point is Viagra good enough?” 

“This is different than Viagra,” said one of the senior students in a dull, scholastic  voice.  “Viagra  stimulates  blood  flow.  This  pill  addresses  ED  in the brain. Viagra is temporary. This will hopefully be a permanent solution for patients with chronic erectile dysfunction.” 

“If  you  can’t  be  bothered  to  take  a  Viagra  once  a  week  or  so,  then maybe you shouldn’t be having sex—that’s all I’m saying.” 

I slipped away and managed to find someone else with a lighter. While I smoked  my  cigarette,  I  thought  about  what  the  medical  students  were talking about: a pill to cure erectile dysfunction. Would it work for me? Did I even have erectile dysfunction, or was my doctor correct: did I just suffer from an unfortunately debilitating anxiety? 

I couldn’t stop thinking about that drug trial. I was in my literature class later  that  day  when  the  same  group  of  students  came  into  the  classroom, cutting  off  the  professor  to  recruit  volunteers  for  their  new  drug.  A  few hands went up, and then someone asked about the pay, and then all of the hands  went  down.  “Nobody?”  the  younger  student  asked,  keeping  an impressive smile on his face. 

Then I bit down on my tongue and held up my hand. “I’ll do it,” I said. 

My heart was pounding nearly as hard as it did when I was with a woman in my dorm room. 

The  student’s  face  lit  up.  He  stared  at  me  for  a  moment  and  then  he walked  up  the  isle  with  a  clipboard  and  a  pen.  All  of  the  students  in  the class were staring at me now, probably thinking that I was a crazy person. I wasn’t sure if my face was dark red or ghost-white, but I’m certain it was nowhere in between. He held the clipboard out towards me, so I could fill out  my  information.  I  took  the  board  and  the  pen  and  I  wrote  down everything he needed. “Can you be at our clinic tomorrow at 8:00 AM?” he asked. 

I nodded my head. “Sounds good.” 

For  a  minute  after  the  little  team  was  gone,  my  fellow  students continued to stare at me. Only a psychopath would test out a mystery drug for  a  couple  hundred  bucks  (paid  out  over  a  couple  of  months).  Maybe  I was  a  psychopath—or  maybe  I  was  just  desperate  to  never  have  another humiliating episode with a pretty girl. 

I  didn’t  get  a  lot  of  sleep  that  night.  It  was  around  midnight  when  I thought  I  would  try  to  masturbate,  to  see  if  I  even  really  needed  a  pill.  I opened  up  some  porn  on  my  computer  and  I  watched  for  the  next  twenty minutes, gently rubbing between my legs to stimulate some blood flow. But my  cock  wasn’t  in  the  mood  to  get  up.  I  kept  thinking  about  that  pill, making  my  heart  tremble.  Maybe  my  doctor  was  right—maybe  I  just needed  to  take  some  anxiety  medicine.  Maybe  I  needed  to  stop  myself before taking some mystery drug that could end up screwing up my body for life. 

Or maybe I just needed to bite my lip and take a step into the unknown. 

CHAPTER III

I  was  one  of  five  students  in  that  little  clinic  at  8:00  AM  the  next morning. I was struggling to keep my eyes open, as I only slept for a couple hours the night before. The others looked to be in the same boat: rubbing their  eyes,  yawning—though  I’m  sure  their  circumstances  were  different. 

They were probably up partying, drinking, and playing video games. 

A  student  in  a  white  overcoat  came  into  the  room.  He  had  five  little plastic bags, and there was a pill in each bag. “ Okay, everyone. The trial is very simple. You come here at 8:00 AM every morning and take one pill. 

Starting  tomorrow,  we’ll  have  you  write  down  all  of  the  side  effects  you think that you might be experiencing. Simple, right?” He handed a baggie out  to  everyone.  I  stared  at  the  little  green  pill  in  the  bag.  It  seemed harmless  enough.  It  was  so  small—how  could  such  a  small  pill  possibly cause any damage? “Well? Go ahead. Take your pill.” 

Everyone  opened  their  little  baggies.  Some  of  the  men  in  that  room hesitated more than others. The man to my left quickly tossed the pill into his mouth and swallowed. Then he showed the student in the white coat his tongue before standing up to leave. I had a feeling this wasn’t his first paid drug trial. 

The man to my right was hesitant. He stared at the pill on the tip of his finger.  He  took  a  number  of  deep  breaths  before  closing  his  eyes  and straining every muscle in his body. I had a feeling he was just desperate for the money. “Open your mouth and show me your tongue,” the head student said.  So  the  man  next  to  me  opened  his  mouth.  “Show  me  under  your tongue as well. Okay, good. You can go. We’ll see you in the morning.” 

One of the other men tried to slip away without being seen. The head student ran and stopped him. “Did you take your pill?” he asked. 

“Yep.” 

“Show me your mouth,” he said. So the man opened his mouth. Then the student looked down and said, “Open up your hand.” 

The  man  was  slow  to  react.  He  sighed  and  then  opened  up  his  hand, revealing a little green pill. 

“You  can  either  take  it  or  we’ll  find  someone  else,”  the  white-clad student said firmly. So the man put the pill on his tongue and swallowed it with a loud gulp. He showed the student his tongue, and then he went on his way. 

Now I was the only one left in the room. I was still staring at the little pill in the bag, wondering if it was really going to do anything. I knew how these  trials  worked.  I  knew  that  they  gave  a  placebo  to  some  people,  and knowing my luck, I was the guy getting the placebo—and maybe that was for the best. But at the same time, I really wanted a cure to my embarrassing little problem. 

“Well? Are you going to take the pill?” the student asked. 

“It’s not going to kill me or anything like that, is it?” 

“No.  Well—I  guess  I  can’t  say  no  with  absolute  certainty.  I  suppose anything is possible. But it’s very unlikely.” 

The answer did not put my mind at ease. “What kind of side effects can I expect?” I asked, even though I already knew the answer he was about to give me. 

“We can’t tell you that.” 

“Right.” 

“C’mon,  man.  Take  the  pill  or  move  along.  We’ve  got  lots  to  do  this morning.” 

I took the little pill out from the bag and I stared at it for a long, tedious moment. Then I placed it on my tongue, closed my eyes, and swallowed. I felt that pill going down my throat, and then I could almost feel it plopping into my stomach. My heart fluttered and my joints became cold. 

“Open your mouth,” the student said. So I opened my mouth and did my best  to  show  him  all  the  little  nooks.  “Okay.  You  can  go.  We’ll  see  you tomorrow morning.” 

I got up slowly. My hands were trembling slightly and I had a feeling my  legs  were  about  to  start  doing  the  same.  I  took  a  deep  breath  and  I forced a smile. “See you tomorrow.” 

I went to my first class with a pale face. I was waiting for that pill to kick in, and I had a feeling it was going to happen at any moment. What if I sprung a boner in the middle of class? What if the boner refused to go away for the rest of the day? I kept looking down at my crotch, to make sure there wasn’t  a  massive  bulge  hiding  there.  Everything  seemed  normal.  I  felt normal. And two hours later, I still felt normal. 

Now, instead of worrying that I was going to be on the receiving end of some  horrible  symptoms,  I  was  now  worried  that  I  got  the  sugar  pill. 

“Fuck,” I muttered to myself when I got back to my dorm room. I took off my pants and tried massaging my cock. My heart started pounding and my gut  started  turning—the  same  thing  that  always  happened  when  I  tried  to beat  off—and  sadly,  there  was  no  erection.  So  I  fell  onto  my  bed  and  I closed  my  eyes.  It  didn’t  seem  fair.  I  was  being  punished  by  God  for something I couldn’t even remember doing. Did I kill someone when I was younger? Was I forgetting some sort of horrible crime that I’d committed? 

Why did I deserve this limp cock? 

I sighed heavily, and then I decided that I would try to distract myself. 

My room was a mess, so I figured I would clean up. I scooped all of my dirty clothes into my laundry bin, and then I cleaned up all the garbage off of  the  floor.  I  even  made  my  bed  for  the  first  time  in  over  a  month.  I couldn’t  help  but  wonder  if  the  pill  was  actually  giving  me  a  sort  of motivation, or if I was really just desperate to distract myself. 

While I was cleaning behind my bed, I found a pair of pink panties. I held them up and recognized them instantly: they belonged to the sorority beauty, who made me fuck her with my limp cock. She must have left them behind in her big hurry to get far, far away from me. 

I felt the lacy fabric between my fingers. My heart skipped a beat and a strange lump began to form in my throat. I liked the way the panties felt. I took a deep breath and then I slipped my pants back down. I wrapped the panties around my shaft and I began to massage myself. I closed my eyes and  felt  a  warm  buzzing  moving  through  my  body.  It  was  pleasant  and relaxing. A slight moan slipped out from my lips. Then I opened my eyes and saw something truly magnificent: I had an erection. 

Those pink panties were now wrapped around a rock-hard cock. I pulled them up and down, rubbing them all over my shaft. It felt so good. My heart

was still pounding and my gut was still churning—but I was hard. 

“No fucking way,” I muttered to myself. I was smiling—I couldn’t stop smiling. I began to jerk my cock faster with that pair of panties. It felt so good, and that erection wasn’t going away. I brought the panties right to my tip  and  then  a  moment  later,  I  was  spewing  cum  into  that  pink  lace.  I groaned and trembled and squirmed and then I nearly screamed out with joy as cum began dripping between my fingers. 

I did it! I got an erection and I managed to come! Surely it wasn’t just a coincidence.  Surely  it  had  something  to  do  with  that  pill  I  took  that morning. 

My heart was pounding hard with joy now. I tried to remember a time in my life when I was happier. I already wanted to beat off again, just because I could. I didn’t want this moment to end. 

It  wasn’t  even  an  hour  later  when  I  started  stroking  myself  again.  I wasn’t getting hard, no matter how hard I squeezed or how fast I pumped. I wasn’t  feeling  discouraged  just  yet.  I  was  happy  to  have  gotten  a  single cumshot out. 

Then I saw the panties on the floor in the corner, still wet with my cum. 

I stared at them and then I began to feel that amazing tingling between my legs.  So  I  walked  over  and  wrapped  the  cum-soaked  panties  around  my shaft. It was a bit of a gross feeling, but it was somehow very arousing. I started  pumping,  and  a  moment  later  I  was  hard  again.  I  fought  back  the urge to squeal like a piglet. I pumped and pumped until more fresh cum was soaking into that pink lace. 

Was I cured? That was yet to be seen. But was I ecstatic? Absolutely. I wanted  to  run  over  to  the  girls’  dorm  and  fuck  every  single  girl  there.  I wanted to track down that blonde sorority babe and show her that I could get hard—no matter what she told her friends. 

I felt like I was getting a fresh start. I was already thinking about jerking off  again,  but  first,  I  needed  to  wash  those  panties  so  that  I  wasn’t  just rubbing  old  cum  all  over  myself  again.  So  I  buried  the  panties  into  my laundry bin and then I went down to the laundry room. 

CHAPTER IV

I was early at the clinic in the morning. When they gave me my pill, I didn’t hesitate before swallowing it. I gulped it down, showed my tongue, and then I skipped off to attend my first class of the day. I sat in the back of the room, so I could watch all of the pretty girls while they took their seats in their little skirts and tight short shorts. 

A  perverted  part  of  me  was  hoping  that  I  would  get  an  erection  from watching the girls as they trickled in. I made a point of staring at their asses and their young, perky tits, but that erection didn’t come during class—and maybe that was for the best. 

I  went  back  to  my  dorm  room  between  classes,  just  to  make  sure  my cock was still working. I massaged it for a while, and then I had to dig those pink panties out from my laundry bin to make myself hard. I wasn’t thrilled that  I  needed  to  rub  a  pair  of  women’s  underwear  on  my  cock  to  make myself aroused, but at least I was able to become aroused. I jerked myself for a couple of minutes, and then I stopped myself from coming. 

I  wanted  to  really  put  my  cock  to  the  test.  I  wanted  to  see  if  I  could make it work with a girl. I had no idea how I was going to find a willing candidate on a Thursday afternoon, but I was determined to make it happen, so I set out onto the campus. I strolled down the many walkways, smiling at every  girl  I  passed.  Whenever  a  girl  smiled  back,  I  would  throw  out  a compliment. I made so many girls blush that afternoon. 

I’d  never  been  so  confident  in  my  life.  I  wondered  if  that  was  a symptom  of  the  pill  I’d  been  taking,  or  if  it  was  just  a  symptom  of  my newfound horniness, now that I knew that I could get hard. 

It only took me fifteen minutes to find a girl who wanted to flirt. She stopped in her tracks after I complimented her, then she walked over to me and I complimented her again. Her face quickly turned red. 

She wasn’t the hottest girl I’d seen that day, but she was interested, and that’s  all  I  was  looking  for.  She  was  a  bit  on  the  thicker  end  and  it  was obvious that she had to wear a lot of makeup to hide a less-than-flattering

face,  with  a  big  nose  and  small,  beady  eyes.  Her  teeth  were  also  quite crooked. 

“You really think I’m pretty?” she asked. 

I nodded my head. “But I’m sure you get that all the time.” 

She  giggled  and  shook  her  head.  “Not  really,”  she  said.  “Is  this  some sort of prank? Or a dare?” 

“No. I just think you’re pretty. Can’t a guy tell a girl that she’s pretty? 

Do you have a class to get to?” 

“I was just on my way back to my dorm,” she said. 

“You should come back to my dorm,” I said. 

She giggled again, snorting slightly this time. She covered her mouth to hide her teeth while she smiled. “Are you messing with me?” she asked. 

“No. Why would I be messing with you?” 

“I don’t know. Why do you keep complimenting me? Is this some sort of frat challenge? Who can get into a girls panties first?” 

“I’m  not  in  a  frat,”  I  said.  “I  just  wanted  to  compliment  you.  Is  that really so crazy?” 

She stared into my eyes for a moment, still with that crooked smile on her face. “Where’s your dorm?” she asked. 

So  I  led  her  back  to  my  dorm  room.  She  stood  by  the  door  with  red cheeks as I started to take my clothes off. “Are we just going to do it?” she asked. 

“Do you not want to?” I asked. 

She  shrugged  her  shoulders.  “I  just—I  wasn’t  expecting  to  move  this quickly. I didn’t really think that I would be having sex today, to be honest. 

It’s  actually  been  quite  a  while.  I  haven’t  even  shaved  in  a  couple  of weeks.” 

“You  know  what  they  say:  there’s  no  time  better  than  the  present.”  I made a big smile. My heart was pounding the way it always did when I was in the presence of a sexual partner. But I managed to remain calm, taking a deep breath as I slipped my pants down. I was still flaccid, but I was sure that I could summon an erection if necessary. 

She awkwardly bit her tongue as she looked down my body. Her gaze landed  on  my  cock  and  she  took  a  deep  breath  in.  “Well?”  I  said.  Her cheeks became a darker shade of red as she slowly sunk down to her knees. 

I felt her warm, gentle fingers slipping around my flaccid cock. She lifted my shaft up and brought my tip to her lips. She looked up at me with her eyes before closing her eyes and leaning forward with parted lips. My cock was in her mouth, and now, I was waiting for that little pill to do its job. 

She sucked and bobbed with a tremendous amount of elegance, as if she sucked cock for a living. It’s always the timid and shy ones who can suck cock like expensive Vegas escorts. Why is that? She managed to do things with her tongue that didn’t even seem possible, wrapping it around my shaft while also stimulating my tip. She had my legs trembling in no time—but she wasn’t getting me hard. My cock wasn’t becoming erect, even though I’d taken one of my trial pills. 

A cold sweat began to form on the back of my neck. I closed my eyes and  took  a  series  of  deep  breaths,  trying  to  summon  that  erection,  but  it wasn’t  coming.  Maybe  it  just  needed  a  minute.  Maybe  it  just  needed  two minutes. When I opened my eyes, she was looking up at me with those big eyes. “Is everything okay?” she asked, slipping my flaccid cock out of her mouth for just a moment. 

I  nodded  my  head  quickly.  “Everything’s  fine.  Maybe  I’m  just  a  bit nervous,”  I  said.  I  laughed  awkwardly.  “You’re  so  pretty—it’s  kind  of intimidating.” 

She smiled. “Well don’t be intimidated. Let’s just relax and have some fun. Right?” 

I nodded my head and she went back in for more sucking. It felt good, but  nothing  was  happening.  My  cock  wasn’t  growing,  and  without  an erection, there would be no sex. 

Then  my  eye  caught  that  pair  of  panties,  which  was  under  my  bed, poking  out  just  a  tease.  I  remembered  rubbing  that  beautiful  lace  up  and down my cock. My cock tingled at the mere thought, so I tried to imagine I was  stroking  those  panties  along  my  shaft—but  my  imagination  wasn’t quite strong enough to do the job. But it wasn’t like I could just ask her to stop while I rubbed panties on my cock. Maybe I could rub my cock against her panties, without her noticing. 

“Lay down on the bed,” I said. “On your stomach.” 

She looked up at me with confused eyes. Then she looked down at my flaccid cock, probably wondering what the hell I was going to do with the useless thing. Finally, after a long ten seconds of silence, she stood up and walked over to my bed. She hopped onto my mattress and then I walked up behind  her.  I  grabbed  her  little  booty  shorts  and  I  tugged  them  down, revealing  her  cute  white  cotton  panties.  I  cupped  her  butt  cheeks  and squeezed firmly. Then I carefully mounted her, placing my ball sack down between her thick thighs and my shaft down between her fat butt cheeks. I took  a  deep  breath  and  started  to  thrust  my  cock,  mashing  it  against  her cotton undies. My heart fluttered and a tingle buzzed through me. My cock was twitching and getting warm. My little trick was working! 

But it was working slowly. My cock was getting hard at a terribly slow pace. 

She reached back and grabbed her panties, reading to tug them down so I could have proper access to her holes. “No—wait,” I said. “Just give me a minute.”  I  was  starting  to  feel  embarrassed—that  horribly  familiar embarrassment that I was so used to feeling with girls. Why wouldn’t my cock work? Why was I cursed with this horrible ailment? 

I  just  needed  the  panties.  There  was  something  about  them  that  made things work. I needed them close to me. I needed to have them rubbing on my skin. So I bit down on my tongue and said, “Okay, let’s take them off.” I pulled them down, slipping them off of her cute feet, and then I held them up  and  buried  my  nose  into  them.  I  sniffed,  breathing  in  that  incredible clean panties smell. I pressed them hard against my face, and then I brought them  down  to  my  crotch.  Thankfully,  my  chubby  date  was  still  looking forward towards the head of the bed. 

My heart fluttered and pounded. A strange idea came to my head. I tried to  push  it  away,  but  for  the  moment  it  was  in  my  head,  my  cock  tingled harder  than  ever.  So  I  found  myself  considering  it:  biting  down  on  my tongue while trying to weigh the benefits against the humiliation. Then she looked back at me. “Are we going to do it?” she asked. 

“Yeah,”  I  said,  nodding  my  head.  My  cock  was  almost  there—almost stiff enough to fuck with. But it needed a little extra. It needed  something. 

“I’m going to wear your panties.” 

“What?” she said, looking back again. 

“I’m going to wear them. Don’t judge me—and don’t tell anyone about this. I just—I just really want to wear them.” 

She  was  silent,  looking  back  at  me  with  wide,  frightened  eyes,  as  if  I just told her I was going to murder her and eat her body. It was a minute before she said, “Okay.” My heart was racing and my hands were trembling as I bent over to pull the panties up my legs. I felt like such a fool. I’d never been more humiliated in my life—but my cock was apparently not feeling so  humiliated.  The  moment  those  panties  were  hugging  my  package,  my shaft started to throb and grow at an alarming rate. I watched as my hard dick stretched that white cotton. I couldn’t remember the last time my cock was this hard! I could see veins throbbing along my erection. My foreskin was  stretched  back  as  far  as  it  could  go.  My  tip  was  starting  to  turn  red because of the impressive blood flow. 

I flipped my cock out the side of the panties and then I aimed it down at her  juicy  pussy.  Before  sticking  my  cock  into  her,  I  reached  down  and gently touched the little pink bow on my panties. My heart fluttered again with a combination of excitement and humiliation, and then I stuck it into her. I pumped her with my amazing erection. She moaned and squirmed. I pinned her down with both of my hands while I pumped harder. Her plump thighs pressed together and she let out a little scream. 

I  couldn’t  believe  how  long  my  cock  was!  I  was  so  aroused  that  my shaft  had  actually  grown  in  length!  I  found  myself  watching  it  as  it disappeared and reappeared over and over from within her tight slit. But the most  amazing  sight  of  all  was  my  long  shaft  emerging  from  the  side  of those  tight  white  panties.  I  couldn’t  pull  my  gaze  away.  I  loved  how  the tight undies squished my balls against my body, making them invisible as if they didn’t exist. I loved how girly my legs looked. They would have been even girlier if I shaved away the hair. Maybe that’s what I would do as soon as I was done with this girl. Maybe I could keep her panties. Maybe I could wear  them  underneath  my  jeans,  so  I  could  feel  this  amazing  tingling sensation for the rest of the day. 

That tingling was intense now. I groaned in an attempt to push it away, but  it  only  became  stronger.  My  legs  started  to  tremble  and  I  yelled  out. 

Then, I was filling her pussy with hot cum. She screamed out, having her second or third orgasm of the afternoon. 

Then, once I was finished emptying my load into her, the room became silent.  She  crawled  forward  until  my  cock  was  out  of  her,  and  then  she rolled  off  of  the  bed.  She  picked  up  her  shorts  and  pulled  them  up,  still without saying a single word. 

“Was that okay?” I finally asked. 

She nodded her head. “It was, uh, really nice. But I should get going,” 

she said. I noticed her eyeing my panties—her panties, which were still on my  body.  She  looked  away  quickly  and  didn’t  mention  them.  Maybe  she wanted them back and was too afraid to ask—or maybe getting them back was the absolute last thing she wanted now. She went to the door, hesitated for  a  moment,  and  then  she  let  herself  out,  leaving  me  feeling  horribly humiliated  but  strangely  satisfied  at  the  same  time.  Once  she  was  gone,  I jumped up to my feet and locked my dorm room door. I looked down at my panty-clad crotch and a nausea filled my gut. “What the fuck?” I said. 

Was I discovering something very scary about myself? Did I really need women’s underwear to get off? Was that really better than not being able to get off at all? 

CHAPTER V

The  little  clinic  was  especially  silent  the  next  morning.  No  one  in  the room was making eye contact with anyone else. I only looked up briefly to try  to  get  a  read  on  one  of  the  other  guys.  What  if  the  panties  thing  was because of the pill? What if these other guys were also feeling the strange desire  to  wear  women’s  underwear?  No—what  a  ridiculous  thought!  The other guys didn’t even know that the pill had anything to do with intimacy and erectile issues. 

The medical student came into the room and handed out the day’s pills. 

He watched as everyone took their pill, and then he got to me. “Well? Go ahead,” he said. 

I looked into his eyes for a moment before asking, “What side-effects have the other guys been having?” 

He stared at me for what seemed like a very long moment. “I can’t tell you  that,”  he  said.  “Have  you  been  having  symptoms  that  you  haven’t reported?” 

I shook my head quickly. “No. I mean—I don’t know. I don’t think so.” 

“Why don’t you come with me to my office?” he said. He turned around and  walked  into  one  of  the  back  rooms.  I  was  slow  to  get  up  and  follow him,  not  sure  I  wanted  to  tell  him  about  what  I’d  been  experiencing.  “Sit down in that chair right there. Tell me more about what’s been going on.” 

He  took  a  seat  behind  his  desk  and  then  stared  into  my  eyes  as  if  we were playing a game of poker at a high stakes table. I took a deep breath and forced a smile. “Nothing, really. I just—I don’t know. I’ve been having different thoughts, I guess, but that might not have anything to do with the pill.  It  probably  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  pill.  No,  it  definitely  doesn’t have anything to do with the pill. Right?” 

He was silent while he continued to stare at me. “I don’t know,” he said. 

“Because I don’t know what kind of thoughts you’ve been having. Are they suicidal thoughts?” 

I  shook  my  head  quickly.  “No—of  course  not—nothing  like  that! 

They’re just… different thoughts: thoughts that I’ve never had before.” 

“Please describe them.” 

“They’re kind of embarrassing,” I said. 

He nodded his head. “Sexual thoughts?” 

I bit down hard on my tongue. “I guess so. Sort of. But sometimes they aren’t even sexual. Sometimes they’re just… there.” 

“You’re going to have to be less vague for me. This is a clinical trial. 

We need as much information as we can get so we can push this drug into the next stage. I don’t care if the thoughts are embarrassing or weird. I don’t even care if you’ve been thinking about murdering your whole family. I just need to know so I can document it and decide if it has anything to do with the trial.” 

“Okay,” I said. I looked down at my feet. “Well, ever since I’ve started taking the pill, I’ve had the weirdest desire—and I swear I’ve never had this desire before—to, um, you know…” 

I  couldn’t  stand  the  way  he  was  staring  at  me.  He  said  that  he  wasn’t going to judge me, but his eyes were already so judging. How could I tell him anything? He was probably going to tell all of his medical buddies, and they were all probably going to tell their friends. “What is it already?” he said. 

“I’ve had the weirdest desire to eat cake. I just can’t stop thinking about cake. And when I eat cake, the craving doesn’t go away. Is that normal?” I asked, lying. 

He  stared  at  me  for  another  long  moment,  nodding  his  head  slowly. 

“You can’t stop eating cake, huh?” he asked. 

I nodded my head. “That’s right.” 

“That’s what you were afraid to tell me?” 

“That’s it,” I said. 

“I’ll make note of it,” he said apprehensively. “If the cravings continue or go away, just let me know. And if you start feeling anything else, please come and tell me.” 

“Of course. I’ll do that. I should be going. It was nice talking to you.” I jumped  up  to  my  feet  and  I  scurried  directly  towards  the  door  without looking back. I just wanted to get to class. I wanted to get away from that clinic and away from the weird urges that seemed to be getting worse. 

But  I  wasn’t  free  from  those  urges  in  class.  I  took  a  seat  in  the  back corner and I sunk low into my chair. A minute later, a young woman in a short pink skirt took the seat next to me. “No one is sitting here, are they?” 

she asked me. 

I  shook  my  head.  I  carefully  pulled  my  shirt  down  to  cover  the waistband  of  my  jeans,  just  in  case  the  waistband  of  my  white  cotton panties was poking out. She smiled at me and then she looked forward as class was about to begin. 

Now my heart was pounding aggressively. I found myself looking over at  her  long,  smooth  legs—and  her  cute  pink  skirt.  It  looked  so  soft  and comfortable. I wanted to wear it. I wanted to feel that amazingly soft fabric against my thighs. 

Then  I  found  myself  looking  down  her  legs,  at  her  smooth  skin,  and then at her cute feet in her little brown strappy sandals. I wondered how my legs would look if I shaved away the hair, and I wondered if my feet would look  cute  in  a  pair  of  strappy  sandals—maybe  with  the  same  pink  nail polish she was wearing now. 

She looked over at me, so I looked away—but it wasn’t quickly enough. 

Now  she  was  staring  at  me.  “Can  I  help  you  with  something?”  she  asked quietly. 

I shook my head. “No. I just—I dropped one of my pencils and I was trying to see if it maybe fell down by your feet.” 

She looked down. While her gaze was directed in the other direction, I stole another glance of those perfect legs. I wanted to feel them so bad—

just  to  see  if  they  would  feel  the  same  as  my  legs,  once  I  got  around  to shaving them. 

And that afternoon, I took my face razor into the dorm showers and I swiped  away  the  hair.  My  heart  was  pounding  the  whole  time.  And  with each new strip of smooth skin, my cock twitched and hardened. By the time I was finished shaving my legs and my crotch, I had a throbbing erection:

the first erection I’d had in so long without the help of panties. I wrapped my fist tightly around my shaft and I gently began to stroke. I closed my eyes  and  pulled  a  heavy  breath  of  air  into  my  lungs.  It  felt  good.  I  loved being able to pull my hand down my whole shaft without feeling any hair. 

But why did it feel so good? Where were these strange urges coming from? 

Did  they  really  have  something  to  do  with  that  pill  I  was  taking  every morning? 

I suddenly got a strange idea. I grabbed my razor and I popped off the blade, leaving me with just the long handle. I took the dull end of the handle and reached it around to my asshole. I gently began to push it in with my left  hand  while  my  right  hand  continued  to  stroke  my  cock.  It  took  a moment  to  penetrate,  but  once  it  was  inside,  the  pleasure  was overwhelming.  A  moan  slipped  out  from  my  lips,  then  I  bit  down  on  my tongue,  knowing  there  were  guys  in  the  other  shower  stalls.  I  pushed  the handle deeper into my ass and I stroked my length faster. 

My  God,  it  felt  so  good!  I  wanted  to  scream  out  louder  than  I  ever screamed, but I fought away the urge. I bit down so hard on my tongue that I nearly drew blood. My legs were trembling and my heart was pounding. I managed to find a sweet spot in my asshole, which I jabbed repeatedly with that razor handle. Then, without any warning, my cock began to spew long strands of cum across the small shower stall. Had there not been a wall in front of me, that cum probably would have flown thirty feet through the air. 

I  groaned  and  my  legs  buckled.  I  had  to  lower  myself  down  into  a squatting position so that I wouldn’t fall over. I pushed the handle out from my ass and then I stared at it for a long moment, trying to wrap my head around what I’d just done. Was that pill making me gay? Were the panties just the beginning of something much bigger and much more life changing? 

I didn’t want to be gay. I liked chasing girls. I liked that my life was more or less normal, without much controversy. Maybe I was better off with a bit of erectile dysfunction. Maybe I didn’t need sex. Maybe it was time to stop showing  up  at  that  clinic  to  take  that  pill;  I  didn’t  really  need  the  money anyway. 

Yet the next morning, I found myself back in that clinic, putting that pill on my tongue. I had to close my eyes and will myself to swallow it—but I managed to gulp it down. And for what? At this point, what was I trying to

accomplish?  Was  I  really  this  desperate  to  overcome  my  erectile dysfunction? 

CHAPTER VI

When I was leaving the clinic, I saw the girl in the pink skirt walking down the sidewalk, except now she was wearing a short black dress with an open  back:  another  little  outfit  that  I  immediately  found  myself daydreaming about wearing. She was wearing a pair of black flats and she had a black choker around her throat. I wanted the whole ensemble. 

She  was  headed  away  from  the  campus,  and  for  some  reason  I  found myself  following  her,  watching  the  way  that  she  walked  and  trying  to decide  if  I  could  imitate  her  gait.  I  didn’t  try  it  there  in  public,  but  I  was taking careful mental notes, as if I was actually planning on trying it later in the privacy of my own dorm room. 

She jogged across the street and went up to one of the sorority houses. I watched  as  she  went  inside,  and  then  I  found  myself  circling  the  block, slipping down the alleyway so I could try to get a view through the back of the tall house. And sure enough, I managed to spot her through one of the back  windows.  Her  room  was  on  the  bottom  floor.  Her  opened  window looked out into the garden. I watched her for a moment while she put away her bag and had a long sip from a water bottle. Then she closed her blinds

—probably to get changed. I pulled myself away from that sorority house, slapping  myself  gently  on  the  face.  “What  the  hell  is  wrong  with  you?”  I whispered aloud. 

It was the next morning when I saw her again, this time headed towards the same class that I had with her. She was walking with four other girls—

all members of the same sorority judging by the matching bows they all had in their hair, like a small squad of high school cheerleaders. I watched them for a moment before getting one of the stupidest and most dangerous ideas I’d  ever  gotten.  I  turned  around  and  started  heading  towards  that  sorority house. 

I  walked  by  the  front  and  looked  up  at  the  many  windows.  The  place was seemingly vacant. The windows were dark and the house was quiet—

but  I  knew  it  was  likely  there  were  girls  inside.  So  I  snuck  around  back, through that alleyway and over the fence into the garden. Maybe there were

still girls inside, but I knew that one bedroom should be empty. The window was left open a crack: more than enough for me to slip my fingers in and pull it open, so I could crawl in. I let myself down in her bedroom quietly, and then I looked around with a ferociously pounding heart. 

Her room was clean, so I was going to have to be careful not to leave a single trace of my presence. I crept over to the closet and opened it slowly, revealing an amazing wardrobe filled with pure whites, soft pinks, and sexy blacks.  The  girl  definitely  had  a  style.  I  sifted  through  the  many  outfits dangling on hangers before finding that beautiful pink skirt. I took it down and  held  it  in  my  hands.  It  was  just  as  soft  as  I  imagined.  I  squeezed  it tightly as a whimper slipped out from my lips. I knew that what I was doing was  wrong,  but  I  couldn’t  help  myself.  I  put  the  skirt  down  and  then  I continued digging. 

I found two more skirts, and two dresses. I found a few cute tops: a tank top, a light sweater, and a low-cut t-shirt. I managed to find a drawer full of accessories, from which I stole a choker, a pair of clip-on earrings, a hair bow,  and  a  costume  gold  necklace.  I  stuffed  everything  into  an  old  bag  I found in the back of her closet. 

I was missing class, but it was worth it—at least it seemed worth it in the  moment.  My  body  was  surging  with  excitement.  My  heart  was pounding and my nerves were tingling. My bag was nearly full, but I still tried to cram a pair of flats and a pair of heels into it. Before leaving, I even stole some makeup. The bag was so full that I had to stuff my pockets with her  makeup  supplies.  But  it  wasn’t  technically  stealing.  I  planned  on returning  it  once  these  strange  urges  passed.  I  could  leave  them  on  the doorstep in the middle of the night, or just fling it all over the fence into the garden on my way to class one morning. I just needed it for a short while—

just so I could try it all on and know how it felt on my body. 

I did a quick lap around the room, making sure nothing looked out of place. I had a feeling she wouldn’t notice any of the outfits missing, seeing as she had so much. But I still hesitated before slipping out of her window and back into the garden. What if she did notice things missing? What if she had some way of tracking it down? 

My heart didn’t stop pounding as I made my escape. Even once I was back  in  my  dorm  room,  my  heart  continued  to  throb  in  an  almost  painful

way. I took a deep breath and started to unpack my haul. I wanted to try it all on, but I knew I didn’t have enough to make a complete outfit. I needed one more thing, and I knew where I could get it. 

A  block  from  my  house  was  the  shopping  mall.  I  didn’t  have  any money,  but  the  stores  weren’t  selling  what  I  needed  anyway.  I  had  to  act casual, despite my throbbing heart. I had to bite my tongue and play it cool while  I  casually  went  from  store  to  store,  eyeing  up  the  wigs  on  every mannequin. It was a long brown wig that caught my attention. I loved how straight and soft the hair was. It was in a big department store, which was mostly empty as it was still early in the morning. I lingered around the area until the only store employee was looking the other way. Then I snatched that wig and awkwardly stuffed it under my shirt. I had to tuck my shirt into my  pants  so  the  wig  wouldn’t  fall  out.  As  I  turned  around,  I  noticed  the camera on the ceiling, pointing right at me. A cold sweat broke out all over my body. I quickly made my way towards the exit before the security guard watching that camera could catch up with me. 

I  had  to  move  fast,  and  I  didn’t  stop  moving  until  I  was  back  in  my dorm room, behind my locked door, with the rest of my stolen goods. I felt like crap—like a complete scumbag. But at the same time, I was exhilarated to  have  all  of  the  adorable  outfits  that  I  now  had.  I  bit  down  hard  on  my tongue to fight away the smile that was determined to cross my face. Once I’d  caught  my  breath,  I  started  getting  myself  dolled  up.  I  didn’t  know exactly what I was doing, particularly with the makeup, so there was quite a bit of trial and error. But even when I was screwing up, I was enjoying the process, watching the transformation of my face in the mirror. 

I  couldn’t  believe  how  such  small  details  could  go  such  a  long  way, particularly with the eyeliner. My eyes were already big, but they looked so much  bigger  with  dark  lines  around  them.  Then  I  was  able  to  make  them look even bigger and shinier with the right amount of eye shadow. The lip-gloss  made  my  lips  look  so  plump  and  juicy,  and  the  blush  made  my cheekbones  look  as  though  they  belonged  on  the  cover  of  some  fashion magazine. Once I had the wig on my head, the transformation went up to a whole  new  level.  The  brunette  bangs  seemed  to  change  the  shape  of  my face  so  much  that  I  hardly  even  recognized  myself.  The  black  choker pushed that unfamiliarity even further. 

I  caught  myself  blowing  kisses  at  the  mirror.  Then  it  was  time  to  get dressed, which wasn’t easy now that I had a throbbing erection towering up from between my legs. I tried to squish it into my lacy panties, but it just kept springing up, as if it was begging for me to stroke it. So I did what I had to do: I stroked it—and it only took a minute before I was unloading hot cum into a wad of tissue paper. 

I  started  by  trying  on  the  pink  skirt,  with  a  white  tank  top.  The combination  was  cute,  and  it  made  my  body  look  particularly  petite.  The black  dress  showed  off  curves  that  I  didn’t  know  that  I  had.  I  loved  how tight it was against my skin, down to my hips where it finally relaxed a little bit—enough that I could sway from side to side and the fabric would dance around  me.  I  caught  myself  giggle  like  a  little  girl,  then  I  looked  in  the mirror and saw that my face was a shade of dark red. I tried to remove the smile  from  my  embarrassed  face,  but  it  just  wouldn’t  go.  I  was  enjoying myself too much—I was having more fun than any man should while trying on women’s clothing. 

And it wasn’t long before terrible ideas started to fill my head. I looked out  the  window,  down  at  the  campus’  main  walkway,  which  zigzagged around  every  building  and  looped  around  in  one  big  ring.  If  I  went  and walked the whole loop, would people be able to tell that I wasn’t really a woman?  Would  my  classmates  and  friends  recognize  me?  Would  guys check out my ass, and maybe even flirt with me? My heart throbbed with terror and excitement. Just a few days before, the idea would have filled me with  nothing  but  horror  and  nausea,  but  now,  the  excitement  was  more overwhelming than anything. 

That  pill  must  have  been  poisoning  my  brain.  This  sissification  must have  been  a  side  effect  of  that  strange  drug  I  was  taking.  Were  the  other guys  going  through  the  same  embarrassment?  Were  they  breaking  into sorority  houses  to  steal  outfits?  Were  they  dolling  themselves  up  so  that they could feel some strange, perverse sexual pleasure that didn’t belong? 

Was it possible that I wouldn’t be the only one out on that walkway, dolled up as a gender that I wasn’t, trying to get attention from people I probably shouldn’t have been getting attention from? 

The  excitement  was  just  too  strong.  With  a  trembling  hand,  I  reached for my doorknob. I opened the door slowly and I poked my head out. My hallway was empty: I had a straight shot to the back exit. So I slipped out

and  crept  down  the  hall,  hoping  none  of  my  neighbouring  doors  would open.  My  legs  were  trembling  so  hard  that  I  was  wobbling  slightly  with each step. I wasn’t even in heels. I had to stop in the stairwell to catch my breath and gather myself. I tried to convince myself to turn around, before I made a massive mistake that I would never be able to take back. And then I found myself continuing downwards, towards the building’s back exit, so I could  walk  around  in  public  in  a  wig,  makeup,  and  women’s  clothing.  I truly had lost my mind. 

CHAPTER VII

The  sun  was  warm  on  my  exposed  skin.  The  gentle  breeze  was especially noticeable, drifting up the short skirt of my dress—but I kind of liked the pleasant feeling. I tried not to make eye contact with anyone, but I could feel them all around me. I could feel their gazes turning towards me, staring  at  me.  Through  the  corner  of  my  eye  I  could  see  heads  leaning towards one another to share whispers. They were talking about me—I was almost sure of it. But I was too afraid to look over to see whether they were talking about me positively, or as though I was a lunatic who was having a mental breakdown. It was very possible that I was a lunatic having a mental breakdown. 

The horrible dread churning in my stomach worsened with every step I took, knowing I was getting further and further away from the safety of my dorm  room.  People  could  probably  see  my  legs  trembling.  Maybe  they could  even  see  the  bulge  of  my  cock  whenever  I  took  an  especially  long step, making my thin dress stretch out. My whole package was only being held  back  by  a  thin  strip  of  lace.  I  couldn’t  even  tell  if  that  lace  was  still doing its job, or if my shaved manhood had slipped loose. 

Maybe  I  could  tell  everyone  that  I  was  just  playing  a  prank.  Maybe  I could force a smile and lie about being dared. ‘It was just a joke and you all fell for it!’ I could say. But would they believe me? What kind of lousy joke could this possibly be? 

I was starting to think that I needed to report this craziness to the drug trial team. Maybe this was exactly the type of behaviour they were trying to document.  Maybe  the  pill  wasn’t  for  erectile  dysfunction—maybe  I’d eavesdropped on the wrong conversation. Maybe I was taking some sort of sissification  pill,  which  turned  men  into  floundering  trannies.  But  how could a little pill do so much inside of a brain? How could a little pill make me  so  curious  to  know  what  it  would  feel  like  to  have  a  thick,  throbbing cock inside of my asshole? 

I  bit  down  on  my  tongue  as  I  passed  a  group  of  young  men.  They  all looked over at me, but I didn’t look back at them. I could feel their gazes all

over  my  body.  I  couldn’t  hear  them  snickering,  but  I  knew  it  was happening. Finally, after a moment of biting down on my tongue, I turned my head to look back, to see if they really were snickering. 

They weren’t. They were all checking out my body, and they all looked away  quickly  with  red  faces  when  they  noticed  me  looking  back  at  them. 

My  heart  stopped  beating  for  a  moment.  Did  I  really  just  fool  a  group  of young men into thinking that I was the real deal? 

Now I was smirking. I could feel my face turning red. I forced myself to look around again, and for the second time, I caught a group of men looking in  my  direction.  It  probably  helped  that  my  dress  was  so  short  that  I  was nearly showing off my bare ass to the entire campus. One man looked right into  my  eyes  as  he  walked  towards  me.  I  looked  back  into  his  and  we shared a quick smile before my confidence fluttered off and I looked away. 

A tingling began to grow between my legs. 

And then I remembered that night that I lost my virginity. I remembered putting my cock into that girl’s ass, only to find out minutes later that she wasn’t a girl at all. Now the tables were turning around. Now I was toying with the idea of being that girl. Maybe I could convince a guy to put it in my bum, without showing off my lack of pussy. Maybe it would feel good. 

Except  unlike  the  girl  I  lost  my  V-card  to,  maybe  I  would  keep  my masculine  identity  a  secret,  even  after  the  act  was  finished,  so  I  wouldn’t leave the guy with a lifetime of erectile dysfunction. 

“Hey!” a voice called out from my left. I assumed it wasn’t concerning me, seeing as nobody knew me. But then the voice called out again. “Hey! 

You in the black dress!” My heart stammered and I forced myself to look over. 

A tall, handsome man was looking my way, holding a piece of paper in his  hand.  He  was  coming  towards  me  with  a  big  smile  on  his  stubble-covered face. “What are you doing tonight?” he asked. 

I shook my head. My lips parted, but I was too afraid to let any words out. I hadn’t practised my voice and I didn’t want to give myself away now

—things were going too well to give myself away now. 

“We’re  having  a  party  tonight  at  our  frat  house.  You  should  come  by. 

Bring  a  couple  friends  if  you  want.  The  party  is  invite-only,  so  don’t  go inviting your whole floor or anything.” He held that paper out towards me, 

so I took it. I didn’t read it until I was further down the walkway, away from the  handsome  man,  who  was  now  checking  out  my  ass  as  I  walked  away from him. 

The paper was titled: ‘4th ANNUAL DELTA PI VIP PARTY: LOTS OF

BEER  AND  LOTS  OF  MUSIC’.  I  liked  the  idea  of  ‘lots  of  music’, especially if the music would be loud enough to drown out the sound of my voice.  I  looked  back  and  saw  that  the  man  was  still  looking  towards  me, still with that confident smile on his face. I knew that he wanted to fuck me. 

I knew men all too well, and I knew that look because I’d made the same one many times before. 

And  maybe  I  could  play  along.  Maybe  I  could  put  a  little  extra  effort into  my  disguise  and  slip  up  to  a  bedroom  with  him  once  he  was  drunk enough.  I  could  still  remember  the  way  my  V-card  T-girl  moaned  when  I pumped her ass, as if it was the greatest pleasure imaginable without the use of  dangerous  narcotics.  Maybe  this  was  my  chance  to  feel  that  same pleasure.  Maybe  this  trial  pill  was  leading  me  towards  something  good—

something exciting that I would love. 

Or maybe I was just succumbing to chemical urges that I would spend the  rest  of  my  life  regretting,  the  way  I  constantly  regretted  fucking  that secret tranny in the ass so many years before. 

CHAPTER VIII

I  spent  another  two  hours  in  front  of  my  little  dorm  room  mirror  that evening before taking off for that party. I redid my makeup completely—

multiple  times,  until  I  got  every  little  detail  as  perfect  as  I  could  get  it.  I knew  that  I  still  needed  a  lot  of  practise  before  I  could  really  call  my makeup  skills  ‘perfect’,  but  I  was  at  least  able  to  make  myself unrecognizable, using some contouring techniques I learned on the Internet. 

Of  course  I  also  practised  my  voice—first  watching  a  dozen  different YouTube tutorials, and then speaking for hours until my throat was sore. I couldn’t remember the last time I put so much work into anything. Had I been  putting  this  much  effort  into  my  classes,  I  would  have  had  a  perfect 4.0 GPA. But in the moment, this seemed more important. It was more vital that I remain unrecognizable and undetectable while at a party filled with testosterone-fuelled men and women looking to compete with other women. 

I knew I would have to be on the top of my game. I knew that I couldn’t make any mistakes. 

Though I was certainly making one giant mistake, which was going to the  party  at  all.  As  I  stood  outside  of  the  tall  frat  house,  listening  to  the booming  music  and  watching  the  beautiful  people  filtering  in,  my  heart throbbed. I knew I was making a huge mistake, but I wasn’t doing anything to  stop  myself.  I  had  allowed  myself  to  get  dolled  up  and  ready  and  I’d allowed  myself  to  walk  all  the  way  across  campus  to  the  doorstep  of  that party.  And  now,  I  trying  to  build  up  the  confidence  to  walk  through  the door,  while  I  should  have  been  gathering  the  courage  to  get  as  far  away from that party as possible. 

But I kept thinking of that night I lost my virginity. I kept hearing that trans  girl’s  elated  moans  echoing  in  my  head.  I  could  still  remember  the way  that  T-girl  trembled  as  she  approached  her  orgasm.  I  could  still remember  the  red  shade  her  skin  became  before  she  screamed  out  in absolute  pleasure—and  the  way  her  anal  muscles  all  tensed  and  relaxed when that big O finally came. It was unlike anything I’d ever experienced, and  now  I  was  more  curious  than  ever.  That  little  trial  pill  had  my  mind

drifting  to  places  it  didn’t  belong  and  I  didn’t  have  the  willpower  to  do anything about it. 

I stepped through that door. My hands were trembling and my heart was fluttering in every possible direction. The music was almost painfully loud, which  was  relieving.  The  lights  were  set  to  their  dimmest  setting,  which was also relieving. But I was still on edge. Every gaze that turned my way made my legs tremble—nearly buckling every time. I had to force a number of smiles as I made my way through the house, with no destination in mind. 

I pressed my slick, glossy lips together and took a deep breath in through my  nose,  getting  a  strong  whiff  of  my  own  perfume.  I  turned  around  a corner  and  found  myself  face-to-face  with  a  mirror.  My  own  reflection made  me  jump,  and  then  I  apologized  to  myself  before  realizing  I  was talking to myself. My own mistaken identity came as another small relief. 

Then  I  spotted  the  handsome  jock  who  gave  me  the  invitation  to  the party. He was chatting with a friend, but he must have felt my gaze tickling the back of his head because he turned around and looked at me. He smiled and my extremities suddenly tingled cold. I managed to force a smile back as  I  looked  into  his  eyes.  From  across  the  room  I  could  see  his  pupils dilating and I knew he was drunk—and it was in that moment that I knew he was going to fuck me, as long as I was willing to allow him to do so. 

And was I? Would I let him bring me up to his room? Would I let him stick his big fraternity cock in my asshole? Would I tell him my secret first and hope that he doesn’t care, or would I do what was done to me, hiding my cock while exposing my tight asshole? 

He looked away from me and returned to his conversation. It was only a moment  later  when  his  friends  looked  over  to  check  me  out,  and  I  knew they were talking about me. I could see a smirk on the side of his face. Was he bragging about me? Was I worth bragging about? Was that something to be proud of? 

I had to get myself a drink, to help take off the edge. On my way to the kitchen, I felt a hand slip down my back, onto my ass. Before I could spin my head around, that hand squeezed my butt cheek underneath my dress. I became  tense,  letting  a  gasp  slip  out  from  my  lips.  I  saw  the  responsible man:  a  young  freshman  wearing  a  black  and  white  sport  shirt.  He  stared into my eyes with a big grin. If I wanted to be fucked, I didn’t even have to wait for the handsome jock. I didn’t have to go through the usual formalities

that men have to go through. I could walk up to any guy at that party and simply say, ‘Let’s go to the bedroom.’ Hell, I probably didn’t even have to say as much to the man in front of me now. I could just reach out and grab his hand, and we would be on our way to Fuck Town. I had a feeling the horny  man  looking  at  me  now,  with  his  hand  still  touching  my  body, wouldn’t even care if I told him I had a cock. I had a hole, and that was all that mattered to most of the men in that fraternity house. 

I  turned  away  saying  nothing,  and  he  said  nothing  as  I  continued towards  the  kitchen.  Gazes  turned  to  look  at  me.  It  didn’t  help  that  I  was one of few girls at that party. There was easily a five-to-one ratio of men to women. 

I poured myself a tall shot of straight vodka. I slammed the shot hard and  then  I  took  a  deep  breath  before  pouring  another.  I  knew  the  alcohol was a bad idea. I knew my sensibilities were already questionable because of  that  little  pill  I  was  taking  each  morning,  but  I  needed  the  buzz  badly. 

And thankfully, that buzz came quickly. To keep that buzz going, I fetched a beer  from  the  fridge.  I  quickly  took  a  big  sip,  and  then  I  clutched  bottle tightly, keeping it close to me. I could still feel the gazes turning my way. I could feel them move up and down my body. I kept reaching down to tug on my skirt, but that didn’t stop men from ogling my ass. 

I was starting to feel like Hunter Thompson during a hard psychedelic trip. Walls seemed to be moving slightly and faces seemed to be growing bigger  and  moving  in  closer.  Was  I  having  a  nightmare?  Was  the  alcohol reacting  poorly  with  the  trial  drug?  Did  they  tell  me  to  stay  away  from liquor? I couldn’t remember. My heart was pounding fast. I had to get away from the loud music. I had to get away from all of the men who wanted to plug my holes with their big, thick cocks. I had to get a breath of fresh air so my anxiety could settle. 

That handsome jock was standing between the front door, and me and the horny man in the yellow sport shirt was standing by the back door. So I fled  towards  the  stairs,  trying  my  best  to  act  natural.  I  went  up  quickly, wobbling  slightly  in  my  stolen  high  heels.  Once  I  was  up  the  stairs,  I scurried around one corner and then another. Then I saw an open bedroom door, so I zipped towards it. I went inside and closed the door, and a wave of relief quickly washed over me. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. 

“You’re fine,” I whispered to myself. 

I walked over to the made bed and I sat down on the edge. It was a soft mattress and the sheets were giving off a pleasantly clean smell. I was just about  to  lie  down  on  my  back  when  what  I  thought  was  a  closet  door suddenly opened. 

I jumped up to my feet as the glow of the en-suite bathroom teased my skin. A man stepped out and I suddenly had the urge to tug down my skirt as much as I could without pulling it right off. “I’m sorry,” I said. 

The  man  looked  at  me  with  wide  eyes  for  a  moment—and  then  I suddenly recognized him: the medical student who gave me my pill every morning.  He  looked  down  my  body  and  then  up  at  my  face.  I  wanted  to throw my hands in front of my face but I fought off the urge. 

“Sorry, I was just using the washroom,” he said. “Can I help you?” 

I shook my head. Now I was too afraid to speak, even though I’d put so much effort into practising my voice. 

“Just  getting  away  from  the  loud  music  for  a  minute?”  he  asked,  still staring at me carefully as if he was making sure I was swallowing a pill. 

I nodded my head. “Yeah,” I said quietly. 

“Well you’re welcome to stay in here as long as you want. Just do me a favour and don’t go through my closet or my dresser. I just did laundry and it took me two hours to fold everything.” 

I nodded my head again. “I’ll just go,” I said, standing up and turning quickly towards the door. 

“Wait,” he said, bringing me to a sudden stop. My heart skipped a beat and then flew up into my throat. I bit down hard on the edge of my tongue and  turned  around  slowly,  forcing  a  smile  while  trying  to  keep  my  gaze away from his. “You look familiar.” 

My legs wanted to buckle badly. I moved my hands behind my body, so he  wouldn’t  be  able  to  see  them  trembling.  I  managed  to  shrug  my shoulders. 

“Have we met before?” he asked. 

I shrugged my shoulders again. “I—I don’t think so.” 

He took a step closer to me, making every muscle in my body tense up. 

I bit down on my tongue and managed to force the most awkward smile I’d

ever made. “Why do you look so familiar?” he said. 

I  wanted  to  close  my  eyes  and  have  this  whole  thing  end—wake  up from  the  nightmare  and  then  burn  every  little  lacy  piece  of  fabric  in  my dorm  room.  But  I  wasn’t  having  a  nightmare—I  was  living  one.  “I  don’t know,” I managed to say. 

“Are you in the med program?” he asked. 

I shook my head. 

“What program are you in?” 

“Creative writing,” I said. And then I regretted saying it. He met me in my creative writing class, didn’t he? Maybe he frequented creative writing classes when looking for guinea pigs. Maybe I just gave away my identity. 

He  nodded  his  head  slowly.  “Are  you  here  with  someone?”  he  asked, changing the subject suddenly. I opened my mouth to answer, but I didn’t know what to say. I was afraid to tell him that I was invited, but I wasn’t sure why I was afraid. He probably thought that I was some lunatic who just wandered  into  the  house  and  went  up  to  his  room.  But  I  didn’t  know  the name  of  the  man  who  invited  me,  and  I  hated  the  idea  of  saying  that  a stranger invited me and I came alone. “Are you okay?” he asked after my long silence. 

I nodded my head. 

Then  he  looked  down  my  body.  “You  must  be  here  with  someone. 

You’re dressed like you’re on a date.” 

I shook my head. “I’m, uh, not here with anyone.” 

His eyes narrowed. “I hope this doesn’t come across as sexist, but if you go around dressing like that when you’re out by yourself, you’re going to invite some serious attention—and it might not be attention you want. I hate to  say  that  you’re  dressed  like  you’re  asking  for  it,  but  that’s  how  some guys might see it.” 

I nodded my head, agreeing with him, hoping it would bring a swift end to the awkward conversation. I had to see him in seven hours to get my next pill, so I wanted to keep our face time to a minimum now. “Thanks,” I said, trying to sound genuine. 

Suddenly his face became red. “I didn’t mean that as an insult. You’re very pretty,” he said. “And that’s a really nice outfit. It’s just—it’s a short skirt and a tight top. It just might give the wrong guy the wrong idea—that’s all I’m trying to say.” 

“Okay,”  I  said.  But  this  short  response  only  made  him  more  flustered and awkward. 

“You really are very pretty. You’re lucky. Lots of guys would kill to be with a girl like you—that’s the only reason I’m saying anything. I just—you know  what?  Forget  I  said  anything.”  He  laughed  nervously  and  his  face became even redder. 

And  then  something  happened.  I  don’t  know  if  it  was  the  alcohol suddenly surging into my system or the pill releasing into my brain or just my  crumbling  sensibilities  dissolving  away  even  more  than  they  already had—or maybe a combination of everything. Before I could stop myself, I said, “Do you want to fuck me?” 

His  face  suddenly  turned  white.  His  eyes  became  wide  and  his  lips parted wide. “F—Fuck you?” he said. 

I stared into his eyes. I was terrified. I could feel my eyes peeled wide with horror. It must have been the pill. There was no way the normal me would go around offering myself up to strangers. The normal me wouldn’t even think for a second about gay sex—but now I was practically begging for it. “You can come in my ass,” I said. “Just not my pussy because I’m not on the pill.” 

He was silent, and now I was silent too, trying to understand why such words would come out from my mouth. But the real horror came when he slowly nodded his head and said, “Okay. Lie down.” 

CHAPTER IX

I placed myself flat on my stomach in that silent room. I looked over at the mirror and saw the young med student taking his clothes off slowly. I looked away when he got down to his underwear. I was terrified to see his cock. I wanted to imagine that it was small and that it wouldn’t hurt, but a bad feeling trembling inside of me suggested the opposite. 

I reached down and pulled up my skirt, so that it was flipped up onto my  lower  back.  Then  I  did  the  same  thing  that  T-girl  did  to  me  so  many years before, pulling aside my panties just enough to expose my asshole and nothing else. I could tell that the student was nervous enough that he wasn’t going to try anything out of bounds, like ripping off my panties or grabbing my pussy. I had to keep my hand back and a finger on my panties to keep my asshole exposed. 

“Just be gentle,” I said suddenly, and then I said nothing else. He didn’t respond  to  me,  but  I  knew  that  he  heard  me.  I  heard  his  bare  footsteps moving  towards  me.  The  floorboards  groaned  under  the  weight  of  his slender body. I was surprised when he walked past me, moving up my side instead of simply sticking his cock into my ass. I was afraid to look over, but I knew I couldn’t look away forever without offending him. So I turned my  head  slowly  and  did  my  best  not  to  cringe  when  I  saw  his  cock.  But there was strangely no urge to cringe. Instead, my eyes widened and a gasp slipped out from my lips. His cock was long and thick. It curved slightly to one side as it throbbed. 

Unlike  me,  the  student  certainly  didn’t  have  an  erectile  dysfunction issue. His cock was huge and healthy. I could see it pulsing as if he’d taken a whole handful of his own drug. He reached down and grabbed his shaft, pointing it down at my lips, which were still parted in awe. Then he said, 

“Suck it.” He didn’t wait for me to reply. Instead, he stepped forward and pressed the tip of his cock into my mouth. I closed my eyes and squirmed as I  felt  that  warm  throbbing  sliding  onto  my  tongue.  I  accidentally  let  an uncomfortable groan slip out. I wasn’t planning on sucking a cock. I wasn’t planning  on  having  a  cock  anywhere  near  my  mouth—it  wasn’t  even something  I’d  considered.  But  now  that  he  was  pushing  his  thick  shaft

through my lips, it made sense: of course he would want his cock sucked. 

Every man wants to have his cock sucked. 

I  could  feel  his  veins  pulsing  inside  of  my  mouth.  I  could  feel  his foreskin  stretching  back  as  his  cock  became  even  longer  and  harder.  I reluctantly  pressed  my  lips  firmly  around  his  manhood  and  I  began  to awkwardly  bob  my  head,  trying  my  best  to  feign  interest.  Another uncomfortable groan escaped my lips. I had the urge to gag but I fought that urge away. 

Then  I  heard  him  moan,  as  if  I  was  actually  doing  an  okay  job.  He reached  down  and  gently  grabbed  my  head  with  both  of  his  hands.  Then another moan slipped out from his mouth, along with an elated sigh. I felt his  cock  twitching  in  my  mouth.  Was  he  actually  enjoying  this?  Was  I actually  doing  a  good  job?  I  knew  I  could  do  so  much  better  if  I  really wanted to—and maybe this was my chance to see if that was true. I pressed my lips harder around his girth and I bobbed my head faster. His muscles tensed up and a louder moan came out from his mouth. 

And  suddenly,  sucking  cock  didn’t  seem  so  gross.  In  fact,  it  seemed strangely satisfying. I was the reason he was moaning. I was making him happy.  I  was  giving  him  pleasure—something  I  wasn’t  used  to accomplishing  with  women.  Sometimes  women  would  leave  my  dorm without a single second of moaning—but after just a couple of minutes, this man was in heaven—and it was all because of me. 

So  I  started  sucking  harder  and  bobbing  my  head  faster.  I  used  my tongue  to  explore  his  shaft,  stroking  his  length  and  stimulating  his  tip.  It was only another minute before his body was trembling and squirming, and his  cock  was  pulsing  powerfully.  I  was  starting  to  worry  that  he  wasn’t going to make it to my asshole—that he was just going to explode in my mouth and all of this would be for nothing. Or would it be for nothing? Was this not satisfying in its own way? Had I not already discovered more than I knew about myself? 

I thought of that moaning T-girl again, and I knew I couldn’t leave that bedroom  without  completing  my  experience.  So  I  leaned  back  and  let  his throbbing cock slip out from my mouth. “I want you to fuck my asshole,” I said. 

His eyes flashed and he looked back at my bum. I was still holding my panties to the side to keep my hole exposed. He took a deep breath and bit down gently on his bottom lip. Without saying anything, he moved down. I looked away. That fear was rushing back into me. His cock was big—much bigger  than  the  handle  of  my  razor.  I  knew  it  was  going  to  hurt—but  I hoped it was also going to feel as amazing as my first trans fling made it seem. 

I felt his wet, throbbing tip press up between my butt cheeks. I took a deep breath in as he began to push down. I closed my eyes and bit down hard on my tongue. “Oh God,” I groaned. I heard him groan as he pushed hard, trying to penetrate my tight hole. It didn’t help that I was clenching—

but I couldn’t help it. I was too terrified to allow my hole to relax. 

But it didn’t matter. He was so determined to get inside of me that my clenching  didn’t  stop  him.  He  finally  penetrated  me  with  a  loud  groan.  I screamed  out.  It  hurt,  as  expected.  But  it  wasn’t  unbearable.  At  first,  it seemed unnatural. I could feel my hole stretching in every direction, and I could  feel  his  long  cock  pushing  into  my  body—into  a  place  that  wasn’t designed  to  accommodate  it.  As  he  sunk  deeper,  that  unnatural  feeling became  more  and  more  intense.  I  squirmed,  trying  to  relocate  him  into  a more comfortable position. I clenched as hard as I could, but I couldn’t stop him from jamming further his cock into my body. I swear I could feel him pushing through my abdomen, into my chest, and towards my throat. But I knew  that  was  impossible—I  knew  he  was  only  working  with  seven  or eight  inches—not  four  feet!  So  why  did  it  feel  like  he  was  pushing  a broomstick through me? 

I  looked  over  at  the  mirror  and  saw  a  strangely  sensual  sight:  my beautiful dolled up body being mounted by a well-hung man. His muscles were tense and flexed, and his tight skin was glistening with warm sweat. 

My  cheeks  were  a  shade  of  dark  red,  as  if  I  was  wearing  way  too  much blush, even though I was hardly wearing any at all. I looked cute. I looked better  as  a  girl  than  I  did  as  a  boy—or  maybe  that  was  just  my  poisoned brain interpreting reality incorrectly. 

I finally felt his pelvis press against my bum. He was completely inside of me. Now, it didn’t feel so weird. I felt full and my hole felt like it was stretching—but it felt nice in a weird way. I squirmed slightly, revelling in that quiet moment, and then he started to pull back. He pulled all the way

back,  until  his  tip  was  just  teasing  my  rim,  then  he  slammed  forward, slapping  his  pelvis  into  my  ass.  I  gasped.  It  didn’t  hurt.  It  felt  good—too good.  He  did  it  again,  and  then  again.  Each  penetration  felt  like  I  was having a separate cumshot. I groaned each time. My muscles were quickly turning into rubber. I bit down on my lip and swayed my head from side to side. 

He  came  down  again  and  again  and  again.  And  after  a  minute,  I  was moaning  like  some  injured  wild  animal.  I  turned  my  face  into  the  pillow and I let out a loud muffled scream. My legs started to convulse out of my control.  I  clutched  two  handfuls  of  bed  sheets,  and  then  that  convulsing started  to  seep  into  the  rest  of  my  body.  I  was  screaming  but  I  couldn’t control it. I was feeling blasts of warm euphoria in every part of my body. I was  experiencing  what  that  T-girl  experienced  with  me  so  many  years before. 

I  didn’t  want  the  moment  to  end—but  at  the  same  time,  I  wasn’t  sure how  much  more  pleasure  I  could  handle.  I  was  starting  to  worry  that  my heart was suddenly going to stop, or that I was going to soak his bed with my cum, even though I wasn’t even touching my cock. 

“Oh  God,”  I  groaned.  I  had  no  idea  if  I  was  still  even  using  my  girly voice. My ears were ringing and my eyes were flashing. I looked over again at  that  mirror,  so  I  could  watch  myself  getting  fucked.  I  wished  I  could record that sight, so I could watch it every single night for the rest of my life.  “Fuck!”  I  screamed  loudly,  and  then  I  felt  a  warm  wetness  pooling around my crotch. I was coming. I was messing up my panties and his bed with  my  hot  load.  My  heart  stuttered.  Would  he  notice?  Or  would  he  just think  that  the  stain  was  his  own  load?  I  would  have  to  be  careful  when getting up, so I wouldn’t expose myself and ruin his sex life forever. 

“I’m coming,” he groaned, and then he pulled out suddenly. He grabbed his  cock  and  squeezed  it,  and  then  he  showered  my  back  with  his  warm goo. He had much more cum than I was expecting: blast after blast across my back, ruining my skirt and my top and even my hair. But I didn’t mind. 

He  stumbled  back  and  turned  away.  I  could  see  in  the  mirror  that  his face was dark red, as if he was embarrassed. But I was too afraid to ask him why.  I  just  assumed  he  wasn’t  terribly  fond  of  the  fact  he  just  fucked  a

complete stranger in the ass—or maybe he was feeling guilty about ruining my outfit. I also remained silent as I sat up in my own puddle of jizz. 

I  watched  him  as  he  got  dressed.  He  walked  over  to  his  dresser  and pulled  out  a  green  hoodie.  “You  can  take  this.  It’s  old,  but  at  least  it  will cover you up.” He tossed it to me. 

“Thank you,” I said, pulling the hoodie over my cum-stained outfit. 

I didn’t go back down to the party. I got what I came for and now I was satisfied. When I got back to my dorm room, I stared into my little mirror and  realized  I  was  starting  to  accept  my  transformation.  I  was  no  longer afraid of my unrequested sissification. I was ready to embrace it—ready to see  what  else  it  had  in  store  for  me.  I  even  caught  myself  smiling  as  I looked down at my body. I really did have the perfect body for the role. 

I  went  to  sleep  that  night  in  one  of  the  little  dresses  I  stole  from  that sorority. I loved the feeling of the soft satin against my skin. I had a feeling I was about to discover lots of things I would really love. 

CHAPTER X

I was excited to get my pill the next morning, though I was terrified to step into that clinic. I came in wearing a pair of big sunglasses, worried the student would see me and recognize me. He was late, so we all had to sit there  silently.  I  had  to  constantly  remind  myself  that  the  young  student wouldn’t recognize me. I looked completely different out of makeup—so I had nothing to worry about… right? 

The student’s lateness gave me lots of time to subtly scan the room, to see  if  the  other  guinea  pig  students  were  possibly  experiencing  the  same effects as me. They were all staring down at their feet, terrified to make eye contact. I saw one other student scanning the room like me. When our gazes met, he looked away quickly. But I didn’t feel the same social anxiety that he was feeling. For some reason, I felt comfortable. I felt like I could stand up and announce my side effects to the whole room. But of course I didn’t do  that,  because  that  could  compromise  my  identity  from  the  previous night. 

So I looked down, trying to blend in. Then I started to think about the future. What if the trial ended and then I never saw the drug again? What if my sissy urges went away and I never felt them again? Would I try to force that  pleasure  back  into  my  life,  or  would  I  be  happy  to  not  have  them anymore? Could I convince one of the med students to give me a lifetime supply of the drug? 

Soon, this would all be over. Life would go back to normal, and I wasn’t sure I wanted normal. My heart started to flutter with fear. I liked this new life. I didn’t want to lose it. But how could I keep it? What could I say to convince the students to keep me on this trial forever? 

The med student finally showed up. He walked in with his head down and said nothing as he walked straight into his office to retrieve the morning dose.  “Sorry  everyone,”  he  said  when  he  came  back  out.  “I  had  a  little problem with my alarm this morning. It won’t happen again.” 

I  was  afraid  to  look  towards  him  as  he  walked  through  the  room handing  a  pill  to  everyone.  He  got  to  me  last.  He  handed  me  the  pill, 

looking me in the eye for a brief moment. Then he looked away and said, 

“If you’ve experienced any side effects, please come into my office and let me know.” 

Everyone took their pill and then went towards the exit. I stood up and weighed my options. I could leave and remain in my little blissful state of ignorance.  Or  I  could  do  what  I  was  supposed  to  do  and  tell  the  student about  what  I’d  been  experiencing.  I  knew  the  latter  option  was  the  right thing to do, especially if this drug really was going to be on the market one day. So I bit down on my tongue and I knocked on his office door. “Can I come in?” I said. 

He looked at me quietly for a moment and then he motioned towards the empty chair in front of his desk. “Sit down,” he said. I took the seat slowly, taking  another  deep  breath  while  I  gathered  the  last  bit  of  courage  that  I needed to tell him what I’d done. I knew it wasn’t going to go well, but it had to be done. “What is it?” he asked. 

I  nodded  my  head,  taking  one  last  moment  to  pull  myself  together. 

Then,  I  spat  it  out.  “I’ve  been  having  urges—weird  urges  that  I’ve  never had before. It started with this pair of panties that I found, and… well—now I just want to dress up like a girl. I want to be a girl. I want to talk like a girl. Even right now, I’m forcing myself to talk normally. I don’t even know what normal is anymore. I just want to talk like a girl, and I want to wear girl’s  clothes.  I’m  wearing  panties  now.  I  don’t  know  if  this  is  too  much information. It’s very embarrassing—believe me. But that’s what I’ve been feeling.” 

He nodded his head, staring into my eyes. I noticed a slight smirk on his face, which sent my mind racing. Then he looked down at his little chart. 

“What’s your name?” he asked. 

“Troy,” I said. 

“Troy,” he repeated. “Troy. I’m not really supposed to tell you this, but you haven’t been taking the drug. You’re our control patient. You’ve been taking sugar pills. Any urges you’ve been feeling are your own.” 

My  heart  throbbed  and  my  gut  turned.  But  instead  of  being overwhelmed  with  terror,  a  strange  excitement  tingled  down  my  nerves. 

“I’ve been taking placebo pills?” I asked. 

He  nodded  his  head.  “Don’t  tell  anyone  that  I  told  you.  I  don’t  really know  why  I  told  you.  But  yes:  you’ve  been  taking  placebo  pills…  just sugar.” 

The room became silent. I stood up slowly and turned towards the door. 

So many emotions were swirling around in my head. I looked forward at a window and caught my smiling reflection. This was good news. It was great news.  These  amazing  feelings  weren’t  going  to  disappear  as  soon  as  the trial ended. They belonged to me. All of the pleasure I felt over the week was real—not drug-induced. 

I got to the door and then he stopped me. “If you want to come dolled up  tomorrow,  then  you  can  stay  after  your  dose  and  we  can…   chat about this for a while.” I looked back and saw that he was smirking. He knew who I  was.  And  now,  I  couldn’t  wait  for  the  next  twenty-four  hours  to  pass.  I couldn’t wait to feel that amazing shaft deep in my asshole once again. 

THE END

RUB & TUG

When Alex moves to a big city for film school, he thinks he’s going to find  a  group  of  likeminded  film  nerds  to  be  his  new  friends—so  he’s surprised when he ends befriended by Matty, the tattooed, pot-smoking, bad influence. 

In just a few days, Matty shows Alex a scary world Alex never knew existed. After Matty takes the naïve and oblivious Alex to the trans Rub and Tug,  Alex  decides  that  enough  is  enough.  He  doesn’t  want  to  be  friends with the tattooed bad boy any longer. 

Thanks to Matty, Alex is now in quite a bit of debt. And if he can’t pay that debt off quickly, his film school fantasy will come to an abrupt end. But because of Matty, Alex knows a place where he can make some quick cash. 

CHAPTER I

It was my first day of film school—a day I’d waited years for. I was so excited to finally meet new friends who shared common interests with me. 

I was born and raised in a small town, where filmmaking couldn’t have been  less  relevant,  except  for  that  one  summer  where  a  big  Hollywood production came to town to shoot a few scenes for a Val Kilmer action flick. 

I was eleven when they filmed those scenes around the centre of our little town. My parents (along with everyone else in the town) brought me down to watch the filming on that first day, and then by the second day, the crowd was  gone.  Everyone  realized  that  filming  was  a  slow  and  boring  process and  all  of  the  explosions  were  just  being  added  in  postproduction.  Val Kilmer only showed his face for five minutes every few hours and the crew spent more than half of the day casually snacking in a cluster of big white tents. 

But  I  was  captivated.  I  couldn’t  believe  how  many  people  it  took  to make  a  movie.  I  couldn’t  believe  how  much  work  went  into  every  single shot.  I  found  myself  watching  the  electrics  setting  up  lights,  the  grips setting  up  flags,  the  camera  teams  changing  lenses,  and  the  sound  guys putting  microphones  on  all  of  the  actors  with  single  lines.  By  the  second day of filming, I was the only one sitting on the sidelines, taking it all in. 

And on the fifth day, the director of the show noticed me. He walked up to me  and  asked  if  I  wanted  to  sit  by  the  monitor  for  a  shot.  It  was  just  a simple shot of Val Kilmer getting out of a car and running into a building, but  it  was  the  most  exciting  moment  of  my  life.  He  handed  me  his megaphone and let me yell action. 

After that day, I spent every weekend making terrible short films in my backyard. I forced my friends to act for me and I even tried submitting my terrible creations to small film festivals in the state. I never got into one, but I knew that filmmaking was my calling. By the time I was seventeen, none of my friends would act for me. They all though my passion was lame and chose  to  go  out  partying  instead  of  making  movies  with  me,  so  I  started acting in my own movies—playing all the roles with wigs and fake beards. 

But I wasn’t going to have to act in my own films anymore, now that I was in film school, surrounded by guys and girls with the same passion as me—and not to mention, we were right next door to one of the local acting schools.  On  that  very  first  day,  while  the  head  of  the  film  production department  was  giving  his  opening  speech,  I  looked  around  at  all  of  the faces  in  the  room—the  faces  of  my  future  friends  and  maybe  even  my future  business  partners.  Many  of  them  had  glowing  faces,  just  like  me. 

Some  of  them  were  looking  around  the  room,  probably  wondering  who their future pals would be. 

My gaze met up with a dark haired man. We shared a moment of eye contact before I looked away, feeling flustered. He was older than me by a few years. His arms were covered in tattoos and he had a piercing in his lip. 

I wasn’t used to seeing people with tattoos, or men with facial piercings—

people  like  that  didn’t  exist  in  my  small  town.  The  only  time  I  saw  guys who looked like that was in movies—and they were usually the villains, so my first impression of my new classmate wasn’t great. 

So  when  he  approached  me  after  that  introductory  speech,  I  became tense and nervous. “You even old enough to be here?” he asked me with a grin on his face. 

“I’m older than I look,” I said. “I’m nineteen.” 

He  chuckled,  as  if  I  made  a  joke.  “Straight  out  of  high  school?”  he asked. 

I nodded my head. “Well, I graduated in June.” 

“Ever made a movie before?” 

I nodded my head again. “Lots of movies. I even helped work on Die Trying.” 

His eyes narrowed for a moment. “The Val Kilmer movie?” 

“That’s right,” I said, unable to hide my little smirk, even though I was lying. I don’t know why I lied. I don’t know why I was trying to impress this intimidating stranger. 

“That movie came out ten years ago,” he said. “You would have been like eight years old when they were filming it.” 

“I was eleven,” I said, though I don’t know why I said it—it only made me sound stupider and more desperate. I bit down on the edge of my tongue and tried to force a casual smile. He just laughed again. Instead of digging myself into a deeper and more awkward hole, I told the man that I had to go to the bathroom. I went to the bathroom and stood in front of the mirror for a couple of minutes, and then I went straight to our next class. 

I  was  a  minute  late  for  class,  and  everyone  was  already  sitting  and waiting for the professor to start his lecture. I looked around and spotted an empty seat next to a guy who looked to be more my speed: young like me, with scruffy hair and a Shining T-shirt, which wasn’t too different from the Shining T-shirt that I owned. I went to sit next to him, and then he looked over at me and said, “Sorry, this seat is taken.” He pointed across the room to  a  redheaded  fellow  who  was  walking  towards  us.  So  I  stood  up  and scanned  the  room  for  another  place  to  sit.  There  were  only  two  seats  left open at the back of the room, so I went to take one of them. 

It was a minute later when the tattooed guy walked into the room and took the seat next to me. He looked at me with a smile and then he turned to listen to the professor’s lecture. Five minutes into class, he leaned over and whispered, “Think this professor has ever worked on a movie before?” 

“I don’t know. Probably,” I said. 

“My  buddy  just  graduated  last  week.  He  said  that  there  are  a  few professors here who never found work on sets, so they just got jobs here. 

He said not to listen to anything the set decorating prof says.” 

I  nodded  my  head.  I  wasn’t  too  happy  that  he  was  talking  over  the lecture, which I’d technically paid quite a bit of money to listen to. But I was too afraid to ask him to shut up. I could just hope that he would lose interest if I didn’t give him much of a response. But he just kept on talking. 

“You know our first project is a documentary, right?” he asked. 

“I think I knew that,” I replied quietly. 

“They make us all split into pairs and then we have to pitch our ideas to the whole class. They only pick six to get made.” 

I  nodded  my  head,  still  trying  to  listen  to  the  professor.  It  didn’t  help that the professor had a slow and low voice. 

“I’ve got an idea for one. Maybe we can pitch it together,” he said. 

Now I just felt awkwardly cornered. I had no idea who this guy was—I didn’t  even  know  his  name—and  he  was  asking  me  to  forego  coming  up with my own documentary idea so that I could pitch his with him. I didn’t even  know  anything  about  his  idea,  but  I  hated  the  idea  of  being  rude.  I didn’t want to offend him, so I just turned my head towards him, forced a smile, and nodded. 

“Great. If we start planning our pitch now, we’ll have a huge head start on everyone else when it comes to pitching in two weeks.” 

“Cool,” I said. My heart stuttered and an emptiness filled my gut. It was my first day of film school—a day I’d been anticipating for years—and it was off to a lousy start. By the end of that class, everyone already had their little  friend  groups.  The  few  girls  had  grouped  up  together,  the  younger guys were already laughing and taking movies, the older guys were on their way to a sports bar for lunch, the foreign guys were off in their own corner, and there I was: stuck with some chatty weirdo. 

“I’m Matty, by the way,” he said to me, extending his hand for me to shake.  His  hand  was  covered  in  small  tattoos.  Even  his  fingers  were tattooed with little symbols. I reluctantly shook his hand. 

“Alex,” I said. 

“Nice to meet you, Alex. I think we’re going to make some sweet shit together.” 

CHAPTER II

At lunch, most of our class went down the block to the nearby mall food court. The older guys all went to the nearby sports bar, but Matty had other ideas.  “I  grew  up  here  in  Vancouver,”  he  told  me.  “I  know  all  the  best places  around  here.”  So  instead  of  going  to  the  food  court  with  everyone else, he took me a few blocks in the other direction, into the scuzzy part of town,  to  a  Vietnamese  restaurant.  The  linoleum  floor  was  stained  with patches of dark brown and yellow. The walls were void of artwork. And the air smelled a bit like a baby’s dirty diaper. I had to fight the urge to cover my nose with the sleeve of my shirt. 

“Here’s  a  tip,”  Matty  said  to  me.  “If  a  Vietnamese  place  smells  good, get out. If it smells terrible, that means the food is probably amazing.” I’d never been to a Vietnamese restaurant before. The menu was gibberish to me.  Even  the  English  translations  weren’t  helpful,  as  they  were  just Vietnamese  words  written  with  Latin  letters.  I  was  just  about  to  turn  the menu upside down, to see if it would be easier to read, when Matty said, 

“Don’t  worry.  I’ll  order  for  you.”  Apparently  it  was  obvious  that  I  was completely inexperienced. 

He  ordered  using  numbers,  so  I  had  no  idea  what  he  got  me  until  it came to the table. I was disappointed when it was just an onion on a plate. It was fried and it fell apart the moment I touched it with my chopsticks. I was too nervous to tell Matty that it was not at all what I wanted, so I just forced a smile and I forced myself to take a bite. Shockingly, it was actually pretty good. The onion was strangely addicting, even though it smelled awful. 

Meanwhile, Matty was eating a bowl of what looked like intestines—so I was happy with my onion. 

After school that day, he caught up to my on my way to my bus stop. 

“Where you going?” he asked. 

“Home,” I said. 

“Don’t  do  that.  Come  over  to  my  place.  Let’s  talk  about  our  doc.”  I hated that he was calling it ‘our’ doc, as if I had anything to do with it. I bit down on my tongue to try and hide the anger I was feeling towards him. He

was  taking  advantage  of  my  meekness.  And  maybe  that  was  my  fault  for being so meek in the first place. 

I  ended  up  at  his  apartment,  which  wasn’t  too  far  away  from  that Vietnamese  restaurant.  He  was  on  the  second  floor,  with  bars  on  his windows. His carpet was stained and ripped in many spots, and his kitchen looked like the green-tinged ending of Requiem for a Dream. He took a seat on  an  old,  torn  couch  across  from  an  older  tube  television  set.  He immediately reached to his side and picked up a long doobie. I’d never seen drugs in my life, so my heart started pounding when he went to light the fat blunt. “Can you do that in here?” I asked. 

He shrugged his shoulders. “Everyone does it. I’m pretty sure the guy in the apartment above me does meth.” He took a long drag from the doobie and then he reached it out towards me. Finally, I was able to shake my head and decline one of Matty’s offers. He just shrugged his shoulders again and took another long drag. “Are you a virgin?” he asked. 

I was silent, afraid to answer. I wanted to lie and say ‘no’, but he was already  able  to  see  through  my  previous  lie,  and  I  didn’t  need  any  more embarrassment than I was already enduring. 

“You like girls?” he asked. 

“Yeah,” I said timidly. 

“The  best  thing  my  dad  ever  did  for  me—and  maybe  the  only  good thing he ever did—was take me to see a prostitute when I was sixteen. It gets a lot easier once you get that first time out of you.” 

I remained still and silent, standing awkwardly between his frightening kitchen and his wretched sofa. I was desperately trying to think of a polite way  out  of  his  apartment—and  a  polite  way  out  of  this  blossoming friendship—if you could even call it that. I wanted to be with those other guys: the scruffy haired dude and the redhead—they seemed more like me. 

I was even eavesdropping on them earlier while they talked about Stanley Kubrick  movies.  Those  were  the  kinds  of  conversations  I  wanted  to  be having. I didn’t want to be in a grungy apartment talking about prostitutes and drugs. 

“Want to fuck a prostitute?” he asked. 

I shook my head quickly. “No thank you.” 

“Why not? You know they’re not like they are in movies. They’re just girls. Some of them are actually pretty cool. I dated a prostitute for a year. 

Though I have to admit, it was weird knowing that she was banging other dudes.” 

I was wishing I could get into a time machine. I would go back to the start of that day and stop myself from looking around that room. I would do everything I could to avoid looking into Matty’s eyes. I would go straight towards the fellow in the Shining T-shirt, and I wouldn’t look back. 

“It’s just not my thing,” I said. 

“So tell me, Alex. What is your thing?” He was staring at me now with that fat doobie between his fingers, looking a bit like a tattooed version of Al Pacino in Scarface. 

I shrugged my shoulders. “I like movies.” 

“Me too,” he said with a big smile. “Everyone likes movies. Half of the world wishes they could make movies. But that’s not your thing. Your thing can’t be something that half of the world likes doing. Your thing has to be unique to you. So what’s your thing?” 

I  had  to  think  about  it.  Until  I  moved  away  from  my  small  town, wanting to make movies was my thing. But Matty was right: now that I was in  a  film  city,  taking  a  filmmaking  course,  there  was  no  longer  anything unique  about  wanting  to  make  movies.  There  was  nothing  special  about liking Wes Anderson or Edgar Wright. “I—I don’t know,” I said. 

“Well we need to figure that out. It’s important to know who you are,” 

he said, taking another long drag from that marijuana cigarette. “Especially if you want to make movies.” 

And maybe he was right. 

He held the doobie out again. “You should try it. You might like it. It certainly won’t hurt you.” I stared at it for a moment as smelly smoke rose up from the tip. Then, with plenty of reluctance, I reached out and took it. I brought it to my lips and I inhaled, bringing drugs into my lungs for the first time. 

CHAPTER III

I’d  always  been  very  cautious  when  it  came  to  spending  money—

mostly  because  I  never  had  much  money  to  spend.  But  that  evening,  as  I walked home from Matty’s apartment, high for the first time in my life, I decided I would treat myself. 

It  seemed  like  a  sign  from  God  when  I  saw  the  camera  supplies  store materialize in the distance. I went inside like a child running into a candy store. I’d only ever bought camera gear on the Internet. I’d never seen so many cameras in my life—not to mention all of the lenses and tripods and sound  gear  and  lighting  equipment.  The  whole  place  smelled  like  fresh plastic  and  clean  glass.  My  reddened  eyes  flashed  as  I  looked  around  the magnificent place. 

Then I went over to the lens counter and found myself staring at a lens I’d  always  wanted  but  never  seen  before  outside  of  the  Internet.  It  was beautiful: an 18mm 1.2 cine prime. It was the same lens Mikael Richardson used on his debut film, which won Cannes the year before. And it was on sale, down to $1,800 from $2,600—and that seemed like another sign from God,  seeing  as  I  had  exactly  $1,800  in  my  bank  account.  The  store employee walked up and grabbed the lens. He held it out to me and said, 

“Want to feel it?” I held it carefully. My heart raced. Then I held it up to look at it closer to the light. 

Then  the  lens  was  on  the  floor.  It  all  happened  so  fast,  slipping  away from my fingers and falling glass first towards the cement floor. There was an  audible  gasp  through  the  entire  store.  Employee  eyes  widened  and  my heart stopped beating. I looked down and saw the large crack through the glass.  “Dude,”  the  employee  said  with  shock  in  his  voice.  “You  didn’t seriously just do that, did you? I hope you know you have to pay for that.” 

It  took  my  high  brain  a  minute  to  process  what  had  happened.  I  just broke my dream lens, and now I was at the counter paying for it with my bankcard. My heart was stammering and my gut was turning. Everyone in the store was still staring at me—and that went on as I was walking out of

the store with a broken, useless lens. Maybe I could gut it and turn it into a coffee mug or something—an $1,800 coffee mug. 

It wasn’t until I walked into my apartment that I realized I no longer had enough  money  to  pay  my  rent,  or  my  student  loan  payment,  which  was coming up in a few days. I sat down on my couch and immediately found myself thinking about Matty. This was all his fault. None of this would have happened had he not given me that doobie to smoke. None of this wouldn’t have  happened  without  his  lousy  influence.  If  I  couldn’t  come  up  with  a measly fifty bucks by the end of the week, I was going to be kicked out of film school, and on my way back to my hometown where I fit in even less than I fit in here. 

I  fell  asleep  on  my  couch  and  I  didn’t  wake  up  until  my  alarm  was going off the next morning. It was time to go to school—possibly one of my last ever days of school. 

I was a little bit late. The only seat left in the room was next to Matty, so I had no choice but to sit next to him. He looked over at me with a big grin, as  if  he  knew  exactly  what  happened  after  I  left  his  apartment—as  if  he planned  the  whole  thing  as  some  big  joke.  Maybe  he  was  the  devil,  and he’d crawled up from Hell just to torment me. 

“Good night?” he asked me. 

“It was fine,” I said, forcing an awkward smile. I turned to listen to the lecture, and then he started talking. 

“We  never  talked  about  my  doc  idea,”  he  said,  whispering  over  the professor. “We should get together and talk about it—or we’re going to lose our little advantage.” 

I nodded my head, not fully listening to him. 

“I’ve  actually  got  a  few  ideas.  I  think  you’ll  really  like  them.  They might be pushing the envelope of what the school allows, but I think you’ll like them.” 

“Okay,” I said. 

“I’m  obviously  open  to  some  input  from  you  as  well,”  he  said.  I  was tempted to turn and scream at him to be quiet. Some of the other students were already starting to turn their heads, as if they wanted to tell us to be quiet.  They  probably  thought  that  I  was  part  of  the  problem—my  fellow

students  were  already  starting  to  hate  me  and  I  didn’t  even  know  their names yet. 

I just nodded my head, and Matty kept talking. “Are you a big doc guy? 

What’s your favourite doc?” 

I  shrugged  my  shoulders.  “I  don’t  know,”  I  whispered  as  quietly  as  I could. 

“Sorry, I didn’t catch that.” 

The  student  in  front  of  us  turned  and  looked  back  at  us.  I  closed  my eyes, trying to will this conversation to an end. “I said, I don’t know.” 

“Hey man, can you be quiet?” the student in front me said—and he said it to me, not to Matty, as if I was the problem. I had to bite down hard on my tongue to hide my rage. I forced a smile and nodded my head. 

There  was  a  minute  of  peaceful  silence,  and  then  Matty  ruined  it  by leaning over to say, “At lunch, I want to take you somewhere.” 

“Okay,  fine,”  I  said  quickly,  hoping  it  would  make  him  quiet.  And strangely  enough,  it  did.  He  didn’t  say  another  word  for  the  rest  of  class. 

Maybe he got my message, or maybe he just ran out of crap to say. I took a deep breath and tried to calm down my pounding heart. It’s not like any of this mattered anyway. I knew that as soon as my student loan payment got declined, I would be out of the school and I would never see Matty or any of the people in that class again. 

CHAPTER IV

Once  again,  we  went  in  the  opposite  direction  from  the  rest  of  our classmates.  I  looked  back  at  the  other  guys  in  our  class  before  we  turned around the corner. They were laughing as if they’d been pals for years. It sucked,  seeing  those  guys  getting  closer  and  closer—knowing  that  my chance of being one of them was getting smaller and smaller. It was starting to seem like I was stuck with Matty, and I was truly starting to hate Matty for it. I hardly knew the guy, and I was already starting to feel intense hate for him. 

We were five blocks away from the school when he pulled out a doobie and started smoking it on the street. He offered it to me, and for some stupid reason, I accepted, not wanting to offend him. Or maybe I didn’t want him to  think  that  I  was  still  a  dweeb.  The  doobie  hit  me  hard.  His  weed  was strong—maybe it wasn’t just weed. “You’re not so bad, Alex,” he said. And I had a feeling he wanted me to compliment him back, but the only thing I wanted to say to him was: ‘Please leave me alone from now on.’ But I was too much of a coward to say it. 

Then he said, “You seem down today. Everything okay?” 

I  nodded  my  head.  I  didn’t  want  to  tell  him  about  the  broken  lens.  I knew  he  wouldn’t  help  me  feel  better  about  it.  I  knew  that  he  would  just laugh at me, or give me some sort of twisted life lesson. 

“We probably shouldn’t get too far from the school,” I said. 

“We’re almost there.” 

We  were  in  the  dingy  corner  of  Chinatown,  where  all  of  the  sketchy homeless people lingered—and probably where Matty bought his powerful drugs.  We  turned  down  a  grimy  street  and  then  we  stopped  in  front  of  a shop that was simply called ‘MASSAGE’. 

“What’s this?” I asked. 

“What  does  it  say?”  he  said.  “You’re  so  tense  that  you’re  starting  to scare me. You need to relax. This place has the best rates: thirty bucks and you get twenty minutes—that’s more than enough time.” 

“Why don’t we just go eat? I don’t need a massage,” I said. We only got one  hour  for  lunch,  and  I’d  skipped  breakfast  that  morning—so  the  last place  I  wanted  to  spend  my  short  amount  of  free  time  was  at  a  massage parlour. 

“Just do it, man. Trust me—it will make you feel better.” 

I took a deep breath and looked towards the sketchy structure. “I don’t even have thirty bucks. I’m kind of broke at the moment.” 

He  laughed  and  shook  his  head.  “Then  it’s  on  me.  C’mon,  Alex.  I insist.” He started walking towards the door. I looked around and saw the dark gazes of experienced bums staring my way. I’d seen this part of town on the news many times, and I didn’t want to be the next story, so I ran after Matty and stayed close. 

The  inside  of  the  parlour  was  dark.  The  walls  were  a  deep  red  colour and  the  floor  was  covered  in  a  forty-year-old  red  carpet,  complete  with more stains than any sane person could count. There was an older woman standing behind a small counter. Her skin was loose but shiny, as if she kept a  constant  lathering  of  moisturizer  all  over  herself.  “Two  massages?”  she asked. 

“Wait here,” Matty said to me. So I remained close to the door while he went to deal with the woman. I assumed he was going to haggle, to get the cost  of  our  massages  down.  I’d  never  had  a  massage  before.  The  idea  of being  rubbed  by  a  stranger  made  me  uncomfortable—but  I  knew  that people  enjoyed  them,  so  I  was  doing  my  best  to  keep  my  composure. 

Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. Maybe I would like it—and maybe it really would help me to relax. I could use some relaxation time—just to get my mind off of that broken lens. 

Matty came back to me and pointed me towards the glistening woman. 

She was walking towards a long hallway. “Go ahead, Alex. Follow her,” he said. My heart galloped and my skin tingled. I started following her. I only looked back once, just for a second—just for long enough to see the smirk on  Matty’s  face,  letting  me  know  that  something  was  up.  But  I  was  too naïve to figure out exactly what was going on. I was too inexperienced to know that Matty had just set me up with a cheap prostitute. 


* * *


The  air  in  the  small  massage  room  was  damp.  There  was  no  door between me and the hallway—just a red curtain (a slightly different shade of  red  from  the  walls—though  I  think  they  were  likely  the  same  shade  at one point in time). The room was small, but empty. Aside from that creaky massage table, there was only a little side table crammed with massage oils. 

The older woman told me to lie down and remove all of my clothes. “Even my boxers?” I asked. 

She  smiled  as  if  she  was  about  to  laugh.  Then  she  nodded  her  head. 

“Everything.” She left to give me some privacy. As I took off my clothes, I considered  leaving  my  boxers  on.  I  didn’t  understand  why  I  needed  to  be completely  nude  for  a  massage.  It’s  not  like  they  were  going  to  be massaging my upper thighs or ass—right? 

I was under the sheet when I pulled my boxers off and tossed them over to  the  pile  of  my  clothes.  That  sheet  was  so  thin.  Even  my  small,  flaccid penis made a noticeable bulge. I tried to reposition it in many ways before finally  pushing  it  down  between  my  thighs.  Once  there  was  no  bulge,  I started to worry that the masseuse would look towards my crotch and think that I was some sort of weird micro-penis guy, so I pulled my cock back out and hoped that my slight bulge wouldn’t make my masseuse uncomfortable. 

At least five minutes passed and no one came into the room. I looked around for a clock but could spot nothing. I was tempted to stand up and pull  my  phone  out  from  the  pocket  of  my  jeans,  but  I  was  terrified  my masseuse would come in the moment I slipped out from under that sheet, so I remained still and started to accept that I might be late for my next class—

not  that  it  mattered  anyway,  if  I  was  just  going  to  be  kicked  out  of  the school by the end of the week. 

Finally,  there  was  a  tap  on  the  wall  outside  the  curtain.  The  curtain opened and a young woman walked in. I only caught a two second glimpse of her face before she reached out and dimmed the light until it was almost black  in  the  room.  She  was  blonde,  with  a  tiny  nose  and  big  eyes.  She couldn’t  have  been  any  older  than  me,  which  seemed  surprising.  Don’t masseuses  need  to  go  to  special  schools?  Don’t  they  need  certification? 

Maybe this particular spot didn’t hire registered massage therapists. 

She  said  nothing  as  she  went  to  the  small  table  of  oils.  She  squirted plenty  of  oil  into  the  palm  of  her  hand,  and  then  she  walked  over  to  me. 

Using her free hand, she grabbed my side and gently pushed, as if she was trying to tell me to roll over. So I rolled over, onto my stomach, carefully holding  the  sheet  so  it  didn’t  fall  off  of  my  naked  body.  Then  she  gently pulled down that sheet, until my whole back was exposed, and possibly the top of my ass. She rubbed her oil between both of her hands and then she touched  me.  I  became  tense.  The  oil  seemed  hot.  My  heart  stuttered  and then  I  suddenly  relaxed.  It  dawned  on  me  in  that  moment  that  I’d  never been touched by a girl before—unless you count my mother. A woman had never caressed my adult body. 

Her hands were so soft and gentle. She rubbed with the perfect amount of pressure, pushing down the muscles of my back, and then up from my hips. I took a deep breath and then I felt my body melting into that mattress. 

My eyes started to become heavy—possibly from my lack of sleep. When she  started  to  rub  her  hands  in  sensual  circles,  I  nearly  dozed  off.  Maybe Matty  was  right—maybe  this  was  exactly  what  I  needed.  I  heard  myself groan,  and  then  I  felt  embarrassed,  but  she  didn’t  say  anything  or  even react. When she got to my neck, I nearly told her that I loved her. I could feel  my  neck  muscles  transforming  into  soft  butter.  She  worked  her fingertips into my skin as if she’d been doing this for forty years—but she couldn’t have been a day older than nineteen. 

“That feels good,” I said. 

“Shh,” she whispered. And then my heart stuttered. Was I not supposed to speak? Was I supposed to keep my mouth shut? 

“Sorry,” I whispered quietly. She continued to rub, sending me back into that state of pure relaxation. Then her hand slipped underneath me and she began  to  pull,  as  if  she  was  trying  to  flip  me  over.  So  I  went  ahead  and flipped  myself  over,  once  again  carefully  holding  that  sheet  to  keep  my cock covered up. 

She started with my neck, standing behind me while rubbing my neck muscles deeply. Then she pushed her hands down my chest and started to rub my scrawny pecs. She leaned her torso over me, so her tits were nearly pressing against my face. I wasn’t sure if I was supposed to keep my eyes closed, but I found myself peeking them open, trying to see if I could get a glimpse up her crop top as she reached all the way across my torso to rub

my abdomen. Her fingertips were getting awfully close to my crotch. Her perfume was intoxicating. 

Then she stood up. She walked around the bed and then she grabbed the sheet, pulling it down to my knees and exposing my cock. My body became terribly tense, but I didn’t move. I wanted to reach down to cover my cock, but I didn’t want to ruin her little ritual—whatever that ritual was. Maybe she was going to rub my thighs. Maybe she didn’t care about my cock. It’s just part of the human body, right? Her job was to massage the human body. 

So I just closed my eyes and pretended like I wasn’t terrified. 

Her hands moved up and down my thighs, pulling in closer towards my crotch.  Then  she  squirted  some  extra  oil  into  her  hands  before  reaching down and slipping both of her hands around my whole package. I twitched and clenched. She grabbed my cock and ball sack firmly with both hands, and then she pulled one of her hands up the length of my shaft. Once that hand had slipped off of my tip, the other hand was coming up. She kept that rhythm going, pulling up, one hand after the other. I bit down hard on my tongue,  trying  not  to  get  an  erection.  Was  this  just  part  of  getting  a massage? How can a man stop himself from getting erect? A tingling was quickly growing between my virgin legs. 

“I’m sorry,” I said as I felt my cock beginning to throb in her hands. 

“Shh,” she whispered. I could feel my face reddening with humiliation. 

And  then,  after  a  moment,  I  realized  what  was  happening:  Matty  hired  a prostitute for me. This wasn’t just some scuzzy massage parlour—it was a Rub and Tug. 

She  had  a  firm  grip  on  my  erection  now.  She  was  beating  it  slowly, using her other hand to massage my ball sack. She was twisting her wrist every time she pulled up, and then when she pushed down, she was making a point of stretching my foreskin back as far as it would go. I could hear the massage oils squishing through her feminine fingers. I bit down hard on my tongue, worried I was going to come in a matter of seconds. I didn’t want her to think that I was a premature ejaculator, even though I knew she didn’t know me at all and would never see me again. 

I  kept  my  eyes  closed  and  worked  on  controlling  my  breathing.  I couldn’t decide if I was thankful for Matty or if I was furious at him. 

The  beautiful  blonde  leaned  down  and  hovered  her  lips  near  my  ear. 

“Do you want a regular ending or the special package?” she asked. 

My  heart  skipped  a  beat.  I  opened  my  mouth  to  speak  but  I  was  too afraid to conjure up words. I took a deep breath and then I remembered that Matty was paying. And as far as I was concerned, he owed me. “The special package,” I said. My voice cracked embarrassingly. 

Without  letting  go  of  my  cock,  the  girl  carefully  climbed  up  onto  the massage table with me. She kept beating while she lifted up her skirt and pulled  her  panties  to  the  side.  It  was  too  dark  in  the  room  to  see  much detail, but the area between her legs was dark, as if she had a large mane of pubic  hair—or  maybe  it  was  just  a  dark  shadow.  Was  I  about  to  lose  my virginity? Is this how I wanted it to happen? I tried to take back my request, but there was a lump the size of a grapefruit now in my throat, preventing me from speaking. 

As she sat her bum down on me, I was expecting my cock to enter into her body. Instead, I felt something different: something warm pressing up against my cock. It was big and hard and I could feel it throbbing. Was it her other hand? Using all of my energy, I looked down my body and saw that she was holding something against my cock as she rested her soft tush on my thighs. Was it a dildo? Was she rubbing my shaft with a sex toy? Did she plan on putting that toy in my ass? I didn’t want that—that’s where I was going to draw the line. 

But at the moment, it felt good. Whatever she was rubbing against me was  strangely  pleasant:  warm  and  hard  and  throbbing.  But  if  it  was  a  sex toy, how could it be throbbing? Why did it feel so lifelike? 

Then my eyes began to adjust to the darkness. I saw a tall cock pressed against my own, and that cock was coming from inside of her lacy panties. 

It was her cock: she was a transgender. 

I  became  paralyzed  with  fear.  I  desperately  wanted  to  tell  her  to  stop, but now I was afraid of offending her. I didn’t want her to think that I was a bigot. But I didn’t want to ejaculate with another cock pressed against mine. 

I tried to muster up some words, but the only noise that came out from my mouth was faint stuttering. I couldn’t look away. I watched as her thick tip pulsed and swelled against mine. She was bigger than me by a full inch—

maybe two inches. I could see a long dark vein zigzagging up the length of her shaft, running into her tip. 

I  was  already  on  the  verge  of  coming—but  it  wasn’t  fair;  the  arousal came before she exposed herself. I didn’t know that she was a transgender. 

And now it was too late. I could already feel my orgasm coming and I knew there was nothing to stop it, unless I pushed her off of me and ran out of that Rub and Tug. “Oh God,” I moaned, letting my head fall back. I could feel that tingle intensifying. 

Then  I  felt  something  press  into  my  bum.  It  was  thin  and  a  bit  sharp, making  me  gasp.  I  perked  up,  sitting  up  as  much  as  I  could  under  the circumstances. I saw that she had a hand down beneath my ball sack. She was  fingering  my  asshole,  curling  her  lone  finger  to  press  right  into  that tingling  spot  between  my  legs.  I  groaned  and  squirmed  and  my  body became tense. Then I watched as a massive blast of cum shot up into the air. 

It seemed to fly upwards in slow motion before coming down with a heavy splat against my abdomen. She pushed that finger hard into that soft spot in my  asshole  and  clenched  the  tip  of  my  dick  firmly  against  hers.  More impressive blasts shot into the air, making a big mess of my whole torso. I couldn’t believe how much cum I was producing and I couldn’t believe how high it was shooting up. 

As  soon  as  I  was  finished  unloading,  she  walked  up  next  to  me.  She pointed her big cock down at my chest and started beating herself quickly. I stared in my state of frozen terror. Was she going to finish herself off? Was that part of the deal? Did she think that I wanted her cum to join mine all over my chest? I was too mortified to ask her to stop. 

She  took  a  deep  breath  in  and  let  a  small  gasp  out.  She  aimed  her  tip down as far as she could, then I suddenly felt her hot liquid smearing across my chest. She made sure every last drop ended up on my body. She even stepped forward at the end to squeeze that very last drop onto my bare skin before turning around to fetch a handful of paper towel, which she quickly used to wipe off my chest. 

“That’s it. You can go now,” she said softly. But even speaking softly, I could hear that masculine twang in her voice. It was so obvious. She walked over and turned up the lights, and suddenly I could see her Adam’s apple

and her shoulders, which were a bit too broad to belong to a woman. She stared at me for a moment, and then she said, “Do you need a minute?” 

I  shook  my  head  slowly.  I  was  so  confused,  with  so  many  different emotions swirling around in my brain. Did I just lose my virginity? Or is a handjob in a different category? Regardless of the semantics, I knew that I would never forget this, and I would never forgive Matty for doing this to me. I could already picture him sitting in the little waiting area, laughing his ass off as if he just pulled the best prank ever. I wanted to grab him by the throat and strangle him. But even more than that, I wanted to never see him again  so  I  wouldn’t  have  to  live  through  the  humiliation.  Sadly,  I  knew  I would just be seeing him at my next class if I managed to avoid him on my way out of the massage parlour. 

“Do you have a back door?” I asked. 

She  stared  at  me  for  a  moment  longer  before  saying,  “Sure.  It’s  this way. Follow me.” So I got up and quickly got dressed. Then I ran to catch up  with  her.  We  went  down  a  surprisingly  long  series  of  hallways  before reaching a large steel door, which opened up into the alleyway. 

As I stepped out, she said, “You know, you would make a cute girl.” 

I paused. My heart stammered. “What?” I said. 

“If you ever want to make some extra money, we’re always looking for more  girls.  We’ll  do  your  makeup  and  hair  and  everything.  There  isn’t much  to  it.  We  get  really  busy  in  the  evenings.  You  can  get  through  five guys in an hour if you’re efficient. Marla lets us keep eighty percent.” 

“I—I’m  okay,  thank  you.  I  really  need  to  go,”  I  said.  I  was  worried  I would pass out in front of her if I stood there for any longer. So I jogged down the alleyway without looking back. 

CHAPTER V

I managed to get a seat far away from Matty after lunch. I made sure to pick a seat with no open seats next to me. And thankfully, no one told me that the seat was saved. After that third class, I approached the redheaded man  and  his  scruffy-haired  friend  and  I  formally  introduced  myself.  “I heard  you  guys  talking  about  Kubrick  the  other  day.  I  was  wondering  if you’ve seen Eyes Wide Shut?” 

“Oh yeah, that movie is awesome! So underrated.” 

We  got  to  talking.  We  ended  up  taking  our  conversation  to  the  bar across the street. As we stepped in through the front door, I looked back and saw Matty staring at me with a look of betrayal on his face. And for some strange reason, I felt a heavy guilt tingling inside of me. But why did I feel guilty? He set me up with a transgendered prostitute as a joke—that’s not what friends to for each other. He was trying to get me hooked on drugs, and he was trying to get me to surrender my own documentary pitch so that he had a better chance of getting his own idea through. He wasn’t a good friend, so I knew that I should feel nothing for him. 

But even after we all sat down at a table and continued talking about our favourite  movies,  that  guilt  continued  to  swell  inside  of  me.  It  would  go away  soon.  Matty  would  find  someone  more  his  speed,  and  they  could smoke pot and cruise around the scuzzy parts of town together. I liked my new  friends.  We  had  everything  in  common.  It  was  the  next  day  when Cameron, the redhead, invited me over to his apartment. It was a nice place with a clean couch and a big television set. He lived with his girlfriend, who was studying to get into med school. She made a batch of cookies for us, and then we all watched a set of independent shorts together. I was already forgetting about Matty. 

But  I  hadn’t  forgotten  about  my  predicament.  I  still  owed  the  school money and I had nothing to give them. There was a zero-tolerance towards late payments, so I needed to figure out something fast—and I only had two days left. I tried calling my parents, but they didn’t answer the phone. My dad’s answering machine said, “We’re in France until the 6th. If you need to

reach us, try our e-mail. Otherwise, see you in a few weeks!” I had no idea my  parents  had  even  been  planning  a  trip  to  France.  Maybe  they  were celebrating my moving out…

Then I thought about calling Matty. I had a feeling he would help me out if I asked nicely enough—even though I ditched him for a new group of friends. I had my phone in my hand, with his number on my screen, ready to be dialled. But I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t sink to that level. I had to find another way to make the money. 

That’s  when  I  remembered  the  transgender  prostitute’s  little  offer.  She told me that sometimes she got through five men in an hour and she got to keep  eighty  percent.  That  was  about  $120  per  hour.  But  was  it  worth  it? 

Was it worth the humiliation of getting dolled up and touching strange men? 

Could I even jerk a man off if I wanted to? Could I touch a man’s erection without gagging? My heart stammered down into my gut. I tried to think of other ways to make money. I even considered putting on my rattiest clothes and  sitting  out  on  the  street  with  a  cup.  But  I  needed  more  money  than  I could likely make panhandling. I just needed enough to get myself onto my feet. 

Maybe  they  could  make  me  unrecognizable  with  a  wig  and  some makeup.  Maybe  I  could  keep  the  lights  dimmed  down  enough  that  I  was nearly  invisible—the  way  my  blonde  masseuse  did.  I  didn’t  have  to  talk. 

The pretty blonde didn’t talk until the end, when it was voluntary. I could spend  a  few  hours  at  the  massage  parlour  and  that  would  solve  all  of  my immediate  problems.  I  would  get  to  stay  in  film  school  and  continue  to grow  my  new  relationships  with  the  first  people  I’d  ever  met  who  shared my same interests. 

I  paced  around  my  little  apartment  with  a  pounding  heart.  My  hands were trembling constantly. I was struggling to pull air into my lungs. Would they let me wear rubber gloves for the deed? Would I have to offer the ‘full package’, or could I just work with my hands and that would be enough? 

Would I even look a tiny bit convincing with a wig and some makeup and dimmed lights? Or would I just look like a ridiculous man in drag? 

My  computer  dinged.  I  had  a  new  e-mail.  It  was  from  the  school:  a reminder  to  pay  that  first  monthly  payment.  Then  my  computer  dinged

again, as if to torment me—this time reminding me that rent was due in a week. I groaned and closed my eyes, taking a deep breath. 

They  might  not  even  let  me  into  the  parlour.  I  could  tell  that  Marla woman  that  the  blonde  told  me  to  show  up,  and  they  might  just  turn  me around and tell me to get lost. 

It was 9:00 PM when I finally gathered the courage to step out from my apartment and start towards that grimy part of town. I didn’t take the bus or a  cab,  even  though  it  was  a  forty-minute  walk  from  my  place.  I  kept  my hands buried in my pockets the whole way, and I didn’t make eye contact with  anyone—especially  once  I  started  to  venture  into  that  freaky  part  of the city. 

I  put  my  hood  up  once  bums  started  shuffling  by  me.  The  streets smelled like urine and regret. I was two blocks away when I stopped to take a deep breath. Did I really need the money? Could I not just beg the school to give me an extension until my parents were back from vacation? Would my parents even help me out? 

I could see the massage parlour now. I watched from two blocks away as the odd man went in and another came out. There were some surprisingly nice cars parked along the road. Maybe this was the only trans Rub and Tug in  town.  I  approached  slowly  as  my  head  filled  with  so  many  terrible possibilities. What if this was the night the cops decided to raid the joint? 

What if I ended up in prison for trying to solicit sex? Or worse—what if my face ended up on the cover of the newspaper, all dolled up and humiliating? 

I was close now, on the same black as the red-tinged place. I watched as a  man  came  out  with  his  hood  up.  He  darted  quickly  towards  his  black Mercedes and then he drove off fast. Was he fleeing some sort of raid, or was he just trying to get away from any possible humiliation? 

I could suddenly feel the gazes of street creatures tickling the back of my  neck.  I  looked  back  and  saw  an  old  homeless  man  staring  at  me.  His eyes  were  almost  glowing  a  nauseating  yellow  colour,  making  my  skin crawl  with  thick  goose  bumps.  I  looked  away  quickly  and  headed  for  the entrance of that massage parlour. 

I went inside quickly, and then that familiar musty smell caught me off guard. It entered through my nose and seeped through my body, making my joints suddenly stuff. My gaze met with the gaze of the older woman behind

the counter, whose name was supposedly Marla. She smiled and nodded at me. “Back for another massage?” she asked with a slight grin. 

A  lump  puffed  up  in  my  throat,  but  I  managed  to  force  a  smile. 

“Actually,  I  was,  uh,  wondering  if—um—I  could  ask  a  sort  of  weird question.” 

She kept that grin on her face and continued to stare at me, making my stomach turn over and over again. “What is it?” she asked, leaning over the counter.  Her  top  was  tight  and  she  wasn’t  wearing  a  bra.  Her  tits  were sagging  enough  that  her  nipples  were  near  her  midsection  as  they  pushed against her tight top. 

“Well, uh, the girl I had the other day. She told me to come back and maybe—I don’t know—she said that you could use some extra help during the evenings.” 

Marla  stared  deep  into  my  eyes,  making  feel  small.  She  nodded  her head  slowly.  I  wondered  if  she  was  one  of  them—if  she  was  a  trans prostitute, or if this was just a business she coincidentally ran. “We’re not too busy tonight. I’m not sure why,” she said. “But it’s true—we do need more help around here. It’s not easy to find the right type of girl. But I can see what she saw in you. I think you could fit the mould. Do you have any pictures of you dressed up that you could show me?” 

I shook my head. “I’ve never done that before. I just need the money.” 

My stomach ached. 

And she was silent once again, staring into my eyes as if she was trying to  read  my  bluff.  Maybe  she  thought  that  I  was  an  undercover  cop,  or maybe she thought that I was a journalist, trying to expose her crazy trans prostitution ring. “So can I make some money or what?” I asked nervously. 

My voice cracked. 

“Tonight? I don’t think so. But if you come back tomorrow, Thursdays are always busy. I could probably get you half a dozen clients if you stick around for a few hours. I’m not sure what kind of money you’re expecting to make.” 

“I  just  need  enough  for  my  student  loan,”  I  said,  and  then  I  regretted giving her the unnecessary detail. “It’s due on Friday.” 

She nodded her head. “But I can’t just give you clients without knowing what  you  can  do—or  if  you  can  even  look  the  part.”  She  looked  around. 

“Okay—why don’t you follow me?” She stood up and went through a door behind  her  desk.  I  scurried  to  catch  up  with  her.  The  door  led  to  another long  hallway.  That  brothel  was  a  maze  of  long  hallways.  I  had  no  idea where  we  were  going,  but  I  was  already  regretting  every  single  step.  But why  couldn’t  I  stop  myself?  Why  was  I  going  ahead  with  this  ridiculous idea?  Surely  there  were  ten  thousand  other  ways  to  make  a  quick  buck. 

Could I not run some drugs across the border? Could I traffic some illegal firearms?  Could  I  not  murder  some  drug  dealer  for  the  mob?  Did  I  really have to dress up like a girl and touch cocks? 

We went into a large room filled with costume racks. It looked a lot like the drama room in my high school, except there was much more lace and satin—and  everything  was  much  less  Victorian—unless  they  had  fishnets and thongs in Victorian times. 

“Take off your clothes and sit down in that chair,” Marla said. I paused and then I followed her command without saying anything. I stripped down to my boxers, and then she told me to take those off as well. I could feel my face turning red as I tossed my boxers aside. I took an awkward seat in the chair,  which  was  leather  and  warm.  The  leather  stuck  to  my  skin  in  an awkward  way.  I  couldn’t  help  but  wonder  how  many  other  naked  male bodies  had  been  on  that  same  chair—even  though  it  smelled  strongly  of cheap perfume. 

Marla came up behind me and pulled my hair back so she could see my whole face. She nodded her head. “Okay. I can see it,” she said. Then she gently  felt  my  face  with  her  clammy  fingertips.  Her  pointed  fingernails dragged gently across my skin, making my whole body tingle with a strange coldness.  She  reached  across  and  grabbed  a  little  bottle  of  makeup.  She flipped it over and squirted some flesh-coloured cream into the palm of her hand.  Then  with  her  other  hand,  she  dabbed  some  on  her  fingertip  and spread  it  on  my  left  cheek.  She  did  the  same  to  my  right,  then  to  my forehead,  then  to  my  chin.  Then  she  started  to  gently  massage  the  cream into my skin. 

Next, she grabbed another little tube. She pulled off the lid to reveal a black marker tip. She gently pulled my head back and told me to close my eyes,  so  I  listened.  The  room  was  so  quiet  while  she  drew  gently  on  my

eyelids that I’m sure she could hear my heart pounding. I still couldn’t wrap my head around how I ended up in that brothel yet again. How had I gone from my harmless little small town life to  this?  Did Matty really screw my life up this much? 

She finished with the little marker, but I didn’t open my eyes. I kept my head tilted back and I allowed her to apply more and more to my face. She rubbed  something  around  my  eyes,  and  then  she  brushed  something  onto my  cheeks.  After  that,  she  brushed  something  else  all  over  my  face—

something that smelled like fresh cucumbers. Then I felt something smooth gliding on my lips, and I knew it was lipstick. She told me to pucker my lips together, so I followed that command as well. 

There was a ding coming from the main lobby. “Wait right here,” Marla said. Then she left me alone. I didn’t open my eyes. I kept them closed the whole time she was gone, even though she was gone for nearly ten minutes. 

I could hear her talking to a client, then leading the client to a room. 

When  she  came  back  to  me,  she  got  right  back  to  work,  brushing something  onto  my  eyelashes,  and  then  I  felt  a  small  pain  as  she  plucked my eyebrows. “I have to go to school tomorrow,” I said. 

“I’m  not  taking  much  off,”  she  said.  “You  already  have  very  nice eyebrows.”  She  plucked  and  plucked  and  plucked,  and  then  she  rubbed something into my eyebrows. Her hands disappeared for a moment as her heels clicked around the room. She came back and said, “Sit up.” I sat up but  I  kept  my  eyes  closed.  She  wriggled  a  wig  onto  my  head.  I  felt  her fingers running through the fake hair, primping it up, styling it as it sat atop my head. 

“Chloe was right,” she said. 

“Chloe?” I asked. 

“Your  date  from  the  other  day.  You  really  can  pull  the  look  off.”  My heart twisted and my gut turned. But that was what I came for, wasn’t it? If Chloe had been wrong, then I had no salvation. If Chloe was wrong about my potential, then this was all just a humiliating waste of time. It was still humiliating now, but at least it wasn’t a waste of time. “Open your eyes,” 

she said after applying a few last touches to my face. 

I  was  slow  to  open  my  eyes,  afraid  to  look  into  that  mirror.  Both possibilities were horrible: either I really looked like a chick, which is every man’s nightmare, or I looked like a complete loser, which meant that I no longer had any way of earning my missing student loan payment. My vision was a bit blurry, seeing as my eyes had been closed for almost half an hour. 

As my vision started to clear up, another client entered the lobby. Marla had  to  leave  to  get  him  into  a  room,  leaving  me  alone  with  my  own terrifying reflection. I had to bring a hand to my face, to feel that it was real. 

I looked completely different, yet somehow the same. 

I looked like a girl. I had big, flashing eyes, and plump, juicy lips. The wig she gave me was long and a similar colour to my natural hair. I ran my fingers through it, pushing it slightly off of my face so I could see Marla’s masterwork. 

It  didn’t  seem  like  she  did  much,  but  she  must  have  done  a  lot.  The makeup  was  thin,  and  there  wasn’t  much  in  terms  of  contouring,  and  not much  eye  makeup:  just  some  basic  eyeliner,  a  bit  of  eye  shadow,  some mascara, and a touch of blush. It didn’t make any sense. I didn’t want it to make sense. 

Marla came back into the room with that familiar smirk on her face. I couldn’t help but wonder if that smirk had been on her face the entire time she was dolling me up. “What do you think?” she asked. 

I nodded my head. “You did a good job,” I said with a nervous laugh. 

“I  didn’t  do  much.  It’s  your  face,”  she  said  with  a  little  giggle.  She walked over to the costume rack. She grabbed a little skirt and blouse off of the  rack,  and  then  she  walked  over  to  a  hanger  and  grabbed  a  bra.  She brought  it  all  over  to  me.  “Put  it  on,”  she  said.  “Let’s  see  a  finished product.” 

I put the skirt on first, so that I could get my cock back into hiding, and not  out  in  the  open  in  front  of  a  complete  stranger—not  that  it  made  any difference, seeing as it had been out in the open for nearly an hour. The bra was awkward to clip on, especially because it seemed too tight. The cups were already padded with a gel-like material. The fake gel tits jiggled with every little move I made. The white blouse was also tight, but I think that was the point. It was hard to button up—I couldn’t button it all the way, but that was likely also intentional. Marla tossed me a pair of white stockings, 

and  then  she  tossed  me  a  pair  of  white  cotton  panties.  I  put  it  all  on,  and then I turned to the mirror. 

I could almost see my heart sinking into my stomach. Had I not known any  better,  I  would  have  thought  that  I  was  looking  at  a  chick.  “Wow,”  I said, because I didn’t know what else to say. 

Marla nodded her head. “If you’re really serious about this, we can get you started tomorrow. You can make some good money with this gig—just a couple of hours each night and you’ll be earning more than your parents.” 

She laughed as if it was a joke, but she wasn’t wrong. My mom was a stay-at-home mom and my dad only made about sixty grand per year. 

But it’s not like I was planning on turning this into a full-time gig. This was going to be a one-night ordeal. I would make the money I absolutely needed and then I would start applying for dishwashing jobs at restaurants around my apartment. I wasn’t going to make a career out of stroking men’s cocks—and I certainly wasn’t going to let the money poison my brain any more than Matty had already poisoned it. 

Another client entered the little brothel. Marla went to the door while I continued to stare at myself in the mirror. Then she stopped and turned to me. “Why don’t you follow me?” she said. 

My  heart  fluttered  and  my  legs  trembled—nearly  buckling.  I  walked slowly towards her, feeling that old carpet against my stocking-clad feet. I didn’t think it was possible for my heart to pound any harder. What if Matty was  the  client  in  the  lobby?  He  knew  about  this  place…  If  it  were  him, would he recognize me? 

I  stopped  and  took  a  deep  breath  before  following  Marla  through  that door. I was relieved to see a stranger standing in the lobby, with his hood up and  his  hands  in  his  pockets.  He  looked  like  a  normal-enough  guy:  clean shaved, with short hair and newer clothes. He wasn’t some disgusting slob covered  in  gnarly  body  hair.  He  wasn’t  two  hundred  pounds  overweight, and I couldn’t smell any odour from the fifteen feet away I was standing. 

“Would you like a twenty minute massage?” Marla asked the man. 

He nodded his head and then he looked at me. I looked away abruptly. 

My heart skipped a beat before launching into a frenzy. 

“I  hope  you  don’t  mind—we  have  a  new  girl  in  training.  Is  it  okay  if she’s in the room to watch?” Marla asked the man. 

He was slow to respond. “Um. Okay, I guess so. Sure.” He was looking at me again, but I was too afraid to look up. I wanted to die. Why couldn’t I have fallen and split my head open in that camera store, instead of that poor, innocent lens? 

I followed Marla and the man down that long hallway. We turned left and entered into one of the rooms. I stood awkwardly in the corner while Marla  quickly  tidied  up  the  room.  Marla  went  to  the  door  and  said,  “Get undressed and your masseuse will be right with you.” Then she looked at me. “Well? Come on.” She waved for me to follow her, so I quickly slipped out from the room. “Just wait here until Trisha comes. Then you can go in with  her.  And  watch  her  carefully.  If  you  want  to  make  any  money tomorrow, you’d better pay close attention tonight.” 

Marla gave me a kiss on the cheek and then she started walking away, leaving me alone by that heavy red curtain, waiting to watch a tranny jerk off a random man. I closed my eyes and took a series of deep breaths. My mind  was  racing.  I  had  the  strangest  urge  to  cry,  but  I  was  too  afraid  to expose any emotion, even though I was standing all alone. 

When I opened my eyes, an unfamiliar woman was staring at me. She had  dark  hair  and  dark  brown  eyes.  “You  the  new  girl?”  she  asked.  Her voice  was  shockingly  convincing—much  better  than  Chloe’s—though  her body wasn’t quite as curvy and soft. “What’s your name?” 

I nodded my head. “Alex.” 

“Okay. Don’t get too close and make the guy uncomfortable. Got it? I’m Jessica,  by  the  way,”  she  said.  She  didn’t  wait  for  my  response  before slipping  into  the  room.  I  followed  her,  staying  near  the  wall  and  backing myself awkwardly into the corner. I watched as Jessica dimmed the lights and  started  squirting  warm  massage  oils  into  her  hands.  The  man  was already on his back as if he knew the protocol. Jessica pulled back the sheet and started to rub his back. 

I  found  myself  looking  down  Jessica’s  body.  She  was  wearing  a  tiny skirt—way  too  short  to  even  cover  her  ass.  When  she  bent  over  to  push down  his  long  back  muscles,  I  could  see  the  bulge  in  her  translucent

panties.  I  could  even  see  her  flaccid  snake  curled  up  between  her  thighs, roosting patiently on her thick ball sack. 

I  took  another  deep  breath.  I  looked  down  at  my  own  body,  almost forgetting  that  I  was  dolled  up  and  dressed  like  a  whore.  I  reached  down and gave my little skirt a tug so it would cover an extra quarter inch of my bare thighs—not that it made any difference at all. 

Then the man flipped onto his stomach. It was almost time for him to get what he came for. Jessica started at his neck, rubbing firmly while the man  became  more  and  more  relaxed.  It  didn’t  look  too  hard—I  could certainly  do  the  massaging  if  I  had  to.  It  was  the  next  part  that  made  me frigid with terror. She worked her hands down his torso, towards his crotch. 

She gently pulled that sheet back, exposing his erection. He was ready to be jerked off. It was likely all he’d been thinking about since the moment he was on that massage table. 

Jessica went back to that little table to get more oil—and she was going to need it because the man’s cock was massive. It extended past his belly button, hovering over his abdomen by a mere inch. It twitched along with his heartbeat. 

Jessica didn’t hesitate before wrapping her fingers around it and tugging upward,  coating  his  shaft  with  that  warm  massage  oil.  He  groaned  before she  even  did  it  a  second  time  with  her  other  hand.  I  could  already  see  a pattern.  Jessica  was  rubbing  the  man  the  same  way  Chloe  rubbed  me, pulling up and up while rotating hands, as if she was trying to pull a bucket out from a deep well. But Jessica’s next move was different; she cupped the palm of her hand over his swollen tip and she began to mash it gently, as if she  was  forming  a  ball  of  dough.  With  her  other  hand,  she  jerked  up  and down. She wasn’t just stroking his shaft, but his ball sack too, pulling that up and dropping it over and over. He seemed to like it. His face was turning a dark shade of red. 

“Come stand here, Alex,” Jessica said. My body tensed up and I took a sharp breath of air into my lungs. I had to fight through my rigid paralysis to force myself to move towards the action. I took a few steps closer, and the man’s cock already looked twice as big. “Watch what I’m doing.” I was afraid to get too close, knowing that his dick would soon be spewing cum. 

But I needed that money, so I had to follow all orders. I looked carefully at

the  man’s  cock  while  she  rubbed  it.  “See  how  I’m  twisting  my  wrist  like this and pulling all the way up to his tip? You try.” She let go of the cock. It throbbed hard as I stood there in a state of frozen panic. “Well? Don’t leave him  waiting.  Grab  it.”  She  took  my  hand  and  guided  it  to  the  cock.  She pressed my fingers around his hot girth and then she let go, expecting me to do the rest. 

Reluctantly,  I  pulled  up,  towards  his  tip.  My  stomach  gargled  and  my legs shook. I pulled my fist back down, into his pubic hair, and then I pulled up  again,  trying  to  twist  my  wrist.  The  man  groaned  with  pleasure. 

“Perfect,” Jessica said. “But you can move a bit quicker—especially on a busy night when we have lots of guys waiting.” 

So I tried pumping faster, pulling my hand up quickly and then pulling down slowly. It was harder than it looked to twist my wrist with each pump, but I could imagine that it felt good. 

“Come on me,” the man said suddenly. “I’ll pay extra.” 

“Me or her?” Jessica said casually, as if the request wasn’t completely terrifying. 

“Both of you. I’ll pay extra. Please.” 

Jessica reached down under her tiny skirt and she fished out her small cock. She started to massage it. “Let me stroke him. You get your cock out and start working it so we can come at the same time,” she said. She was so frighteningly professional about the whole process, as if she was changing the tire on a car. I took a deep breath before awkwardly reaching into my panties.  It  wasn’t  hard  to  pull  my  cock  out—at  least  not  physically  hard. 

Exposing  myself  to  two  strangers  wasn’t  so  easy  emotionally.  It  was especially  difficult  when  the  man  turned  his  head  and  locked  his  gaze  on my dick. He watched every single pump with parted lips. 

“I  want  you  to  come  on  my  face—both  of  you,”  he  said  through clenched  teeth.  His  cheeks  were  almost  purple  now—probably  with embarrassment. 

Jessica gave me a nudge, so that I would be closer to the man’s face. I forced myself to look away from him. I knew I would never come if I could see his horny gaze. I turned my gaze to Jessica instead and watched as she sensually rubbed her own cock. She used her own twisting wrist technique

on herself, squeezing particularly hard around her tip. I tried to do the same, hoping it was some sort of secret way of coming without being aroused. 

I looked up at Jessica’s body. She really looked like a girl. I wondered if she had implants, or if she was just wearing a padded bra like me. Maybe she  was  taking  hormones.  How  else  could  she  make  her  voice  so convincing? If she was taking hormones, that might explain her small sissy cock. There was something very feminine about that cock—and something very feminine about the way she rubbed it with so much elegance. It was hard to look away. 

I  could  feel  a  tingling  between  my  legs.  Then  I  felt  something  else:  a hand  on  my  thigh.  I  looked  down  and  saw  the  man  grasping  my  leg.  I closed my eyes and tried to pretend I was being touched by a woman and not a man at all. He moved his hand up and down. 

“Okay.  I’m  close.  Alex,  move  to  the  side.  Make  room.  I’m  going  to come  on  his  face.”  Jessica  stepped  to  the  side  without  letting  go  of  the man’s cock. She was a professional multitasker. I had a lot to learn. 

I stared down at her cock as she firmly squeezed her tip. Then I watched as blasts of white euphoria shot out, streaming across the client’s face. 

The sight was strangely arousing. I couldn’t look away—I couldn’t even blink. I groaned and squirmed and tried to fight back my urge to ejaculate, even  though  that’s  what  was  expected  of  me.  Then  I  stepped  forward, nearly touching the tip of my cock to the man’s face, and I burst. My huge load joined Jessica’s across the client’s overly satisfied face. It wasn’t until I was finished making a mess of his lips that I noticed his chest was covered in his own brand. Jessica got him off while I was getting off. 

I  stumbled  back,  overwhelmed  with  more  emotions  than  I  could process. I watched as the man started to get dressed, then I heard Jessica’s voice.  “What  are  you  doing,  Alex?  C’mon.  We’re  done  here.”  She  was holding the curtain open for me. My cock was still hanging out. My brain was refusing to process anything. I shook my head and then I jogged out of that  room,  to  get  as  far  away  as  possible  from  the  man  I  just  ruined  with cum. 

We both went to a back room where a couple of other girls were sitting and  chatting.  They  looked  up  at  me,  and  I  quickly  recognized  Chloe.  Her

eyes narrowed and then she smiled. “You came back,” she said. “I had the weirdest feeling that you were going to come back.” 

I just nodded my head. I was too afraid to reply. The girls were being strangely accepting of me, even though I was there to take away some of their business. Or maybe it was true—maybe they really didn’t have enough girls to handle their clients. 

Marla came into the room holding two twenty-dollar bills. “Here’s a tip from  the  client,”  she  said,  handing  me  the  money.  “I  guess  you  ended  up making  some  money  tonight  after  all.  Come  back  tomorrow  and  you  can make a whole lot more.” 

The girls were all looking at me with big smirks, as if they were all in on  some  joke  that  I  was  oblivious  to.  I  crunched  the  money  into  my  fist, seeing as I had no pockets. Then I said, “Where are my clothes?” 

Marla fetched my clothes and then I got changed as quickly as I could. 

“Is there somewhere I can wash the makeup off?” 

She showed me to a small bathroom, and the bathroom was right next to that back door. I knew that I probably should have stuck around to get more details  about  the  next  day,  seeing  as  I  didn’t  even  know  what  time  I  was supposed to be there or if they were expecting me to doll myself up. But my anxiety had reached its tipping point and I knew I just had to get far away from that brothel until I could clear my head. So I slipped out the back door and I jogged down the alleyway without looking back. 

CHAPTER VI

I went straight from school to the Rub and Tug. It was 5:30 PM when I walked in, and Marla rushed me straight to that back room. “The rush will be  starting  any  minute  now,”  she  said.  “Let’s  get  you  dressed.  Are  you okay? You look tired.” 

I nodded my head and tried to widen my eyes as much as I could. But in reality,  I  was  on  the  verge  of  passing  out.  I  hadn’t  slept  the  night  before, even  though  I  was  tired.  I  kept  thinking  about  that  man—my  first  client, taking all of that hot cum on his face. I couldn’t believe he paid money for that.  I  couldn’t  believe  I  was  accepting  money  to  give  out  that  sort  of treatment. 

But what kept me up more than anything was the memory of my own reflection: that girl in the mirror where my masculine self was supposed to be. It just didn’t make any sense how a bit of makeup and a wig could make such a radical transformation. Or was it a transformation? Was it possible that I just looked feminine and never knew it? I ended up getting up in the middle  of  the  night  to  stare  into  the  mirror,  trying  to  decide  if  it  was  the makeup to blame or my own unfortunate genetics. 

I remembered Chloe telling me that I would have made a cute girl—that was long before I ever put on any makeup. And then it turned out to be true, so the problem must have been me. Though now that I was making money, it  didn’t  seem  like  such  a  problem—but  it  was  concerning.  Or  maybe  the truly concerning part was the fact that I was willing and ready to cash in on my misfortune…

Marla  got  me  started,  and  then  clients  started  entering  the  brothel. 

“You’ll  have  to  figure  yourself  out—at  least  until  I  can  get  everyone situated,” she said before darting off, leaving me with an array of supplies that were completely foreign to me. She already had that flesh-toned cream rubbed into my skin, giving me a clear, clean look. She had a bit of eyeliner on one of my eyes, so I figured I would attempt to mimic the look on my other  eye.  I  didn’t  realize  how  badly  I  was  trembling  until  I  lifted  up  the little eyeliner pen to my eye. I had to take a long, deep breath to stop my

hand from shaking. And even once I had the pen steady, the line didn’t go on  perfectly  straight.  It  was  obviously  clear  that  I  still  needed  a  lot  of practise to get to the level of the other girls. 

I don’t think my makeup job was too bad. After a few tries (using a few makeup wipes) I managed to get my eyes matching, and then I took a stab at  doing  my  own  eye  shadow,  which  turned  out  surprisingly  well.  The lipstick  was  easy,  and  so  were  the  blush  and  the  mascara.  I  was  too intimidated to try any advanced makeup techniques, like contouring—but I think I looked pretty cute without any contouring. 

I  searched  around  the  room  for  the  same  wig  from  the  night  before.  I couldn’t  find  it,  so  I  assumed  another  girl  was  using  it.  But  I  did  end  up finding  a  platinum  blonde  wig  with  straight-cut  bangs,  which  framed  my face  in  a  cute  way.  The  wig  paired  nicely  with  the  black  lace  one-piece  I found, which I covered up with a red satin kimono, which almost matched the walls of the brothel. 

I tried on a few pairs of heels, but every time I took a step in the tall shoes,  I  nearly  toppled  over,  so  I  decided  to  walk  around  in  nothing  but fishnets,  like  I  saw  the  other  girls  doing.  I  was  pulling  those  fishnets  up when  Marla  suddenly  appeared  in  the  doorway.  “Follow  me,”  she  said. 

“Your first client is here.” She immediately started back towards the lobby, but I was slow to follow. I’d almost forgotten that I was there to do a job. I wasn’t just there to get dolled up and play dress up. 

I  walked  slowly  towards  that  lobby.  Marla  was  already  talking  to  the client, telling him that I was on my way while she showed him to his room. 

All of those familiar anxieties came rushing into me. I closed my eyes and tried  to  gather  myself,  and  then  suddenly,  I  was  standing  in  the  room, staring at my first client. He was on his stomach with his face down, with only  a  sheet  over  his  naked  body.  Marla  was  already  gone—I  was  on  my own. 

I reached for the lights and dimmed them down as far as they would go. 

It was hard to grab the little dimmer switch with my shaking fingers. My joints cracked as I took a step towards the massage oils. I had no idea which oil was for what, so I just grabbed the biggest bottle and squirted plenty into my  hand.  Then  I  found  myself  staring  at  the  naked  man  again.  He  was being patient—almost too patient. I found myself wondering: what if he’s a

cop? What if this is a bust? What would my life become if I got arrested for being a transgender prostitute? 

For some reason I caught myself chuckling at the idea, even though it was  the  most  terrifying  situation  imaginable.  Had  I  lost  my  mind  finally? 

Had I maxed out my anxiety level? Had my life turned into a silly joke? I had to take a deep breath to get the smile away from my face. Now I was standing  over  the  man,  looking  down  at  his  bare  back.  At  least  he  wasn’t obese  and  hairy.  He  seemed  fit  and  normal,  and  he  smelled  like  fresh cologne. I put my hands down on his back and then I started to rub. I wasn’t a  trained  massage  therapist,  but  he  wasn’t  there  for  a  trained  massage therapist.  This  part  was  just  a  formality,  to  get  him  ready—and  to  get myself ready. 

I pushed up and down the muscles of his back, digging in as deep as I could.  My  hands  were  still  trembling,  but  he  didn’t  seem  to  notice—or maybe  he  just  thought  that  was  part  of  my  technique.  I  worked  my fingertips into the muscles of his neck, and then I pulled down, all the way to  his  butt  cheeks,  the  way  Chloe  did  with  me.  It  was  strange  touching another man’s butt. I had to keep reminding myself that I needed the money so I could continue to follow my dreams of being a filmmaker. 

He let out a satisfied groan as I dug into the muscles of his lower back, so I spent some extra time there, even though I knew it was probably time to flip him over and get the show on the road. I was delaying, and he didn’t seem  to  mind.  I  closed  my  eyes  and  rubbed  while  counting  down  the seconds,  even  though  I  knew  the  seconds  weren’t  counting  down  to anything. This wasn’t a timed session. This session wouldn’t end until I had his cum wiped up with a wad of paper towels. 

Suddenly  he  started  to  flip  himself  over.  I  pulled  my  hands  away quickly. He had his eyes closed with a peaceful look on his face. He nestled into a comfortable spot on his back, then he became still. I knew what he wanted, but I still wasn’t sure I could give it to him. So I started by rubbing his chest: moving my hands up and down, running my fingers over his hard abs  and  thick  pecs.  He  was  a  handsome  man  with  an  athletic  body.  I couldn’t  quite  figure  out  why  a  guy  like  him  would  go  to  a  brothel  for  a handjob. Surely he could go to any bar and pick up any girl. But maybe he didn’t want any girl. Maybe he wanted a specific kind of girl with a specific organ between her thighs. 

My heart skipped a beat. I bit down on the edge of my tongue and then I grabbed  that  sheet.  I  just  had  to  get  this  over  with.  I  couldn’t  delay  any longer.  I  pulled  down  that  sheet  to  reveal  his  long,  thick  cock.  He  was flaccid and clean-shaven—and uncircumcised. 

I stared at that cock for a moment. I didn’t want to lose my innocence like  this—but  at  least  I  wasn’t  losing  my  virginity.  At  least  I  would  still have something left to give to a woman. 

I  gently  slipped  my  fingers  around  his  cock.  It  was  heavy.  I  held  it straight up and then I carefully pulled back his foreskin. His tip was round and  thick  and  swelling  fast  with  blood.  I  could  feel  his  dick  becoming warmer as it throbbed. I grabbed a nearby bottle of oil and I squirted a dab straight onto the tip of his cock. His body tensed up—probably because the oil was initially cold. I probably should have warmed it up with my hands first—but he didn’t seem to mind. Using both of my hands, I rubbed that oil down the length of his shaft. I used way too much; it was running down his ball  sack  and  his  thighs,  pooling  on  the  massage  table.  I  was  tempted  to apologize, but I was too afraid to try out my girly voice with a client. 

I tried to scoop some of that oil up, pulling it back up his shaft, but it just kept running back down. I was going to have a mess to clean up once this was finished. 

The  man  squirmed  and  groaned.  His  cock  was  big  now:  standing  tall and  erect,  still  throbbing  with  every  beat  of  his  heart.  I  stroked  it  firmly, feeling  his  thick,  hard  veins.  After  a  few  pumps,  I  tightened  my  grip.  I closed my eyes and tried to pretend like I was simply jerking myself off. As far as my hand was concerned, there was no difference, aside from the fact he was easily two or three inches bigger than me, and quite a bit thicker. I kept telling myself that it was just a body part—no different from his back or his chest or his abs, which I’d been rubbing for the past fifteen minutes. 

I opened my eyes and saw that the tip of his cock was a shade of red now.  I  remembered  Jessica’s  technique  with  the  twisting  wrist  and  the cupped hand over the bulbous tip, so I tried that. He groaned and squirmed again. “That feels good,” he said through clenched teeth. 

His cock became bigger to my surprise. So I used both of my hands to jerk  his  length,  as  if  I  was  operating  a  Mennonite  butter  churn.  I  looked down  the  man’s  body  and  saw  that  his  muscles  were  flexing  while  he

squirmed. A vein was swelling on his forehead and his skin was turning a dark shade of red. I could feel something swelling in his cock, so I looked back  down.  Suddenly,  cum  blasted  up  into  the  air.  I  didn’t  react  quickly enough:  the  first  blast  streaked  across  my  cheek,  and  then  the  second  got me square in the chest. Finally I tilted his cock down and made him cum on his own chest. I firmly squeezed the tip of his cock until the last drop was oozing out from his hole. Then I grabbed the paper towel. I wiped him up, and then I wiped up myself. And without sparing another second, I zipped out of that room so I could be alone for a moment to gather my sanity. 

I just jerked a man off for money—and I actually got him off. Not only did I get him off, but now I had remnants of his cum on my face and on my chest. 

I  stared  at  myself  in  the  mirror.  Then  something  peculiar  happened:  I smiled.  I  tried  to  push  the  smile  away,  but  it  wouldn’t  go.  What  was  I smiling  about?  Was  I  happy  to  be  earning  money?  Or  did  I  like  that  I managed to make a man come like a broken sink? I had a bad feeling I was happier about the latter. 

A  finger  tapped  me  on  the  shoulder,  making  me  spin  around  with  a pounding heart. Marla was standing behind me. “Your next client is in room three. He’s been waiting for a few minutes—you’d better hurry!” 

I didn’t have time to full process the potentially traumatizing experience of jerking a stranger off. I had to keep working. I had to make the money I needed, and I didn’t even have a full day before that money needed to be handed in. 

CHAPTER VII

My  second  client  wasn’t  quite  as  simple  as  my  first.  He  was  an  older man with a bit of extra body weight. He didn’t want to close his eyes. He was set on staring at me for the entire massage—and for the entire happy ending. When I started jerking off his thick, short cock, he asked me to take my cock out, just so he could stare at it, so I took my cock out and let it dangle in front of his face while I pumped his shaft. Strangely, I ended up getting  an  erection—possibly  because  there  was  a  mirror  across  the  room and  the  sight  of  myself  all  dolled  up  and  stroking  another  man  was strangely arousing. 

He  came  quickly.  I  wasn’t  even  finished  wiping  him  off  when  Marla poked her head into the room to let me know I had a client waiting in room six.  So  I  went  straight  to  my  third  client:  a  younger  man  with  a  scrawny body  and  a  long,  thin  penis.  He  asked  me  for  the  ‘full  package’,  which meant me climbing up on the massage table and rubbing my cock against his. I was reluctant, but I needed the money, and I didn’t want to let Marla down. So I awkwardly climbed up, took out my cock, and then I pressed it against his. I was just able to fit both of our rods in my right hand. 

It was an uncomfortable feeling, being pressed up against another man

—especially when I could feel his cock swelling, about to come. He gave me no warning. His cock didn’t fire powerful blasts like the two men before him; instead, big globs of cum just oozed out of his tip and ran down both of our lengths. I wasn’t nearly as disgusted as I thought I would be. In fact, I nearly came shortly after him, but I managed to hold back. 

Though I wasn’t able to hold back for my next client. He asked me to jerk myself while I jerked him. He never asked me to come, but that’s what he got—and he got it all over his thighs and crotch. I don’t think he minded, seeing as he ended up coming just a few seconds later, with a loud, elated groan. I had to use quite a bit of paper towel to clean him up. 

I had a small break after that—enough time to pour myself a coffee in the back room and drink half of it while chatting with the other girls. I was surprised  by  how  cool  the  girls  were.  I  ended  up  learning  that  Chloe  was

actually  saving  up  for  film  school  herself.  “In  two  months,  I  have  almost enough to pay for the whole course up front—no student loans needed,” she said. 

I asked her about her favourite movies, and it turned out we had quite a bit in common. I wanted to talk more, but Marla came into the room and pulled her away so she could see a regular client. Then the other girls had to go  to  tend  to  new  clients,  leaving  me  alone:  finally  a  moment  to  try  and wrap  my  head  around  what  was  happening.  But  the  moment  was  short lived. Marla poked her head into the little break room and said, “You’ve got a client. He’s in room six.” So I took a deep breath and I started towards my next client. 

I  had  no  idea  how  much  money  I’d  made.  I  knew  that  the  clients  left tips on top of the thirty bucks they had to pay for their tug—not to mention the extras. I was fairly certain that I’d earned more than enough to cover my first student loan payment, and maybe even enough to cover my first month of  rent  once  it  was  due.  So  I  probably  didn’t  have  to  carry  on.  I  could probably ask Marla to pay me out, and then I could pretend like this night never happened. But how could I say no to another quickie? How could I turn  down  another  payout  that  would  only  take  a  few  minutes?  I  was already dolled up and I’d already jerked off a number of cocks that night. 

What was one more? 

I slipped into the room and dimmed the lights. I saw the young man on his  stomach.  He  had  tattoos  on  his  back  and  dark,  scruffy  hair.  I  squirted some oil into my hands and I rubbed my hands together until the oil was pleasantly  warm.  Then  I  stepped  over  and  pressed  my  hands  against  the man’s back. His body was hard with muscles. I had to push firmly to get into his traps, and I had to push even harder to dig into his lower back. I gently  pulled  back  the  sheet  to  expose  the  top  half  of  his  ass,  which  was firm and perky. 

I went through my routine, trying to get the man as relaxed as possible before it was time to stroke him off. 

He groaned. “That’s nice,” he said softly. His voice made me pause for a moment. It was familiar, but I couldn’t quite figure out why. I didn’t think too much into it. The massage was already half done and I didn’t want to lose my momentum. I pried my hands under him to let him know I wanted

him to flip. He followed my command. And that’s when I saw that I was massaging Matty. 

His  eyes  were  closed  and  he  had  a  half-smile,  as  if  he  was  really enjoying himself. I froze with terror. All he had to do was open his eyes and I was doomed. I didn’t want him knowing that I was rubbing men off for money. I didn’t want him telling the whole school as a way to get back at me for ditching him for a new group of friends. 

I tried to turn my head away from him while I started to rub his chest—

just in case he opened his eyes. I kept my chin up and my gaze on the far wall. I knew I had to get him off so this horrible torture could be over. So I didn’t waste any time. I slipped my hands down and I flipped up the sheet. 

Then, without even looking at his crotch, I picked up his cock and I started to massage it. He had a big cock—much bigger than I would have expected. 

He had some scratchy pubic stubble, as if he’d shaved a few days before. I tried  hard  not  to  look,  but  I  ended  up  stealing  a  glance,  just  to  satisfy  a tingling curiosity. 

Then  I  looked  at  his  face  to  make  sure  his  eyes  were  still  closed. 

Thankfully,  they  were.  So  I  turned  my  head  away,  looking  at  his  pile  of clothes on the chair in the corner. That clothing pile was the safest place to look: away from his face, so he couldn’t possibly recognize me. 

His cock was hard in my fist now. I squeezed it firmly and pumped it viciously. I wasn’t interested in making this a long, satisfying experience. I just wanted to get him off quickly so I could run and hide before it was too late.  I  remembered  the  way  Chloe  pressed  her  finger  into  my  asshole  to make me come faster—and I decided that I was desperate enough to do the same thing. So with my finger all oiled up, I pressed it into his tight asshole. 

I  curled  my  finger  towards  his  sweet  spot  and  I  began  to  gently  jab.  He groaned, letting me know I was in the right place—so I didn’t stop. I kept pumping and jabbing with my head turned in the other direction. 

Then he said, “Take your cock out and get it up.” 

My heart stammered and my legs trembled. I was too afraid to look over to see if his eyes were open—but surely they were. He wouldn’t be asking me to take my cock out unless he was looking. So I fished out my cock and I  massaged  it  until  it  was  erect—which  was  easier  than  expected.  Once  I

had  a  stiff  erection,  I  stuck  my  finger  back  into  his  asshole  and  I  kept working: pumping with a tightly clenched fist. 

And it was only a minute later when I had him groaning and straining. 

He curled his body forward as if he was trying to do a crunch, and then I tipped his cock towards his chest just in time. He spewed a hot load across his torso. I released his cock the moment that last drop was out. I snatched a wad  of  paper  towel,  wiped  his  chest  with  a  single,  firm  wipe,  and  then  I zipped  out  of  that  room  before  he  could  have  a  chance  to  see  my  face.  I didn’t even turn up the lights for him on my way out. 

When I saw Marla in the back room, I told her that I was done for the night. “I have to go. Sorry—something important came up. Can I get paid now?” 

She stared at me strangely with narrowed eyes. I couldn’t tell if she was mad  or  disappointed  or  just  simply  confused.  But  I  didn’t  care  to  stick around  to  find  out.  She  handed  me  a  big  wad  of  cash  and  then  she  said, 

“Will you come back?” 

“I don’t know,” I said. 

“We could use you. You’ve made tonight a hell of a lot easier.” 

I  nodded  my  head  quickly.  “I’ll  think  about  it.”  I  took  the  money  and left without even counting it. I was shocked when I got home and saw that I had six hundred dollars—way more than I needed. Though it wasn’t quite enough to cover the cost of that broken lens. 

But I had no intention of going back to make up the rest. I had enough money to get me through the rest of the month. 

CHAPTER VIII

I didn’t go back to the brothel that week. I didn’t end up going back at all that month. I paid up my student loan and then I paid for the first half of my rent, and then I was happy the money was gone, so I could pretend like it  never  existed—like  I  never  whored  myself  out  for  a  filthy  night  of rubbing and tugging. 

I  got  to  stay  in  school.  I  got  to  continue  going  to  lectures  and workshops. And thankfully, Matty didn’t seem to have any idea that it was me who jerked him off in that grungy whorehouse. He ended up finding a couple of friends in our film school class, and I’m pretty sure he’d forgotten all about me after a week. Matty and his new friends would disappear after school each afternoon to go and work on their documentary pitch. I did the same  with  Cameron  (my  new  redheaded  friend)  and  Adam  (my  new scruffy-haired friend). 

We wanted to pitch a documentary about fake haunted houses and the people who ran them. Adam managed to track down the owners of one of the local famous haunted houses, and they were willing to let us stay a night to get footage—assuming our department head approved our documentary. 

For our pitch, we interviewed the owner of the house. He had no idea that  our  documentary  was  about  ‘fake’  haunted  houses,  or  that  we  were trying to expose him for lying. We also had an interview with a carpenter who  claimed  he  worked  on  the  house’s  renovation.  He  told  us  that  the owner of the house asked him to make the walls slightly crooked, so that picture frames were more likely to fall off. 

Pitch day was on a Friday. It was after lunch and we all gathered in the school’s theatre room. Our team pitched first. While Adam was discussing the  details  of  our  documentary,  I  watched  our  department  head,  trying  to decide if he was digging our idea. I caught him with a small smile at one point—which he didn’t make for the next five pitches. 

Then it was Matty’s turn to pitch. He walked up alone while his group stayed  in  their  seats.  He  was  quiet  at  the  front  of  the  room  for  a  moment with  his  eyes  closed.  “Sometimes,  to  make  a  great  documentary,  a

filmmaker  needs  to  put  himself  in  the  middle  of  the  action,”  he  said.  “It isn’t  always  easy  to  do.  Sometimes  it  means  making  yourself  very vulnerable.  Sometimes  it  means  doing  things  you  don’t  want  to  do.  But sometimes it’s the only way to get a truly great story.” 

The projector turned on and a familiar image came on the screen. It was the  exterior  of  the  brothel,  with  the  simple  sign  that  read  ‘MASSAGE’. 

“From the street,” Matty said, “this looks like an ordinary massage parlour. 

But really, it’s a den of prostitution: a sick place for a very specific crowd of people.” 

The image on the screen changed. Now, we were watching video from inside of the lobby. The camera seemed to be hidden in a hat. Marla walked in  from  the  back  room  and  smiled.  “Are  you  here  for  a  massage?”  she asked, oblivious to the recording camera on Matty’s head. 

I found myself sinking into my chair. I had a terrible feeling about this

—the worst imaginable dread churning in my gut. I wanted to get up and leave, but I had to know if I ended up in his video. While the whole room stared at the screen, I looked over at Matty. He was looking at me with a slight grin. That grin was enough to make my body cold with horror. Did he know it was me? Did he allow me to jerk him off, or did he not realize until he got home and watched the footage? 

“I went deep into the operation,” Matty said as the video changed to a shot inside of one of the massage rooms. He placed his hidden camera hat down carefully on the corner chair, on top of his clothes, facing the room. 

Then, he stepped in front of the camera, with his cock blurred out for the class’ sake. Some of the students chuckled as if it was funny. But it wasn’t funny. It was horrible. It was the most awful experience I could imagine. I thought about running—getting up and running out of that school and never going back. I could delete all of my classmates from my contacts. I would never  have  to  talk  to  them  again.  I  could  leave  before  I  appeared  on  the screen—at  least  that  way,  I  could  convince  myself  that  no  one  ever recognized me. How could I know that they recognized me if I left before they had the chance? 

In the video, I came into the room. When the lights dimmed, the camera automatically adjusted, brightening up as if it was daytime. I had my back to the camera while I started rubbing his back. 

I was so angry and devastated. I wanted to jump up and throttle Matty. 

Was this his idea of revenge for ditching him? Or did he set this whole thing up? No—that was impossible. He couldn’t have possibly set this up. How could he know that I would break a lens and be so desperate for money that I would become a transgender prostitute? 

“On  this  journey,  we  discovered  that  some  people  will  go  to  great lengths for money,” Matty said. 

Then the scene cut to me jerking him off. The action between his legs was blurred, but my face was clear, facing the camera—only with a bit of makeup  and  that  blonde  wig.  My  heart  stopped  beating.  The  classroom became silent. I sunk down into my chair and closed my eyes, waiting for that horrifying moment to end. I opened my eyes just enough to see that my erection was blurred out—but it was obvious that it was there. 

“Ladies  and  gentlemen,  this  massage  parlour  is  a  Rub  and  Tug.  It’s  a brothel filled with transgender prostitutes. And the whores working inside are people just like you and me.” 

I  managed  to  look  around  the  room.  I  was  shocked  that  no  one  was looking at me, as if they couldn’t tell they’d just watched me in that pitch video.  And  if  they  couldn’t  tell,  did  that  mean  Matty  couldn’t  tell?  Did  I manage to dodge the biggest bullet of my life? 

“I  want  to  make  a  documentary  to  expose  these  degenerates,”  Matty said.  “We’re  going  to  go  deep  undercover  and  find  out  who  these  ‘girls’

really  are.”  The  video  ended  and  Matty  smiled  big  as  if  he  just  gave  the greatest pitch in the history of film. But the room didn’t applaud. The crowd was silent. Matty looked around with a confused face, wondering why he didn’t even get a courtesy clap like the other pitches got. 

Someone put up their hand. Matty pointed at them. “Yes. You.” 

“I don’t get it. You’re going to expose the sex workers?” 

Matty nodded his head. “That’s right.” 

“What did they do wrong?” 

Matty’s  eyes  narrowed.  “What  do  you  mean?  They’re  selling  sex. 

They’re contributing to the degradation of society. They need to be exposed and shamed.” 

“What?  Why?  They’re  just  making  a  living,”  one  of  the  girls  in  the room said. 

Matty looked strangely offended. He wasn’t getting the heroic reaction he was looking for. “Making a living? It’s against the law.” 

“Actually, it’s not against the law,” someone said. “It’s against the law to  solicit  prostitution—not  to  be  a  prostitute.  And  even  here,  you  could argue that men are paying for massages and the other thing is superfluous.” 

“Shut up, Kevin,” Matty said. His face was turning red. 

“No  one’s  getting  hurt,  so  why  are  you  trying  to  ruin  these  people’s lives?” one of the older students asked. 

Matty  was  practically  fuming  now.  “How  can  you  people  take  their side?” 

“Isn’t  that  you  in  the  video?  Did  you  go  in  there  to  get  jerked  off?” 

someone asked with a chuckle. 

“Hey, that’s enough!” the professor said, as if he was teaching a class of small, disobedient children. 

But  that  wasn’t  enough.  Matty  wasn’t  finished.  “Sure—but  just  to expose them for who they really are!” he said. 

“So you’re the only one who did anything illegal here,” someone said. 

Then the class started laughing. 

Matty clenched his hand into a fist. Then he looked at me and pointed. 

“Alex is one of them! That’s Alex in the video!” he said. 

Heads turned towards me. I sunk even deeper into my seat. I wanted to close my eyes, but I didn’t want to look too guilty. I managed to force an awkward smile. 

Then one of the girls said, “So what? Good for him! He looks good as a girl.” 

“Yeah!” someone agreed. 

“You don’t know Alex’s circumstances!” someone called out. “Who are you to judge him?” 

I couldn’t believe the support I was receiving. The warm fuzzy feeling swelling inside of me was quickly overwhelming the humiliation. It made

no  sense:  they  really  didn’t  care  about  what  I  did.  They  seemed  to understand my motives, even though I hadn’t even tried to explain myself. 

And they were right: I did look good as a girl. I looked hot in that clip, where I was jerking Matty off. It was nice to know that I wasn’t the only one who thought so. 

“Matty,  your  pitch  is  over.  Let’s  get  the  next  group  up,”  the  professor said. Matty’s face was white. His lips were parted and his eyes were wide. 

He  stormed  out  of  that  room  and  we  never  saw  him  again.  I  think  he dropped  out—maybe  early  enough  that  he  could  get  his  money  back.  He wasn’t cut out for the filmmaking lifestyle anyway, so it was probably for the best. 

As for me: I ended up going back to that Rub and Tug. Marla has no issues  taking  me  back  even  though  I  disappeared  for  almost  four  weeks after  my  first  night.  “It  happens  all  the  time,”  she  told  me  with  a  warm smile. The other girls were happy to see me, and I was happy to get dolled up  again.  I  forgot  how  much  I  liked  squeezing  into  tight  lingerie,  and  I forgot  how  pretty  I  could  look  with  a  touch  of  eyeliner  and  some  blonde bangs. 

My heart fluttered with excitement when Marla came into the room and looked at me to say, “You’ve got a client in room two.” It had been a long time  since  I  got  a  man  off,  but  I  couldn’t  wait  to  do  it  again.  Maybe  that made me a degenerate, like Matty said, but I didn’t care. It was a great way to pay for my student loans, bills, rent, and the odd new camera accessory. 

I  ended  up  buying  an  unbroken  version  of  that  lens  for  my  camera.  I bought four other lenses as well—and a lens bag, a speed booster adapter, a fluid-head tripod, and some other goodies. It wasn’t long before I had my classmates asking me how they could get into the Rub and Tug game. “It’s not for everyone,” I said with a sly smile. “But if you come by tonight, I think my boss would let you give it a try.” 


THE END

STICK & POKE

Tattoo  artist,  Hubert  Santiago,  can’t  stand  Billie  Siren’s  new  song, which seems to be playing on the radio every fifteen minutes. In case the song isn’t bad enough, all of his co-workers and clients can’t stop talking about  the  young  pop  star.  Hubert  had  never  even  heard  of  her  until  the annoying song started playing on every station. 

One night, a young woman comes into the shop for a tattoo. She wants it  done  secretly,  around  her  private  area,  meaning  she’ll  need  to  take  her bottoms  off.  As  a  professional,  Hubert  doesn’t  mind,  though  he  finds  the non-disclosure agreement she demands he sign a bit strange. The girl keeps insisting that she’s a big deal, but Hubert’s never seen her face before—and he  can’t  even  begin  to  understand  why  she  would  want  him  to  agree  to secrecy, seeing as the girl is already covered in tattoos. Then he finds the long  shaft  she  wants  to  remain  a  secret,  and  later,  he  finds  out  who  the mysterious girl was. 

CHAPTER I

I heard the new Billie Siren song on the way to the shop that morning. I tried  changing  the  station,  and  sure  enough  it  was  playing  on  that  station too. I tried changing the station one more time, only to hear, “And coming up after the break, Billie Siren’s new top hit, Back in Business!” So I just turned the radio off. 

I didn’t hate the song. It was alright—nothing special. I was just sick of hearing it over and over and over, as if it was the only song ever written. 

People were obsessed. I heard on the radio that the girl already had a world tour booked, and her first album wasn’t even out yet—just two hit singles. 

How can a performer book a world tour with two hit singles? 

I felt like I hated this Billie Siren girl, even though I didn’t know her—

and I knew nothing about her. I didn’t even know what she looked like. I only knew the ‘fun facts’ the radio kept repeating about her. She only just turned  eighteen!  Can  you  even  believe  an  eighteen  year  old  can  be  so talented?  Her  parents  are  movie  producers!  Her  older  brother  is  her producer! She’s vegan! She doesn’t drink or do drugs! 

I just couldn’t wrap my head around why the world seemed to care so much about some young woman with two mediocre songs. Sure, they were catchy—but is that all a young person needs to do? Write a couple catchy tunes and then become an instant millionaire? 

“Why  are  you  so  grumpy,  Hubert?  Someone  piss  in  your  cereal  this morning?”  Dustin  asked  me  as  I  stepped  into  the  shop.  He  already  had  a client:  a  young  girl.  She  was  in  tears,  clutching  the  edge  of  her  seat violently  as  Dustin  gently  tattooed  the  word  ‘beautiful’  on  her  shoulder blade.  “It  hurts  so  bad,”  she  repeated  over  and  over.  Dustin  was  ignoring her, as if she’d been moaning like that since the moment he started. 

“Grumpy? I’m fine. Why?” I asked. 

He shrugged his shoulders before loading his needle with ink. “You just look grumpy.” A moment later, that Billie Siren song started playing in the shop.  I  found  myself  biting  down  on  the  edge  of  tongue—the  same

technique I used to fight away the pain when I was getting inked. “Can we change the fucking music? Aren’t you sick of hearing this song?” 

He laughed. “It’s the client’s playlist. Sorry, man. Don’t you like Billie Siren?” 

“I just don’t get why everyone’s so obsessed,” I said, apparently unable to escape the eighteen year old. 

“It’s catchy. I like it,” Dustin said. He started bobbing his head gently to the  music  as  he  continued  to  tattoo  his  young  client.  She  groaned  and squirmed. “You have to sit still or your tattoo won’t look right,” he said to the girl. 

I  went  into  the  back  room  to  unpack  my  gear.  I  could  still  hear  that song: the predictable bass line and the mumbling vocals. She wasn’t even a talented singer. It was more like a weird combination of mumbling rap and singing,  as  if  she  was  trying  to  sing  while  high  on  heroin.  Maybe  I  was being too hard on the girl. I suppose it was impressive that she was eighteen and  already  famous  all  over  the  world.  Maybe  she  was  a  hard  worker. 

Maybe she deserved all the fame and money she was getting. Who was I to judge her? 

After  her  first  song  ended,  her  next  song  began.  I  groaned.  It  was  so similar. The mumbling singing was just as incoherent. The formula was the same:  verse,  chorus,  verse,  chorus,  verse,  and  so  on.  Maybe  she  didn’t deserve the money and the fame. How could she? It couldn’t have taken her more than a few hours to write each song, and maybe a day or two to record each  one.  Her  producer  brother  probably  did  most  of  the  work.  And  then bam:  she’s  a  millionaire.  Meanwhile,  I  have  to  get  up  at  the  same  time every morning, and I have to do tattoo whatever stupid ideas clients come up  with.  One  time  I  was  so  broke  that  I  reluctantly  agreed  to  tattoo  a swastika on a man’s chest. I felt nauseous for the whole five hours it took, and  he  only  paid  me  eighty  bucks  for  the  piece.  Billie  Siren  would  never know how humiliating and soul-crushing getting by could be. 

I waited until the song was over before I emerged from the back room. 

The girl’s tattoo was nearly finished now. She had tears streaming down her face, and now she was moaning for her mommy. I had to bite my tongue again,  this  time  so  I  wouldn’t  laugh  at  the  girl’s  complete  lack  of  pain tolerance. I had a feeling this would be her first and last tattoo. 

I took a seat behind the front desk, hoping I would get some walk-ins, seeing as I had no one booked. I took out a pen and a piece of paper and started doodling, hoping to create some fresh material for my flash book. I made  a  few  random  rough  doodles,  unable  to  think  of  anything  too interesting. I tried to muster up some inspiration, but I could only think of that damned Billie Siren song; it was stuck in my head, playing on repeat, even  though  Taylor  Swift  was  now  blasting  through  the  speaker  near  the crying girl’s face. 

I ended up drawing a man strapped to an electric chair—except instead of wires being connected to his body, he had headphones on. Coming out from  the  headphones  was  the  main  line  from  the  chorus  of  Back  in Business. The man was almost dead, with smoke rising up from his body. 

It was a fun drawing, but I had a feeling it could piss a potential client off if they were a big Billie Siren fan, so I pushed it aside and started on a new piece of paper. 

Then  the  front  door  opened  and  a  woman  walked  in.  She  was  in  her thirties, with dark hair and big sunglasses on her face. She wasn’t even near the  counter  yet  and  I  could  smell  the  fresh  cigarette  smoke  on  her  body, mixed with a cheap department store perfume. I smiled at her but she didn’t smile back. She sauntered slowly towards the counter. “Can I help you?” I asked, trying to hide my supposedly grumpy face. 

“I’m  just  browsing,”  she  said.  It  seemed  like  a  strange  thing  for someone  walking  into  a  tattoo  shop  to  say.  She  picked  up  Dustin’s  flash book  and  started  flipping  through  the  pages.  She  stared  at  each  image seriously, as if she was considering each piece to be a permanent fixture on her body. 

Then she picked up Aaron’s flash book. “Aaron is off this week,” I said to  the  woman.  But  she  ignored  me,  flipping  one  page  at  a  time  while seriously considering each image. Then she got to Katrina’s book. “Katrina will be in this afternoon,” I said. And again, she ignored me. 

Finally, she got to my book. I bit down on my tongue and felt my body tense up. I didn’t need the extra work. It had been years since I was broke enough  to  tattoo  a  swastika  chest  piece.  Now,  I  made  good  money  from some  high-tier  clients.  My  Instagram  had  nearly  100,000  followers  and  I got  messages  almost  daily  from  clients  who  wanted  me  to  copy  my

previous work on them. As much as I would have liked to take their money, I  never  copied  my  own  work.  After  I  tattooed  Ben  Affleck,  everyone wanted  me  to  put  the  same  piece  on  them.  I  knew  that  Ben  would  never refer any of his famous friends if I went ahead and gave twenty-five people the same piece. 

The woman flipped slowly through my flash book, and then she stopped suddenly, admiring one of the middle pages. “When will this artist be in?” 

“I’m in right now,” I said, trying to hide my smile. It was always nice to receive  a  bit  of  vindication,  even  now  that  I  was  a  moderately  successful tattoo artist. 

“How much for this one?” she asked, flipping the book around. It was a traditional-style cat, looking up with a slight grin on his face. 

“I guess it depends on how big you want it,” I said. 

“I want it small—no bigger than this,” she said, touching the tip of her thumb  to  the  tip  of  her  pointer  finger.  It  was  very  small—girls  always wanted small tattoos for whatever reason. 

“I could do that for two hundred,” I said. “It would take about an hour, start to finish. Where do you want it?” 

She  was  slow  to  respond.  “I  want  it  on  my  ass.  And  underneath  it,  I want  it  to  say,  ‘Not  yours  anymore’.”  She  nodded  her  head  as  if  she  was agreeing with herself. She turned around and lifted up her skirt, showing me her bum, in case I wasn’t sure what she meant when she said her bum. “Is that doable?” 

I nodded my head. “Absolutely,” I said. “I’ll go get a stencil ready. Just fill out this form and then we’ll get started.” 

I  brought  the  woman  to  the  back  room,  because  our  shop  had  big windows looking out onto the boardwalk, and we didn’t like having people looking in while we were tattooing sensitive areas—especially because kids liked to look in from time to time. 

I asked her to take off her skirt, so we wouldn’t get any blood or ink on it. “Do you have other tattoos?” I asked the woman. 

She shook her head. “Does it hurt?” 

“On the butt? It won’t hurt as much as anywhere else on the body—but it might sting a bit,” I said. I wiped her butt with an alcohol wipe, making sure the surface was clean. The skin on her bum was soft, but her tush was firm.  She  was  wearing  a  thong,  which  had  sunken  between  her  perky cheeks. She was in good shape for her age. “So where are we thinking? On the side, or up top? Or maybe somewhere else?” 

“I want it close to the middle,” she said. 

“The middle of the cheek?” I asked. 

“The middle of the bum, on the right side.” 

It  took  me  a  moment  to  realize  she  meant  next  to  her  crack.  “Right here?”  I  asked,  gently  poking  a  spot  next  to  her  butt  crack,  only  an  inch from her asshole. 

She strained to look back at the mirror. “Yes. That’s right,” she said. She spoke with a strange finesse. She definitely didn’t seem like the tattoo type, and I had a feeling this was a sort of payback tattoo, maybe to get back at her ex-husband. I didn’t normally tattoo people who wanted lover names or slanderous tattoos about ex-lovers. But I already had her in the back room and  I  had  all  of  my  materials  prepped—and  I  wasn’t  doing  anything  else that morning. So I applied the stencil, and she okayed it. 

“Are you sure you want this?” I said. “Have you thought about it for at least a few weeks?” 

“I want the tattoo,” she said, dodging my question. 

So I got started. She winced and gasped when my needle touched her skin. There was no turning back now. She was locked into a tattoo, and in thirty  minutes,  she  would  have  a  cat  above  the  tagline,  ‘Not  yours anymore.’ And did that tagline refer to her asshole? Did her ex love sticking it  into  her  back  door?  Did  she  plan  on  taking  a  picture  to  send  to  him? 

Would he care? Would she regret this tattoo in a matter of weeks? 

She handled the pain well once she got used to it. She didn’t bleed much and her skin was tight, so it was an easy tattoo to apply. She did a great job of  staying  still,  so  I  managed  to  get  all  of  the  lines  perfectly  straight, without a single little bump. 

“Okay, I think we’re all done,” I said, turning the mirror so she could see her freshly tattooed ass. 

“Can you take a picture for me?” she said, handing me her phone. 

“Sure.  But  it’s  still  a  bit  red.  It  will  take  a  week  or  two  to  heal completely.”  I  snapped  a  photo,  feeling  a  bit  awkward,  even  though  I’d taken countless photos of tattooed asses and tits. 

“Can you do me a big favour?” she asked. 

“What’s that?” 

“Can  you  take  a  picture  with  your  finger…  inside  of  me?”  Her  voice was  suddenly  coy  and  quiet.  It  took  a  moment  before  I  realized  she  was asking me to finger her. 

“You want me to do what?” I said. 

“Put your finger into my asshole. You can wear a glove if it makes you more comfortable—though I promise you that I’m clean. I would just really like a picture so that I can… it would just really help.” She turned her head and smiled at me. Her face was suddenly red. “I’ll leave you a very good tip.” 

I wavered for a moment. I knew that sticking my finger into her asshole was a bad idea—and it could potentially get me into a lot of trouble. But I wanted  that  big  tip,  and  I  didn’t  really  have  any  personal  reservations against penetrating a pretty woman who was asking for it. “This photo isn’t going to get out, is it?” 

“Of course not. It’s just for me and… for one other person—someone who will delete it as soon as they see it, I’m sure.” 

So I put on a clean glove and I rubbed some Aquaphor down my finger, as if I was about to perform a colonoscopy. I took a deep breath and then I pulled the thin string of her thong to the side. She reached back and gently spread her butt cheeks for me with both hands, being careful not to touch her  fresh  tattoo.  She  had  a  nice  asshole:  clean  and  round  and  perfect.  It puckered, as if begging for me to plug it. So I took my finger and gently twisted  it  into  her  ass.  A  soft  moan  escaped  her  lips,  making  me  feel awkward. 

Once  I  was  down  to  my  knuckle,  I  held  up  the  camera.  I  snapped  a photo. I was about to pull out when she said, “Can you record a quick video of you moving your finger in and out?” I hesitated. It seemed crazy, but I’d already come this far. “I’ll leave you a very good tip—I promise.” 

So  I  did  it.  I  started  recording  a  video  on  her  phone,  then  I  started  to thrust  my  finger  in  and  out  of  her  asshole.  She  moaned,  and  she  even bounced her body back and forth, as if she was trying to ride my finger. I would  be  lying  if  I  said  that  I  didn’t  start  to  become  erect.  She  was  an attractive woman with a great ass. Tattooing a hot ass was hard enough—so how could I avoid getting aroused while exploring the inside of a woman’s body? 

I  ended  the  video.  “Okay,  you’ve  got  your  video,”  I  said,  pulling  my finger out. I took off the glove and tossed it into the nearby trash bin before she could ask me to go on. But she wasn’t moving, so I reminded her that we were finished with the tattoo. “I’ll go over care instructions at the front desk.”  I  was  trying  hard  to  act  professional,  while  trying  to  budge  my erection to the side so that she wouldn’t notice—not that she would care. 

“I’ll  leave  an  extra  two  hundred  dollars  if  you  take  a  video  with  your cock in me. No one will see the video—just me and one other person, and I’m almost sure that they will delete it. Your face won’t be in the video—I promise. It just needs to be quick. It would really mean a lot to me.” 

I  opened  my  mouth  to  decline  the  offer,  but  no  words  came  out.  I couldn’t  believe  what  she  was  asking  me  to  do.  How  was  she  keeping  a straight face? How badly did this person hurt her that she wanted so much revenge? I stuttered before saying, “I don’t think that’s a great idea.” 

“Four hundred and fifty dollars—that’s what I’ll pay, with cash. Please. 

Are you gay? Is there another artist here who might be interested? It won’t mean anything—I just need the video.” 

“Look, ma’am—I know that you’re trying to get back at someone, and that’s your business. But I could lose my job from the finger thing alone—if I were to put my cock in you, then I could get into some serious shit, maybe even  with  the  law.  I  mean—if  you’re  paying  me,  doesn’t  that  make  this prostitution?” 

“You’re overreacting,” she said. “I just want a five second video to send to my ex. If you don’t want to do it, I’ll find someone who will.” Her voice was becoming defensive, and I could almost hear my tip disappearing. My stomach  turned  and  growled  as  my  heart  stuttered  and  stammered.  I  bit down hard on my tongue, and then I hesitantly agreed to her offer. 

“Okay, but that video better not get out,” I said, reaching down to unzip my fly. 

CHAPTER II

I didn’t often fuck clients. In fact, it was strict shop policy to not fuck clients. But it was a slow day and it was hard to say no to the money—and it was hard to say no to that tight ass. Just sticking my finger in that hole felt nice; I couldn’t even begin to imagine how nice it would feel to press my whole cock into that back door. 

I  pulled  my  cock  out  and  gently  pressed  it  down  between  her  butt cheeks, making a conscious effort to stay away from the fresh tattoo. The last thing I wanted was to give her an infection. Then, holding her phone up to  record,  I  pulled  my  tip  down  to  her  tight  hole.  Her  entrance  suddenly opened wide, ready to accept my rod. I took a deep breath and I pushed in. 

Her hole was already lubricated from the Aquaphor I spread into her with my finger, so sinking in deep was no problem. 

She groaned and moaned as I pushed in. It was hard to hold the camera steady. I tried to hold it close enough to her tush that the tattoo shop around us  wouldn’t  be  visible.  I  didn’t  need  some  angry  ex  tracking  me  down  to beat me half to death. 

I pushed in deeper and deeper, until my pelvis was pressed against her ass. Then I gave her a few pumps. Her tight tush squished against my hard pelvis. I tried to keep my own tattoos out of the frame—I didn’t want there to be any way to identify me. She moaned loudly, probably hamming it up for  the  video.  It  felt  good,  but  I  was  pretty  sure  she  had  enough  for  her revenge flick. So I stopped the recording and said, “Is that good?” 

“Just  a  bit  more,”  she  said  with  an  elated  voice.  So  I  resumed  the recording and I kept pumping. She pushed back harder and harder with each penetration, making sure to get every single inch of my cock inside of her anus. 

Ten  seconds  passed.  Then  thirty  seconds  passed.  Then  I  looked  down and saw that the video had been recording for over a minute. “Surely that’s enough,” I said after pausing the recording again. 

“No—come  in  me.  I  want  your  cum  oozing  out  of  me  in  the  video. 

Please. I’ll leave a good tip,” she said between moans. I hesitated again, and

then I resumed my pumping. I’d come this far and I could already feel my orgasm approaching—so what difference did it really make at this point? 

I was careful not to reach into the frame, even though I wanted to grab her soft body so I could ram her even harder. I had to keep my hands up, behind the phone as I thrusted my hips. She was doing most of the work, pushing her body backwards, slapping her tush into my lap. Her anal walls were tight and warm, and I could feel them clenching hard, as if they were trying to stimulate my orgasm. It was working. I tried to strain the orgasm away,  but  the  pleasure  was  becoming  more  and  more  intense.  I  bit  my tongue and squirmed and then I accidentally let out a deep groan. Then, I was filling her ass with come. 

I kept her phone’s camera rolling as I slowly pulled out. I pushed it in close to catch the big glob of white cum oozing out. She kept her thong held back for a moment, and then she let go of it, letting that elastic strip slide between her legs to squash my cum into her crack. She stood up, letting her skirt cover her new tattoo and my fresh, oozing creampie. “I appreciate it,” 

she said in a strangely professional voice. “Let’s go get settled up.” 

She paid in cash, as much as she promised. I pocketed the big tip and put the rest into the register. Then she left and I never saw her again. 

To  my  surprise,  Dustin  was  still  finishing  the  young  woman’s  tattoo. 

She  was  still  crying  and  squirming  and  weeping  for  her  mommy.  He  had one  letter  left  when  she  said,  “I  can’t  do  anymore.  That’s  enough.  I  don’t even want it finished.” 

“But  there’s  just  one  more  letter—it  will  take  three  minutes,  or  one  if you can hold still.” 

She shook her head and then sprung to her feet. “I don’t want it. It hurts too much. It’s fine the way it is.” But it looked silly:  beautifu.  Maybe it had some sort of meaning in Japanese. 

She left the store crying. Dustin tried to stop her, but she wouldn’t turn back.  Finally,  he  returned  to  the  shop  shaking  his  head.  “I  should  have gotten a deposit.” I was tempted to give him part of my tip, because I knew how much it sucked when someone walked out before paying. But I knew if I gave him even a bit of my tip, he would wonder why I got a tip at all. 

So he just went and cleaned up his station, shaking his head as I went to turn on the radio. Unsurprisingly, that Billie Siren song was just starting. I groaned. I reached to change the station, and then Dustin said, “Just leave it. 

It’s a catchy song.” 

I left the song on. I was in a better mood now. I’d earned a few hundred bucks and I got to fuck a hot milf in the ass. I could tolerate a two-minute pop song. 

A  few  potential  customers  strolled  into  the  shop  over  the  next  few hours. They looked through our flash books and asked about our prices, but no one stuck around to get a tattoo. One guy came in and booked a slot with Katrina,  though  I  had  a  feeling  he  wasn’t  going  to  show  up  on  the  day, seeing as he wasn’t even sure of what he wanted when I asked. 

We  thought  about  closing  down  the  shop  early,  around  6:00  PM.  The boardwalk was more-or-less dead, because it was windy outside, and it was the  middle  of  the  week  when  people  aren’t  thinking  about  new  tattoos. 

“There’s no sense in both of us staying here,” he said. 

“You  can  take  off.  I’ll  stick  around  for  another  hour  or  two,”  I  said. 

“I’ve got nothing better to do.” 

“You sure?” he asked. 

I nodded my head and smile. So he packed up his things and took off, out  onto  the  windy  boardwalk.  Once  he  was  gone,  I  walked  over  to  the radio and shut it off. I could stand to hear that damned song one more time. 

It  had  been  playing  at  the  top  of  every  hour,  and  Dustin  was  consistently against me changing it. 

Now, the shop was peacefully silent, save for the sound of Billie Siren ringing  in  my  head.  I  tried  to  think  of  other  catchy  songs,  to  replace  the sound  of  her  mumbling  voice  for  just  a  few  minutes.  But  Billie overwhelmed  whatever  I  could  think  of—even  that  annoying  kid’s  song about the sharks. 

An  hour  went  by.  I  went  over  to  my  tattooing  chair  and  I  closed  my eyes. I let the sound of the wind against our big front window put me into a relaxed state. My flash book was running low and I needed to think of some fun  pieces  to  fill  it  back  up  with,  but  nothing  came  to  mind.  It  had  been

weeks  since  I’d  been  inspired.  I  couldn’t  even  remember  the  last  time  I drew something that got me truly excited. 

The  front  door  opened,  bashing  into  the  bells  that  hung  over  the entrance. I was jolted awake—though I wasn’t sure if I’d been sleeping. It took a moment for my eyes to adjust to the dim light in the shop. The sun had gone down and I hadn’t even noticed. Maybe my eyes were closed for a lot longer than I thought. 

A young woman stood by the door, looking around cautiously. She had a toque on her head and big sunglasses over her eyes, even though it was almost  pitch  black  outside.  Her  jacket  was  baggy  and  so  were  her sweatpants. She looked like a typical hipster, looking to one-up her hipster status. When she reached out for Dustin’s flash book, I noticed the series of small tattoos she had on her wrist. For a girl who clearly had lots of tattoo experience, she certainly seemed nervous about adding to her collection. 

“Dustin just left. He’ll be back in the morning,” I said. The girl jumped, as if she hadn’t noticed me sitting in the corner of the room. She stared at me for a moment before saying, “Which book is yours?” 

“I’m  Hubert.  It  should  be  there  somewhere,”  I  said.  “Dustin’s  always putting his on the top of the pile—mine should be right under it.” 

She  slipped  my  book  out  and  started  flipping  through  the  pages.  She was silent, looking from me to the book and then back to me to repeat the process, over and over again, as if she didn’t quite trust me. “This is your stuff?” she asked with a reluctant voice. 

“That’s all me. The book’s running low. I don’t do the same flash twice. 

But if you have an idea, we can work it out together, if you’d like. I’ve got the evening open.” 

She pulled out my other book: my portfolio. She flipped through a few pages  before  saying,  “I  like  your  work.  I  think  I  recognize  this  one.”  She turned it to me. 

It was the falcon I did for a male pop star a year before. That piece got me lots of praise. It was even featured in a few magazines. “I did that on Jeffery Klein. Nice guy,” I said. 

She nodded her head slowly. “He’s nice in small doses,” she said. Then she flipped the page. 

“Do you know Jeffery?” I asked. 

She looked at me and stared for a long moment. Then she nodded her head.  “Yeah,”  she  said  simply.  Then  she  looked  back  at  the  book  and continued to flip. “Oh, and I know this one too. I saw this on Felix Castle.” 

“Felix is a good client of mine. I did his whole sleeve,” I said. “Are you a fan?” 

She looked at me again, as if I said something incredibly foolish. “He’s okay. Nice guy though.” 

I watched the girl carefully as she continued to flip through my book. 

She  didn’t  take  those  sunglasses  off,  which  seemed  odd  to  me.  “With celebs, do you ever do NDAs?” she asked after a long silence. 

“NDAs?” I asked. 

She  laughed.  “Non-disclosure  agreements,”  she  said,  as  if  it  was  so obvious. 

“Oh,” I said. “No. I don’t really know why anyone would want that.” 

“Would you consider it?” 

I  thought  about  what  she  was  asking  for  a  moment.  I  wasn’t  entirely sure  what  she  was  getting  at.  Would  I  consider  signing  a  non-disclosure agreement  for  a  celebrity?  “Sure,  I  guess  I  would  do  that—if  that’s  really what they wanted.” 

“I want to get a piece finished: it’s a hawk, running from my abdomen, down to my thigh. I don’t want any pictures taken, and I don’t want it being advertised that I ever even came to this shop.” 

“Are you a celebrity?” I asked. 

She laughed, and then she became silent, staring at me. “Wait—you’re serious?” she asked. 

I looked around. “I don’t know. Maybe take your sunglasses off.” 

She  took  them  off,  revealing  her  bright  blue  eyes  and  her  dark eyebrows.  She  didn’t  look  like  anyone  I  knew.  She  looked  like  a  fairly generic hipster girl—maybe nineteen or twenty years old. With tattoos like hers, I was surprised that I didn’t know who she was. “I’m sorry. I guess I’m  kind  of  out  of  the  loop.  I  don’t  watch  much  TV,”  I  said.  “Who  are you?” 

She laughed. “Don’t worry about it. You can just call me… Kate.” 

“Okay, Kate. Let’s see this hawk you need finished.” 

She  lifted  up  her  sweater  to  show  me  her  abdomen.  She  had  lots  of tattoos,  but  the  hawk  piece  was  the  biggest  that  I  could  see.  Its  head  was pointing upwards and its wings were pointed straight down, as if the bird was  in  a  reverse  nosedive.  She  gently  pulled  down  the  waistband  of  her sweatpants to show me that the tattoo just ended suddenly. Then she pulled the sweatpants down further, holding them up to keep her crotch covered so that she was only showing me her thigh. The bottom half of the bird was finished,  with  its  legs  pointing  down  and  its  feathers  rustling  as  if  it  was moving at a high speed. 

“So it’s just those few inches on your pelvis?” I said. “Why didn’t the artist finish it?” 

“I didn’t trust him,” she said. 

I narrowed my eyes. “You didn’t trust him?” 

“He  wanted  me  to  take  off  my  panties,  and  I  didn’t  want  to  do  that. 

Then he said some things that made me nervous.” 

“Was he being a creep?” I asked. 

“Nothing like that,” she said bluntly, leaving me confused. What could he have said to her? Or was she possibly crazy? 

“Well, to be fair, I think you would have to take your panties off. I could give  you  something  to  cover  your  crotch,  but  the  panties  could  rub  your skin and complicate things. And not to mention, it would hurt.” 

“As long as you sign the NDA,” she said. 

I nodded my head. I figured she was just some D-list celebrity—maybe she  was  a  bit  player  on  some  television  show  and  her  parents  and  agents had her convinced that she was the next Meryl Streep. She looked like the kind of girl who would buy backstage tickets to a Taylor Swift concert so that  she  could  tell  all  of  her  friends  that  she  was  best  friends  with  Taylor Swift. Whatever—if she wanted to pay me, I would sign her contract and never talk about the tattoo. I had no reason to talk about the tattoo anyway, because it wasn’t mine. I was just finishing someone else’s work, so it’s not like I could post it on my Instagram. 

So I told her to fill out the form. She gave me a form to fill out, which was much more detailed and lengthy. I signed it without reading it fully and then I handed it back to her. “I’ll have a copy sent to you,” she said before handing me the tattoo release form. I brought the form to the back with me while I went to prep my station. 

I looked at the form. “Kate Fakename,” I said aloud, shaking my head. 

If she insisted on using a fake name, it would have been nice for her to use one  that  sounded  somewhat  believable,  in  case  my  boss  went  through  the release drawer one day. 

I got my needles ready and my inks lined up. Then I stepped back into the  shop  and  waved  her  over.  “The  station  is  ready  for  you,  Kate Fakename.” 

She smirked, as if she was trying not to laugh at her own joke. I got her up on the table and then I asked her to pull up her sweater and pull down her sweatpants, so I could see the full piece. I gave her a small blanket that she could stuff between her thighs, to cover her pussy. I looked away while she slipped her panties down and squashed the blanket into place. Then she said, “I’m ready.” 

She  had  a  nice  body:  young  and  tight.  Her  skin  was  firmer  than  the average young woman. Usually girls have softer skin, but hers was almost like a young man’s skin. In fact, it was so tight that it almost seemed like it belonged on a pre-teen. Maybe I should have asked to see some ID before I started. Or maybe she had just been taking exceptionally good care of her skin since she was a toddler. 

“I’ll have to free hand it—is that okay with you? Do you trust me?” 

“Just don’t fuck it up,” she said bluntly. 

I laughed. Then I fired my needle up. “Okay, this is a sensitive area. It might sting.” I pressed the needle down. The remaining area left to tattoo was  mostly  just  feathers.  Any  decent  tattoo  artist  can  do  feathers,  though this  was  a  bit  tricky  because  I  had  to  match  the  previous  artist’s  feathers, which  were  stylized  in  a  unique  way,  with  shading  on  the  opposite  side from where I would have shaded them. It still looked good—just not quite my style. 

I  was  careful  as  I  completed  the  first  feather.  She  remained  perfectly still, without even the slightest wiggle or whimper. “How does that feel?” I asked. 

“It’s fine,” she said. 

I finished the first feather and then I leaned back. It looked good. So I kept going. 

I did a few more feathers before stepping back to compare my work to the work of the previous artist. I nodded my head, happy with my progress, so I kept going. She was on her phone, seemingly unphased by the pain of the  tattoo  gun.  It  was  rare  that  girls  were  so  unbothered—not  even  the tiniest  squirm.  I’d  seen  many  guys  tolerate  the  pain  like  that,  but  never  a young woman. 

Now,  I  was  close  to  her  pussy.  I  had  to  gently  move  the  blanket  so  I could get in and do the edge of the bird. She had her hand firmly on that blanket, making sure it didn’t move the slightest bit. Finally, she let a little

“ouch!” slip out from her lips. 

“Sorry. I’m pretty much on bone here, but it won’t take long,” I said. 

“It’s fine,” she said. 

“If you want a break—” 

“I said it’s fine,” she said. I had to nudge her hand slightly so I could get right up alongside her pussy. The tattoo was designed to skirt by her slit by less than an inch. Most girls would have uncovered themselves for the sake of  ease,  but  this  chick  was  determined  to  keep  herself  covered  no  matter what. 

“I just need you to move a little bit, so I can get this last edge,” I said. 

She tried to straighten her fingers so her knuckles weren’t in the way, but it wasn’t enough. “A little bit more, if you can.” 

“This is all I can do,” she said after trying to pull that blanket a little bit more. I did my best to get the tattoo gun into that tight area up next to her crotch, but I didn’t like the angle I had to hold the gun at. 

“I can maybe do it,” I said. “But it won’t look right. I know you don’t want me to see your lady parts, and I get that, but honestly—if you want this done right, you’ll have to uncover yourself for a minute or two. If you

want,  you  can  come  back  with  a  friend—if  that  makes  you  feel  more comfortable—and we can finish this one spot here.” 

She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. “You sure you can’t just do it?” she asked. 

“I can probably do something, but it wouldn’t look great,” I said. 

She took another deep breath. “I don’t have…” She paused, unable to finish her thought. “I don’t have  lady bits.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked. 

“You signed that NDA, so you can’t tell anyone about this. I’ll uncover myself, but if you tell anyone about what you see, I’ll sue you so hard that your great grandchildren will still be owing me money.” 

I stared into her eyes for a moment. I had to fight the urge to scoff. She really  thought  she  was  a  big  deal.  She  really  thought  that  she  was  some international celebrity. I’d never seen her before, so she probably wasn’t a very  big  deal.  She  just  needed  to  get  over  herself.  “I’m  a  professional.  I only care about the tattoo,” I said. 

After  a  moment,  she  pulled  her  hand  away,  along  with  the  blanket, revealing a long cock and a round, tight ball sack. 

CHAPTER III

I nearly gasped in shock. I’d tattooed around men’s cocks and women’s pussies before, but never around a woman’s cock. It seemed so out of place. 

I  couldn’t  believe  she  was  actually  a  man—though  her  skin  initially confused me. She sounded like a girl and she looked like a girl. She didn’t have an Adam’s apple as far as I could tell. Her body was petite. Her hands were small and so were her feet. 

“Well  are  you  going  to  finish  the  tattoo  or  are  you  just  going  to  stare like a freak?” she said. 

I cleared my throat and shook my head. I brought the tattoo gun back up and then I found that my knuckle was just brushing her shaft. I’d touched cocks before while tattooing. As a professional, it didn’t bother me—it was just another body part. But now, it seemed strange and awkward. I wanted to say something to put her mind at ease, the way I would with any other client, but nothing came to my mind. I felt my face turning red as beads of cold sweat began to form on the back of my neck. I just had to finish the area, then she could cover up and I could pretend like I never saw anything. 

But it was hard to focus. It didn’t help that the cock was long—almost five full inches flaccid.  How big did it get when it was hard? How did she keep such a thing hidden all of the time? I took a deep breath and moved my needle over the furthest edge, trying my best to remain steady. I could tell that she’d shaved that morning. There wasn’t even the tiniest amount of stubble,  but  there  was  a  touch  of  razor  burn.  My  hand  grazed  that  long shaft, but I tried not to react. 

“You  think  I’m  a  freak  now,  don’t  you?”  she  said  with  a  strangely defeated voice. 

“A freak?” I said. “No—I could care less. I just want the tattoo to look good.” 

“Be honest. Tell me what you really think, because I have to live with it.” 

I looked up at her and forced a smile. “I really don’t care,” I said. 

“Then why is your face so red, and why are your eyes suddenly darting around as if you broke your mom’s fancy dishware and you haven’t told her yet?” 

“It’s just a dick. I’ve got one too. What’s the big deal?” I said. 

“I  don’t  know—you  tell  me!  You’re  the  one  acting  like  a  weirdo.  I should  have  gone  to  a  different  shop.”  She  sighed  and  shook  her  head, leaning back into the tattoo chair. 

“No,  you  went  to  the  best  shop.  I’m  just  flustered  because…  I  just wasn’t  expecting  it—that’s  all.  Am  I  not  allowed  to  be  surprised?  Being surprised  isn’t  a  bad  thing.  A  person  can  be  pleasantly  surprised,  you know.” Now I was rambling. I was already saying things I was regretting. 

“Pleasantly  surprised?  So  you’re  into  it?  Is  that  what  you’re  saying?” 

she asked. 

She shook her head quickly. “What? No!” I said. “I mean—like I said, I don’t care. It doesn’t bother me. It’s just another part of your body.” 

“Yeah—a part that other girls don’t have.” 

The room became silent. I tried to focus so I could finish her tattoo and send her on her way, back to whatever place she came from, where people treated her like the celebrity she wasn’t. 

“It sucks,” she said after a very long silence. “Trying to be a girl, and then  people  treat  you  like  something  totally  different  once  they  find  out about this.” 

“I’m not treating you any differently,” I said. 

“I’m  not  talking  about  you—though  you  are  acting  like  a  weirdo.  I’m just talking about people in general. Dating is practically impossible. I can either be up front about it, and end up with some wacko with a fetish, or I can  wait,  and  just  end  up  being  dumped  the  moment  I  come  clean.  So  I guess my only real option is the fetish wacko.” 

I was surprised that she was talking so openly with me, seeing as I was fairly certain she hated my guts. Or maybe that was just the way she treated everyone. 

“I’m sure there are lots of guys who could care less,” I said, trying to keep my focus on her tattoo. I was nearly finished in the area around her

cock. But those outside feathers ended up edging very close to her package. 

I  didn’t  want  her  pushing  that  blanket  back  up  to  the  raw  tattoo,  worried that she could do some damage. “You’ll have to leave this uncovered for a bit—or until I’m done and I have it wrapped, preferably.” 

“Whatever,” she said. “You’ve seen everything already anyway.” 

I had to ask her to roll onto her side, so I could finish the area on her thigh. Though now, her long shaft was resting on her fresh tattoo. “Can you just,  uh,  hold  it  up  while  I  finish  this?”  I  asked.  She  gently  slipped  her fingers underneath her cock and lifted it up. 

“This is so embarrassing,” she said. 

I  was  starting  to  feel  bad  for  her,  even  though  she  was  a  bit  of  an annoying brat. She was talking about her cock like it was terminal cancer. 

“It’s  really  not  that  big  of  a  deal,”  I  said.  “You  should  just  embrace  what you have.” 

She  laughed.  “Embrace  it?  It’s  easy  for  you  to  say.  It’s  not  like  you would want to date me, now that you know about what I’ve got.” 

“How  do  you  know?”  I  said—though  she  was  correct.  However,  I wouldn’t have dated her before because of her snotty attitude. 

“Because it’s been ten minutes and you still look disgusted.” 

“I really don’t care. I don’t know how many times you want me to say that.” 

“Then prove it,” she said. 

I looked up at her. She was looking into my eyes. “Prove it?” I said. 

“Yeah—prove that you don’t care. Prove that you aren’t disgusted like everyone else.” 

I stared at her for a moment, trying to figure out what she was asking me to do. Then I gently put my tattoo gun down and I awkwardly reached out for her cock. I slipped my fingers around it. It wasn’t the first cock I’d held up. Back when I first started tattooing and I needed all of the work I could get, I had to do penis tattoos. One guy wanted a rocket ship on his dick, so I spent an hour holding his shaft up while I inked it. 

“That’s it?” she said. “This is you proving that you aren’t freaked out by my dick?” 

“What else do you want?” I asked. 

“I  don’t  know,”  she  said.  “You’re  just  holding  me  up  like  a  doctor checking for lumps. You’re not exactly making me feel like a lady.” 

I  rolled  my  eyes.  Then,  just  to  prove  a  point,  I  gently  squeezed  and pulled upwards. I slowly brought my hand down, as if I was about to start jerking her off. I pulled my hand all the way down to her ball sack and I gently  caressed  it,  then  I  pulled  my  hand  back  up  the  length  of  her  shaft, cupping her tip. It was an awkward feeling to say the least—but in a weird way, it didn’t seem like I was stroking a man’s cock. Her package seemed strangely  feminine,  and  maybe  that  had  something  to  do  with  the  lack  of hair. I looked up at her and said, “Is this what you want?” 

Her  cheeks  were  red  and  she  was  gently  biting  her  bottom  lip.  “Um,” 

she said before clearing her throat. “I—I guess so. I wasn’t really expecting that.” Then she looked down between her legs. “I’m sorry.” 

I looked down to see what she was sorry about. Her cock was twitching and growing. Did I just give her an erection by stroking her? 

“You better not tell the press about this,” she said. 

“I don’t want to hurt your feelings, but I really don’t know who the hell you are. Maybe I live under a rock, or maybe you’re not really as famous as you think you are.” 

She laughed as if I said something funny. “Wait—you’re serious?” 

I shook my head. 

“Well try to keep it that way now,” she said. “And when you do figure it out, do me a favour and never tell anyone about this—not even your tattoo buddies.” 

I nodded my head, letting her keep her unfortunate ego. I picked up my tattoo gun and I continued to finish her hawk. But it was very hard to focus now because her cock was erect and standing tall. It was huge: maybe close to nine inches. She tried to cover it with her dainty hand, but even her hand couldn’t conceal the whole thing. 

“I’m so sorry,” she said. “This has never happened before.” 

“I don’t care,” I said. 

“Do you actually not care? Because it’s hard to tell if you’re telling me the truth.” 

I looked at her again. “I actually don’t care.” 

I was just about to resume her tattoo, and then she said, “Do you want to finish me off?” 

“I’m trying to,” I said. 

“I mean this,” she said, holding her erection out towards me. Her face was  dark  red.  “And  don’t  forget,  you  signed  that  NDA.  You  can’t  tell anyone about this.” 

“You want me to jerk you off?” I said. 

“You said you don’t care. I’m sure if I had a pussy and I asked you to fuck me, you wouldn’t hesitate. So if you really don’t care, just finish me off.” 

“I—I wouldn’t fuck you if you had a pussy,” I said. 

“Why? Are you gay?” 

“No. I’m a professional. I’m just here to tattoo you.” 

“Yeah right. If a young woman came in and asked you to get off in her warm  cunt,  I  bet  you  wouldn’t  hesitate—excuse  my  language.  You  don’t want to fool around with me because I have a cock. Just admit it.” 

I put my tattoo gun down. “Will you let me finish your tattoo if I get you off?” I asked, sounding surprisingly frustrated even to myself. 

She shrugged her shoulders, as if to say ‘probably’. 

So I gently grabbed her erection. It was warm and hard. I could feel her veins bulging and pulsing, as if she was getting even harder. I looked up at her  and  saw  that  her  face  was  dark  red.  She  was  biting  her  lip  with  a humiliated  look  on  her  face.  I  wondered  if  she’d  ever  fooled  around  with another person before, or if I was the first. I wasn’t too keen to ask. 

I  started  to  pump  her  cock.  It  was  a  weird  feeling,  but  it  wasn’t  too disturbing, now that the shock had mostly worn off. I clenched my fist hard and made sure to focus most of my attention around her tip, where I knew (from  experience)  that  it  felt  the  best.  I  pumped  her  a  few  times  before grabbing  some  Aquaphor  from  my  working  tray.  Once  the  Aquaphor  was heated  up,  it  made  for  a  nice  lubricant,  and  apparently  it  felt  good  too, 

because she let her head fall back onto the leather tattoo bed. It wasn’t long before she started to moan. 

Now—especially  with  my  rubber  gloves—I  was  starting  to  feel  like  a worker  at  some  Thai  massage  brothel.  I  looked  around  awkwardly,  even though I knew I was alone, behind a closed door in an empty tattoo shop. 

I  just  wanted  to  get  her  off  so  I  could  finish  my  work—though  in  a strange way, I was mesmerized. I couldn’t believe how big her shaft was, and  I  kind  of  liked  the  way  it  felt,  throbbing  in  my  hand.  It  was  nice  to know that I was the reason she was so aroused. Then I reminded myself that she was actually a biological male, and I was technically performing an act of gay sex. That thought lingered in my head, sending cold chills down my spine.  But  I  didn’t  stop.  I’d  come  this  far,  so  there  didn’t  seem  to  be  any sense in stopping. 

“That feels good,” she said. She groaned and her knees rose up slightly. 

“Lick the tip.” 

I looked down at her cock. Her tip was a tint of red. I didn’t love the idea of getting my mouth anywhere near a penis, but I didn’t want to offend her—and  I  still  wanted  to  prove  my  point:  that  I  didn’t  care  what  was between her legs… Though I wasn’t sure why I cared to prove anything. I knew I would never see her again once she left the shop, so what difference did  it  make  if  she  thought  I  was  some  nice,  accepting  man  or  a  complete bigot? 

I leaned forward and stuck out my tongue. I carefully pressed it against her tip, and then I started to move my tongue in small circles, still pumping her  shaft.  She  groaned,  letting  her  knees  rise  up  even  higher.  She  gently pressed her tattooed thighs against my head. Her fresh tattoo was only a few inches from my face. It probably could have used a wipe. 

“Shit,” she mumbled. “I think I’m going to come.” 

I  pulled  my  head  away  and  looked  for  something  to  catch  her  load. 

There was a box of tissues within reach, so I grabbed a handful. Then, as I pulled that handful of tissues to the tip of her swelling cock, she came. She groaned loudly, tilting her head back far as her lips parted. A strong blast of warm  goo  exploded  into  my  hand,  then  another,  then  another.  I  kept  that wad of tissues pressed firmly against her tip, so her come wouldn’t get all over my equipment—and more importantly, anywhere near her fresh tattoo. 

I used my hand to squeeze the last drop of cum out from her cock, and then I grabbed some more tissues to wipe everything up. She was silent, not even sitting up. I couldn’t see her face now, but I knew it was probably red and riddled with humiliation. The look on my face probably wasn’t much better.  I  cleared  my  throat  and  picked  up  my  tattoo  gun,  and  then  I continued to finish her tattoo as if nothing had happened. 

It took fifteen minutes to finish, and not one word was spoken during that  time.  It  wasn’t  until  I  handed  her  the  after  care  instructions  that  she finally broke her silence by asking, “How much do I owe you?” 

I shrugged my shoulders. “Let’s say one hundred bucks.” 

She  pulled  five  twenties  out  from  her  wallet,  and  then  she  lingered  in front of the counter for a long moment. “Thanks for that,” she said. 

“No problem. Come back any time,” I said. 

“And you promise you won’t tell anyone that I was here?” 

I  nodded  my  head.  “I  promise  that  I  have  no  idea  who  you  are,  Kate Fakename.” 

She smiled. “I’ll see you around.” She turned around and walked to the front  door.  It  was  raining  out  now—and  the  rain  was  coming  down  hard. 

She hesitated at the door, looking up at the sky, as if she was trying to see if there was about to be a break. 

“There’s  an  umbrella  to  your  right,”  I  said,  “on  that  hook.  You’re welcome to take it.” 

“You sure?” she asked. 

“Yeah. Go for it.” 

She smiled before grabbing the umbrella. She winked at me, and then she turned around and slipped out into the rainstorm. Once she was out of sight, I shook my head. I looked down at the hundred bucks. Was it worth it? Was it worth jerking a tranny off and putting up with her enormous ego for a measly hundred dollars? 

CHAPTER IV

On my way to the shop the next morning, that damned song came on the radio again—but I didn’t even notice until I caught myself singing along to the mumbling lyrics. I stopped as soon as I realized, and then I turned the radio off. I didn’t even bother changing the station, worried that song would just be playing on every frequency like it was the morning before. 

Dustin was already in the shop, laying on one of the tattoo beds with his eyes  closed.  The  television  was  playing  in  the  corner.  Some  wildly colourful 90s rap music video was on. Dustin didn’t even open his eyes to look  at  me  when  the  door  struck  those  bells.  “Were  you  here  late  last night?” he asked. 

“Not too late,” I said. 

“Any customers come in?” 

“Just one girl,” I said. 

“Anything interesting?” 

“Just a touch-up,” I said. My heart fluttered nervously as the memory of the  previous  night  became  clear  in  my  head.  As  I  went  to  put  my  things away in the back room, I saw the waste bin, which was still filled with those cum-soaked tissues. “Anyone come by yet this morning?” I asked, hoping to change the subject. 

“Just some bum asking if we would ink him for free,” Dustin said. He groaned as he forced himself to sit up. “He said that he deserved it because he couldn’t afford it. Then he started ranting like a lunatic when I told him I couldn’t do it.” 

“Sounds like quite the character,” I said, even though I was only half-listening—still with the image of that long erection in my mind. 

“It wouldn’t have been so annoying if I wasn’t so damn tired. I went to a party last night, and I didn’t get home until, like, three hours ago.” 

“Why  don’t  you  just  take  the  day  off?”  I  asked.  I  poured  myself  a steaming mug of dark coffee. 

“That  girl  is  coming  back  in  an  hour.  We’re  going  to  finish  the  tattoo she walked out on. This time she’s bringing her mom to hold her hand.” He laughed. “You have anyone booked today?” 

“I don’t think so,” I said. “I think I’m just going to hope for a couple of walk-ins.” I took a seat behind the counter, placing my coffee mug down in front of me. Then I looked up at the television in the corner and my heart stopped for a moment. 

She was on the screen: the girl from the night before. She was walking down a street to a familiar beat, wearing a baggy tracksuit, with some heavy bling hanging around her neck. She had the same sunglasses on, which we pulled off as the camera came around in front of her. I couldn’t quite place the tune—probably because my mind was suddenly racing so quickly. 

“Who is that?” I said. 

Dustin was slow to look up at the television. “Seriously? That’s Billie Siren—the girl you hate so much,” he said. “Don’t you recognize the song? 

You made me turn it off twice yesterday. Want me to turn it off again.” 

I couldn’t muster up a reply. I just stared blankly at the screen. In the top  right  corner  of  the  screen  was  a  big  golden  ‘1’,  letting  the  audience know  that  the  song  was  currently  at  the  top  of  the  charts.  “That’s  Billy Siren?” I said in my state of flustered confusion. 

“That’s  her.  Are  you  the  only  person  on  the  planet  who  doesn’t  know what Billie Siren looks like?” 

I  couldn’t  look  away.  My  heart  was  pounding  ferociously.  In  the  next scene, she was in a warehouse, wearing nothing but a bikini. I looked down at her tattoos: they were all the same, minus the hawk, which she must have gotten shortly after filming the video. But was it really her? Or was the girl who came through the shop just some crazy super fan who wanted to copy Billie Siren in every possible way? No—it was definitely her. I recognized the little birthmark on her inner thigh. But how was she hiding her cock in that little bikini? Did the producers of the video know that she was trans? 

Or did she somehow manage to keep it a secret? 

“You have a crush on the girl or something?” Dustin said with a little laugh. “I mean—I guess she’s kind of cute. Some of her tattoos are pretty rad.” 

I shook my head slowly. “No, I just—I didn’t realize that was what she looked like.” 

Dustin  laughed  again,  probably  convinced  that  I  had  some  sort  of schoolboy crush. And if that’s what he wanted to think—fine. As long as he didn’t catch onto the truth—as long as he didn’t find out that I tattooed her, or  that  I  jerked  her  off.  I  signed  that  NDA,  after  all—and  I  could  only assume  that  Billie  was  serious  when  she  said  that  she  would  sue  me backwards if I broke the contract. 

So I forced myself to look away from the television. I put a smile on my face and I walked over to the front desk, where my markers and paper had been left the day before. Then I noticed that my drawing of the man in the Billie  Siren  electric  chair  was  missing.  “Hey,  did  you  take  a  picture  from here?” I asked Dustin. 

“A picture? No—I didn’t take anything,” he said. 

I looked around, but the picture was gone. Did I throw it out? Did the homeless  guy  snag  it  when  he  was  ranting  to  Dustin  about  the  woes  of capitalism? I shrugged my shoulders. Oh well—it was a cute drawing, but it’s not like I planned on putting it into any of my binders. So I just started drawing some new doodles. But once again, I couldn’t get Billie Siren out from my head. This time it wasn’t her song: it was her pretty, petite body, and her long, thick cock. 

I had to force that image out of my mind. I ended up drawing a fairly predictable traditional-style dog. First I drew him snarling, and then I drew a version where he was happy, with his tongue out. I preferred the second version. I spent the next hour creating a finished version, which I ended up slipping into my flash binder. 

That afternoon, I had one walk-in: a man who wanted a grape riding a surfboard  while  smoking  a  doobie,  all  above  the  phrase  ‘HAPPY

BIRTHDAY TIM’. The man liked my first doodle. He wanted it on the back of his thigh. When I finished, he asked me if I wanted to take a photo of it for  my  Instagram.  I  smiled  politely  and  took  a  photo,  though  I  had  no intention of putting that piece on my Instagram. He didn’t leave a tip, so I didn’t feel too bad when I deleted the photo later that evening. 

The  next  day  was  busier.  It  was  a  Saturday;  the  sun  was  out  and  the boardwalk  was  busy.  I  wasn’t  even  in  the  shop  for  ten  minutes  before

someone came in asking for a tattoo. He didn’t know what he wanted—he just knew that he wanted a tattoo. I told him to flip through the flash books. 

He went through all of them before pointing to one of my pieces. “I like this dog with his tongue out. Give me that.” 

We  put  it  on  his  wrist.  He  handled  the  pain  well,  and  it  only  took  an hour. He left a nice tip. 

Next, a girl came in asking for a butterfly on her lower back. Normally, I would have given her to Katrina, but Katrina was busy doing a back piece for one of her good clients. I asked Dustin if he wanted the work, and he just  laughed  and  walked  away.  So,  even  though  I  didn’t  need  the  extra money, I decided to do the butterfly. She wanted it to have every colour of the rainbow on it, and she wanted it to be small—no more than three inches long. “But I don’t want it to look too busy,” she said. I tried to explain to her that it was going to look busy unless she wanted it bigger or with fewer colours. But she was sticking to what she wanted, so that’s what we went ahead with. 

She wanted it low on her back, so that the bottoms of the wings were onto her bum. So she had to pull down her panties while I tattooed her. I rested  my  forearms  on  her  squishy  tush  while  I  worked.  I  found  myself feeling  tempted  to  pull  her  panties  down  further,  just  to  see  if  she  was hiding a similar package to what Billie had in her panties. I knew that it was extraordinarily  unlikely—though  I  found  myself  wondering  how  many trans chicks had come through the shop before without me noticing. Were they everywhere? Or was Billie just a special case? 

I  ended  up  pulling  her  panties  down  slightly,  telling  her  I  needed  the extra room, even though I didn’t. I got them down enough that I could see her bleached butthole. I pulled them down a touch more until I saw the very edge of her pussy, then my heart calmed down. I finished her piece and she loved it—but apparently not enough to leave a decent tip. 

I  had  three  more  walk-ins  that  afternoon,  once  I  was  back  from  my lunch break. Another butterfly, some text on a woman’s chest, and then, on a man’s bicep, I drew a pig holding a machine gun. It was around 7:00 PM

when the shop started to empty out. Dustin was finishing up his last walkin, and Katrina was packing her gear to leave. She was on her way to the airport, to go to Maui where she was doing a weeklong guest spot. 

She was on her way to the door when a new potential customer walked in.  She  stopped  dead  in  her  tracks  and  perked  up.  “Hey!  Wow.  It’s,  uh,  a pleasure to meet you.” I couldn’t see the person from behind Katrina. “I’m a big fan. I have your songs on all of my playlists.” 

“Thanks,” a familiar voice said. My stomach turned. I leaned over and saw Billie, and Billie saw me. She smiled. 

“Are you looking to get a tattoo?” Katrina asked. “I was just on my way to the airport, but I can change my plans around. I really love your tattoos. I would be honoured if you would let me do some work on you.” I’d never heard  Katrina  sound  like  such  a  hopeless  fan  girl  before,  and  we  were always having celebrities in the shop. 

Billie  pointed  at  me.  “I’m  here  for  him,  actually,”  she  said.  “Thanks though. It was nice to meet you.” 

Katrina looked back at me with wide eyes and parted lips. “H—Him?” 

she said. “Are you sure?” 

Billie  nodded  her  head  and  walked  past  the  shocked  and  bewildered Katrina. “I was hoping to get a tattoo. Are you free?” she asked me. 

“Um—right now?” I said. 

She nodded her head. 

“I was actually about to leave. Then I’ve got tomorrow and Monday off, and I’ll be back in the shop on Tuesday morning, around ten.” 

“I wanted to get it done now,” she said. 

“I  can  do  it,”  Katrina  said.  “I  really  don’t  mind  switching  my  flight around.” 

“Katrina, go catch your flight,” I said. 

She stuttered and then she lingered for a moment before saying, “But I really don’t mind. It would be an honour, actually.” 

“I really want him to do it,” Billie said with a surprisingly polite tone of voice—surprising because she had been such a brat the last time she was in. 

“He’s my artist.” 

Katrina  looked  at  me  with  even  wider  eyes  now.  I  just  shrugged  my shoulders before looking back at Billie. “You really want it now? What do you want?” 

She reached into her pocket and pulled out a folded up piece of paper. 

She unfolded it and placed it down on the counter. It was the drawing I did of the man in the electric chair. “I want this, on my stomach.” 

I  stared  at  the  drawing  for  a  moment  before  looking  back  up  at  her.  I could  feel  my  cheeks  turning  red.  “I  didn’t  know  who  you  were  when  I drew that,” I said. “I mean—I knew your song, but that’s it.” 

“I’m not grilling you, dude. I just want the tattoo.” 

“You want that? On your stomach?” 

She nodded her head. “Maybe even down on my pelvis.” 

“It’s going to hurt there,” I said. I didn’t want to do the tattoo. I didn’t want to spend another two hours with Billie, especially now that I couldn’t get the image of her cock out from my mind. “And remember you’ll have it forever.  Do  you  really  want  this  tattoo  forever?  You  know,  Katrina  has some  really  remarkable  work  in  her  flash  binder.  You  should  take  a  look. 

She would reschedule her flight for you and everything.” 

“It’s true,” Katrina said, still lingering and eavesdropping. 

“No—I  want  this,  and  I  want  you  to  do  it.  I’ll  pay  whatever  overtime rate you want me to pay. Should we go into the back room? Do you need to me sign another release?” 

I shook my head slowly. “Uh, no—I mean—yes, I need you to sign a release, and we’ll go to the back room. But… Are you sure about this?” 

“Yeah,  let’s  go.”  She  skipped  past  me,  towards  the  back  room,  which wasn’t  even  set  up  yet.  Katrina  was  still  staring  at  me  with  that  shocked expression. I’m sure my expression wasn’t so different. 

CHAPTER V

She was sitting up on the tattoo table when I came into the room, with her feet dangling over the edge, swaying playfully in the air. She smiled at me.  That  folded  up  drawing  was  next  to  her.  I  thought  about  asking  her again if she was sure about this tattoo, but I already knew the answer. So instead, I just started setting up my gear. I loaded up some fresh needles and poured some clean ink into three little cups. 

“How long do you think this will take?” she asked. 

“How big do you want it?” I asked without looking up at her. 

“As big as the drawing.” 

“Maybe an hour, maybe two—depends on how many breaks you need to take. Like I said, it’s going to hurt over the pelvis.” 

“I can take it,” she said with a big grin. “Is that door locked?” 

“Is it locked? No, we don’t generally lock it.” 

“Can you lock it now?” 

I  looked  into  her  eyes  and  saw  that  she  was  still  grinning.  “Why?”  I asked reluctantly. 

“Because I don’t want anyone coming in and seeing me with my panties down—for reasons I’m sure you already know.” 

I  got  up  and  locked  the  door.  Then  I  returned  to  her  to  continue preparing my station. I looked down at the drawing. “It will take me a few minutes  to  scan  this  and  turn  it  into  a  stencil.”  I  took  my  time  at  the computer,  trying  to  calm  my  heart  and  my  mind  down.  I  couldn’t  believe that  she  came  back.  Was  she  really  just  here  for  a  tattoo,  or  did  our  little romp have something to do with her return? Was she hoping for another bit of action? Did I give her the wrong idea? 

The  stencil  printed  out.  It  was  a  bit  rough,  but  the  drawing  was  a  bit rough,  and  she  didn’t  seem  to  mind.  She  was  still  letting  her  legs  dangle playfully in the air when I returned. “Want to pull your panties down so we can get the stencil on?” I asked. I was expecting her to nudge them down

slightly—just enough to expose her pelvis. Instead, she pressed her thighs together and slipped her panties down past her knees. She let them fall onto the floor. 

“It’s better that they’re out of the way, right?” she asked while looking into  my  eyes.  Was  she  trying  to  seduce  me?  Did  she  think  that  her  cock turned me on? 

I cleared my throat. “However you’re comfortable,” I said. I tried not to look  at  that  long  shaft  as  I  reached  in  with  the  stencil.  She  leaned  back, letting  her  abdomen  stretch  out.  I  carefully  hovered  the  stencil  where  her pubic hair would be if she had any. “Around here?” I asked. 

She looked down. “That’s perfect,” she said. “Stick it on.” 

I  pressed  the  stencil  on  carefully.  I  rubbed  it,  making  sure  the  ink transferred properly. Her pelvis was smooth and soft. I felt weird when my fingertips brushed the very base of her shaft, but I pretended not to notice and she did the same. Then I carefully peeled the stencil back. “And you’re sure you want this?” 

“Why? Do you think it’s ugly?” she asked. 

“No. It’s just, every person will see it when they go to pull down your pants.” 

“I  don’t  think  that’s  what  they’ll  be  looking  at  if  I’m  going  to  be honest,” she said with a grin in her voice. I nodded my head slowly, biting my  lip  in  an  attempt  to  stop  my  face  from  turning  red.  It  was  a  battle  to keep  my  gaze  up  from  her  long,  perfect  cock.  I  couldn’t  stop  thinking  of stroking it. I couldn’t stop thinking of stimulating her tip with my tongue. I could  still  remember  the  feeling  of  her  warm  veins  pulsing  as  she approached her fantastic orgasm. I could still remember the feeling of her hot cum blasting into the palm of my hand. 

I shook my head and took a deep breath. “Alright, well if you’re happy with it, let’s get started.” 

I fired up my tattoo gun and pressed the needle to her skin. I purposely started  in  the  area  I  figured  would  be  the  most  painful,  but  she  hardly flinched. I suppose after getting over a dozen tattoos, she had a pretty good idea  of  what  to  expect,  and  how  to  handle  the  pain.  And  I’d  almost forgotten that she didn’t have the pain tolerance of the average female. In

fact,  she  had  the  pain  tolerance  of  a  hardened  man.  I’d  tattooed  war  vets who squirmed and groaned more than her. 

I  finished  the  head  of  the  character,  and  then  I  started  working  on  the body.  It  should  have  been  an  easy  tattoo,  but  the  task  was  made  difficult with the added distraction of her cock, dangling so close to my face. I liked to really lean in close when I tattooed a client—but now, I was scared to get too close. And I had a feeling she could tell, though I had no evidence to base that feeling off of. 

“So why did you come back here?” I asked, breaking the long silence. 

“You did a good job last time,” she said. 

“That’s  it?”  I  asked  casually,  without  looking  up.  That  couldn’t  have been  it.  I  hardly  tattooed  her—just  a  few  feathers  between  her  pelvis  and her thigh. It was hardly enough to make any sort of judgement call. 

“Well, that and I liked your drawing. It really represents how I feel,” she said with a small laugh. 

“But it’s your song. Don’t you like your own song?” 

“It’s okay. Of all my songs, it’s not my favourite. It’s not even in my top ten. But I guess people like what they like. Now, it plays wherever I go. I hear all of the flaws—and I’m constantly reminded of how basic it is: verse, chorus,  verse,  chorus…  A  child  could  have  written  it  and  nobody  would know the difference. It’s kind of sad if you think about it.” 

I just nodded my head slowly, letting her know I was listening but not necessarily agreeing with what she was saying. I didn’t want her to know that  I  felt  the  same  way  about  her  music,  even  though  it  was  probably obvious—especially  because  of  the  drawing  I  was  now  tattooing  on  her body. 

“And they play it whenever I go to do an interview. On every talk show, they ask me to perform it. Imagine drawing the same tattoo over and over and over.” 

“That would get old fast,” I said, looking up at her. “And it does. You wouldn’t  believe  how  many  women  come  in  wanting  roses.  I  worked  in Hawaii  for  a  year,  and  every  second  tattoo  was  a  sea  turtle.  It  can  be tedious.” 

“Right. So that’s why I came back—because I don’t want to be tattooed by  someone  like  your  friend.  I  don’t  want  to  spend  an  hour  or  two  with some obnoxious fan who just wants to go on and on about how much they love Back in Business.” 

I  nodded  my  head  slowly,  once  again  only  half-agreeing—enough  for her to know that I was paying attention. 

After a short silence, she said, “That, and because I was hoping that we could maybe—I don’t know—fool around again.” 

I  pulled  the  tattoo  gun  away  from  her  skin,  and  then  I  froze.  I  didn’t look  up  right  away.  My  gaze  remained  down  at  her  lap—at  her  exposed cock. I felt a cold buzzing travel through my body as my stomach gargled and my heart stuttered. Then I looked up. “Excuse me?” I said. 

“You know—like last time? We should fool around. It was fun.” 

“You  came  back  here  so  that  I  would  get  you  off  again?  Are  you deranged?” 

“Oh  c’mon,  you  had  fun  too,”  she  said.  Her  face  was  reddening  as though she wasn’t quite so sure of herself. “Right?” She bit down on her lip. 

I  had  to  admit  that  she  looked  cute  when  she  was  shy—but  that  didn’t change the fact that she had come back to the shop for another handjob. She was treating me like some Thai rub and tug masseur. 

“I’m a professional tattoo artist. People come from all over the world to get me to ink them. I’m not your go-to handjob boy.” 

I stared into her eyes until I was sure she got the message. She looked away quickly with the reddest face I’d ever seen, and then she said, “Sorry.” 

She reached down and put her hand over her cock. 

My heart stammered and swirled down into my gut. Now I was feeling guilty.  She  probably  had  a  hard  enough  time  finding  men  with  her downstairs mix-up—it wasn’t her fault that I’d given her the wrong idea by giving her that handjob earlier. “It’s fine,” I said, trying to ease the tension. 

“Sorry I gave you the wrong idea.” 

“You didn’t give me any ideas,” she said with a strangely defiant tone of voice. “I just thought that you seemed into it, but I was wrong. It’s not a big deal. If you don’t want to do it, no one’s forcing you to do it.” 

“I know,” I said. 

“Good,” she said. And that silence returned to the room. I picked up the tattoo  gun  and  I  went  back  to  work.  Usually  I  liked  working  in  silence. 

Silence  made  it  easier  to  focus.  But  now,  that  silence  was  nothing  but  a distraction. Why did she think that I liked giving her than handjob? Or was it technically a blowjob? She obviously liked it, because she got off—but I didn’t like it. Or did I? I went along with it, and I ended up getting her off…

And for a few days, it was all I could think about. When I pulled that girl’s panties down earlier, was I hoping that there would be a cock there? Was I possibly gay—or maybe bisexual? 

I  tried  to  push  those  thoughts  out  from  my  mind,  but  they  wouldn’t leave.  What  if  Billie  was  right?  What  if  I  did  want  to  give  her  another blowjob? What if I did want to try it again, just to see if it was something I liked? The offer was probably still on the table. But would it make me gay to try it? Or was I already gay for trying it? 

“What’s wrong?” Billie asked. 

I looked up at her. “Nothing. Why?” 

“Because you aren’t tattooing. You’re just staring blankly at my pelvis.” 

“I am?” 

“For about thirty seconds now—yeah.” 

“Oh.  Sorry,”  I  said.  I  kept  going.  I  strained  to  keep  my  focus  on  my work. I didn’t want to make a bad tattoo—especially on a celebrity who had her  photograph  taken  every  single  day  for  magazines  and  newspapers.  I carefully finished my line work and then I went onto shading. Finally, after twenty more minutes of silence, the tattoo was finished. I carefully sprayed it and wiped it. The tattoo looked good—I was happy with it. 

But now that my work was finished, my mind began to wander again. I looked  down  at  her  hand,  which  was  still  covering  her  cock,  but  not completely. No hand could singlehandedly cover a cock of that size. 

I  tried  to  swallow  the  lump  in  my  throat,  and  then  I  tried  to  clear  my throat. I wanted to say something, but I couldn’t muster up any words, until I was able to say, “Could you move your hand for me, please?” 

She  moved  her  hand  away,  uncovering  that  cock.  I  reached  forward slowly and wrapped my fingers around it. I lifted it up, gently pulling back her foreskin, and then I leaned forward, opening my mouth, accepting her cock through my lips. I was half-expecting her to push me away in disgust after I rejected her earlier. But instead, she slipped her fingers into my hair and pulled my head in closer. A small whimper escaped her lips as I began to suck. 

My  mind  was  spinning.  What  was  wrong  with  me?  Was  I  seriously sucking her off? Had I lost my mind? 

I could feel her growing bigger. I could feel her hard shaft throbbing—

and I could feel mine throbbing as well. She hand both of her hands in my hair now. She tugged gently and groaned with a sexy voice. I stroked my tongue up the length of her erection, all the way to her tip, before plunging back down to let her long cock press up against the back of my throat. Once she  was  fully  erect,  I  moved  my  head  down,  beneath  her  ball  sack,  so  I could eat out her asshole. She was apparently open to it: reaching down and spreading her butt cheeks so that I could press my tongue in deep. Her tight hole puckered against my tongue as her ball sack sat patiently against my forehead. 

“That feels good,” she moaned. “Fuck—that feels so good.” 

I pushed my tongue in deeper. Her muscles tensed up, and then as she relaxed, another soft moan slipped out from her lips. 

But I wanted more. I wanted to be deeper inside of her, and I had my own cock to satisfy. I stood up and reached for the height adjustment knob on  the  side  of  the  table.  The  motor  whirred  and  the  table  began  to  sink down. I stopped it once her asshole was perfectly in line with my erection. 

Then I pulled my cock out and pressed my tip against her hole. 

“Be gentle,” she said. “I’m a virgin.” Her face was an impressive shade of  crimson.  She  was  biting  her  bottom  lip  hard  while  her  eyes  glistened with a combination of fear and excitement. 

“Just  try  to  relax,”  I  said—the  same  thing  I  told  all  of  my  nervous clients. She got her elbows planted firmly, and then I began to push in. She groaned  and  clenched,  but  she  was  quick  to  release  and  relax.  It  took  a minute  before  my  cock  finally  penetrated  her,  stealing  away  her  virginity. 

Then  it  took  another  minute  before  I  was  able  to  press  my  shaft  into  her

warm  hole.  She  moaned  again,  squirming  her  hips  as  she  tried  to  find  a comfortable position. 

“It’s so big,” she said. 

“Just take it,” I said, pushing in further. She groaned loudly now. I was a bit worried they would hear in the other room. I could imagine Katrina with her ear up against the door, missing her flight so that she could be a little bit closer to her pop music idol. 

I managed to get my entire cock into Billie’s tight asshole. She had her head placed down on the tattoo table now, and she was moaning loudly. I held her hips firmly in place, and then I started to thrust. I loved how tight she was. I loved how her erection throbbed on her new tattoo as I explored the inside of her body with my hard cock. It felt good—too good. I knew I wouldn’t last long. I had to try. I had to make her orgasm before me. 

So I lifted up her cock and I began to stroke it. She tilted her head down to watch—straining her neck so that she could see what I was doing to her petite body (and her enormous dick). 

“It feels so good,” she said. “Oh God, it feels so fucking good.” 

I tightened my grip on her cock and I began to beat her faster. I had to get her off. My cock was throbbing intensely inside of her. I knew I didn’t even  have  a  full  minute  left  before  I  was  unloading  into  her  tight  hole.  I tried  to  pull  my  mind  away,  so  that  I  could  last,  but  the  only  image  that wanted to be in my mind was the image that was on the table in front of me: Billie’s  helpless  and  aroused  body,  squirming  and  moaning  as  my  cock moved in and out of her. 

I clenched and squirmed. My legs trembled. It couldn’t be done. I just couldn’t outlast her. I was going to come. I couldn’t hold back any longer. 

Then suddenly, she groaned. A blast of cum shot across her torso and streaked over her collarbone. I reacted quickly, cupping my hand in front of her tip to catch the rest, so that no cum got onto her fresh, uncovered tattoo. 

Even  on  the  verge  of  an  orgasm,  I  was  thinking  about  proper  tattoo  care. 

Maybe I really was a professional. 

As her cum pooled into my hand, I came inside of her asshole. I filled her  up  and  then  I  pulled  out  quickly.  Her  asshole  remained  open  for  a moment as she revelled in her state of absolute bliss. Her muscles were all

relaxed now—so relaxed that she couldn’t even move. So I cleaned her up while  she  was  enjoying  the  moment.  I  wiped  off  the  cum,  and  then  I covered her new tattoo. I even got myself cleaned up before she was finally able to sit up. 

“That was nice,” she said. 

I nodded my head. “I hope you enjoyed your first time.” 

“I did,” she said. “And I guess I’m done here, right?” 

I nodded my head. “I just need to take your payment and then we’ll go over aftercare instructions.” 

“Have they changed since the other day?” she asked. 

I shook my head. “But I have to go over them after every tattoo. It’s just the rules.” 

Nothing more was said as we shuffled out to the front lobby area, which was  now  desolate  as  it  was  well  beyond  dinnertime  for  most  people.  I accepted her cash payment and then I handed her the aftercare sheet, so she could add it to her collection. Then she turned around and left with glossy eyes.  Maybe  she  had  something  to  say  and  she  was  afraid  to  say  it,  or maybe  she  couldn’t  think  of  anything  to  say  at  all.  I  was  in  one  of  those groups, but I wasn’t sure which one. 

CHAPTER VI

It was two days later when I received a Google alert, letting me know that my name had been mentioned on a popular tabloid website. I read the article. It was about Billie Siren’s tattoos and the main picture was a shot of our shop. Apparently Katrina reached out to the magazine in an attempt to drum up some publicity for the shop. 

I remembered that NDA that I signed. My heart stuttered even though I knew the article wasn’t my fault. Unlike me, Katrina wasn’t forced to sign an  NDA.  It  was  Billie’s  own  fault.  She  came  into  the  shop  during  busy hours,  without  even  sunglasses  as  a  disguise.  Maybe  she  didn’t  care  if people knew where she got her ink. Maybe she only cared to keep what was between her legs a secret. 

It wasn’t even an hour after the article went live that I started getting emails  and  calls  from  journalists  and  Billie  Siren  super  fans.  I  made  the mistake  of  picking  the  first  couple  of  calls  up,  and  then  I  had  to  try  to politely hang up. After that, I turned off my phone and closed down my email. 

I  had  no  intention  of  telling  anyone  anything  about  Billie—partly because of the NDA, and partly because I didn’t want people thinking that I was anything more to Billie than just a tattoo artist who spent a couple of hours in the same room as her. If her secret got out, I didn’t want to have anything to do with her. I didn’t want all of my friends and family members finding out that I got romantically involved with a transgender—if you can even call our quick romps ‘romantic’. 

When I left my place, there were four journalists waiting outside. They didn’t wait for me to invite them over before the swarmed to ask questions. 

“How was your experience with Billie Siren?” one asked. “Did she tell you about her upcoming album?” asked another. “Did Billie mention anything about a boyfriend?” “Are you and Billie close? How long have you known each other?” “What is Billie like? Was she friendly or rude?” 

I wasn’t answering their questions, but they kept asking them. I buried my hands into my pockets and I tried to walk fast, so I could get away from

them. But they just kept trailing me, barking their absurd questions. I tried to be polite at first, smiling and saying, “I’m sorry, I’m not answering any questions right now. I’m just trying to get to work.” But they ignored me. 

They  kept  hounding  me.  One  of  the  journalists  (if  you  can  call  him  that) pulled out his phone and held it up, recording a video. 

It  was  a  long  walk  to  the  shop.  The  journalists  let  themselves  in, walking  up  to  the  counter  while  repeating  their  questions,  like  annoying children  thinking  they  could  get  what  they  wanted  by  being  annoying enough.  Finally,  I  snapped.  I  spun  around  and  told  them,  “Get  out  of  the shop or I’m calling the cops.” 

They  looked  stunned.  One  of  them  was  stupid  enough  to  attempt  to squeeze one last question in. “Is Billie coming back for more tattoos?” 

“I said, get out!” I barked. 

So they left, but they didn’t go far. They lingered around outside of the shop, as if they were waiting for Billie to show up. 

Dustin stared at me with wide eyes. “You okay, bro?” he asked. 

I nodded my head. “Just annoyed. I’m fine.” I sat down and took a deep breath. I didn’t do amazing work over the next few days. All of my walk-ins were  Billie  Siren  fans  who  either  wanted  tattoos  of  Billie  Siren, reproductions of Billie Siren’s tattoos, or they were journalists getting tiny tattoos that they didn’t actually want, so that they could ask me questions about Billie Siren. Every day, on my way home from work, there would be at least two of them waiting outside of the shop, ready to follow me home. 

I was starting to recognize one of them. He wasn’t getting the hint that I wasn’t going to tell him anything. He just kept asking the same questions. 

“What was Billie like? Was she nice? Did she tell you about any upcoming projects?”  I  guess  they  had  better  luck  getting  information  from acquaintances than from the celebrities themselves. 

“I told you: she didn’t tell me anything. She’s very nice. What else do you want from me?” 

“Well  how  do  you  know  that  she’s  nice?  If  you  know  she’s  nice,  that means you must have talked about something.” 

“We  just  talked  about  life.  I  complimented  her  tattoos  and  she complimented mine,” I said. 

“Complimented?”  he  said,  perking  up  like  a  dog  noticing  a  plate  of hamburgers. “Are you and Billie dating? Has there been further contact?” 

“We aren’t dating!” I said. I didn’t know why I was bothering with the guy. I was trying to be nice, but he was just twisting my words and trying to create a story. I suppose that was technically his job—but my God, was it annoying. 

“Have  you  seen  each  other  outside  of  the  shop?”  he  asked.  I  didn’t answer.  “Does  that  mean  yes?  Have  you  gone  out  for  dinner?  Have  you been  to  her  house?”  I  remained  silent.  “Oh  my  God,”  he  said  with excitement.  He  pulled  out  his  phone  and  started  recording.  “Do  you  like Billie? Do you find her attractive? What are your favourite qualities about her?”  I  just  remained  silent,  ignoring  him.  He  was  a  pest—worse  than  a pest.  I  could  swat  and  kill  a  pest,  but  the  law  unfortunately  protected  this loser. “Are you dating?” he asked again. 

Then, I had a little outburst. “Is it seriously your job to be a little shit head?  Do  you  just  pester  people  all  day  long?  Don’t  you  realize  that  the world  would  be  a  better  place  without  you  in  it?”  I  took  a  deep  breath. 

“Yeah,  we’re  dating.  I  did  her  tattoo  and  that  means  were  dating,”  I  said with a heavy tone of sarcasm. “Like, are you seriously this thick? Get a life, and get a real job you fucking twat!” 

I  was  relieved  when  I  reached  my  flat.  I  went  inside  and  locked  my doors and shut my curtains. Then I sat down on the couch, feeling strangely exhausted.  I  closed  my  eyes  and  ended  up  dozing  off.  Who  knew  the paparazzi could be so draining? 

CHAPTER VII

The  next  day  was  just  like  the  days  before  it.  The  paparazzi  were waiting outside of my apartment, desperate to get more information about Billie Siren, though it seemed like there were more of them—more people eager to waste their time trying to get information out of me. This time, I was  able  to  tune  them  out.  Their  voices  were  just  white  noise.  I  was  too tired to pick one voice out from the other. They trailed behind me shouting their  dumb  questions,  but  none  of  them  stuck  in  my  head.  I  just  kept walking. I was five minutes from my flat when I put some headphones on to tune them out even more. None of them tried to follow me into the shop. 

When I stepped in, Dustin turned to look at me. He had a young woman getting some date tattooed on her arm. He stopped tattooing her to look at me with that strange look on his face. “What’s with you?” I asked. 

“Hey,”  he  said  cautiously.  “I  don’t  know—for  some  reason,  I  didn’t think you’d be coming in today.” 

“Why not?” I said. 

He  looked  out  the  window,  so  I  did  the  same.  The  paparazzi  were crowding the glass, trying to look in, pointing their annoying cameras in my direction. 

Now that I was looking, it did seem like there were way more of them than  usual.  And  why  were  they  now  so  eager  to  get  my  photograph?  “I don’t understand,” I said. 

Then the girl getting her tattoo looked up at me and said, “Is it true that you and Billie Siren are dating?” 

My  ears  started  ringing.  I  suddenly  remembered  that  paparazzo  that  I was dating Billie Siren—but it was a joke. Of course he ran with it, even knowing it was a joke. He had a recording of me saying it, which he could easily trim out of context—and that’s probably exactly what he did. “Fuck,” 

I muttered. 

I pulled out my phone. I wanted to call Billie and explain myself to her, but it wasn’t until I was flicking through my contacts that I realized I didn’t

even have her number. “Shit,” I muttered. “Fucking shit.” I knew she wasn’t going  to  be  happy  once  the  news  reached  her  ears.  But  surely  she  would know  that  it  was  just  a  joke  taken  out  of  context.  Surely  she  knew  the paparazzi better than anyone. Right? 

I  went  into  the  back  room  and  I  closed  the  door,  so  I  could  be  away from  the  annoying  mob  outside.  I  sat  down  next  to  the  tattoo  table  and  I took  a  long,  deep  breath.  What  had  I  done?  Why  did  I  even  say  a  single word to those coyotes? What was I thinking? 

More young women came into the shop that day, wanting Billie Siren tattoos. I declined all of them. “You can ask Dustin if he’ll do it for you,” I told one girl, but she insisted that I be the one to do the tattoo. “It has to be you. You did  all  of her tattoos.” I had to explain to multiple people that I didn’t do  all  of Billie Siren’s tattoos—just one that people hadn’t even seen yet, and maybe they would never see it. 

“I  think  Billie  would  really  like  me.  We  would  be,  like,  best  friends,” 

one girl said to me. “Can you set something up? I’ll let you tattoo me if you set something up.” I got a chill. I just wanted to draw cool tattoos. I didn’t want to deal with these ingrates. 

So I decided to go back home. If I wasn’t going to get any serious work, then  there  was  no  sense  in  staying  in  front  of  that  firing  squad.  The  mob followed  me  back  to  my  apartment,  then  they  all  dispersed  once  I  was inside of my flat, behind my closed curtains and locked door. 

I tried to relax. I took a hot shower, and then I made a pot of tea. But I just  kept  finding  myself  pacing  around  my  apartment,  terrified  of  what Billie was currently thinking. She probably had a mob of her own outside of her  house—a  much  larger  mob  than  the  one  I  was  dealing  with.  And  she was probably cursing my name—maybe even calling up her lawyers to put an end to all of this drama—and to put an end to my professional career. 

Surely  I  was  just  being  paranoid.  She  wouldn’t  actually  send  her lawyers after me, would she? I signed that NDA—did it say anything about sarcastic jokes taken out of context? I spent a hopeless hour trying to find her  phone  number,  so  I  could  call  her  and  tell  her  that  I  was  sorry  for creating a media frenzy. I was able to find the phone number of her agent’s secretary after much digging. I called, but only got the answering machine. 

The  instructions  weren’t  very  clear:  “Leave  a  short  but  detailed  message

and I’ll get to it in the next few days.” A short but detailed message? How could such a message exist? And I didn’t have a few days—I needed to talk to her now so I could put my mind at ease. 

I made the mistake of checking my e-mail. My inbox was overflowing with  messages  from  paparazzi  and  from  potential  clients  who  desperately wanted Billie Siren tattoos. I was getting a taste of the nonsense Billie had to go through on a daily basis. 

Then  I  made  the  mistake  of  searching  my  name  on  Google,  to  see  if there had been any updates. I was praying for a retraction. But there were no  retractions—just  piece  after  piece  about  my  apparent  relationship  with Billie  Siren.  After  a  bit  of  searching,  I  found  newly  written  articles  about my  tattoo  work.  “Hubert  Santiago,  famous  for  tattooing  Billie  Siren,  has been  tattooing  for  almost  a  decade.  Some  of  his  work  is  very  impressive. 

See our top ten Hubert Santiago tattoos!” It was a nice little list of pictures, and  I  wasn’t  surprised  to  see  the  usual  suspects  on  the  list—the  ones  that always ended up on the list, even though they weren’t my best pieces. 

And  it  wasn’t  long  before  I  started  finding  nasty  articles  about  me. 

“Billie Siren’s tattoo artist can apparently only do one style of tattoo,” was the  headline  of  one  lousy  article.  The  article  was  a  collection  of  beetle tattoos  that  I  did  after  I  did  a  beetle  tattoo  for  the  movie  star,  Andrew Reynolds.  Sure,  I  did  a  lot  of  beetle  tattoos,  but  only  because  that’s  what people wanted! I could do lots of other tattoos. 

The article even included tattoos that I didn’t do—that looked nothing like work I’d ever done. I wanted to demand a retraction, and then I started finding  more  articles.  There  were  so  many!  It  would  take  weeks—maybe even  months—to  have  all  of  the  lies  and  cruel  slander  retracted,  if  it  was even possible at all. 

Then I found my name being mentioned on message boards. There was a  threat  about  me  on  the  top  of  a  very  popular  tattoo  website.  “Hubert Santiago,  Billie  Siren’s  tattoo  artist  and  boyfriend,”  was  the  title  of  the thread.  In  the  thread,  people  were  discussing  my  work.  “He’s  overrated.” 

“All  of  his  stuff  looks  the  same.”  “Who  cares?”  “What  a  hack!”  I  never asked  for  their  opinions.  I  was  just  tattooing  what  I  thought  looked  cool. 

Who were they to judge me? “I’m sick of seeing this guy everywhere today. 

When will he be irrelevant again?” 

My  anger  was  building  up—and  then  it  suddenly  faded  away,  being replaced by the strangest sense of guilt. The way people were talking about me  wasn’t  so  different  from  the  way  I  talked  about  Billie  Siren  and  her music. Was I just as bad as these people? Was I just another one of them? 

I looked out the window. It was dark. The day had slipped away from me. I crept up to the window and looked at the street below. The paparazzi were gone, but I wasn’t about to open the curtains. They were probably just off  to  sleep  for  the  night—though  I  suspected  there  were  still  a  few lingering around, hiding in alleyways, waiting to jump out and surprise me with some more questions I wouldn’t answer. 

I made myself some dinner, though I didn’t have much appetite. Then I put a show on the television, even though I didn’t have the focus to actually watch. I began to doze off when my apartment buzzer went off. It had gone off many times that day, but I hadn’t answered it. Now, I was considering leaving  it—but  something  inside  of  me  was  telling  me  that  it  wasn’t  just another  paparazzo  trying  to  get  some  lousy  exclusive.  I  cautiously approached my buzzer box and pressed the button. “Hello?” I said quietly

—almost instantly regretting my decision to answer. 

“Hey,  it’s  Billie.  Let  me  up  before  anyone  sees  me,”  she  said.  I recognized her voice, even through the scratchy system. I was quick to buzz her up, and quick to regret the decision. Was she coming up to scream at me?  Was  she  angry?  Or  was  it  really  even  Billie?  Could  it  have  been  a paparazzo  with  a  recording  of  her  voice?  No—surely  they  weren’t  that clever, and I wasn’t that paranoid. Or was I? 

There was a knock at my door. My joints froze and I stared at it for a moment.  Then  there  was  another  knock,  breaking  me  free  from  my paralysis. I stepped up slowly and grabbed the handle gently. The moment I had the door open, she pushed herself inside. “Why are you making me wait out there? You want people to see me here?” she said, giving me a dagger stare. 

“Sorry. I just wasn’t sure it was really you,” I said. 

“So  what  did  you  say?  Why  are  people  asking  me  if  I’m  dating  my tattoo  artist?  Don’t  you  tattoo  celebs  for  a  living?  Shouldn’t  you  know  to keep your big, dumb mouth shut when they run up to you?” 

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I just made a joke—it was just a joke.” 

“Well, as far as the rest of the world is concerned, it’s true—and trust me—nothing you can say will change their mind, not until they see me out with another guy.” 

“Sorry,” I said. “It’s not like that was my plan.” 

She started looking around my apartment. “This is where you live? Why do you live here?” 

“What’s wrong with it?” I asked. 

She shrugged her shoulders. “There’s no art on the walls. Aren’t you an artist? What kind of artist doesn’t have art on his walls?” 

“I’m a minimalist,” I said. 

She opened my fridge and looked inside. “I see that,” she said. “Should we order food in then?” 

“Food?” 

“Yeah—you  know—food?  Aren’t  you  hungry?  I  haven’t  eaten  since breakfast.” 

She found a beer in the back of my fridge, which she helped herself to. 

She  cracked  it  and  took  a  long  sip.  Then  she  stared  into  my  eyes  with  a narrowed gaze. “Were you saving this for something?” 

“No. Help yourself,” I said. 

She  continued  staring  at  me.  “You’re  acting  weird.  Are  you  still uncomfortable about my dick?” 

I shook my head quickly. “What? No. I don’t care about that.” 

“Want to get it out of your system then so we can hang out properly?” 

She  put  the  beer  down  and  bent  over  my  counter.  She  reached  back  and flipped  up  her  black  skirt,  showing  off  her  panty-clad  bum.  My  heart stuttered. 

“Get  it  out  of  my  system?  What?  Sorry—I’m  confused.  Why  are  you here?” 

“Because we’re dating. Didn’t you hear?” she said. She took her panties out  from  her  butt  crack  and  she  pulled  them  to  the  side,  exposing  her asshole. “I’m ready when you are.” With her free hand she grabbed her beer and took another long sip. Then she swayed that firm tush in the air. I could

see  the  bulge  of  her  big  cock  and  ball  sack  being  hugged  tightly  by  her panties. I could even make out the contour of her long snake, begging to be released. 

My  package  began  to  throb  and  my  head  became  hot.  Maybe  I  could just give her a quick fucking before trying to figure out what the hell was going on. Did she really want to date? Or was she just messing around with me?  And  if  we  did  date,  would  her  biological  sex  eventually  come  out? 

Would I become known as the tattoo artist who dated the tranny pop star? 

She kept swaying that ass, as if she was trying to hypnotize me—and it was working. I walked over and put my hands on her warm butt cheeks. I squeezed firmly and my heart fluttered. Then I brought my fingers towards her  butt  crack  and  gently  felt  her  tight  asshole.  It  puckered  against  my fingertips, inviting me in—begging to be plugged. 

I  ran  my  hands  up  her  firm  body.  I  cupped  her  tits,  which  were  firm implants, but I didn’t mind. I gently pinched her nipples, making her moan. 

She  reached  a  hand  back  to  begin  massaging  my  package,  which  didn’t need any extra help getting aroused. I was already erect and throbbing. She managed to unzip my fly and wrestle my snake out into the open. 

Then  I  reached  down  and  slipped  her  cock  out  from  her  panties.  I massaged and jerked her cock. I made it hard and long, so I could feel her warm, throbbing veins. Then I reached up and pressed two fingers into her mouth,  stealing  some  saliva  to  use  for  my  own  pleasure,  to  lubricate  that tight hole that was in desperate need of a good fucking. 

I  pressed  my  fingers  in  and  she  clenched  them  hard.  I  pushed  them deep, spreading her own spit down her anal walls. She groaned. I pulled my fingers out and put them back into her mouth, giving her a taste of herself. 

Then  I  pushed  her  forward,  bending  her  over  that  counter  even  further.  I pressed my tip firmly against her hole, and then I pressed in. She moaned loudly—loud  enough  that  the  neighbours  would  be  able  to  hear  if  they listened hard enough, but I didn’t care—not in that moment. 

I pushed my cock in deep, feeling the throbbing walls of her anal tunnel. 

I  grabbed  her  cock  again  and  started  pumping.  Maybe  I  really  was  gay.  I couldn’t keep my hands away from her cock, no matter how hard I tried—

so I couldn’t have been completely straight. If I could have fucked her in the ass while sucking her cock, I would have done so—so I must have been

gay. But she was a woman. She looked a smelled and felt like a woman. So was I really gay? Did it really matter what sort of label was put on this? I’m sure  the  paparazzi  would  figure  out  a  way  to  label  it  if  they  could  see through the thinnest gap in my curtains. I looked over to make sure there were no gaps. 

Then I looked back down at the stunning pop star bent over my kitchen counter, and I started pumping. I pumped hard, but slow. Each thrust sent my  cock  in  deep—as  deep  as  I  could  go  with  the  length  God  gave  me.  I drew  back  carefully,  feeling  every  centimetre  of  her  tight  cavern—then  I plunged in again, massaging her amazing walls with my swollen, throbbing tip. I watched as her fingers clutched at the countertop. 

I squeezed her shaft firmly and I massaged her round, slick tip. I wanted to feel her coming, but I didn’t want her to come yet. I wanted her to remain in  the  moment  with  me—to  enjoy  every  second  of  this  incredible  fuck.  I started  pumping  faster.  I  brought  my  free  hand  to  her  face  and  I  let  her playfully bite down on my fingers. I spread some of her own saliva down her chin as I went to wrap my hand around her throat. She moaned, letting me know she liked it, so I clutched her throat firmly. 

I began thrusting even harder, squeezing her cock tighter and pumping it faster. She was moaning loudly. Her face was turning red and her legs were trembling. Her anus was clenching over and over. I’d completely forgotten what brought her to my apartment. I forgot about all of the drama with the paparazzi—and I forgot all about the confusion between Billie and I. Now, the  only  thing  on  my  mind  was  the  present  moment.  I  could  only  think about  her  tight  body,  and  how  amazing  every  inch  of  her  long,  throbbing cock felt in the palm of my hand. 

“Oh God,” she groaned. I felt her rod swelling, so I leaned over to look. 

Her tip was red and her legs were convulsing now. She groaned loudly, and then she began to coat my cupboards with streaks of hot, white cum. The sight  was  incredible.  I  wished  I  could  have  been  recording  it  so  I  could watch it over and over. She produced more cum than I knew possible. Her long strands were thick, but they managed to trickle down to my tile floor. 

The perverted part of me wanted to drop to the ground to lick the substance up—but I resisted that deranged urge. 

Instead, I pulled my cock out and I came all over her ass. I watched as I made a humiliating mess of her tranny tush. She perked her bum out as if she  liked  it.  Her  anus  remained  agape:  stretched  wide  from  my  relentless thrusting.  I  even  got  a  couple  of  blasts  right  into  that  hole,  which  she seemed to like. She reached back with both hands and spread my load all over her ass, even pushing it towards her hole as if she wanted it inside of her. Then she looked back at me with a big grin. I couldn’t fight the urge to kiss her, though as our lips touched, I knew that I was technically kissing a man, as far as biology was concerned. My heart fluttered and ached, but it didn’t stop me from letting her slip her tongue into my mouth. 

She  pulled  away,  looked  into  my  eyes  with  a  big  grin,  and  then  she turned around again, bending over my counter once more. “Lick my ass,” 

she said. 

I  looked  down  at  her  bum,  which  was  glistening  with  my  cum. 

Nervousness  overwhelmed  me,  but  it  didn’t  stop  me.  I  dropped  to  my knees, grabbed her ass with both of my hands, and then I started to lick off my own cum. It was a bit sweet and a bit bitter—and very arousing. I even licked up her butt crack, licking a thick glob right off her puckering asshole. 

Then I stood up, wiped my face, and looked into her eyes. The events of the  day  came  rushing  back  to  me.  “So  were  dating?”  I  asked  with  a reluctant smile. 

Her eyes narrowed and she shook her head. “No, we aren’t dating,” she said. “Where did you get that crazy idea?” 

I felt suddenly humiliated. If we weren’t dating, then what the hell was that kitchen romp? Why did she let me fuck her in the ass for the second time? “I’m confused,” I said. 

“I can tell,” she said, shaking her head. She picked up her beer and took a long sip. “That’s why I came over—to make sure you know that we aren’t dating.  I  assumed  it  was  a  joke  taken  out  of  context,  but  now  I’m  not  so sure.” 

My head was spinning. Was she screwing with me, or was she finally telling me the truth? Was she just using me for sex? Or was that just a spur-of-the-moment meaningless romp? I kept staring at her, but she was done staring  at  me.  She  finished  her  beer  and  then  she  said,  “Are  we  ordering food or not? I want Chinese. Let me know now, or I’m taking off.” 

I stared at her for a long moment, and then I said, “I already ate.” 

Then  she  stared  at  me  for  a  long  moment.  Something  glistened  in  her eyes,  though  I  couldn’t  decide  what.  Maybe  it  was  a  second  of disappointment. “Okay, that’s fine,” she said. She went straight to my door and then turned around. “If anyone else asks you anything relating to me at all—just  keep  your  mouth  shut.  Don’t  even  try  to  correct  the  record,  or you’ll just make this whole mess worse.” 

I nodded my head, and then she left. As soon as she was gone, I found myself wondering if the moment had actually happened, or if it was just a stress  induced  hallucination.  I  probably  would  have  convinced  myself  the meeting  wasn’t  real  had  it  not  been  for  the  mess  of  cum  all  over  my cupboards. 

CHAPTER VIII

The paparazzi held their ground. They were all there the next day, and then the day after that, and then the day after that. Sunday came and I had the day off. I was excited, until I realized I needed to go grocery shopping. I tried sneaking out the back door of my building, but they found me. A few of them even followed me into the grocery store and tried to take pictures of me, as if I was the celebrity in the scenario. I had no idea what they planned on  doing  with  pictures  of  me  sorting  through  onions—though  I  couldn’t help  but  wonder  if  they  were  going  to  find  some  sort  of  way  to  create  a sensational  story  out  of  it:  ‘Billie  Siren’s  tattoo  artist  boyfriend  buying ingredients for romantic dinner!’

I noticed a man looking at me when I was in the checkout line. He had a strange  look  on  his  face,  and  it  wasn’t  until  I  was  leaving  the  store  that  I realized  that  look  was  a  look  of  jealousy.  I  caught  myself  grinning.  Of course men were jealous of me. Billie Siren was a cute young woman, and on top of that she was rich and famous. None of them knew what I knew—

none of them knew about the long shaft between her thighs. 

But  my  smirk  quickly  went  away  when  I  started  to  think  about  the inevitability of her true sex coming out. What if they still thought that we were a couple when the news dropped? Would I be mocked into hiding for being romantically involved with a transgender girl? Or even if the whole dating  controversy  was  over—would  people  still  look  back  and  theorize that  I  had  secret  relations  with  a  well-hung  tranny?  They  wouldn’t  be wrong; we’d fooled around three times already. 

I  found  myself  looking  online  at  tabloid  articles,  trying  to  find  any evidence  of  the  press  catching  onto  her  secret.  I  found  one  racy  celebrity gossip website with a picture of Billie bending over during a music video shoot.  The  bulge  between  her  legs  was  apparent,  and  the  headline  of  the article  read,  ‘Is  Billie  Siren  hiding  a  big  secret?’  My  heart  fluttered.  The article  only  had  a  few  thousands  views,  and  the  picture  was  far  from revealing—but  it  showed  that  it  was  just  a  matter  of  time:  one  short  skirt combined  with  one  wrong  step,  or  even  just  a  strong  gust  of  wind.  My public humiliation was in her hands—or maybe I should say, in her panties. 

It  was  a  week  later  when  the  paparazzi  finally  started  to  flutter  away. 

They  finally  started  to  realize  that  I  wasn’t  going  to  answer  any  more  of their  questions,  and  the  photos  they  were  taking  probably  weren’t  selling, seeing as I wasn’t doing anything unusual. It was a Thursday morning when I walked to work in complete silence for the first time in longer than I could remember. No one was chasing me with a voice recorder and no one was walking  in  front  of  me  with  a  camera.  I  took  a  deep  breath  of  the  fresh morning air, and then I walked into the tattoo shop with a big smile on my face. 

“You look chipper this morning,” said Dustin. He was relaxing on his tattoo table, with his hands behind his head. The television was playing in the corner: some cheesy morning news show. 

“I can’t complain,” I said as I went to drop my things off in the back room. “No walk-ins yet?” 

She shook his head. “Not even a phone call. It’s a slow morning.” 

I usually hated slow mornings, but for once I was loving the peaceful silence. I didn’t need the extra money—I made plenty over the past week, doing Billie Siren tribute tattoos, which I was charging triple for because I didn’t  want  to  do  them—but  people  were  willing  to  pay  triple.  Hell,  they probably  would  have  paid  ten  times  my  usual  rate,  thinking  the  future husband of Billie Siren was inking them. 

“I  just  hope  I  can  do  an  original  piece  today,”  I  said.  “Or  even  just something from my flash book.” 

A customer came in around noon. He was a thin guy with dark hair and no tattoos on his body. He wanted me to do his first piece: a snake on his arm. It was a bland idea, but at least it wasn’t a Billie Siren tattoo replica. I was thrilled to work on the piece. He didn’t want anything too crazy, so the tattoo only took an hour. 

Then  the  shop  was  peacefully  quiet  again.  I  took  a  seat  behind  the counter with a few markers and a blank sheet of paper. After a deep breath, I started making random doodles. For the first time in so long, I felt like I was  free  to  draw  whatever  I  wanted  to  draw.  And  then  I  started  thinking about  those  forum  posts  that  I  read:  people  calling  me  a  hack  and  a  one-trick pony. I could almost see those posts in vivid detail in my mind. 

I tried to push them away, but they floated over me like a dense cloud, stopping real idea from inspiring me. What if they were right? What if I was a hack? What if I was a one-trick pony? Was there even any point of adding to my flash book? Or was I better off just taking the walk-ins who wanted snakes and skulls and roses? Maybe I’d reached my plateau. 

Now the silence was starting to bug me. Why was it so silent? Had this whole Billie Siren controversy convinced people that I wasn’t so great after all? Were people sick of me? 

I was starting to panic. An awful dread began to churn in my stomach. 

Now  I  couldn’t  think  of  anything  to  draw.  I  didn’t  even  want  to  bother doodling a snake or a rose or a dog or even a feather. What was the point? 

One more walk-in came into the shop that day. He looked through my book, and then he asked Dustin to do his tattoo. He wanted a lizard fighting a squid. Dustin came up with a cool design, and then he said to the client, 

“You know, this sort of style is more Hubert’s thing. Wouldn’t you like to see what he can come up with?” 

The  client  shrugged.  “No,  I  don’t  really  want  that,”  he  said,  as  if  he knew exactly what I would draw. It was hard to hear, even from all the way across  the  shop.  I  decided  to  slip  into  the  back  room  so  I  could  hide  my embarrassment—even though it wasn’t unusual for a client to have an artist preference. If he didn’t like my stuff, that didn’t mean that the whole world didn’t like my stuff. I was just being paranoid. I was in my own head. I just needed a few days—or maybe a few weeks—for things to settle back into a normal rhythm. 

It was dark when Dustin finished the battle scene on the man’s ribs. He left with a smile on his face. I caught a solid glimpse of the tattoo. It was alright, but I could have done it better. Or maybe I would have done it with my predictable style—and maybe he didn’t want a tattoo that looked like all of the other ones I’d done that were walking around the city. 

“I’m going to take off. You good to close down?” Dustin asked. 

“Yeah. I probably won’t stay much longer,” I said. 

He  nodded  and  then  slipped  away,  leaving  me  alone  with  that  not-so-peaceful  silence.  I  was  starting  to  hate  that  silence.  So  I  turned  the television  back  on.  The  news  was  playing,  but  it  didn’t  seem  like  enough

noise,  so  I  also  turned  on  the  stereo.  Now  the  shop  was  noisy,  but  it  still seemed strangely quiet, even after I turned everything up. Maybe the noise I was looking for wasn’t the kind of noise that a person hears. 

I walked over to the counter and took a seat, looking down at the blank piece of paper that had been tormenting me all day. I pushed it aside, and then  I  closed  my  eyes.  I  allowed  my  sleepiness  to  pull  me  away  for  a moment. I was hoping it would pull me away from my newfound anxiety, but it only pulled me into an anxiety-fuelled nightmare. 

In my nightmare, there was a line down the street of young women who wanted Billie Siren replica tattoos. I was desperate for cash, so I was doing all of them. My hands were trembling because I was so tired, but the young women  just  kept  coming  in,  wanting  the  same  tattoo  over  and  over  and over. 

Thankfully,  a  customer  came  into  the  shop,  waking  me  up  from  the cruel  nightmare.  I  perked  up  and  rubbed  my  eyes,  trying  to  force  a  quick smile so they wouldn’t think that I’d been sleeping. And then I realized I was staring at Billie Siren. 

She  had  her  hood  up,  with  big  sunglasses  covering  her  eyes.  “Busy?” 

she asked. 

I looked around, trying to see if there were any paparazzi sticking their cameras against the windows. “Busy? What time is it?” I asked. 

“It’s almost eleven. I was driving by and I saw that the lights were on,” 

she said. “Feel like doing a tattoo?” 

My heart fluttered. “I don’t know if I’m in the right state of mind. I’m pretty tired.” 

“It’s either now or in the middle of the day,” she said. And I certainly didn’t want to tattoo her in the middle of the day, with a crowd of fans at the shop window. Hell, I didn’t want to tattoo her at all. I liked her—she was a cool  chick,  and  her  dry  humour  was  starting  to  grow  on  me—but  I  was missing  my  old  life.  I  was  missing  my  anonymity.  I  liked  having  no pressure  on  my  shoulders.  “Well?  You  want  to  go  into  the  back  room  or not?” 

“Okay. Fine. Let’s talk about a tattoo. Just let me lock up the shop.” By the  time  I  was  turning  the  front  door  lock,  she  was  already  in  the  back

room, up on the table like a young girl waiting to see the doctor. My heart was a mess—pounding and fluttering with no discernable rhythm. I had to take a deep breath to pull myself together. I tried to force a smile, but I just didn’t have the energy to fake it. “So what do you want?” I asked. 

“I want a dragonfly on my arm,” she said. The touched an empty space on  her  upper  left  arm.  “I’m  thinking  right  here  between  the  fox  and  the leaf.” 

“Just a dragonfly?” I asked. 

“Is that not hardcore enough for you?” She had a smirk on her face. 

“Do  you  want  me  to  try  a  different  style?  Maybe  we  could  do  it…  I don’t know—New School?” 

“New School?” she said. “My arm is entirely traditional. Why would I stick a New School dragonfly right in the middle of it?” 

I shrugged my shoulders. “Something different.” 

“No. I like your traditional style. That’s what I want.” 

I  nodded  my  head  slowly,  trying  to  force  a  smile,  which  I  knew  was coming  out  awkwardly.  “Well,  if  I  do  it  traditional  style,  people  will probably be able to tell that I did it. And that’s going to be another week or two of paparazzi at the window.” 

“So  what?  Don’t  you  like  the  exposure?”  she  asked.  I  didn’t  like  the exposure, but I wasn’t sure how to say it. She just laughed, as if she’d made a joke that I fell for. “Just do it in your style. Don’t worry about a couple weeks of tabloid junk.” 

After  some  hesitation,  I  drew  a  dragonfly  on  a  sheet  of  paper. 

“Something like this?” I asked. 

“It’s perfect. Put it on me.” 

“You hardly looked at it.” 

“I  don’t  need  to  look  at  it.  I  trust  you.”  She  looked  into  my  eyes  and smiled. 

I hesitated for another long moment. “Okay, then let’s do it.” I scanned the picture and printed out a stencil. She seemed completely relaxed as I got the image lined up on her arm. “It might hurt a little bit on this part of the arm. It’s a sensitive area.” 

“Don’t worry about me,” she said. 

So I started tattooing. She didn’t flinch. She seemed more relaxed than ever as I pierced his skin repeatedly with that relentless needle. I had to stop a  few  times  to  gather  my  composure,  so  I  could  keep  my  lines  nice  and straight. It wasn’t long before I was moving onto shading. 

We didn’t speak much. I tried to create some small talk, but none of it went  anywhere.  But  the  silence  was  too  much  to  handle,  so  I  just  kept trying. Finally, I decided to ask, “When’s your next album coming out?” 

She scoffed. “My agent would murder me if I told you—especially after you told everyone that we were dating.” 

“I told one guy as a joke—I didn’t tell everyone,” I said. 

“I  can’t  tell  you  anything  about  what  I’m  working  on.  I  have  a  strict NDA with the record company.” 

“Alright,”  I  said.  I  didn’t  actually  want  to  know.  I  just  wanted  some noise to fill the silent void. 

That silent void returned for a long moment, and then she said, “I don’t think  there  will  be  another  album.  They  want  me  to  have  another  one  for next year, but I think I’m just going to quit.” 

“Quit?” I said. “Why would you quit?” 

“It would just be easier. No more pressure, no more criticism—which I never asked for. I just wanted to make music, and everyone seems to think that  they  have  the  right  to  berate  me  about  it.  Even  my  fans—I  put  out  a little track on my YouTube channel the other day, and they ate me alive. It was too different from my album. So I made another little sample track—

something that could have been on the album—and the same fans chewed me out; they said that it was too similar. They started calling me a one-hit-wonder.” 

“No one’s forcing them to listen,” I said. 

“Tell that to them.” 

I suddenly felt guilty. I was part of the problem she was talking about. I spent a whole day bitching about her song. I even bitched about her, and I knew  nothing  about  her.  But  now  I  knew  what  she  was  talking  about.  I’d

experienced the same unwanted exposure over those past few weeks. “Why do you keep coming back to me?” I asked. 

She shrugged her shoulders. “Because I like your tattoos.” 

“There  are  dozens  of  artists  in  this  town  who  can  do  the  same  exact style. Some of them are even better than me. So seriously—why me?” 

She was silent for a minute. “I don’t know. I guess because you treat me like a normal person, and it’s been a long time since anyone has treated me like a normal person.” 

“You are just a normal person,” I said. “But you’re also talented, so you shouldn’t waste that talent because of some unsolicited criticism.” 

She laughed. “You’re sweet, but I know that you’re full of it.” 

“Why?” I asked. 

She reached down and lifted up her shirt, showing me the last tattoo I put on her body: the man being fried to death by her music. I felt my face turning red. “Okay, so it’s not my favourite song—but even I have to admit that it’s catchy.” 

“Catchy is just a nice way of saying ‘simple and repetitive’.” 

I  finished  the  shading  of  her  tattoo.  I  gently  wiped  it  and  covered  it. 

“You’re all done,” I said. 

“What do I owe you for this one?” 

I shook my head. “Don’t worry about it.” 

“Let me give you a hundred bucks at least,” she said. 

“It’s fine. I don’t need it.” 

She  laughed.  “I’ve  seen  your  apartment.  You  could  use  some  new furniture.” 

I smiled. “I like my furniture.” 

She stared into my eyes. “Well then let me pay you in another way.” She suddenly sunk down to her knees and reached for my belt. It took my tired brain a moment before realizing what was happening. 

“What are you doing?” I asked like an idiot, even though I knew exactly what she was doing. 

“Just relax,” she said. She reached her gently fingers through my fly and grabbed onto my flaccid cock. She pulled it out and brought it directly to her  lips.  She  sucked,  pressing  her  nose  into  my  pelvis.  I  looked  around nervously, even though we were in a private windowless room. 

I closed my eyes. We were back at it. I was once again fooling around with  Billie  Siren,  the  transgender  pop  star.  I  was  flirting  the  line  between freedom  and  humiliation.  “Is  this  really  a  good  idea?”  I  asked  with  a trembling voice. 

She nodded her head slightly. “Yes,” she said. And it was hard for me to disagree, especially now that my cock was rock hard and pressing against the  roof  of  her  mouth.  She  was  a  master  with  her  tongue,  tickling  the underside of my tip, making my cock drool pre-cum. My legs trembled. 

I laughed nervously. “You’re going to make me come,” I said. 

“That’s the idea, stupid,” she said. 

“It’s  been  a  while  since  I’ve  gotten  off,”  I  said,  as  if  it  was  a  good excuse for my potential premature ejaculation. 

“So get off in my mouth then,” she said, looking up at me with a big grin.  She  sunk  my  cock  back  into  my  mouth  and  continued  sucking  with incredible grace. 

“Shit, that feels good,” I said. 

She  smiled  at  me  again.  Then  she  stood  up  and  turned  around.  She pulled down her sweatpants, showing me her red satin panties. She pulled those  panties  to  the  side,  exposing  her  asshole.  I’d  almost  forgotten  how perfect  her  ass  was.  I  reached  down  and  grabbed  it  with  both  hands  and squeezed firmly. Then I spread her cheeks wide, stretching her asshole so I could see inside. “Fuck,” I muttered. I knew I wouldn’t last long. 

She  reached  back  and  grabbed  my  throbbing  erection.  She  pressed  it against her hole and then she started to push her tush back into my lap. It only took a couple of seconds for my cock to pierce her hole and sink deep. 

I hardly had to do any work; she immediately started to bounce on my lap, standing up on her tippy toes to keep everything in line. 

My body was pulsing with strong urges, and it wasn’t long before I gave in. I reached around her body and pressed my hand down the front of her pants, grabbing onto her thick, warm snake. I rubbed it, feeling her amazing

veins  and  bulbous  tip.  I  didn’t  want  to  let  go—not  until  my  hand  was covered in her beautiful, thick cum. 

We bumped into the tattoo table, knocking a few little objects over—but it didn’t stop us. We stumbled over to the wall, so she could plant her hands firmly against a solid surface. Then I started thrusting into her with force, stretching her tight hole as much as I could with my rigid erection. “It feels so fucking good,” she groaned through clenched teeth. 

With  my  free  hand,  I  reached  up  and  under  her  shirt  to  squeeze  her breasts. I nearly ripped her bra off of her body trying to get to her titties. I could feel the redness in my face. I could practically feel the steam rising from my body as beads of sweat formed all over my back. I was groaned and grunting with each thrust. Her petite body was no match for my sexual energy. 

I  could  feel  my  orgasm  coming.  I  tried  to  hold  it  back,  but  that  only made it more powerful. I groaned and strained and clenched, and then I felt her cock throbbing. Warm globs drooled down my fingers and I knew she was coming—which meant I could finally let go. 

I  filled  her  hole  with  cum.  It  was  a  good  thing  that  tattoo  shop  was empty,  because  we  both  ended  up  screaming  out  in  pleasure.  Her  body trembled and mine became weak. I stumbled back and nearly collapsed to the  floor.  She  remained  pressed  against  the  wall  as  my  cum  dropped  out from her body, splatting on the floor. “Holy shit,” she muttered. 

“That was amazing,” I said. 

She nodded her head. 

“I should get this place cleaned up. I’ve got a booking at nine tomorrow morning,” I said. 

“Let me help you,” she said, grabbing a paper towel. 

“No, no—don’t worry about it. I can do it. It was my load, after all.” I smiled nervously. She looked into my eyes and we both paused. She really was  beautiful.  Her  eyes  were  so  stunning  and  bright.  It  seemed  hard  to believe  they  could  have  ever  belonged  to  a  man.  Had  I  not  felt  that  cock with my own hands, I probably wouldn’t have believed it. 

I  suddenly  had  the  urge  to  tell  her  that  I  loved  her.  I  fought  the  urge back,  but  it  still  took  me  by  surprise,  filling  my  chest  with  a  hot

nervousness and fluttering butterflies. “Are you okay?” she asked. 

I  nodded  my  head  slowly.  Did  I  love  her?  Had  I  fallen  in  love  with  a transgender pop star? I was probably just tired. My brain was probably just playing  tricks  on  me.  I  bit  down  on  my  tongue  and  forced  a  smile.  “I’m good. Why?” 

She  stared  into  my  eyes  with  an  eager  look.  Did  she  want  to  tell  me something? Did she love me? Is that why she kept coming back to me? “I have to tell you something,” she said. I took a deep breath. If she told me that  she  loved  me,  would  I  be  able  to  say  it  back?  Would  I  be  able  to commit to a girl who wasn’t entirely female? 

“What is it?” I asked. 

She  paused  for  a  moment  as  her  gaze  scanned  randomly  through  the room. Then, without looking back into my eyes, she said, “I was at the pool this afternoon. The changing stalls were all taken, but the locker room was pretty  much  empty,  so  I  thought  that  I  could  just  change  quickly  without anyone noticing. As I was pulling my pants up, I noticed someone holding up a phone. I don’t know what they saw—but it was all there for them to see. If that picture gets out—and I’m sure it will because they all do—then that’s probably it for me. I—I just wanted to let you know, because people think  we’re  dating,  so  they’re  going  to  come  to  their  own  conclusions,  if you know what I mean.” 

My heart puttered down into my stomach. I opened my mouth to reply, but no words came out. This was bad news. No, it was horrible news. Was I really about to become known as the tattoo guy dating the trans girl? Would my family members think that I was gay? Would my friends stop talking to me? “I’m sure it’ll be fine,” I said unconvincingly. 

“I hope so,” she said with a defeated tone of voice. “I guess I should get going. Thanks for the tattoo. I really like it.” 

I nodded my head and I watched her go. 

CHAPTER IX

I didn’t get much sleep that night. But after the tiny bit of sleep I did get,  the  news  was  already  out.  It  was  on  the  front  page  of  every  news website:  ‘Pop  music  sensation,  Billie  Siren,  is  a  male-to-female transgender!’ As if on cue, my buzzer rang loudly. It rang over and over. I went  to  the  window  and  looked  down  to  see  a  small  crowd  of  paparazzi hoping to get some picture or sound bite. 

I had to turn the volume all the way down on my buzzer so that I could have some silence for my mind to process what was happening. The whole world now thought that I was dating a transgender. Everyone now thought that I was sexually active with a girl who had a big cock between her legs. 

And  they  were  right—no  matter  how  much  I  planned  to  deny  it:  I  was fooling around with Billie Siren. 

I didn’t read any of the articles. I could only stomach the headlines—

and  even  then,  I  had  to  read  them  slowly  while  my  mind  spun  around  in ruthless circles. How did this happen? Why did I let myself sleep with her in the first place? 

I  was  just  about  to  leave  for  work  when  my  phone  rang.  “Hey,  it’s Dustin.  Don’t  come  in  to  work  today.  The  crowd  outside  is  already  bad enough.” 

“But I’ve got an appointment in an hour,” I said. 

“I’ll have them reschedule when they come in,” he said. “By the way—

did you really sleep with her?” 

I hung up the phone. I wasn’t prepared to lie just yet. I needed to get my story straight. I did sleep with her—many times—but I didn’t want anyone to know that. I needed to figure out a good lie, and I needed to be on the same  page  as  Billie.  Or  maybe  I  just  needed  to  keep  my  mouth  shut altogether.  I’m  sure  that  was  what  Billie  would  tell  me  to  do.  But  what would  I  say  when  my  friends  asked?  What  would  I  say  when  my  family members asked? I had to say something—even though I knew the paparazzi would probably find them all and hound them like seasoned torturers until they got the story that they wanted. 

I stayed inside that day, and I turned off my computer, so I wouldn’t be tormented  by  the  news.  I  kept  looking  out  my  window  at  that  crowd  of paparazzi. Their endurance was admirable. After five hours, they were all still  standing  there,  occasionally  circling  the  block  to  make  sure  I  wasn’t sneaking out the back entrance. 

I had nothing to eat, so I had to order food, which meant I had to turn my buzzer back on so I could let the food deliveryman up. I placed an order using  a  fake  name,  and  then  I  waited  thirty  minutes.  Finally,  my  buzzer buzzed.  “Who  is  it?”  I  asked  cautiously.  I  could  hear  the  crowd  shouting behind  him—asking  their  nonsensical  questions  over  the  deliveryman’s shoulder, as if I was going to answer them through my buzzer system. They were  probably  shouting  every  time  anyone  answered  their  buzzer,  maybe hoping one of my neighbours would let them in—and it was probably just a matter of time before one of my clueless neighbours did let them in. “I’ve got a food delivery for Anthony Sherbert.” 

“Okay, come on up,” I said. 

It  was  two  minutes  later  when  he  knocked  on  my  door.  I  opened  the door carefully and took the food. The deliveryman stared into my eyes for a long moment—even after I handed him the tip. “What is it?” I asked. 

“Can I ask you one quick question?” he said. 

“What?” 

“Have you spoken to Billie since the news broke?” 

I stared at the man for a moment, and then I noticed he wasn’t wearing a delivery outfit. He had his phone in his breast pocket, and it was obviously recording. I wanted to grab that phone and flush it down my toilet. The man had  clearly  paid  my  delivery  person  off,  so  that  he  could  get  into  my building. I couldn’t figure out how he knew the delivery was for me, given my fake name. 

“Get lost,” I said, slamming the door in his face. But even that was bad enough.  That  clip  would  probably  end  up  on  many  news  websites.  My reaction  was  enough  of  an  answer  for  the  hungry  audience  of  tabloid sensationalism. 

It was an hour later when the crowd outside became loud. I could hear them all shouting—almost as if a fight was breaking out. My buzzer started

buzzing over and over, and that noise continued. I looked down and saw a massive crowd of paparazzi. That crowd had quadrupled since I last looked out. My buzzer kept ringing. 

So I finally went to it and pressed the button. “I’m not letting any of you freaks up and I’m not answering any of your stupid questions!” I said. 

And just before I muted the communication unit, I heard her voice. “It’s me! Let me up!” It was Billie. She had fought her way through the crowd to my building’s front door. But why? Why wasn’t she in hiding? Why wasn’t she waiting for the buzz to die down? 

I buzzed her up and then I perked up. My place was a mess. I was still in my lounging clothes, and I hadn’t had a moment to shower in my anxious state.  “Shit,”  I  muttered.  I  didn’t  have  time  to  clean  up  the  apartment  or myself.  She  was  at  the  door  within  a  minute.  I  checked  through  the peephole  to  make  sure  it  was  really  her  and  not  some  impersonator  they hired so they could break in. It was her, so I opened the door. 

“What are you doing? Are you crazy?” I asked. 

“I had to come and see you,” she said. 

“You’re nuts,” I said. “And you came here—why did you do that? Now they definitely think that we’re dating. You must seriously be out of your mind!” 

She stared into my eyes. “That’s why I’m here. I want to know the same thing they want to know.” 

“What’s that?” I asked as beads of cold sweat began to form on the back of my neck. 

“Are  we  dating?  Is  there  something  between  us,  or  are  you  just  my tattoo artist?” 

The room became silent. My heart fluttered and a lump clogged up my throat. I opened my mouth but I wasn’t sure what to say. I didn’t know the answer to the question. Were we dating? Was she more than just a client to me?  We’d  fucked  a  number  of  times,  but  did  that  mean  anything?  The feelings I had for her—was it just lustful excitement, or was it something more? 

“If  you  don’t  want  to  date  me,  just  tell  me  and  I’ll  set  things  straight with the paparazzi. But if you want to give this a shot…” She didn’t finish her sentence. I wasn’t entirely sure what she was trying to say, and I’m not sure she was sure either. 

I  tried  to  think  of  a  response.  I  tried  to  think  of  some  way  to  satisfy everyone: her, my friends, my family members, my fans, and the paparazzi outside. But nothing perfect came to my mind. “I love you,” I said, finally breaking my silence. 

Her  eyes  became  wide.  They  glistened  and  sparkled.  “Really?”  she asked. 

I nodded my head. “I don’t know. I think so.” 

“I  love  you,”  she  said.  My  heart  swelled  with  a  giant  pulse  of  warm energy. 

She threw herself into my arms and I squeezed her tight. I had no idea what was going to happen now. I had no idea if this meant my career and social  life  was  over.  I  had  a  feeling  this  meant  the  paparazzi  wouldn’t  be leaving  me  alone  any  time  soon.  But  I’d  learned  to  tune  them  out  one before, so I knew I could do it again. 

“What now?” I asked. 

“I don’t know,” she said. “Maybe we can go get some dinner together.” 

“They’ll follow us,” I said. 

She shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe we can make a game out of it. We can try to lose them—and then we can mess with them. Maybe we can get them to run ridiculous stories—tell them that you’re a female-to-male trans

—and  that  you’re  pregnant  with  twins!”  She  laughed,  and  I  couldn’t  help but laugh as well. 

I took her hand. “I should probably change out of my sweatpants.” 

“Why? I like those sweatpants. I’m in sweatpants too,” she said. “Let’s go out to the fanciest place we can find and we’ll order the most expensive thing on the menu—in our sweatpants.” 

I laughed. Then I took her hand. “Okay. Let’s do it.” 

We went out into the world. The crowd followed us, even when we ran down  the  road  in  an  attempt  to  lose  them.  They  crowded  the  restaurant

window and snapped pictures endlessly while the owner of the place tried desperately to shoo them away. 

My friends saw the pictures. A few of them laughed at me, but for the most  part,  nobody  cared.  Even  the  ones  who  laughed  ended  up  accepting our relationship after a couple of weeks. When I talked to my mom, she just said, “As long as you’re happy.” My dad’s response was funny. “She looks like a chick and sounds like a chick, so she must be a chick.” 

Once  I  accepted  Billie,  the  rest  of  the  world  seemed  to  do  the  same. 

Apparently taking pictures of a couple casually and calmly walking down the  street  wasn’t  nearly  as  interesting  as  pictures  of  people  trying  to  hide while sneaking around in the middle of the night. 

I proposed to her later that year, by tattooing a ring around her finger. 

“It’s  my  new  favourite  tattoo,”  she  said.  “But  I’m  still  expecting  a diamond.” She nudged me playfully. That night, we had wild sex. I let her put her long cock in my ass—and I really enjoyed it, especially when she had her climax, filling me full of her hot substance. 

And yeah—I did end up doing a lot of Billie Siren tattoos after that, but I  got  to  do  plenty  of  original  stuff  as  well.  I  didn’t  mind  doing  the  Billie Siren tattoos. In fact, it was nice to know that people still loved my fiancée, and  they  liked  my  work  enough  to  trust  me  to  complete  their  tribute  for them. 

Billie ended up releasing a second album, which performed even better than her first. At first, the critics hounded her for sounding so different, but they all came around—just like how they came around to our relationship. 


THE END

HEAD TO HEAD

Liam has spent three years gathering the courage to ask Emily out on a date. Now prom is just two weeks away and it’s Liam’s last chance. When he finally walks up to her and opens his mouth, he hears a voice behind him asking the question he was going to ask: “Emily, will you go to prom with me?” Standing behind him is his best friend, Kyle. 

Liam makes it clear to Emily that he is willing to do anything to take her to prom. Kyle says the same thing, and he’s not willing to stand down. 

Now, the boys are stuck in a stalemate. So Emily gives the boys one week to win her over, and before the games begin, she makes it known that she likes her boys more on the sissy side. 

CHAPTER I

Emily Browning was the girl of my dreams. She had big, stunning eyes, the cutest button nose, and a laugh that made my heart swell with joy every time I heard it. Her long brown hair looked so soft—I’m not sure how she managed to braid it every day before school—how it didn’t just slip away between her fingers in its weightlessness. 

I’d known Emily for three years, but I’d never once spoken to her. 

I  planned  to  talk  to  her  every  single  day,  but  I  always  ended  up chickening  out.  I  would  start  walking  towards  her,  then  her  beauty  would become overwhelming, making my joints lock and scrambling the words up in my head. Sometimes she would look over at me as I moved towards her, and her piercing gaze would render my body completely numb. No matter how hard I tried to commit, as soon as I was within ten feet of her, I would veer off in another direction, as if I was just on my way to my next class. I once  got  within  five  feet  of  her,  and  then  I  smelled  her  perfume,  which made my knees tremble. 

Life is hard as a teenaged boy. Girls have the power to turn boys into puddles of nothing, and they don’t even know it. 

Emily was beautiful, but I was pretty sure that I was the only one who thought that she was the most beautiful girl in the entire school. She never came up when the guys talked about who they were hoping to smash. She rarely made top ten lists, and as far as I knew, she wasn’t being considered as  prom  date—at  least  not  by  any  of  my  friends.  Occasionally  one  of  my buddies  would  say  something  like,  “That  Emily  girl  is  kind  of  cute.  I wonder if she puts out,” and my body would fill with the strangest jealous rage—but I would just force a smile and shrug my shoulders, careful not to give  away  the  fact  that  I’d  been  crushing  on  her  for  three  long  years:  a lifetime to a teenager. 

She  was  a  bit  on  the  thicker  end—by  no  means  fat,  but  surely  curvy, with thick thighs and a plump ass. She always had dark circles around her eyes,  which  gave  her  a  sort  of  Twilight  look  that  some  guys  apparently found unattractive (it drove me wild). Her teeth certainly weren’t perfect—

her two front teeth had a measurable gap, giving her a sort of mousy look—

but that only made her more beautiful as far as I was concerned. She never dressed for attention like the traditional hotties in the school: no dresses, no skin-tight  tops.  She  sometimes  wore  tight  leggings,  and  maybe  the  rare skirt,  but  she  usually  stuck  to  jeans  and  hoodies,  which  I  admired.  She didn’t have to try to be sexy—it came naturally to her. 

I wanted her to be mine. I knew I had a good chance if I could just man up and confront her. I just needed to ask her on a date. She had no boyfriend

—at least that’s what Facebook told me; her status was set to single, which to me meant that she was hoping someone would ask her out. If she wanted to  be  left  alone,  surely  she  would  have  left  that  relationship  status  blank, right?  And  I  wasn’t  such  a  bad  candidate.  Sure,  I  was  on  the  shorter  end (maybe  even  shorter  than  her),  and  I  was  skinny  (definitely  skinnier  than her),  but  that  wouldn’t  disqualify  me—or  would  it?  In  junior  high,  I  was told that two girls had crushes on me, though I never found out which girls. 

Or maybe that was just girls messing with me…

Prom was two weeks away now, and I wanted Emily to be my date. I wanted  to  make  her  my  summer  girlfriend,  and  then  maybe  we  could become serious going into college. She was going to the same college as me

—I  knew  because  I  always  tried  to  sit  within  earshot  of  her  during  class, and we had every class together (I picked home economics and art as my electives  because  I  knew  that  she  picked  the  same).  At  times  I  felt  like somewhat  of  a  stalker,  especially  when  I  lied  to  the  vice-principal  about being  bullied  so  that  I  could  have  my  locker  moved  to  the  other  hallway, where  her  locker  was—or  when  I  lied  to  my  gym  teacher  about  having hurdle experience, so I could be on the track and field team with her. 

And  I  certainly  felt  like  a  stalker  now  as  I  followed  her  through  the halls, trying to build up that last speck of courage that I needed to talk to her. My heart was pounding and my hands were shaking, but I wasn’t going to  turn  around.  I  had  to  commit.  I  had  to  make  her  my  prom  date  before someone beat me to the punch. My body felt cold. I got a bit closer—within fifteen now. The strong urge to turn around and run away filled my whole body.  I  squirmed  but  I  fought  that  urge  away.  I  sped  up  my  pace,  getting within ten feet. I was close to my record. 

I started running through opening lines. ‘Hey Emily, can I talk to you for a second?’ That was the line I’d decided was best after days of careful

planning.  But  now  I  wasn’t  so  sure.  What  if  she  didn’t  have  a  second? 

Maybe I just needed to cut right to the chase: ‘Emily, will you be my prom date?’  But  what  if  she  didn’t  know  who  the  hell  I  was?  Sure—for  three years we’d been in all of the same classes, but we’d never talked. In fact, I couldn’t  think  of  a  single  time  she  acknowledged  my  existence.  ‘Hey Emily, I’ve had a crush on you for years.’ Would that be romantic or just downright creepy? 

What  if  I  ended  up  being  rejected?  Would  the  next  two  weeks  be absolute torture? Would she tell all of her friends that I asked her out like an oblivious  moron?  Would  the  whole  school  mock  me?  And  if  she  said  no, that meant it was all over. At least now I had a little bit of hope; there was a possibility  she  could  become  my  girlfriend.  I’d  been  cherishing  that possibility for years now. If she rejected me, it would be gone, and then I would have nothing but an emptiness that would probably never be filled. 

I was close now—almost close enough that I could reach out and tap her on the shoulder. She was reaching for the back door of the school, with her bag  secured  tightly  on  her  back.  There  was  nobody  in  front  of  her  and nobody behind me. I had her all alone. But was that a good thing? Or was it just creepy? She pushed the door open and I followed her. Then I realized I was  being  disturbingly  quiet:  stepping  down  carefully  with  each  step, matching  her  gait  so  that  she  wouldn’t  hear  me.  Now  surely  that  was creepy…

We were outside now. I didn’t need to be any closer—I just needed to open my mouth and start a conversation: the first conversation of our not-yet-existing relationship. 

My  heart  fluttered  and  the  trembling  in  my  hands  worsened.  I  hadn’t masturbated  in  over  a  month—I  told  myself  that  I  wouldn’t  touch  myself until I asked her out. It was the only bartering chip that I had with myself, and  to  be  honest,  it  worked  pretty  well.  I  was  pretty  sure  I  couldn’t  go another night without a good wank, so I needed to ask her out. 

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. My teeth were trembling and almost  rattling  as  if  I  was  stuck  on  top  of  Everest  without  a  coat.  “Hey Emily,” I finally said, after three years of trying. My heart jumped up into my throat. 

But there was something weird about my voice. I could almost hear an echo of my words, but it seemed like they were coming from behind me. 

Emily stopped and turned around. She had a cute and casual smile on her face. She looked at me and then she looked behind me. “Hey guys,” she said.  Guys?  I narrowed my eyes and then I could suddenly feel a presence behind me. I turned around and saw Kyle, standing just over my shoulder. 

He looked at me with a strange look—maybe he was also taken by surprise by our synchronized greeting. 

We  stared  at  each  other  for  a  long  moment,  and  then  Emily  broke  the silence. “Do you guys need something?” 

There  was  a  desperate  glimmer  in  Kyle’s  eyes,  and  I  realized  in  that moment that he was there to ask Emily out for prom. 

CHAPTER II

Kyle was probably a better catch than me. He was taller, his skin was clearer, and he had long hair that gave him a sort of male model look. But like me, he was cursed with a youthful face; we were both eighteen, but we looked fifteen. And a beautiful girl like Emily probably didn’t want people thinking she was dating a little kid. 

Kyle  turned  to  look  at  Emily.  I  watched  his  lips  begin  to  part,  and  I knew  I  had  to  beat  him  to  the  punch  if  I  was  going  to  have  any  chance whatsoever. So I quickly turned my head and tried to get those words out first.  “Do  you  want  to  go  to  prom  with  me?”  I  asked—and  he  asked  the exact same question at almost the exact same moment. It was hard to tell who said it first. 

Emily’s eyes became wide. She didn’t answer. Instead, she just stared at the  two  of  us  for  a  long,  horrible  moment.  Then,  she  finally  ended  that awful silence. “You guys want me to go with both of you? I think that might be weird.” 

“No—just me,” Kyle said without missing a beat. “I meant to ask you earlier.” 

Then Emily looked at me, as if she wanted me to confirm Kyle’s piece. 

I  opened  my  mouth,  but  it  took  a  moment  for  words  to  come  out.  “I  was actually hoping you would, uh, go with me. I didn’t know Kyle was behind me.” 

She  looked  back  at  Kyle,  and  then  back  at  me.  “Well  I  can’t  go  with both  of  you,”  she  said.  Her  cheeks  were  turning  a  shade  of  pink,  and  I wondered if it was because of me or because of Kyle. I was about to find out. She looked down at the ground with a smile, and then she looked back up,  gently  biting  her  bottom  lip.    My  God,  she  looked  so  cute.  I  wasn’t ready for the rejection. I had a feeling I wouldn’t be able to handle it. My stomach groaned and I squirmed in my place. Then she said, “Maybe you guys can decide.” 

There was a short silence, which Kyle ended suddenly. “Decide what?” 

“Who will take me to prom,” she said. 

“I’ll take you,” he said. 

“Wait—that’s not fair. I’ve been meaning to ask for a long time,” I said. 

My heart was pounding ferociously now—maybe even harder than when I was  walking  behind  her,  trying  to  build  up  the  courage  to  make  my proposal. 

“I’ve been meaning to ask for longer—trust me,” Kyle said with a little grin. But his face was dark red—probably the same colour as my face. 

“How would you know?” I said. 

“How would  you know?” he said. 

Kyle  was  my  friend—at  least  I’d  considered  him  my  friend  until  that moment. We ate lunch together, we drew comics together, we partnered up for  assignments  together—but  now  I  only  saw  him  as  a  competitor.  I wanted  to  grab  him  and  throttle  him.  Maybe  we  could  settle  this  over  a fight. I’d never been in a fight before, but I knew I could win. I could get scrappy and use my nails. I wasn’t afraid to bite a man if I had to. 

“You  guys  talk  it  over,  then  tomorrow  after  school,  come  and  tell  me who’s going to take me.” 

“I’ll save you the time and tell you now,” Kyle said. “I’ll take you.” He made a big smile, which made me want to hit him even more, but I resisted the urge. 

“Emily,” I said, “I know we’ve never really talked before, but—um—I really  like  you,  and  I’ve,  uh,  always  really  liked  you.”  I  felt  stupider  and stupider with each word that came out of my mouth. “I would really like it if you would go to prom with me. I think you would, uh, have a really good time. You’re very pretty and I—” 

Kyle scoffed. “Why don’t you just pick?” he said to Emily. “Right now

—just  pick  who  you  would  rather  go  to  prom  with.  Don’t  let  us  pick because we’re not going to come to any sort of conclusion. So just say it—

who’s it going to be?” 

Emily stared at Kyle for a moment, and then she turned to look at me. 

For  the  first  time  ever,  she  looked  right  into  my  eyes.  Her  gaze  was overwhelming, making my body ache and tremble. I quickly looked away

—though  I  tried  my  hardest  not  to.  I  tried  to  look  back,  but  that  fear  had consumed me. 

“I don’t know,” she said. “I don’t know either of you very well.” 

“Well let me take you out for a coffee now, so we can get to know each other.” 

Emily  blushed,  and  I  knew  I  had  no  chance.  Kyle  was  more  outgoing than me. He was far less bashful—and he was probably more handsome as well.  So  was  there  really  any  point  in  trying  to  compete?  He’d  probably only  been  interested  in  Emily  for  a  few  days—maybe  a  few  weeks  at  the most. He had no idea that he was standing next to a guy who hadn’t gone a day in three years without fantasizing about Emily. He probably had no idea how hard it was for me to build up the courage needed just to say hello. 

I should have asked her out one day sooner. Hell, I should have asked her one minute sooner, before Kyle appeared behind me. 

“I  don’t  know  if  that  would  be  fair,”  Emily  said  to  Kyle.  I  suddenly perked  up  with  a  glimmer  of  hope.  “I  might  need  a  bit  of  time  to  decide which one of you is a better fit. But I’m really flattered that you both asked me. Seriously—that’s really so cute.” She made a big smile. 

I shook my head. “No,” I said, suddenly overwhelmed with a peculiar frustration.  “I  can’t  wait  a  few  days.  I’ve  been  waiting  so  long  for  this moment, and now I just need to know. Just be honest—I can handle it. At least  I  think  I  can  handle  it.  I  like  you,  Emily.  I’ve  liked  you  for  a  really long time. It took everything I had in me to come up to you today. So please

—just put my mind at ease. If I really have a chance, please just be honest with me.” 

She stared into my eyes again. This time I didn’t look away. I stared into those beautiful eyes and found myself regretting my horrible timing. I had three years to ask her out, so I couldn’t be mad. I had literally hundreds of opportunities—and  now  the  universe  was  punishing  me  for  being  such  a pussy. 

“Look,” she said, looking away. “I’m flattered that you guys like me—

at least, you think you like me. But you guys don’t even really know me. 

You  don’t  know  what  I  like  and  you  don’t  know  what  kind  of  things  I’m into. So how can you really know that you want to go to prom with me?” 

Kyle  and  I  were  both  silent.  We  looked  at  each  other  and  then  we looked back at her. “What are you into?” Kyle asked. 

“Well, I really like movies. And I really like books. My favourite author is Kurt Vonnegut.” 

“Vonnegut? I love Vonnegut. He’s my favourite too!” Kyle said. 

“Really?”  Emily  asked  with  glowing  eyes.  I  felt  that  strong  wave  of defeat once again. “What your favourite Vonnegut book?” 

Kyle  was  silent  for  a  moment.  “How  can  you  even  choose?”  he  said with an awkward laugh. And it was suddenly obvious that he didn’t know anything about Kurt Vonnegut—but I didn’t either. At least I didn’t try lying about it. 

“Can you name a book?” she asked with a cute little laugh. Apparently she wasn’t too offended that he tried to lie. In fact, she seemed flattered by his foolish attempt. 

Kyle  bit  his  lip  and  laughed  awkwardly,  admitting  to  lying  without saying a word. 

“What movies do you like?” I asked. 

“Oh,  I  like  lots  of  movies,  but  my  favourite  director  is  Jim  Jarmusch. 

Do you know him?” 

We were both silent. This time, Kyle knew better than to lie. 

“He’s  an  acquired  taste,”  she  said.  I  had  a  feeling  this  head-to-head contest would be decided by who could read the most Vonnegut and watch the  most  Jarmusch  overnight.  Thankfully,  there  was  a  library  on  my  way home, which was stocked with many DVDs. 

Kyle shook his head. “Look—there must be a way for me to show you now how serious I am about wanting to take you to prom. What can I do now?” he asked. 

Emily bit her bottom lip again. “Well…” she said, looking around as she thought. “There is one kind of weird thing that I’m into—and it might be a deal breaker for both of you.” 

“What is it?” I asked eagerly. 

“It’s kind of embarrassing,” she said. 

“Just say it, and I bet you anything I’ll be into it too,” Kyle said with a strange amount of confidence. 

“I kind of want a guy who can be… girly,” she said. 

Now we were both silent. I slowly looked over at Kyle and he slowly looked  at  me.  When  our  eyes  met,  we  both  looked  away  swiftly,  back  at Emily,  who  was  now  blushing  and  looking  down  at  her  feet.  The  air  was silent,  and  it  was  starting  to  feel  cold,  even  though  it  was  a  warm  June morning. 

Did I hear her right? Did she say that she wanted a girly boy? What did that even mean? Did she want me to put on a dress, or did she just want me to watch cheesy romance movies with her and wear facemasks? 

“W—What exactly do you mean?” Kyle asked. “Because I can be girly. 

I think I’m in touch with my feminine side.” 

I looked over at him, narrowing my eyes to let him know that I was not impressed by how fake he was acting. Kyle wasn’t girly. Kyle loved sports and  violent  video  games—he  didn’t  love  romance  movies  and  spa treatments. 

Emily shrugged. Her cheeks were still that shade of dark red. “I don’t know,” she said. “I like a guy who can be… girly.” She said it again as if it would make more sense this time. “It sounds weird—I know—but I always imagined  myself  with  a  guy  who  wore  panties  instead  of  boxers.  Maybe when  we  go  shopping  together,  he  tries  on  dresses  with  me—that  kind  of thing.” 

The  air  was  silent  again.  I  had  a  feeling  my  face  was  whiter  than bleached  bone.  Was  she  just  screwing  with  us?  Or  was  she  serious?  How could we know for sure? 

Kyle’s lips were parted. He looked like he wanted to lie again, to tell her that he loved to wear panties instead of boxers, but his ego wasn’t allowing him to speak. He just remained silent—and I did the same. 

“Look—I’ll  let  you  guys  think  about  it,  and  if  you’re  still  interested, come  and  ask  me  tomorrow  after  school,”  she  said  with  a  cute  smile.  “I need  to  get  home.  Bye!”  She  turned  around  and  continued  towards  the street, leaving us pale and speechless. 

Kyle looked at me and I looked at Kyle. We only stared at each other for a  moment  before  looking  away.  Then  we  lingered  for  a  moment  longer before I said, “Well, I guess I’ll see you tomorrow.” 

“Yep. See you tomorrow,” he said. And we turned and walked away in different directions—not even daring to address the insanity that just came out of Emily Browning’s mouth. 

CHAPTER III

My heart didn’t stop pounding once I was home, and my hands didn’t stop  shaking.  I  had  adrenaline  pumping  through  my  system.  I  had  to  sit down in order to catch my breath, but even then, I wasn’t able to collect my racing  thoughts.  I’d  waited  years  for  that  moment,  and  it  was  a  complete disaster. It could not have gone worse—but still, I had a chance to get with her. 

Her strange little quirk—wanting a girly boy—maybe wasn’t as weird as it first seemed. She was basically saying that she wanted her boyfriend to partake  in  her  girly  interests.  The  panties  thing  seemed  a  bit  strange,  but was it really a deal breaker? Was it not worth getting the girl of my dreams? 

Sure, the thought of wearing panties was kind of odd, but honestly: what’s the  difference  between  panties  and  a  pair  of  undies?  They’re  tighter  and smaller.  Otherwise,  it’s  just  fabric.  And  again  with  the  whole  trying  on dresses thing—it’s just fabric, right? 

It  seemed  worth  trying.  If  it  was  too  embarrassing  to  handle,  then  I could  always  back  out—but  I  would  never  know  if  the  sacrifice  was worthwhile  if  I  didn’t  give  it  a  try.  I’d  spent  years  building  up  the confidence  to  ask  her  out,  and  I  couldn’t  just  back  down  now  because  of one silly little request. 

It  was  4:00  PM.  I  had  one  hour  before  my  parents  were  home  from work—one hour to track down a pair of panties, so I could prove to Emily that I was serious about dating her. I opened up my piggy bank and took out twenty bucks. I had no idea how much a pair of panties would run me, but I couldn’t imagine a tiny piece of fabric could cost more than twenty bucks. 

I took off for the nearby mall, which was right between my house and the school. My heart rate increased with every step I took. I had the image of Emily in my mind, constantly reminding me why I was going to the mall to  buy  women’s  underwear.  It  wasn’t  until  the  mall  was  in  sight  that  I considered the possibility that Emily was playing a prank to see if she could get me to wear a pair of women’s underwear to school. And how did I plan to show her what I was wearing without humiliating myself completely? 

I just had to try. I wasn’t sure how this plan was going to work, but I knew it wouldn’t work without a pair of panties. 

I  entered  the  mall  and  found  myself  standing  in  front  of  the  lingerie store. The walls were painted pink and black, and smell of sex seemed to bellow  out  from  the  shop,  trying  to  scare  my  innocent  little  self  away.  I clenched my hand into a tight ball, digging my fingernails into my palms. I had to do it. I had to bite my tongue and move forward. 

I  stepped  into  the  store  and  I  headed  straight  to  the  panty  selection—

past  the  intimate  lingerie  and  past  the  lacy  bras.  I  felt  the  gazes  of  the employees turning towards me: girls only a few years older than me—girls who  could  spot  a  virgin  from  five  miles  away.  I  could  feel  the  colour draining from my face as I quickly scanned the options. I saw the sign on top of the impressive panty mountain: ‘FIVE FOR FIFTEEN’. Out of the corner  of  my  eye,  I  saw  one  of  the  employees  lean  over  and  whisper something  into  the  ear  of  another.  Then  one  of  them  started  walking towards me. 

She was dark-skinned, with curly black hair. She was calm and relaxed, making  my  nervous  trembling  even  more  obvious.  It  didn’t  help  that  she was  taller  than  me  by  at  least  six  inches—being  helped  by  her  tall  heels. 

“Can I help you find something?” she asked with a jazzy voice. 

“My girlfriend asked her to buy some panties,” I said. It was the phrase I’d planned to say from the beginning—but now it just sounded strange and awkward.  Who  buys  panties  for  their  girlfriend?  Maybe  some  married husband  for  his  wife—but  an  eighteen-year-old  for  his  high  school girlfriend? 

I watched as her lips curled into a smile, almost as if she was trying not to laugh—as if she knew the panties were really for me. “Well you came at the  right  time.  We’re  having  a  sale:  five  for  fifteen—that  goes  for  all  the styles you see here. Is she a small, medium, or large?” 

I had no idea what size I was as a woman. I was smaller than most of the  girls  in  my  school,  so  I  could  only  assume  that  I  was  a  small.  But looking at the panties, I had a hard time believing any of them would fit on my  body.  They  were  hardly  bigger  than  the  elastic  bands  that  held  the morning newspaper together. “I guess a small,” I said. 

“This side is small,” she said. “Lots of styles to choose from.” 

“Thank  you,”  I  said,  hoping  she  would  leave  me  alone  so  the humiliation  would  end.  She  took  a  step  back,  but  she  continued  to  watch me,  standing  by  as  if  she  was  thrilled  by  the  horrible  embarrassment  that was probably obvious on my face. 

There were too many options. I didn’t want to be standing in that store for any longer than absolutely necessary. So I just reached out and grabbed the first five pairs I could get my hands on. I scrunched them into a tight ball in one hand and then I zipped over to the cash register. I dropped them down and tried my best not to squirm, like a toddler trying hard not to pee in his pants. 

The  same  dark-skinned  woman  slipped  slowly  behind  the  counter  and started to scan each pair of panties: one by one, slowly and meticulously. I felt sick. My head was throbbing and my lips were suddenly dry. I tried to force a smile, but I had a feeling there was no smile on my face. “That’ll be fifteen dollars and seventy five cents,” she said. 

I  handed  her  the  twenty  and  then  I  grabbed  the  bright  pink  shopping bag.  I  was  already  planning  on  ditching  the  bag  in  the  nearby  mall bathroom.  I  could  stuff  the  panties  into  my  hoodie  pocket  so  that  I  didn’t look like a crazy pervert on my way back home. 

She was slow to fetch my change. I was tempted to leave without it. She slid it carefully across the counter before saying, “Enjoy.” Her lips curled again into that sly smirk, making me feel small and pathetic. But it didn’t matter—I got what I came for. I had more than enough to prove to Emily that I was really serious about making her my prom date. Now I just had to build up the courage to put the panties on under my jeans—and somehow find a way to show her. 

CHAPTER IV

I  closed  my  door  while  I  was  getting  dressed  the  next  morning.  But closing the door didn’t seem like enough privacy, so I pulled my desk chair in front of the door, leaning it over to tuck the head of the chair underneath the doorknob, just in case my mother decided to enter without a warning. 

I dug out my panty selection from underneath my mattress. I had two red pairs, two black pairs, and a white pair. I thought the white would be the most inconspicuous, until I held them up and realized it was a thong. “Shit,” 

I  muttered.  I  couldn’t  wear  a  thong  to  school!  I  couldn’t  spend  the  whole day with a thin string tucked between my butt cheeks. 

I certainly wasn’t going to wear a red pair of panties, so that only left the two black options: one was satin and the other was lace. The lacy pair was high waisted, which seemed risky, as my jeans weren’t high waisted, even when my belt was cinched as tight as it could go. So I was left with the black satin panties with the tiny pink bow that sat on my pubic bone. 

I made sure my curtains were closed completely before stepping into the undies, then I carefully pulled them up, worried they would rip if I tugged them too hard. They were tight, and it wasn’t easy to adjust my cock and ball sack so that they were being confidently held in place. I was going to have to be careful not to make any sudden movements—particularly during gym class, in my little pair of gym shorts. 

I  felt  a  bit  of  relief  once  I  had  my  jeans  on,  covering  up  the embarrassing  panties—but  a  part  of  me  was  worried  that  people  would somehow be able to tell that I was wearing women’s underwear. I stood in front of the mirror, looking at myself from multiple angles to ensure that my panties  weren’t  showing,  even  when  my  shirt  rode  up  and  I  was  bending over. It seemed okay, though my heart refused to stop pounding. 

I ended up wearing my baggiest hoodie, just so I could be sure that my waistline was covered in the rare event that my panties rode up above my jeans. I wasn’t willing to take any chances. 

I felt stiff as I walked to school, but that stiffness reached its climax as I stepped through the school’s front doors and I found myself surrounded by

my peers. 

Every time someone looked in my direction, my heart would throb and my joints would lock. I hadn’t even made it to my locker yet and I could feel cold beads of sweat forming on the back of my neck. Was I making a huge mistake? 

I moved towards my locker, and then I saw Emily at her locker, digging out her textbook for her first period—which was also my first period. And when would I go up to her and tell her that I was wearing panties, like she liked? Should I tell her quickly, before Kyle had a chance to make another move? Or was it better to wait until school was finished, and the hallways were  clear  in  case  Emily  decided  to  turn  around  and  announce  my embarrassing secret to everyone? 

She looked over at me as I cautiously approached my locker. She smiled and I returned the smile. I was shocked that I didn’t immediately look away like I always had before. Maybe I was making a bit of progress. Or maybe I was putting a little bit too much faith in this whole panties business. 

She went off to class. I grabbed my textbook and then I did the same. I was happy to see that the seats around her were all taken. I wasn’t ready to sit right next to her yet. I certainly didn’t want to make her uncomfortable, even though she’d made me more uncomfortable than I’d ever been in my life. As I sat down, I felt the thin strip of black satin fabric nestle between my  butt  cheeks.  The  panties  were  suddenly  tight,  squashing  my  package firmly against my body. I wanted to reach down to pull out the wedgie, but knew better than to make such a foolish move. 

For  the  second  half  of  the  period,  the  teacher  let  us  all  study  for  the upcoming  final  exam.  The  class  was  quiet  as  everyone  flipped  open  their books. I looked around the room before opening my book, and that’s when I noticed Emily was looking at me. She had a little smile on her face, and it almost  seemed  as  though  she  knew  I  was  packing  a  pair  of  panties underneath my jeans. I returned the smile and she bit her bottom lip gently before looking down at her textbook. 

My heart swelled. Maybe I really did have a shot! Maybe she really did like me enough to let me take her to prom. I found myself sitting with an awkward smile on my face. Butterflies fluttered through my chest. Maybe I didn’t even have to tell her about the panties, and I could just toss my haul

into  the  garbage  and  pretend  like  that  whole  embarrassment  never happened. 

Then it was time for gym class. I was running a bit late as I forgot to grab my uniform from my locker, so I had to double back. When I walked into the changing room, the other guys were already undressed. I carefully moved towards the back corner of the room. Normally, I would just undress with all the other guys—but now, that was obviously not in the cards. So I took my uniform over to the little bathroom stall. It was being used. Class was about to start. I had perfect attendance for all of my classes and I didn’t want that streak to end—but keeping that streak wasn’t worth showing all of  my  friends  that  I  was  wearing  a  pair  of  black  satin  panties  with  a  tiny pink bow. 

My heart pounded, and then that bathroom stall door opened. Kyle came out. He looked at me and then he paused for a moment. There was a long silence  between  us  before  he  simply  said,  “Hey.”  Then  he  skirted  off.  I noticed he had his school clothes wrapped in a tight ball in his hand. Did he just change in the bathroom stall? He didn’t normally change in the stall—

was he wearing panties as well? 

I slipped into the stall and got changed. Now I had two problems on my hands: the potential humiliation of being caught wearing panties, and Kyle’s fierce competition. If he was willing to put on a pair of his sister’s undies, then maybe he really was serious about taking Emily to prom. Maybe she wasn’t  just  one  of  many  on  a  long  list.  Maybe  I  really  had  some  serious competition. 

I tied my shorts up high, to ensure they would keep my panties covered in case they decided to ride up during gym class. But now my thighs were mostly  exposed,  and  if  someone  got  beneath  me,  they  would  possibly  be able to see my secret. I was going to have to be careful, which wasn’t going to be easy, seeing as our gym teacher had an obstacle course set up, which included  the  climbing  rope.  “Fuck,”  I  muttered  to  myself  when  I  saw  the extravagant course. 

I  closed  my  eyes  and  took  a  deep  breath.  Then  I  looked  across  the gymnasium and saw Emily looking my way again. She had that cute smile on,  reminding  me  that  I  wasn’t  risking  everything  for  nothing.  Then  I

watched as she turned to look at Kyle. Kyle was staring at her with a big smile. “Son of a bitch,” I muttered under my breath. 

I  knew  I  had  to  do  something  to  edge  him  out.  I  had  to  travel  way outside of my comfort zone (which I was already pretty far outside of now). 

I had to put everything on the line. I had to show Emily just how serious I was about making her mine. 

And  the  perfect  opportunity  came  up  ten  minutes  later.  Kyle  was halfway  through  the  obstacle  course,  on  the  other  end  of  the  gym,  when Emily walked over to the gym teacher and asked if she could be excused to use the bathroom. As soon as she was ten steps away, I hurried over to the gym teacher. “Can I use the bathroom too? I really have to go.” 

“Sure—but  be  quick,”  he  said.  So  I  ran  off  to  catch  up  with  Emily.  I managed to stop her right before she went into the girl’s bathroom. 

“Hey Emily,” I said. “Hold on.” 

She  turned  to  me  with  a  smile  on  her  face.  “What  is  it,  Liam?”  she asked. My whole body turned cold and all of my muscles tensed up. I could even feel my eyes strangely swelling in my head as my vision began to blur. 

Was I about to pass out? Was the anxiety just too much to handle? 

I  reached  down  and  grabbed  the  waistband  of  my  gym  shorts.  Then  I gently  pulled  down,  showing  her  the  waistband  of  my  panties,  complete with  little  pink  bow.  I  would  have  pulled  down  further,  but  the  terror  had now consumed my body completely. I wasn’t even sure if my heart was still beating—but I was sure that I wasn’t breathing. 

Her eyes lit up and her lips curled into a smile. She looked up into my eyes slowly, and then she said, “Do you like them?” 

The  lump  in  my  throat  was  thick,  but  somehow  I  was  able  to  say,  “It feels different.” 

“Don’t you like how tight they are?” she asked, still with that little grin. 

I  remained  frozen  for  a  moment,  and  then  I  managed  to  shrug  my shoulders. “I guess it feels kind of nice,” I said. 

“Cool,”  she  said,  nodding  her  head.  “They  look  really  good  on  you.” 

She  reached  out  and  grabbed  my  hand.  She  looked  around,  checking  the empty hallways before pulling me into the girl’s bathroom. Now I was sure

my  heart  was  beating  because  it  was  ruthlessly  pounding  against  my ribcage. What was happening? Were we about to get sexual? 

She  reached  past  me  to  lock  the  door  once  we  were  inside.  Then  she motioned towards my crotch and said, “Take the shorts off so I can see.” 

I bent over slowly and carefully, trying to force my joints to unlock as if I was a very old man. I gently tugged down my gym shorts until they were around  my  thighs.  Now  she  could  see  everything:  my  bulge  tucked awkwardly in my tight panties and my hairy thighs. 

“When you get home tonight, you should shave,” she said. 

“Shave?” I asked. I’d never touched a razor in my life. I didn’t have the slighting touch of facial hair, and I never saw a point in removing my pubic hair. 

“Yeah,” she said. “Your crotch and your legs—and maybe your armpits too. I think it would look really cute.” She reached forward and grabbed the waistband of my panties. Her fingers brushed my skin and my body perked up  as  I  realized  she  was  touching  me  for  the  first  time  ever.  She  gently pulled my panties down, exposing my pubic hair and the base of my shaft. I felt  my  face  turning  red.  I  wanted  to  tell  her  that  my  cock  was  normally bigger, but now it wasn’t so big because it had been squashed in a pair of tight panties for hours. “Yeah—you should definitely shave,” she said. 

“Okay,” I said. 

“Cool,” she said with a big smile. “Thanks for showing me.” She leaned forward  suddenly  and  planted  an  unexpected  kiss  on  my  cheek.  My  mind swirled and my vision flashed. No woman had ever kissed me before—my mother aside. I’d never felt the lips of a woman my age on my skin. All of my  panty  regret  instantly  washed  away.  I  suddenly  couldn’t  wait  to  get home so I could shave away my body hair. I couldn’t wait to show Emily how good I could look for her, and just how much I was willing to do. Hell

—in that moment, I was pretty sure that I would wear a dress to school if I could get another kiss. 

And  for  the  first  time  since  my  head-to-head  with  Kyle  had  started,  I felt like I was in the lead. If Emily was going to pick anyone, it was going to be me. 

“See you back out there,” I said to her with a smile before slipping out from the girl’s bathroom. I could feel my body glowing bright. I felt taller than ever before, and I was ready to easily conquer the gymnasium obstacle course. Emily was going to be my prom date, and then she was going to be my girlfriend—somehow I just knew it. 

CHAPTER V

My  future  girlfriend  had  a  strange  fetish,  but  I  didn’t  mind.  Everyone has a strange fetish. Whenever I watched porn (when my parents were out of  the  house),  I  always  tried  to  find  videos  where  the  girls  were  hairy between  the  thighs.  So  really,  Emily  asking  me  to  wear  panties  was  no different  than  me  asking  her  to  stop  shaving  her  crotch—right?  Though  I was  so  obsessed  with  Emily  that  I  would  have  taken  her  with  or  without pubic hair… Maybe one day, years into our relationship, I could ask her to try growing things out. 

But now, I had to shave. As soon as I got home I went straight to the bathroom. I locked the door and ran a warm tub. I used my mother’s pink razor  to  carefully  strip  away  my  leg  hair  first.  I  was  terrified  of  cutting myself, so I moved as slowly and meticulously as I could. I must have sat in that tub for over an hour. 

Shaving  my  pubic  hair  wasn’t  quite  as  easy  as  my  legs  (which  were hardly hairy to begin with). My pubic hair was thick and dense. I ended up retrieving  a  small  pair  of  scissors  to  trim  my  bush  away  before  using  the razor to clean up the rest. It took a good twenty minutes just to clean up my ball sack. 

Once  I  was  finished,  I  stood  naked  in  front  of  the  mirror.  I  hardly recognized my body. I already had the problem of looking younger than I was.  Now,  I  looked  like  a  prepubescent  boy.  It  didn’t  seem  like  the  most flattering look, but I wasn’t trying to look that way for myself—I was doing it for Emily. 

I went to my bedroom and locked the door. Then I retrieved a red thong from underneath my mattress. I yanked off the tag and then I slid the little undergarment up my legs. It was a tight fit; the small patch of fabric just barely kept my business in place. I turned around to look at my profile in my  closet  mirror.  I  used  my  arm  to  cover  my  chest,  and  then  I  used  my other  arm  to  block  out  my  face.  With  my  top  half  out  of  the  picture,  I actually  kind  of  looked  like  a  girl.  My  legs  weren’t  so  different  from  the

legs of my female classmates—and my ass was actually better than some of the girls in my school. 

I  caught  myself  grinning—then  my  face  turned  red.  Under  all  other circumstances, I would have been humiliated and devastated. But this was what Emily wanted, so this is what I was going to give her. 

I decided to wear that thong to school the next day. It was a risky move, but I was going to need to play risky moves if I was going to win Emily’s heart.  I  received  the  same  opportunity  as  the  day  before,  with  Emily excusing  herself  from  gym  class  to  use  the  potty.  I  ran  after  her  and managed to catch up to her before she slipped into the girl’s room. “Can I show you?” I said to her, half out of breath. 

She smiled, looked around, and then opened the bathroom door for me. 

“We  need  to  be  quick,”  she  said.  Once  the  bathroom  door  was  locked,  I pulled  down  my  gym  shorts  and  showed  off  my  red  thong  and  my  clean-shaved crotch and legs. Her smile grew larger. “I noticed the legs when you were running warm up laps,” she said. My stomach clenched. I was worried people would notice, and I wasn’t sure what I was going to say when my freshly shaved legs were pointed out by a classmate. 

“You can feel if you want,” I said. 

She looked into my eyes as her eyes flashed. Then she sunk down into a squatting  position.  She  reached  both  hands  out  and  ran  them  up  from  my shins  to  my  upper  thighs.  I  watched  as  she  gently  bit  her  bottom  lip. 

“They’re so smooth,” she said. “Turn around.” 

I turned around. Then I felt her hands cupping my butt cheeks. My heart stuttered and leapt. I bit down on my tongue in an attempt to stop my body from breaking into a violent tremble. “You’ve got a girly bum,” she said. 

“Thanks,” I said. The comment was off-putting, but it was exactly what I wanted to hear given her sissy-loving fetish. 

She looked up at me with glowing eyes. “Can I feel it?” 

I stared down at her in silence for a moment. “Feel what?” 

“You know.” She looked at my crotch. My heart fluttered and puttered before soaring up into my throat. 

“Oh. Okay. Sure,” I said. 

She  slowly  reached  up,  slipping  her  hand  over  my  bulge.  Now  I couldn’t  stop  my  legs  from  trembling.  She  gently  squeezed  my  cock  and balls with one hand, and then she used that same hand to reach down my waistband, to feel the smooth skin of my pelvis. Her fingers pushed down either side of my shaft, then she was suddenly cupping my ball sack, which she fondled gently. My cock was throbbing and growing fast. 

I could feel the heat in my face. All of my blood seemed to be leaving my brain, making me lightheaded. I stumbled slightly, but I didn’t fall over. 

Then I started imagining the horrible possibility of passing out, hitting my head,  and  having  to  be  hauled  out  of  the  school  in  a  stretched,  with  my shorts down at my ankles and my erection pushing out from my red thong. 

So I reached out and grabbed onto the bathroom counter. 

I  had  a  full-blown  erection  now,  and  I  was  almost  positive  that  I  was going to get a handjob, if not more. I was trembling with excitement—until she said, “Turn around and bend over for me. And be quick! We should get back to class soon.” 

I hesitated briefly, and then I followed her orders, spinning around and bending over that bathroom sink. I watched in the mirror and she stuck her pointer  finger  into  her  mouth  and  sucked.  Then  she  pulled  that  glistening finger  out,  leaving  a  dripping  glob  of  saliva  dangling  off  of  her  fingertip. 

She  reached  that  hand  down  behind  me,  out  of  my  field  of  vision—but  it wasn’t gone. I could feel it now, pulling my thong out from my ass before returning alone: teasing my butthole. 

I clenched and became tense. “What are you doing?” I asked. 

“Just  relax.  It’ll  be  fun,”  she  said.  I  could  hear  the  excitement  in  her voice.  I  didn’t  want  to  ruin  the  moment  for  her.  I  wanted  her  to  have  her fun. I wanted her to know that I was open to whatever it was she was into. I wanted to be her boyfriend, even if that meant letting her stick her finger into my ass. 

Besides—how much could it really hurt? It was just a female finger. It wasn’t even long enough to do any damage—right? Women and gay men take big, erect black cocks in their ass all the time and they seem fine. In fact, they seemed to like it—at least from the porn that I’d seen. 

So I unclenched, taking a deep breath. Then she pushed that finger into my bum. I shut my eyes and groaned. It was hard not to clench again, but

somehow I did it. I let her push that finger in until her knuckles stopped her from going any deeper. Then I let her thrust that finger in and out. I heard her giggle as if she was having the most fun she’d ever had. As I opened my eyes so I could see the joy on her face, she slapped my ass hard. “Ouch!” I said, perking up and clenching on her finger. She giggled as if it was funny. 

My heart stuttered. I forced a smile. “Shouldn’t we get back to class?” I asked. 

She stopped thrusting. She looked into my eyes through the mirror, and then she pulled her finger out of me. “You’re right,” she said. “Let’s do this again tomorrow—maybe during lunch, when we have more time.” 

I  stood  up  and  quickly  pulled  my  gym  shorts  back  up—but  now  my erection was obvious and awkward. I tried to adjust it, but it didn’t seem to matter where I put it. It didn’t help that I only had a thong under my shorts. 

Emily moved towards the door. “Wait!” I said. She turned and looked at me with a smile. 

“What is it?” she asked. 

“Does this mean you’ll go to prom with me?” I asked. 

She  looked  into  my  eyes  for  a  long  moment.  Then  she  shrugged  her shoulders. “I haven’t decided yet,” she said casually. Then she slipped out, heading  back  to  class,  leaving  me  alone  in  the  women’s  bathroom  with  a big erection and a lot of confusion. 

It was that lunchtime when I secretly followed her from a distance and saw her meeting with Kyle by the old music room. I watched from my safe distance  as  Kyle  unzipped  his  fly  to  show  Emily  what  he  was  wearing underneath. I wondered if he was all shaved too. And then my heart fizzled into  my  gut  as  I  watched  a  big  smile  appear  on  Emily’s  face.  Our competition was far from over. I had a feeling it was just getting started. 

CHAPTER VI

I had to beat Kyle, which meant I had to take this whole sissy nonsense one step further. As soon as I got home that afternoon, I began pacing my bedroom  trying  to  think  of  how  I  could  beat  Kyle  at  Emily’s  little feminization game. I started coming up with ideas that made my skin crawl with goose bumps. I pushed those ideas away, and then I began to accept the fact that I was going to need to push my comfort zone if I was going to have any chance of beating Kyle. Kyle was a competitor; he was the kind of guy who always got what he wanted. But this time, he wasn’t going to get what he wanted. This time, I was going to win. 

So I took all of the money out from my piggy bank: $172.50. It wasn’t much, but it was all I had. It took years to make that money. I didn’t get an allowance  and  I  didn’t  have  a  job,  so  all  I  could  do  was  save  birthday money and the change that I got when my mom sent me to the grocery store to buy ingredients for dinner. I was hoping to eventually use that money to buy  myself  a  gaming  console,  but  I  wanted  Emily  more  than  I  wanted  a video game machine. 

I took the money to the mall and I carefully explored all of the shops. In the  women’s  clothing  stores,  I  could  feel  the  awkward  glances  of  store employees, probably confused as to why a young man was sorting through racks of dresses. I had to use all of my willpower to ignore them. Emily was more important than a bit of embarrassment. I would never see these people again, so they could think whatever they wanted to think. 

In Aritzia, I found a soft pink skirt. It was short and a bit skimpy, but my  heart  told  me  that  it  was  exactly  what  I  was  looking  for.  It  was  fifty bucks. It hurt to watch the cashier stuff my money into the cash register, but I knew deep down that I was doing the right thing. 

But  my  outfit  wasn’t  complete—not  even  close.  For  twenty  bucks,  I found  a  black  top  at  Forever  21.  At  the  lingerie  store  where  I  bought  my panties,  I  bought  a  padded  bra  for  thirty  dollars.  I  still  had  about  seventy bucks  remaining,  which  I  thought  was  far  more  than  enough,  but  I’d seriously underestimated how much it costs to be a girl. 

I bought the cheapest makeup kit I could find, and it was thirty dollars. 

Then I bought the cheapest pair of heels that looked half decent, and they were twenty-five dollars. I thought I had more money left in my pocket than I did, so I bought some costume jewellery for ten bucks, then I finished my journey  at  the  wig  store  and  was  shocked  to  see  that  the  cheapest  decent wig they had was almost one hundred dollars. I reached into my pocket and counted my remaining change. I had less than five dollars. “Damnit,” I said. 

But I needed long hair to finish my costume, otherwise all of my purchases were for nothing. 

I asked the owner of the wig shop if they had anything for five bucks—

even something old that I could wash and stick underneath a toque. He just laughed  in  my  face.  “For  five  bucks  you  might  be  able  to  get  a  cheap costume wig at Wal-Mart,” he said. 

I  tried  Wal-Mart  next,  but  even  the  costume  wigs  were  in  the  twenty-dollar  range.  So  I  started  looking  through  my  shopping  bags,  trying  to decide what I could return so I could afford  something. I could return the heels,  but  that  would  only  afford  me  one  of  the  cheap  Wal-Mart  costume wigs. Was it worth it? What about the makeup kit? Did I even know how to put on makeup? Even if I returned both the heels and the makeup kit, I still wouldn’t have enough for a high quality wig. 

Then  I  noticed  the  long,  blonde  braided  hair  on  the  mannequin  in  a nearby  store  window.  It  wasn’t  perfect,  looking  a  bit  puffy  on  top,  but  I could make it work with a tongue or a bandana. My heart began racing, and then I did something that I wasn’t terribly proud of: I stole the wig. I waited until the shop owner was looking away, and then I stuffed the wig into one of my shopping bags. Then I awkwardly and shamefully left the store. 

I’d committed a real crime for the first time in my life. But I had to do it

—I had to beat Kyle, and beating Kyle meant putting in every little shred of effort I could muster up, even if that meant stealing a mannequin’s wig. 

That  night,  I  locked  myself  in  my  bedroom  with  my  sissy  haul  and  a box  of  makeup  wipes  that  I  stole  from  my  mother’s  cupboard  in  the bathroom.  I  spent  hours  in  front  of  the  mirror,  putting  on  eyeliner  and mascara and eye shadow, and then wiping it all off to do it again. I had to get  all  of  the  details  right,  and  I  had  to  figure  out  how  to  do  it  fast.  I

watched  dozens  of  makeup  tutorials  on  the  Internet  with  my  computer’s volume turned down to its lowest setting. 

Then,  around  1:00  AM,  I  put  on  my  outfit  along  with  my  wig  and  a black toque to hide the unnatural bulge on the top of the wig, and I stood in front of the mirror. I stared at myself for a long time, turning and trying out different angles. I actually looked like a girl—I even looked a little bit like Emily, and maybe that was because I’d put so much effort into matching her eye-shadow style around my eyes. 

“This is going to work,” I said to myself, though I wasn’t sure if I was being confident or if I was just hopelessly trying to convince myself that I wasn’t just wasting all of my time and money on a pointless cause. 

CHAPTER VII

I  slipped  a  note  into  Emily’s  locker  before  she  had  even  arrived  at school.  My  whole  body  was  trembling  with  fear  and  uncertainty.  What  if the note got lost before she could read it? What if I’d gone too far, even for her  little  fetish?  What  if  she  ended  up  bringing  her  friends  with  her  at lunchtime, resulting in my complete public humiliation? 

I had to take the risk. The note was simple: ‘Meet me in Mr. Klassen’s room as soon as lunchtime starts.’ I didn’t want to give away the surprise—

or maybe I just wanted to have the option to back out of getting dolled up during school hours like a complete buffoon. 

I  watched  Emily  carefully  during  first  period.  She  didn’t  look  over  at me  until  the  class  was  nearly  over.  She  only  gave  me  a  little  smile—not enough to let me know that she got my note. What would I do if she didn’t show up at Mr. Klassen’s classroom? 

During gym, I thought about approaching her to ask if she got the note, but  there  wasn’t  a  good  moment.  Her  friends  constantly  surrounded  her when she wasn’t doing the assigned drills. The last thing I wanted was for her  friends  to  show  up  at  that  classroom  while  I  was  dressed  like  one  of them.  There  was  only  a  week  and  a  few  days  left  before  graduation—but even that seemed like a lifetime to be surrounded by a crowd of mocking peers. 

Halfway through third period, I followed through with the first portion of my plan. I raised my hand and the teacher pointed at me. “Yes, Liam?” 

he said. 

“I’m not feeling well,” I said. 

He stared at me for a moment. “What’s wrong?” he said. 

“I don’t know. Can I go and see the school nurse?” 

He  stared  at  me  for  another  long  moment.  “Okay,  sure,”  he  said.  My horrible anxiety probably helped. My face was probably pale and my eyes were  probably  sunken—not  to  mention,  it  was  probably  clear  on  my  face that I hardly slept the night before. 

Normally students needed to get a hall pass to use the bathroom or to see  the  nurse,  but  I  had  three  years  of  perfect  attendance,  with  no detentions.  I  knew  that  the  teachers  trusted  me,  and  I  was  relying  on  that trust to make my plan work. 

I also knew that Mr. Klassen didn’t have a third period class, and during the  fourth  period,  after  lunch,  he  taught  downstairs  in  the  chemistry  lab instead of in his classroom. His classroom was at the end of a long hallway, which didn’t get a lot of traffic—usually none during lunchtime. And I also knew that he left his classroom unlocked during the day, because I would spend my fourth period spare in his classroom, finishing up my homework so I wouldn’t have to take much home. 

Now,  I  was  setting  up  a  little  station  in  the  back  corner  of  the  quiet, empty  room.  I  spread  my  makeup  supplies  out  on  the  desk,  and  then  I flipped  up  the  little  makeup  mirror  that  I  nabbed  from  my  mother’s bathroom cupboard. My heart stammered as I brought the eyeliner pen up to my left eye. In a way, it was the point of no return. I still couldn’t know for sure if Emily got my note or not. I couldn’t even be sure that Mr. Klassen’s classroom wouldn’t be flooded with students as soon as the lunch bell rang; it’s not like I was the only one who knew that classroom was empty through the middle of the day. 

But I had to commit. I had to beat Kyle, and I only had twenty minutes until Emily was supposed to be at that classroom door. So I started putting the  makeup  on  my  face.  I  worked  quickly,  using  the  techniques  I’d practised  the  night  before.  My  hands  were  trembling,  but  somehow  I managed  to  draw  straight  lines.  I  didn’t  have  time  to  wipe  my  face  and reapply everything, so I had to get it all right the first time. And somehow, I was  doing  a  great  job,  almost  as  if  the  universe  was  helping  to  guide  my hands as I layered one product over another. 

The bell rang while I was finishing my lips with some nude gloss. My heart  stammered  and  I  swung  my  head  to  look  at  the  clock.  My  twenty minutes was up and I still wasn’t in my outfit. So I sprung to my feet and quickly  started  to  undress.  I  dropped  my  pants  to  the  ground  and  then  I pulled that pink skirt up over my black thong. Then I clipped on my padded bra and I squeezed my body into that tight black top. My heart was racing fast as I wriggled the wig onto my head. I ran my fingers through my long

blonde hair, doing as much as I could to straighten before I was out of time

—

And I was out of time. There was a light knock at the door. I could see a figure through the frosted glass, but I had no way of knowing if the figure belonged  to  Emily  or  to  someone  else—maybe  even  Mr.  Klassen  himself (and Mr. Klassen curled with my parents on the weekends). My hand was shaking  violently  as  I  reached  for  the  doorknob.  I  closed  my  eyes  and prayed that Emily would be standing on the other side—and that she would approve of the money and effort I spent on satisfying her curious craving. 

And to my delight, it was her. Her face lit up at the sight of me. When her lips parted, she gasped. It was a moment before she said, “Look at you!” 

The biggest wave of relief washed over me when her lips curled into a cute smile. 

“Come  in,”  I  said,  softening  my  voice  as  much  as  possible.  I  stepped aside  and  then  I  closed  the  door  the  moment  she  was  inside.  I  turned  the lock, letting another wave of relief wash over me. I knew I could leave that door  locked  until  my  face  was  cleaned  up  and  I  was  back  in  my  normal clothes. 

Emily  scanned  my  whole  body:  down  and  then  up  again.  That  smile stayed  on  her  face.  “You  look  so  good,”  she  said,  sounding  slightly surprised. “What do you think?” 

I didn’t want to tell her that the outfit terrified me. I didn’t want her to know  that  I  desperately  wanted  to  take  the  skimpy  clothes  off  and  never wear  them  again  in  my  life.  So  I  just  said,  “I  like  it.”  I  forced  myself  to sway from side to side, making the pink skirt dance around me. She reached down  and  rubbed  the  soft  pink  fabric  between  her  thumb  and  her  pointer finger. 

“I love this skirt,” she said. I was tempted to tell her she could have it, but  I  wanted  her  to  think  that  I  was  into  it  as  well.  Though  now,  as  she stared down at my body, I found myself wondering how long I could go on like this. What if Emily did end up agreeing to be my girlfriend? What if she expected this level of sissification from me every single day? What if she wanted me to go to the mall with her dressed like this? Would I be able to  do  it?  Would  I  eventually  get  used  to  it,  or  would  every  day  be  an

anxiety-ridden  battle  like  the  past  three  days  had  been?  “We  have  forty minutes. What should we do?” she asked. 

“Whatever you want to do,” I said. My voice cracked, making me blush. 

She  was  feeling  my  body  now  with  her  hands:  feeling  my  curves  and cupping my fake tits. I couldn’t help but wonder if she was maybe a lesbian, trying to find a way to satisfy her same-sex cravings with a man. Would I ever  be  able  to  make  her  happy?  Was  it  just  a  matter  of  time  before  she realized that she wanted to be with a real woman, with real breasts and a nice, wet pussy she could play with? 

Emily’s  face  lit  up  as  if  she  suddenly  remembered  something  very exciting. “I brought something. I found it online. It’s called a Sissy Stick,” 

she  said.  “I  want  you  to  be  the  first  to  try  it—I  want  to  see  if  it  actually works.”  She  reached  over  into  her  purse,  and  then  she  pulled  out  a  long plastic rod, which was curved with a bulbous head. The sight of the object made my skin crawl with cold goose bumps. 

“What does it do?” I asked, even though I had a pretty good idea. 

“It’s supposed to stimulate your prostate, to give you the most intense orgasm you’ve ever had,” she said. “Bend over and let’s try it out.” Before I could even turn around, she reached into her purse and pulled out a bottle of lubricant.  What  concerned  me  more  than  anything  was  that  the  lubricant had already been opened and the bottle wasn’t quite full, as if she’d already used it on someone else—maybe even Kyle. 

And  maybe  she  had  used  it  on  Kyle.  Maybe  she  was  now  comparing who was more open and willing. I didn’t want the Sissy Stick in my ass, but I wanted to beat Kyle in this competition, so I spun around and I bent over the closest desk. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. 

“Don’t worry,” she said. “It won’t hurt—as long as you stay relaxed.” 

I nodded my head. When I opened my eyes, I saw myself looking back at me in the nearby window reflection. It was a strange sight; I didn’t even recognize myself, with my blonde hair hanging down on that desk. But in a weird way, I looked kind of sexy, especially now as my cheeks flushed and became  a  shade  of  red.  I  blinked,  batting  my  long,  dark  eyelashes.  I  had eyelashes  that  most  girls  would  have  killed  to  have.  And  my  lips  were plump:  women  spend  a  lot  of  money  having  chemicals  injected  into  their lips just to look like me. 

I  felt  the  slimy,  dull  tip  of  the  Sissy  Stick  pressing  between  my  butt cheeks. My heart leapt. “Oh God,” I whimpered. 

“Just  relax,”  she  said.  “Once  it’s  in,  it  will  feel  good.”  She  started twisting it clockwise and then counter-clockwise—over and over, as if she was trying to make a key fit into a random keyhole. I could feel that slightly pointed tip burrowing into my hole, trying to stretch me wide. And I knew I had to take her advice: I knew I just had to relax—but how can a man relax when  he’s  dressed  up  like  a  little  teen  slut,  while  his  crush  is  sticking  a dildo into his asshole? 

Somehow,  I  managed  to  unclench—and  I  managed  to  remain unclenched as she pressed that long rod into my tight hole. I groaned. I felt the  object  twisting  into  place,  and  then  I  felt  the  sold  base  pressing  up against my ass. I felt fuller than ever, as if her entire forearm was up in my asshole. I groaned again, and then she gently rubbed my back. “It’s in. The worst part is over. Now I just have to turn it on.” I heard her giggle as if this was a big joke to her—and maybe it was. Maybe the entire past week had just been a giant joke to her. 

I took a series of deep breaths. Then, I felt her flick a switch. The unit in my  ass  started  buzzing.  My  legs  became  tense  and  I  groaned  again.  The buzzing  was  intense:  far  more  powerful  than  I  was  expecting.  I  squirmed and tried to fight back the urge to moan. The buzzing did kind of feel good. 

It was deep inside of me, but somehow it seemed to travel all the way down my cock, directly into my tip. I wasn’t getting hard—but was starting to feel like I had to pee. 

She walked around me and then she bent over the desk in front of me, blocking my view of my reflection. Now, I was looking into my long-time crush’s eyes, and she was looking into mine. It was a moment I’d spent so many years dreaming about, but the details were never anything similar to the reality. “How does it feel?” she asked with a big smile. 

I  nodded  my  head,  unable  to  reply.  I  kept  looking  into  her  beautiful eyes. 

“They say it’s the closest thing a man can feel to a female orgasm,” she said. “Who knows if that’s true though? How could they even know?” I was struggling  to  pay  attention  to  her,  distracted  by  the  pleasure  swelling between my legs and mesmerized by her bright, shining eyes. 

A moan slipped out from my lips. I tried to catch it, but she noticed. “Is the  feeling  getting  stronger?  Do  you  think  it  will  make  you  come?  It’s supposed to make you come,” she said. 

“I—I don’t know,” I said. I gripped the edge of the desk and squeezed tightly. The buzzing felt like it was getting stronger, even though she wasn’t behind me pressing any buttons. I had the urge to expel the object from my ass, but when I tried, it didn’t budge. It was designed to sit in place until someone  used  force  to  pull  it  out—and  maybe  that  was  for  the  best.  “Oh God,” I whimpered. 

“Tell  me  if  you’re  going  to  come,”  she  said.  “I’ve  never  seen  a  boy come before.” 

I  nodded  my  head  again.  I  wasn’t  sure  if  that  was  a  good  thing:  that she’d never seen a boy come before. At least that meant she’d never seen Kyle come. At least it meant that I was beating him there, if you could even call this ‘beating’ him. 

“I have to admit: I think we would make a cute prom date,” she said. 

My heart swelled with warm energy. 

“Really?” I said. 

“I think so. But I still haven’t made my decision yet. How badly do you want to go to prom with me?” She widened her eyes and smiled bigger. 

“I really want to go with you,” I said between moans. 

“I know—but how badly?” she asked, leaning in closer. “Tell me how badly you want me.” 

“I want you so badly. I’ve been dreaming about you for three years,” I said. 

“If  I  had  a  cock,  what  would  you  want  me  to  do  to  you?”  she  asked, leaning in even closer. Her lips curled into an even bigger smile. She really was  a  bit  of  a  pervert.  I  wasn’t  sure  if  I  liked  that  or  not.  It  was  hard  to decide with that vibrating Sissy Stick in my asshole. 

“I  would  suck  your  cock  until  you  came  on  my  face,”  I  said,  biting down hard on my tongue. 

“That’s it?” she said. 

“When you were ready again, I would let you stick it in my ass. I would let you come bareback in my asshole.” I was clenching my teeth hard now. 

“Would you eat your own cum for me?” she asked with glowing eyes. 

I nodded my head. “I would eat your cum out from my own asshole.” 

“Right—but what about  your cum. Would you eat  your  cum for me?” 

I nodded my head again. 

“Are you about to come?” she asked. 

I nodded my head, unable to speak. I could feel my face becoming red hot. I felt like I had to pee—like I was about to burst, even though I went to the bathroom before getting dolled up. I looked down at my crotch—at my erection crammed into my thong—and then I groaned loudly. Suddenly, a big wet spot started to grow around the tip of my penis. “Oh God,” I said, thinking I was peeing. But a moment later, thick white goo started to ooze down my leg. It wasn’t pee at all—it was cum. 

“Now  take  off  your  panties  and  lick  it  up,”  she  said  with  a  face  of amazement. 

I felt humiliated and overwhelmed, but I still followed her command. I carefully stepped out from my soiled panties and then I brought them to my face. I began to lick my warm cum, which tasted like raw pancake batter. It wasn’t the worst flavour in the world at least. 

“Get some on your tongue and hold it there,” she said. So that’s what I did. I scooped a thick glob of white cum onto my tongue and then I showed it to her. Then she walked around the desk and sat down gently on my lap. 

She leaned in and our lips locked. We were making out. Her tongue pressed into my mouth and it wrapped around my tongue. Did she want to make out with me or did she just want to taste my ejaculation? 

When she pulled her head away, a long strand of white goo connected our lips. She looked into my eyes, making my heart melt, and then she said, 

“Let’s just say you’re definitely in the running.” She giggled and then she hopped off of my lap. Her thigh was now slick with my cum, which she’d sat  on,  but  she  didn’t  seem  to  mind.  She  didn’t  even  bother  wiping  it  off before heading to the door to leave. “I’ll see you in class,” she said, waving cutely before taking off. 

I looked up at the clock. I had ten minutes to do quite a bit of cleaning before my next class. 

CHAPTER VIII

After  school,  with  my  bag  packed  full  on  my  back,  I  followed  Emily again—keeping  my  distance  as  I  tried  to  figure  out  if  I  really  was  in  the running  to  be  her  prom  date.  After  she  left  her  locker,  she  didn’t  head towards  the  school’s  back  entrance,  where  she  normally  left  after  school. 

Instead, she was headed down towards the school’s east wing, where the old music room was—and where she’d met up with Kyle before. 

Now,  she  was  being  extra  cautious,  looking  back  often  to  ensure  she wasn’t being watched or followed. I had to act quickly a number of times, spinning around suddenly to pretend like I was a random student casually headed  in  the  other  direction.  After  a  particularly  close  call,  I  ended  up letting the distance grow between us. I would wait around corners until she turned around the next corner, and then I would run to try and see where she was going before she got too far away. 

When  I  peeked  down  that  final  hallway,  she  was  gone—but  I  had  a feeling  she  was  in  that  old  music  room  with  Kyle.  So  I  crept  up  quietly, staying close to the wall, moving quickly between doors in case I needed to dive into a classroom. 

I  reached  that  door.  The  hallway  was  quiet  now  as  all  of  the  students were gone for the day—and many of the teachers as well. I stared down at the  door  handle.  I  wanted  to  throw  the  door  open,  so  I  could  catch  them before  they  had  a  chance  to  stop  what  they  were  doing,  but  at  the  same time, I wanted to remain inconspicuous. I didn’t want Emily to know that I was  practically  stalking  her—and  I  certainly  didn’t  want  to  humiliate  her just a week before prom. 

So I figured I would open the door quietly and slowly, just enough to peek my head in for a brief second. I grabbed the handle and started to turn, but  the  door  was  locked.  I  wasn’t  sure  why  I  was  surprised.  Locking  the door would have been my first move as well. 

I could tell from the glowing frosted window that the room was bright with natural inside, which meant the curtains were open. Unfortunately, the

windows  around  the  school  were  all  raised  up  higher  than  I  could  stand, unless I could find a ladder. 

I  slipped  outside  and  looked  up  at  the  old  music  room’s  window.  I knew  they  were  inside,  but  how  could  I  know  what  they  were  up  to?  I looked around for a ladder or even a large box I could stand up on, but there was  nothing  except  for  an  old  tree  about  twenty  yards  away  from  the school. Maybe I could climb the tree and see into the room from up high. 

The tree wasn’t in great shape. Leaves hadn’t grown on it in well over a decade,  and  bark  was  peeling  off  in  long,  rotten  sheets.  The  branches weren’t  very  thick—probably  not  thick  enough  to  hold  the  weight  of  a human—but I didn’t have any other ideas so I jumped up and grabbed onto the closest branch. A second later, as I tried to pull myself up, the branch came crashing down on my head. Thankfully, the tree was so dry and rotten that the branch hardly weighed anything at all. 

And  now  I  had  another  idea.  I  took  out  my  cellphone  and  a  roll  of masking tape I had in my bag thanks to an art class project I was supposed to finish at home. I taped my phone to the top of the long branch and then I pressed  record  before  lifting  it  up  carefully  towards  the  window.  I  looked around  as  I  held  the  phone  to  the  glass,  to  make  sure  people  weren’t watching my borderline psychotic antics. 

I held the phone for a minute, scanning slowly to the left and slowly to the  right  to  ensure  I  was  recording  the  whole  room.  Then  I  carefully brought my phone down so I could watch whatever it was I recorded. After peeling the masking tape off of my screen, I pressed play on my video. 

It took my phone a moment to adjust to the light of the old music room once  it  was  pressed  against  the  glass—and  then  it  took  a  moment  for  the focus to adjust from the glass to the subjects inside of the room. But once everything was adjusted, I could see them. 

Emily was in the music room with another woman. She had long brown hair and she was wearing a tight black skirted romper, with knee-high black boots.  She  was  on  her  knees,  sucking  the  tip  of  a  strap-on  dildo,  which Emily had secured around her hips. 

Once the initial shock of the sight wore off, I was able to zoom in on the video to take a closer look at the strange woman. Before I was even finished zooming, I realized I was staring at Kyle. Apparently I wasn’t the only one

who went the extra mile in trying to sweep Emily off of her feet. Kyle was in it to win it—ready to match whatever I could come up with, and maybe even willing to go an extra step further. 

Before  I  pulled  the  phone  back  down  to  end  the  recording,  Emily reached out and sunk her fingers into Kyle’s long hair—which was his own hair that he’d straightened with a straighter that was now visible in the back of the room. 

I wrapped my phone around the branch again and I carefully hoisted it up so I could record more of the scene. I looked around once more, to make sure that I was still alone. I didn’t want to end up being suspended for being a peeping Tom, just one week before prom. Thankfully, I was still alone—

so I kept recording. 

I held that phone up until my arms were too sore to continue. Then, I spent the next few minutes watching my footage. Emily got Kyle to bend over, with his romper pulled to the side to expose his asshole. She pushed that saliva-slicked dildo into his ass and she fucked him like a cheap slut. 

Before  my  footage  came  to  an  end,  Kyle  was  clutching  the  edges  of  the desk and moaning loud enough that my phone picked some of the audio up through the thick glass. 

I  had  to  admit:  Kyle  looked  pretty  good  as  a  chick.  He  was  lucky because  he  had  long  hair,  so  he  didn’t  have  to  wear  a  wig.  But  I  never realized how slender his frame was—or how wide his hips were. He seemed to  have  no  problem  standing  upright  in  those  tall-heeled  boots,  even  with his  legs  spread  wide  while  bent  over.  I  probably  didn’t  look  quite  as graceful while Emily’s Sissy Stick was stimulating me. 

I  thought  of  all  the  nasty  things  I  could  do  with  that  video.  I  could blackmail Kyle out of pursuing Emily: threated to release that footage to the whole  school  so  that  Emily  was  only  left  with  me  as  an  option.  But  that wouldn’t be fair to Emily. If I was going to win her heart, then I needed to prove to her that I was the better candidate, not just the meanest competitor. 

So  after  some  hesitation,  I  deleted  those  videos  off  of  my  phone.  I  went home with a feeling of defeat swirling deep in my gut. Was I the loser of this competition? Was Kyle the lucky one who would take Emily to prom—

even after all of the work I’d put in and money I’d spent. 

I  had  to  figure  out  a  way  to  win  Emily  over.  I  had  to  go  further  than Kyle was willing to go. I had to go way out of my comfort zone, and I had to do it before the idea even crossed Kyle’s mind. 

CHAPTER IX

It  was  Friday  morning,  and  I  had  a  feeling  I  was  making  the  biggest mistake of my life. I was certain that it would be the longest Friday of my life, and I hadn’t even stepped foot in the school yet. 

I was walking slowly, struggling to stay upright in my high heels, which I’d hardly had any time to practise walking in. My classmates were passing me  on  my  left  and  on  my  right,  heading  towards  the  school,  not  quite realizing  they  were  walking  past  Liam  and  not  some  girl  they  just  hadn’t noticed before. No one had looked back at me yet, but it was only a matter of  time  before  someone  looked  at  my  face  and  realized  who  was  hiding behind that thin layer of makeup. 

I  reached  down  and  gave  my  pink  skirt  a  tug  as  I  felt  a  cool  breeze drifting up my legs. I was worried it was riding up and showing my tush off to all of the students behind me. It was bad enough that they were seeing me dressed up like a girl—they didn’t need to see my thong-clad ass on top of it. 

I was walking down the hallway towards my locker when I got my first glance:  a  quick  little  head  turn  from  one  of  the  boys  in  my  art  class.  He looked  at  my  face  and  then  he  looked  down  at  my  body  before  looking away  quickly.  I  don’t  think  he  realized  he  was  looking  at  a  dude—his glance was just a second or two too short. 

Then, as I walked up to my locker, I could feel the gazes of a number of nearby students turning my way. I could feel their eyes tickling my back as I  gently  bent  over  to  grab  my  first  period  textbook.  I  was  too  terrified  to look back. I didn’t want them to see my face, even though it was inevitable. 

I had to spend seven more hours in that student prison—it was only a matter of time before I became the topic of the day. 

Emily was to my right, about twenty yards away, chatting with a friend. 

I  wanted  her  to  look  over  at  me,  to  see  what  I  was  doing  for  her,  but  I wasn’t about to make a scene to make it happen. Her seeing me was just as inevitable  as  everyone  else—maybe  even  more  so  because  we  had  every single class together. 

So with my face pointed at the ground, I quickly darted towards my first class.  Now  I  could  see  faces  turning  towards  me  through  my  peripheral vision. I refused to look over and meet their gazes. I looked up as I came close to my first class, and I saw the teacher standing at the door, staring right into my eyes. His eyes narrowed as I slipped by him with a pounding heart. I took a seat in a back corner desk, and then I looked up at him again. 

He was still staring at me with those narrowed eyes, as if he was trying to figure  out  who  the  hell  I  was.  Then  I  watched  as  those  eyes  grew  and  he looked away swiftly: the moment he put it all together. 

He was a teacher; he wasn’t going to be the catalyst for my humiliation. 

But  now  there  were  other  students  looking  my  way,  trying  to  figure  out what  the  teacher  just  figured  out.  The  room  became  strangely  quiet,  and then the whispering started. The ones who figured me out were now passing the info along to the ones who couldn’t quite put their finger on what was off  about  me.  Suddenly,  the  room  became  completely  silent,  and  I  could feel all of the gazes burning through me. 

The silent classroom door opened and Emily walked in. “Sorry I’m a bit late,” she said to the teacher. 

Then  Emily  looked  around  the  room,  probably  confused  as  to  why  it was so quiet. She scanned around and then her gaze landed on me. Her eyes widened the same way the teachers did. I forced a smile, letting her know that I was dolled up for her. But she didn’t smile back. Instead, she looked away  quickly  and  took  a  seat  on  the  other  side  of  the  room,  close  to  the door. 

And  in  that  moment,  my  heart  stopped  beating.  My  mind  began spinning and regret became heavy in my gut. Was this all a big mistake? I didn’t  just  shoot  myself  in  the  foot—I  shot  myself  in  the  head!  I  heard  a snicker from one side of the room, and then I heard a snicker from the other side. I sunk into my seat and tried to start counting down the seconds before the school day was up. Maybe I could just skip the last week of class: call in sick a few times and then accept the absents for whatever was left. Sure, my grade would drop, but at least I wouldn’t have to suffer the torment of my fellow classmates. 

I  was  so  desperate  to  one-up  Kyle  that  I  never  even  considered  the possibility  that  I  could  be  humiliating  Emily  in  the  process.  She  probably

didn’t want the whole school knowing about her little fetish. Of course she didn’t  want  that—nobody  would  want  that!  Now,  she  was  probably regretting having ever told me that she likes sissy boys. 

I didn’t have a change of clothes. I didn’t come with any sort of backup plan. I was all-in, and I had four periods and a forty-five minute lunch break left to suffer through. 

I remained in my seat after that first class ended. I waited until all of my classmates were gone before I even started to pack up my things. My plan was  to  zip  over  to  my  next  period  quickly,  so  I  could  avoid  the  horrible hallways filled with gossiping teenagers. I kept my head down once I was on my feet. I moved swiftly, with a pounding heart. Emily was already in class  when  I  showed  up.  She  looked  at  me  quickly,  looking  down  at  her desk before our eyes could properly meet. I took that as my cue to find a seat as far away as possible, so that’s what I did. 

Then I had to suffer through the same torment: students pouring into the room, looking at me strangely, whispering, and then becoming silent for a moment before the orchestra of snickering began. Thankfully, none of my teachers called on me to answer questions or to read chapters aloud. 

I did the same thing after the bell rang: I waited for everyone to leave before I started to gather my things. But this time, I had to get changed for gym.  I  had  to  brave  the  boys’  changing  room,  which  seemed  like  an impossible feat. Maybe I could just get changed in one of the bathrooms—

or an empty classroom, so I could avoid the changing room completely. So that’s what I did. 

I felt like a complete idiot in my gym outfit, combined with my wig and makeup.  I  thought  about  washing  the  makeup  off  and  staying  in  my  gym outfit for the rest of the day, but the damage was already done. I’d already noticed a number of students snapping pictures of me with their phones—

and I’d already been seen by at least half of the school. And a part of me—

maybe the stupid part—thought that I could still woo Emily. Maybe she just needed a bit longer to appreciate my sacrifice for her. 

So  I  left  the  makeup  on,  along  with  the  wig  and  the  padded  bra.  I stepped into that gym class and then I suffered through that familiar routine: my classmates all stared at me and then whispered to one another once they figured me out. 

Amanda Stevens walked up to me. I was ready for her to say something mean or to laugh in my face—so I was surprised when she said, “You have to show me how you did your eye-shadow like that. I’ve been trying to get my shadow to blend like that for the past six months.” 

I  was  silent,  not  sure  if  I  was  being  set  up  for  some  sort  of  prank.  I stared into her eyes and then I looked around her. A few of the girls were staring  at  me,  as  if  they  were  waiting  for  my  response.  So  I  carefully opened my mouth and said, “I used a little foam brush. I saw it done on a YouTube tutorial.” They all nodded as if they were happy with my answer. 

Then I noticed Kyle across the gymnasium. He was staring at me with a pale face and wide eyes. Unlike the others, he didn’t look away the moment I looked towards him. He kept staring as if he needed a little bit more time than everyone else to process what he was seeing. 

That shocked look remained on his face for the rest of that gym class. 

Then, when the bell rang, ushering in lunchtime, he was the first one gone

—zipping off as if he just remembered he had an important assignment that needed to be finished, and he hadn’t even started. 

I  was  walking  quickly  with  my  head  down,  on  my  way  towards  the bathroom I got changed in, when someone tapped on my shoulder. I turned around  reluctantly  to  see  Emily  staring  at  me.  She  didn’t  say  anything  at first. Instead, she just looked up and down my body. “I did this for you,” I said. “I wasn’t trying to embarrass you.” 

She nodded her head. “You look so good,” she said. “To be honest, I’m a little bit intimidated.” 

“You like it?” I asked. My chest swelled and I perked up. 

She nodded her head with a cute smile. “You have a spare fourth period, right?” 

“Yeah,” I said. 

“We should hang out.” 

“Totally,” I said, trying not to burst into a victory dance. There was no way  Kyle  could  compete  with  me  now.  There  was  no  way  Kyle  would sacrifice  his  social  status  for  a  prom  date.  I  was  the  winner.  After  three years, I finally had the girl of my dreams. 

At least that’s what I thought, until lunchtime was halfway through and I  saw  Kyle  emerge  from  the  boy’s  changing  room  dressed  in  that  same skimpy  black  romper  that  he  wore  with  Emily  the  afternoon  before.  He stopped when he saw me looking his way, and then our gazes locked. For a moment, I felt like I was starring in an old western movie, about to have a showdown with the evil cowboy. But this wasn’t a movie, and I certainly wasn’t Clint Eastwood. 

CHAPTER X

Lunch wasn’t quite over yet when I stepped into Mr. Klassen’s empty classroom,  where  Emily  and  I  had  agreed  to  meet.  She  hadn’t  showed  up just  yet,  giving  me  some  time  to  figure  out  a  plan.  Kyle  had  math  after lunch, and then he had physics. I had a spare with Emily, and then we both had our art class—so I had two hours to figure out an action plan, to get her to agree to go to prom with me before she even realized Kyle was wearing one of his sister’s sluttiest outfits. 

But what could I say? Would begging work? Could I demand an answer before the end of the school day? What if it was already too late? What if Kyle had already found Emily and he was already demanding an answer? 

My heart fluttered and stammered, so I took a seat before my legs gave out on me. I took a series of long deep breaths. I needed to win Emily. After all of this humiliation, I couldn’t walk away empty handed. 

The door opened. I jumped to my feet, ready to see the beautiful face of the woman I’d spent so long swooning over. But Emily wasn’t the girl who walked into that room. Instead, I was staring at Kyle. 

“What  are  you  doing  here?”  I  asked.  “Don’t  you  have  math  this period?” 

He stared at me. He was wearing his eyeliner thick and his eye shadow dark. “I’m skipping,” he said. “What are you doing here?” 

“I’ve got a spare. This is where I spend my spares.” 

He looked around, and then he looked back at me. “Did Emily tell you to come here?” 

“No,”  I  said—I  wasn’t  entirely  telling  the  truth,  though  I  wasn’t  sure why. “I come here all the time.” 

And once again, we were standing off, twenty feet away, as if we were about to draw pistols. Then, the door opened. This time Emily was the girl coming through the doorway. She smiled at me and then she smiled at Kyle before turning around to lock the door. I cracked a smile—she smiled at me first, which surely meant something, right? 

“You girls look so pretty,” she said, hopping up onto one of the desks, letting her feet dangle over the edge playfully. 

“Enough of this,” Kyle said. “The weekend starts in a few hours. I can’t go into the weekend not knowing if you’re going to be my prom date—so just tell me—tell us—who’s it going to be?” 

Emily  shrugged  her  shoulders.  “I  haven’t  decided  yet,”  she  said, eliciting a groan out of Kyle. I was tempted to groan as well, but I didn’t want Emily thinking that I was fed up with her fetish. Maybe I was smarter than Kyle. If I could make Emily really think that I was into her little game, then surely I was a shoe in. 

“How can I prove to you that I’m the better date?” I said. 

“Well—I’ve  got  one  idea,  but  it  might  be  kind  of  embarrassing,”  she said with rosy cheeks. 

Kyle scoffed. “More embarrassing than this?” he said. 

“Are you embarrassed?” Emily asked, widening her eyes as she looked at him. 

Kyle  perked  up  and  shook  his  head.  “No—not  with  you,”  he  said.  “I like being your girlfriend. But the students in this school aren’t exactly…

accepting.” He was a terrible liar, but Emily seemed to be satisfied with his little bullshit response. 

Emily started kicking her legs playfully again. “So, a good girl knows how to get a boy off. If you girls want to prove to me that you’re the better girl, then you need to prove to me that you can be a  really  good girl.” 

We both just stared at her. I had no idea what she was talking about, but I could tell that I wasn’t going to like it. “Huh?” Kyle said. 

“Sixty-nine,”  she  said,  biting  her  bottom  lip.  “Whoever  gets  off  first, loses.  Whoever  gets  the  a  warm  facial  first,  wins.  It’s  a  simple  little contest.” 

“Sixty-nine?  With  who?”  I  said.  My  heart  was  bouncing  around ruthlessly in my chest. 

She laughed. “Who do you think?” she said, motioning towards Kyle. 

Now  the  room  was  silent.  She  wanted  me  to  suck  Kyle’s  cock?  I couldn’t do that! I wasn’t gay! I wanted to be with Emily, not Kyle. 

Kyle shook his head. “No way—I’m not doing that. That’s disgusting,” 

he said defiantly. 

And  I  saw  my  opportunity  to  win  Emily  over.  “I’ll  do  it,”  I  said, knowing that I wouldn’t have to as long as Kyle was completely opposed. 

“But I guess there’s nothing I can do if he won’t participate.” 

Kyle spun around and looked at me with narrowed eyes. “You liar!” he said.  Then  he  turned  back  to  Emily.  “Don’t  listen  to  him.  He’s  lying. 

There’s no way he would suck my cock.” 

“I  would  so—and  I  would  probably  get  you  off  in  under  a  minute,”  I said  nervously.  My  voice  cracked  slightly—enough  to  make  my  face  turn red. 

“Okay—prove it,” Emily said. “Suck his cock, and I’ll go to prom with you.” 

Kyle shook his head. “I’m not letting him near my cock if you’re just going  to  go  to  prom  with  him,”  he  said,  placing  himself  in  an  awkward stalemate. I don’t think he fully realized how badly he’d cornered himself. 

Emily turned to look at me. She stared into my eyes with a slight smile

—and in that moment, I knew that I’d won. My heart leapt with joy, but I remained calm, resisting the urge to run over to her to give her a big kiss. 

“Fine—I’ll do it,” Kyle said. Emily and I both looked at him quickly. 

“What?” I said. 

“I’ll do it. I’ll do the sixty-nine competition, and I’ll win. I’ve already come  this  far,  there’s  no  way  I’m  backing  down  now.”  He  looked  at  me. 

“Do you want top or bottom? Because I don’t care either way.” 

My skin was suddenly cold all over. I opened my mouth to reply, but no words  came  out.  Was  he  serious,  or  was  he  just  bluffing  like  me?  “O—

Okay.” 

“I asked a question: top or bottom?” he said. 

I couldn’t even process the question. I just stared blankly at him in my state of horror. How far would this bluff go? Was I going to end up with a cock in my mouth? 

“Okay then, you’ll go on the bottom. Lay down and let’s do this.” He stood  up  and  he  pointed  down  at  the  floor.  Then,  after  a  long  moment  of

hesitation, I stood up. I took a slow step forward, and then I lowered myself down. There was no way he was going to follow through with this. There was no way he would let me touch his cock, and there was no way he was going  to  touch  mine.  I  flattened  myself  on  my  back,  and  then  he  lowered himself  down  on  top  of  me,  planting  his  knees  next  to  my  shoulders.  His crotch was hovering over my head. Up close, I could see the bulge of his cock in his romper. 

He lifted up my skirt. 

“May the best girl win,” Emily said, watching from her perch with a big smile on her face. 

But we were frozen now. Neither of us wanted to make the first move in case  the  other  was  bluffing—and  surely,  we  were  both  bluffing.  But  this wouldn’t end until someone tapped out—and it wasn’t going to be me. And as long as we were just holding still, it wasn’t going to be him either. So I made  the  first  move;  I  dug  my  fingers  into  his  romper  and  I  slipped  my fingers around his cock. I pulled his warm shaft out and let it dangle in front of my face. I looked up at Emily to make sure that she noticed my effort. 

She was still smiling, still waiting for the game to commence. 

If  I  was  going  to  impress  her,  I  needed  to  go  the  extra  mile.  I  had  to prove to her that I was serious. So I grabbed that dangling cock firmly and I brought it down to my lips. I closed my eyes and then I sunk the cock into my  mouth.  I  heard  Kyle  gasp  as  I  began  to  suck.  At  least  it  didn’t  taste gross.  In  fact,  it  didn’t  taste  like  anything.  Kyle  was  clean,  and  he  even smelled like perfume, which helped my cause. 

But apparently he wasn’t willing to go down without a fight. I felt him pulling  my  panties  aside.  Then  a  moment  later,  I  felt  his  warm  fingers curled around my shaft. He massaged me for a moment, and then I felt the wet embrace of his mouth. He was sucking my cock. We were really having a sixty-nine competition. 

It  was  no  longer  a  battle  to  see  who  would  fold  first.  Now,  it  was  a battle  to  see  who  would  come  first,  so  I  had  to  put  in  everything  I  had.  I sucked hard, massaging his ball sack with my fingers. I could feel his shaft growing  in  my  mouth,  letting  me  know  that  I  was  doing  something  right. 

Unfortunately,  his  mouth  felt  so  good  that  I  couldn’t  stop  my  own  cock from hardening in his mouth. 

But I was sure that I had the edge on him. I had a little secret: moaning. 

After watching porn for nearly a decade, I knew that I would come faster when the girls in the videos moaned loudly. It was always harder to get off to  porn  that  was  muted.  So  I  could  only  assume  that  I  could  get  Kyle  to come faster by letting a few sexy moans slip out from my lips. I let out my first  moan  while  letting  his  throbbing  tip  rest  on  my  bottom  lip.  Then  I gently tickled his tip with the tip of my tongue before plunging him back into  my  mouth.  I  felt  his  cock  twitch  and  harden  even  further.  I  had  a feeling my plan was working. 

But he had an idea of his own: a trick that he probably got from Emily. 

He used his mouth to wet one of his fingers, and then he pressed that finger into my asshole. He curled it down until it was pressed against my prostate, then he started to thrust in and out, stimulating that amazing sweet spot. My body  became  tense  with  pleasure,  even  though  my  head  was  racing  with humiliation.  I  was  being  sucked  off  and  penetrated  by  one  of  my  best friends! It just wasn’t right. 

“Come for me, baby,” he said with a surprisingly feminine voice. That voice took me off-guard. Had he been practising? Why didn’t I practise a voice? Maybe he really was serious about liking Emily. Maybe he’d spent three years fantasizing about her as well. 

He kept sucking, bobbing his head and slurping. I did the same. I tried to let another moan slip, but this time, I just ended up turning myself on. I kind of liked the way his cock felt in my mouth: throbbing and rigid as it slid along my tongue. It was nice to know that he was hard for me—that I could  turn  a  man  on.  In  my  entire  life,  I  was  pretty  sure  that  I’d  never turned  a  woman  on.  Was  I  starting  to  like  being  a  sissy?  Was  I  possibly starting to realize that I was gay? 

I  pressed  my  lips  hard  around  his  girth  and  I  began  bobbing  my  head quickly,  straining  my  neck  to  put  in  everything  I  had.  “Oh,  fuck!”  Kyle moaned. I could feel his body tensing up. His thighs were flexed next to my head and his cock was harder than ever. Was he about to come? Was I about to win the challenge? 

Nothing  came  out—not  just  yet.  And  now  I  had  a  problem:  my  cock was starting to tingle with an amazing euphoria. He had his finger pressed perfectly  against  the  right  spot.  It  felt  so  good—so  much  better  than  any

masturbation  session  I’d  ever  had.  I  groaned  and  squirmed,  but  I  just couldn’t  hold  back.  “Shit!”  I  muttered,  and  then  I  let  go.  I  came  in  his mouth. 

And he came in mine. I pulled him out quickly, so that Emily could see it—and  hopefully  she  would  see  his  cum  before  she  saw  mine.  I  let  him coat my face with his hot load, keeping my eyes closed tight. I made sure every last drop was on me before I released his shaft. Then he crawled off of me and stood up. I wiped the cum off of my eyelids so that I could look up at him. He had a goopy face, just like me. 

“He came first,” Kyle said, wiping his face with the edge of his hand. 

“That’s not true,” I said. “You saw it, Emily—you saw him coming first. 

Right?” 

She  had  a  red-cheeked  smile  on  her  face.  She  shrugged  her  shoulders and shook her head. “I couldn’t tell who came first. I guess it’s a draw.” 

I fell back into the closest chair, feeling completely defeated. I wasn’t sure  how  much  more  humiliation  I  could  handle.  “A  draw?”  I  said.  “So what does that mean?” 

“I don’t know yet. I guess the competition continues.” 

Kyle  groaned  and  then  he  fell  down  into  a  chair  of  his  own.  “It’s  not fair. He got a head start,” he said. 

“You could have started whenever you wanted,” I said. “You chose to wait for me to suck first.” 

“That’s not how I remember it happening,” he said defiantly. 

“Girls,” Emily said. “No fighting. Don’t worry—we’ll figure this thing out.  Let’s  just  recharge  and  then  we’ll  meet  up  after  school  today  for  one last competition.” 

The  room  became  silent.  I  stared  at  Emily  for  a  moment  and  then  I looked over at Kyle. He had fear on his face, and I’m sure it was on my face as well. Then, Emily left, leaving me alone with Kyle. 

The  tension  in  the  room  was  thick.  Kyle  wiped  his  face  and  then  he started to get undressed. He seemed strangely deflated. I was used to seeing him full of energy and teeming with confidence, but now, he was seemingly struggling to get by. “You okay?” I asked. 

He looked at me in silence for a moment. “I’ve liked Emily for a long time,” he said. “But until this week, I never really talked to her.” 

I nodded my head. “Same.” 

He  sat  down  and  then  he  started  pulling  off  his  tight  knee-high  boots. 

He grunted as he slipped out his first foot. The boots were tight. “I guess I just  had  this  idea  in  my  mind  of  who  she  was.  But  now  I’m  starting  to realize  that  I  don’t  really  know  her  at  all—and  maybe  we  don’t  have  as much in common as I hoped.” 

I fought the urge to smile. I felt the warm swell of approaching victory in my chest… Or was this just part of his scheme? Was he trying to get me to let my guard down, so that he could swoop in and win this competition? 

Or was he really over Emily? 

He stared into my eyes. “Is she what you thought she was?” he asked. 

The  question  took  me  by  surprise.  Was  she  what  I  thought  she  would be?  Not  at  all.  But  what  did  I  think  she  would  be?  I  always  assumed  she would  just  be  a  classic  girlfriend:  a  girl  who  likes  to  watch  movies  and cuddle on the couch; a girl who wants to go camping on the weekends; a girl who wants to bake cookies for the guys on game night. But Emily was none of those things. She didn’t want a boyfriend—she wanted a girlfriend. 

A  part  of  me  was  starting  to  like  the  idea  of  being  a  girlfriend—

certainly when it came to sex. But I liked being a guy too. I liked watching sports and playing video games with the guys. I liked action movies and I couldn’t stand the thought of sitting through a romantic drama. 

So where did that leave me? Did I still like Emily, or was in the same boat as Kyle? I certainly liked getting dolled up more than Kyle. He seemed to hate it. He couldn’t get out of those knee-high boots fast enough, and I just wanted to try them on. 

“Can I ask a favour?” he said. 

“What is it?” 

“Can I tell people that I just dressed up to poke fun at you? It’s nothing personal—there’s just no sense in both of us getting burned over this. And no offense, but you’ve already made your bed here.” 

“That’s fine,” I said. “But only if I can have those boots.” 

He  looked  down  at  them.  “They’re  my  sister’s—but  I  doubt  she’ll notice them missing. So go ahead.” 

He walked the boots over to me. As he handed them to me, he paused, looking into my eyes. “You kind of have her eyes,” he said. “Is that just the makeup?” 

I  shrugged  my  shoulders.  “I  don’t  know.”  My  heart  fluttered.  He  was still staring into my eyes. But why? 

He reached forward suddenly and wiped a bit of cum off of my cheek. 

“You missed a spot,” he said. Then he turned around and finished getting changed. He seemed happy to be himself again. 

Meanwhile,  I  was  starting  to  lose  sight  of  who  I  even  was.  For  some strange  reason  that  I  couldn’t  figure  out,  I  didn’t  want  to  take  off  my disguise. I didn’t want to wash off my makeup. Maybe I was just afraid of losing the competition, even though Kyle took his makeup and outfit off. Or maybe, I was just really starting to like being a girly boy. 

CHAPTER XI

We  all  met  up  after  school  in  that  same  room.  My  state  of  confusion hadn’t  gone  away.  Between  my  spare  and  my  final  class,  I  received  a handful of comments from classmates, ranging from, “Have you lost your mind?” to, “You look so good, girl! Good for you!” I was shocked when a guy I’d never talked to before pulled me aside and said, “Would you go to prom with me? If not, please don’t tell anyone I asked.” I reminded him that I  was  actually  a  boy,  and  he  was  quick  to  say,  “Yeah,  I  know.  I  like  that. 

Please don’t tell anyone about this.” 

I  had  to  politely  reject  him,  even  though  I  felt  strangely  flattered.  But his interest in me only added to my confusion. Was his proposal validation that I made a cute and convincing girl, or was it just more reason to ditch that outfit for good, along with the feminine personality that seemed to be getting  stronger  and  stronger.  I  was  even  finding  myself  walking  and talking like a girl. 

Emily  stared  at  Kyle  with  narrowed  eyes.  “What  happened  to  your clothes and your makeup?” she asked, sitting up on her desk. 

“I took it off,” he said. I looked over at him and watched him carefully, trying to figure out his plan. Was this even part of his plan, or had he really given up after everything he’d gone through? 

“But I’m going to make my decision now. Don’t you think it would help your case if you were still dolled up?” She leaned forward with wide eyes, as  if  she  was  a  teacher  waiting  for  her  student  to  answer  an  important question. 

Kyle shrugged his shoulders. “Do you like action movies?” he asked. 

“Action movies?” Emily said, narrowing her eyes. “No—I hate them.” 

“Do you like hockey?” 

“Ugh,” Emily said. “I have to leave the room whenever my dad puts it on. It’s so boring.” 

“If we went on a date tomorrow, what would you want to do?” he asked. 

Emily cutely bit her bottom lip and looked up at the ceiling while she processed  an  answer.  “Well,  I  would  want  to  go  to  the  mall  for  sure.  We would  try  on  clothes  together,  and  then  maybe  we  could  go  see  that  new Nicholas Sparks movie—the one where the guy comes back from the war. 

And after that, maybe we could meet up with my friends and we could all go get our nails done.” 

Kyle nodded his head slowly. Then he looked down at the floor with a look of disappointment on his face. And strangely, I knew exactly how he felt. I liked dressing up like a girl, and I liked having a bit of sissy fun in private—but  Emily’s  dream  date  sounded  a  bit  like  a  nightmare.  I  liked being a girl, but I wanted to be a boyfriend—not a girlfriend. But did that even make sense? Was that even possible? Or was the fantasy in my head just a bunch of nonsense? 

“Yeah, I don’t want to do any of that,” Kyle said. “I guess I’m probably not the guy you want to go to prom with.” 

Emily stared at him for a long moment, and then she looked at me with a  smile.  “I  had  a  whole  final  competition  planned  out,  but  I  guess  you’re just  the  winner,  Liam,”  she  said.  “Congratulations!  We’ll  go  to  prom together: girlfriend and girlfriend. Maybe this weekend we can go and pick out prom dresses together.” 

My  gut  turned.  For  some  strange  reason,  I  liked  the  idea  of  going  to pick out prom dresses—but I didn’t like the idea of going with Emily. There was something about her that rubbed me the wrong way. I no longer found her attractive the same way that I did before. She was ruthlessly selfish, and when she wasn’t indulging in her sissification fetish, she was terribly boring and  predictable.  She  had  a  lot  of  growing  up  to  do,  and  I  wasn’t  sure  I wanted to commit myself to her while she figured it all out. “I don’t know,” 

I said. 

“What don’t you know?” she asked. 

“I don’t know if I want to go to prom with you,” I said. 

“What?”  Emily  said.  Her  face  was  suddenly  white  and  her  eyes  were wide. “Why not?” 

“I  don’t  know.  You’re  not  really  my  type.  We  don’t  have  anything  in common.” 

“You  love  dressing  up  and  I  love  that—what  else  do  we  need?”  she asked. 

“Everything else,” I said. 

And then the room became silent. The shock on her face was obvious and  hard  to  handle.  She  shook  her  head  slowly.  “I  can’t  believe  you  both wasted my time,” she said. 

Kyle  scoffed.  “Wasted  your  time?”  he  said.  “This  whole  week,  you knew you were wasting our time. We both devoted our entire week to you, and you could care less.” 

“Whatever,” Emily said, hopping to her feet. “If you don’t want to go to prom with me, I’ll find someone who does. God, this is so embarrassing.” 

She stormed off, leaving us alone in that empty classroom. 

And  now,  I  was  feeling  very  stupid  in  that  pink  skirt  and  tight  top.  I looked down at my smooth, clean-shaven legs, and I wondered if any of it was worth it. Did I learn something about myself? Absolutely. Was it worth sacrificing  my  social  status  entirely?  Maybe  not.  Maybe  this  feminization experiment could have happened two weeks later, when school was over. 

“Well?” Kyle said. 

“Well what?” I asked. 

He  was  staring  at  me—directly  into  my  eyes.  “Do  you  want  to  go  to prom with me?” 

My heart skipped a beat. “What?” I said. 

“I  mean—if  you  like  dressing  up,  maybe  you  can  dress  up  on  prom night, and we can go together.” 

My  vision  flashed  and  jitters  crawled  down  my  skin.  “Prom?”  I  said softly. “Okay.” 

“If you need clothes, you can borrow from my sister’s closet. She’s out of town for another two weeks.” 

I nodded my head slowly. I wasn’t sure how I felt about going to prom with a boy. Did that make me gay? Would all of my classmates point and call  us  queers?  Did  it  really  matter?  Would  any  of  them  ever  even  see  us again? 

Kyle walked up to me. I looked up into his eyes and he looked down into  mine.  Then,  he  leaned  forward  and  kissed  me  on  the  lips.  My  heart stammered  and  I  kissed  back.  He  put  his  hands  on  my  sides.  He  moved them up and down, gently caressing my body. 

And at first, the confusion grew stronger. Now I was not only dressed up as a girl and liking it, but I was with a man and liking it. I had no idea what it meant: did it mean that I was gay? Did it mean that I was trans? Did I still like girls? Did I still want to be a man? 

Then I let all of those thoughts go. The label didn’t matter: gay, straight, bi, trans—whatever. It was just a label. The label didn’t change the way that I felt, and it probably wouldn’t predict how I would feel in the future. For now,  I  just  wanted  to  enjoy  the  moment—and  it  was  one  of  the  better moments  of  my  life,  if  not  the  best.  I  felt  so  happy  and  comforted  and wanted.  It  was  so  nice  to  be  wanted—to  be  lusted  for.  I  could  tell  by  the way he moved his hands all over my body that he wanted me to be his, and I wanted to be his. 

His tongue pierced my lips and I accepted it. I felt his arms and then I wrapped my hands around his back. Suddenly, he lifted me up, supporting me with a single hand under my ass. With his other hand, he fished out his erection, and then he tugged my panties to the side. He brought that hand up to my mouth and said, “Spit.” So I spat. He used my saliva to coat his long, throbbing shaft. 

I couldn’t wait. I wanted him inside of me badly. I held on tight to his body, and I used one hand briefly to hold my panties to the side so that he could  get  in  without  any  barriers.  I  managed  to  remain  relaxed  as  his  tip pushed into my tight asshole. I groaned and squirmed as he sunk deep. His cock  was  a  lot  longer  than  the  Sissy  Stick.  “It  feels  good,”  I  said,  now holding onto him with both arms. He had both arms around me now. I was impressed  by  his  strength:  holding  me  up  while  he  fucked  me.  But  I suppose  I  was  considerably  lighter  than  him,  and  he  did  work  out,  unlike me. 

He started thrusting. I tilted my head down and we continued to make out while his slick cock slid in and out. 

The competition was over: we were both winners. Emily was the only loser,  but  I  had  a  feeling  she  would  be  just  fine.  She  was  a  cute  girl  and

there were still plenty of guys looking for prom dates. 

As for Kyle and me—I knew there would be some awkward moments, like  when  we  stepped  into  prom.  But  they  would  just  be  moments: temporary periods of time. Once all the awkward stuff was out of the way, there would just be Kyle and me. 

I could feel his cock swelling inside of me. “Oh God, it feels so good,” I groaned. 

“You’re so tight,” he said through clenched teeth. He used his fingers to pry my ass cheeks open while he fucked me and held me up. We wrapped our  tongues  together  again.  He  was  thrusting  fast  now,  piercing  me  with rapid precision. I could feel my hole stretching wide, and I loved it. “I’m going to come,” he said. 

“Come  inside  of  me,”  I  said—and  it  probably  sounded  like  I  was begging. Maybe I was. 

He  clenched  and  squirmed,  and  then  he  groaned  before  letting  out  a loud cry. Suddenly, I felt the hard gushes of warm goo inside of my body. 

He was coming in me—filling me with his enormous load. It felt amazing, making my legs tremble. Luckily he was holding me up; otherwise I would have collapsed in my state of pure bliss. 

He put me down a moment later, slipping his cock out from my asshole. 

His creampie fell out with a big splat on the floor. “That felt so good,” he said. 

I nodded my head in agreement as I stared into his eyes. 

“We’re going to have a lot of fun together.” 

I smiled, biting gently on my bottom lip. Then we kissed again. I had a feeling he was right. 


THE END

CUTIE

Brian  lost  a  big  bet  with  his  cousin,  who  happens  to  be  one  of  the programmers for the upcoming fashion week. For losing, Brian has to get dolled  up  and  walk  the  catwalk  on  national  television.  And  it’s  all  Will’s fault; Will convinced him to take the stupid bet, after all. 

So it only seems fair that Will should have to help Brian get ready for his reluctant modelling debut. And first, he needs help shaving those hard-to-reach areas. And there will be many more tasks before Brian feels that the boys are even. 

CHAPTER I

Brian lost a big bet, and it was partially my fault. 

I mean—it’s not like I forced him into taking the bet, but I did strongly encourage  him  to  take  my  advice,  which  in  retrospect,  was  not  the  best advice. But I had a strong feeling in my gut that the Penguins would win another  Stanley  Cup—how  was  I  supposed  to  know  that  they  would  be blanked in the first round? 

Brian made the bet with his cousin, Charlie. Charlie knew a surprising amount about hockey considering she was a girly girl. When she picked the Islanders to win that first round, I thought she was insane—especially since the  Penguins  had  won  two  straight  just  a  couple  of  years  before.  But apparently the director of our city’s annual fashion week knew more than her good looks let on. And poor Brian—now he had to get dolled up and walk the catwalk on the opening night of fashion week. 

Had the Islanders lost, Brian was going to make Charlie clean out the bathroom of his rental property, which I got stuck helping Brian with. It was a  nasty  job.  I  couldn’t  even  begin  to  wrap  my  head  around  how  a  person could  make  such  a  putrid  mess.  I  couldn’t  help  but  wonder  if  Brian  had pissed the tenants off before they moved out, or if he was renting the house out to a pack of gorillas. 

“How did it end up so high on the walls?” I asked, covering my mouth with  one  hand  while  I  used  the  other  to  operate  a  mop,  scrubbing  the nastiness off of the walls. 

“Don’t talk. Let’s just get this done as quickly as possible,” Brian said. 

Brian  was  scrubbing  the  toilet,  and  I  didn’t  envy  him.  I  was  surprised  he didn’t make me clean that nasty porcelain bowl after I gave him the lousiest hockey  advice  ever.  But  seriously—how  could  the  Penguins  not  win  a single game in that best of seven? 

We  spent  eight  long  hours  in  that  small  bathroom,  scrubbing  and bleaching everything over and over. But even once the place was clean and radiating  with  chemical  residue,  the  smell  was  still  there,  as  if  it  had

somehow  oozed  into  the  walls.  “I  think  you’re  going  to  have  to  rip  the whole bathroom out,” I said. 

“I’ll just let it air out over night—or maybe for the next week,” Brian said, shaking his head. We went to the living room to sit down for the first time in hours. The living room wasn’t in great condition either: holes in the walls, stains on the carpet, and the lingering odour of bad marijuana—even though the windows had been open since Brian got the keys back from the tenants. 

“Sorry again about the bet,” I said, still feeling guilty. I couldn’t even imagine being in his position: having to walk down the catwalk dressed as a girl, in front of thousands of people—and it would be televised. “Has she already picked out an outfit?” 

Brian looked at me with narrowed eyes. It was obvious that he was still pissed at me for feeding him the bad advice. He originally wanted to bet on the Islanders, but I talked him out of it. “I’ll see it tomorrow. She wants to keep it a surprise,” he said. 

“At least it will all be over after a few minutes,” I said. 

“Easy for you to say,” he said, still with those narrowed eyes. “You’re not the one who has to go up there. It’s going to be humiliating. And by the way,  it’s  not  just  a  few  minutes.  I’ll  have  to  spend  an  hour  in  a  makeup chair beforehand, and I’m supposed to shave my whole body tonight. I’ve never shaved anything but my face before!” 

My heart stuttered for him. “It won’t be so bad,” I said awkwardly. But damn, did it sound bad! I could even begin to imagine how humiliating it would be to walk out in front of the world with a shaved body, in a little dress  and  high  heels.  Was  he  expected  to  smile  and  wave  at  the  crowd? 

Could  he  announce  at  the  end  of  the  stage  that  it  was  because  of  a  bet? 

Would he have to explain to his whole family and all of his friends that it was just a bet? 

“Whatever,” he said, shaking his head again. “Anyway—thanks for the help today. Do me a favour and don’t tune into fashion week tomorrow.” He stood up and walked over to the door. “Let’s lock this place up.” 

I grabbed my coat and slipped out of the rental house while he locked up. Of course I was going to tune in to see him all dolled up. How could I

miss  such  a  spectacle?  Hell—I  couldn’t  think  of  anything  more entertaining.  Even  the  Stanley  Cup  finals  wouldn’t  be  as  entertaining  as Brian in drag on national television. 

But the thought of his humiliation still left me with a terrible guilt in my gut. I felt like it was up to me to figure out a way to lessen his sentence. 

Maybe I could call Charlie and beg her to let him off the hook. Maybe him shaving his whole body could be enough of a humiliation. Or maybe I could just be a bad friend and let the show go on. 

CHAPTER II

It  was  11:00  PM  and  I  was  just  about  to  go  to  sleep  when  my  phone buzzed on my nightstand. I rarely got messages, never mind so late in the night.  I  picked  up  my  phone  and  was  surprised  to  see  that  Brian  was messaging me. “I have an embarrassing problem and I need your help. Can you come over?” 

“Now?” I replied. 

“Either now or at 7:00 AM,” he said. I had to work at 7:30 AM, so I got dressed and I hopped in my car. I was tired. It had been a long time since I’d  been  out  so  late—not  since  I’d  started  my  warehouse  job,  working  so early every morning. 

As I drove, I wondered: what kind of embarrassing problem could Brian be  having?  I  was  sure  that  it  had  something  to  do  with  his  upcoming appearance at fashion week, but why was he calling me close to midnight for help? 

I pulled up to his house. All of his lights were on inside, but his blinds were closed. I walked up to the door and rang the bell. The air was cooler than the usual May night—but the stars were bright and distracting. I could make out a number of constellations. And then I found myself wondering when I’d last looked up at the stars. 

I  had  to  ring  the  bell  again  after  a  minute  of  silence.  Finally,  after another thirty seconds, I could hear Brian’s footsteps approaching the door. 

The chill of the May night was starting to pierce my thin coat. Why wasn’t Brian  answering  the  door?  Why  was  he  hesitating?  I  pressed  the  doorbell three times quickly, and then the door suddenly opened—but only a crack. 

Brian  stuck  his  head  out  cautiously.  “Oh  good,  it’s  you,”  he  said, sounding strangely relieved. 

“Who  the  hell  else  would  it  be?  You  just  asked  me  to  come  over? 

What’s going on with you?” I pushed his door open so I could squeeze in. 

Then  I  looked  down  at  his  body.  He  was  wearing  a  housecoat,  and  it appeared as though he had nothing on underneath. His legs were shaved and

glistening.  His  cheeks  were  red  with  embarrassment.  “So  what  am  I  here for?” 

He stared into my eyes for a moment, and then he looked away quickly as his face became a dark shade of red. “I need you to shave my backside.” 

“Excuse me? Your  what? ” 

“My ass and my taint. Just get over it, dude. It’s your fault I have to do this,” he snapped. 

“Why the hell can’t you do it?” 

“I tried!” he said. “But I can’t see anything. I can’t spread and shave and bend over and look in a mirror at the same time!” 

“I’m  pretty  sure  girls  do  it  all  the  time—even  teenaged  girls,”  I  said. 

Then the image of his hairy taint came into my mind and a nausea filled my gut. I squirmed and looked away from him. 

“Well I’m not a girl and I’ve never done this before. And it’s your fault I’m in this position, so just help me.” 

I looked back into his eyes. I’d known him for almost ten years, but I’d never  seen  him  so  vulnerable  before.  And  I  probably  wasn’t  helping  his state  of  humiliation—but  did  he  really  expect  me  to  help  him  shave  his private  area?  “Why  do  you  even  need  to  shave  down  there?  Aren’t  you going to be dressed?” 

He  groaned  and  looked  away  again.  “I  have  to  walk  the  stage  three times: once in a gown, once in a cocktail dress, and once in a bikini.” 

I had to put my hand against my mouth to stop myself from laughing. 

“A bikini?” I said with a snicker. 

“Get  over  it!”  he  said.  “I  have  the  bikini  bottoms  on  now,  and  they basically cover nothing—so I need to shave everything. My theory is: if I can look girly enough on the catwalk, no one will notice me. I just have to blend in, which means I can’t have any body hair when those super-high-definition  cameras  zoom  in  on  me.  I  also  can’t  have  any  shaving  cuts,  so just bite your tongue and help me shave. We’ll be done in five minutes.” 

He turned around and started towards his bathroom. I actually felt bad for  him,  even  though  his  situation  was  hilarious.  But  maybe  I  still  owed him, even after helping him clean that disgusting bathroom. Maybe it was

my  duty  to  make  sure  his  body  looked  perfectly  feminine  so  that  his humiliation  was  lessened.  Hell,  maybe  I  could  help  him  look  so  feminine that  even  his  friends  and  parents  wouldn’t  recognize  him,  so  he  wouldn’t have  that shame to deal with after his walk down the catwalk was finished. 

He  was  standing  in  his  bathroom  with  the  razor  in  his  hand.  His bathrobe was still covering his body. He reached the razor out and I took it. 

There was still a curly hair on the blade, making me quiver. “Get over it,” 

he said again. The bright white light in the bathroom made the redness in his cheeks even more obvious. “Let’s just get this over with.” 

“Well I can’t do anything until you take the robe off, dude,” I said. 

He groaned again, and then he closed his eyes and took a deep breath. I could hear the clock ticking in the living room down the stairs. 

“I  have  to  be  at  work  in  like  seven  hours,  so  it  would  be  nice  to  get some sleep first,” I said. 

He  carefully  pulled  the  robe  off  of  his  shoulders  and  let  it  fall  to  the ground. Then my heart bounced. He was wearing a tiny little strip of fabric

—hardly even a thong! But that wasn’t what was so shocking; his body was hairless. His skin was completely smooth, and aside from his lack of tits, he kind of looked like a girl. 

I  opened  my  mouth  to  say  something—anything  to  ease  the  sudden tension that filled the small bathroom—but no words came out. 

“Just get over it,” he said. 

I could see the short hairs poking out the sides of his little thong. I could now  see  how  shaving  that  area  could  be  a  difficult  task.  I’d  never  shaved between my own legs, after all. “You’ll, uh, have to take the bottoms off. 

And then maybe you can lift you shaft up.” 

It  was  a  slow,  awkward  moment.  He  carefully  nudged  down  his bottoms, revealing his cock and ball sack. His sack was empty: he had his testicles pushed up into his body so that he could squish everything into the tiny piece of stretchy fabric. 

I sunk down slowly to my knees and held that razor up. My hand was trembling.  I  took  a  deep  breath,  and  then  I  tried  to  take  my  first  swipe. 

“Ouch!” he said. I didn’t cut him, but the razor had pulled on his trimmed hairs. 

“You have to hold it tighter. It’s, uh, too loose,” I said. 

He  grabbed  his  ball  sack  and  stretched  it  for  me.  “This  is  so humiliating,” he said. 

“For you and me both,” I said. Now, with his skin pulled tight, I could gently  swipe  away  the  hair.  I  was  terrified  of  cutting  him,  so  I  moved slowly. I wanted to move quickly, so I could get the hell out of there, but he was right: he couldn’t take to the stage on live television with a bunch of little cuts. 

Shaving around his shaft was particularly awkward. He did the holding for  me,  but  I  could  still  see  everything.  His  cock  was  small—or  maybe  it had just shrunk from being squished into that tiny pair of bikini bottoms. 

“Almost done,” I said, carefully swiping the final hairs from around his shaft—not  even  leaving  the  tiniest  bit  of  stubble.  “Okay.  Now  put  the bottoms back on and let’s see how I did.” 

He  was  quick  to  pull  the  bottoms  up.  Now,  he  looked  okay  from  the front, but from behind, the hair was still obvious. It was coming from his butt crack, and I wasn’t excited to get rid of it. “You’ll have to pull them down again,” I said. My voice cracked awkwardly, so I cleared my throat. 

He  didn’t  say  anything.  He  just  turned  around  and  tugged  down  his bottoms so they were around his thighs. 

“Bend over and, uh, spread your cheeks,” I said. 

“Oh God,” he groaned, and then he slowly followed the command. He used both of his hands to pull his ass cheeks apart, exposing his little pink asshole.  There  wasn’t  much  hair,  thankfully,  so  I  was  able  to  make  quick work of the area. 

“There’s one other thing,” he said as I was finishing up that final area around his hole.” 

“What is it?” I asked nervously. 

“I’m  supposed  to  bleach  it.  Maybe  you  can  just  do  it  for  me  while you’re down there. The kit is on the counter here. It has a brush and you just brush it on.” He handed me the little box. I opened it and pulled out the product.  I  wasn’t  thrilled  to  brush  chemicals  up  his  ass  crack,  but  I’d already come this far, so what difference did it make. 

I  read  the  directions.  “It  says  you  have  to  hold  your  cheeks  apart  for three minutes while the bleach works, then we can wipe it off.” 

In the little box was a small plastic rod that looked like a finger. I spent a minute trying to figure out what it was, and then I looked at the directions and saw that it was the little device to get the bleach into the whole. ‘Press 1-2 inches into anus,’ it said. 

So I brushed the chemicals on, and then I smeared some chemical onto the finger device. “Okay, try not to clench,” I said. I wanted to look away as I pushed the device into him, but for some reason I couldn’t. I watched as his  hole  stretched  slightly  to  accommodate  the  bleaching  finger.  He groaned. 

And for some reason, I chuckled—maybe thinking that I could ease the tension by pretending like I was just kidding around. “Have you ever been penetrated before?” I asked. 

“Shut up,” he said. 

“Do you like it?” I said, chuckling again. I took the finger and pushed it in  further,  and  then  I  pulled  it  out.  I  did  that  a  couple  of  times,  until  he kicked back at me—unable to use his hands to swat me away, as they were holding his butt cheeks apart. 

“Stop it, Will,” he said. “This is embarrassing enough.” 

So I stepped away and prayed that the three minutes could go by so I could be done with this nonsense. Then I noticed the plastic finger starting to slip out of his hole. So I reached forward and pressed it back in. “Hey!” 

he snapped. “What did I say?” 

“It was about to fall out!” I said. 

“Yeah, right,” he said. 

“It’s  true!  It  was  falling  out.  It’s  happening  again!”  I  had  to  push  the finger back in again, making him perk up. “Just clench it in place, so I don’t have to hold it.” 

I  watched  him  clench,  then  I  stepped  back  again.  Now,  I  was  looking awkwardly around the room, trying to look anywhere but where his fingers were prying open his butt. And then I noticed his bikini bottoms around his thighs again. From my current vantage point, I couldn’t see his head or face. 

From where I was sitting on the floor, he actually looked like a girl, bent over with a toy in her asshole. He even had his ball sack and shaft up on the counter where I couldn’t see them. 

And then I looked into the mirror and was able to see the reflection of his  cock.  That’s  when  I  saw  the  biggest  shock  of  the  night:  he  had  an erection. He probably didn’t know that I could see it in the mirror. Was it from  the  penetration?  Did  it  actually  feel  good?  Is  that  why  he  was  so against me pushing it in over and over? 

My  heart  stuttered,  and  I  became  overwhelmed  by  a  curiosity.  “It’s coming out again,” I said—and this time I was lying. I reached forward and pressed it in far. He clenched and let a groan slip out from his lips—but the groan  almost  sounded  more  like  a  moan,  as  if  he  liked  it.  In  the  mirror reflection, I watched his cock twitch. Did I have that bleach finger pressed against his sweet spot? 

“Stop  pushing  it  out,”  I  said—lying  again  as  I  reached  forward  and pushed it in more. He moaned again. His legs trembled. 

My  phone’s  timer  went  off;  it  was  time  to  wipe  the  chemicals  off  of him. I used a soft cloth with warm water. Then, I rinsed the finger device off  and  wrapped  it  in  the  thin  fabric  sleeve  that  it  came  with,  which  was designed to clean the excess chemical out from the hole. “I have to put it back in. Are you ready?” I asked. 

“Just get it over with,” he said. So I pushed it back into his body, this time with that little cotton sleeve. I pressed it in and pulled it out, twisting it slightly each time to ensure I was getting all of the chemical out of him, so he wouldn’t end up with any embarrassing burns. 

His  crack  and  hole  looked  amazingly  clean  and  pale,  just  like  a  porn star. I pulled that finger out of him and quickly tossed it into the garbage. 

Then  I  heard  him  release  a  gentle  moan.  He  didn’t  move  from  his  bent position, as if he was reveling in the lingering euphoria. I stared down at his body, which looked cute and curvy from up above. 

An  idea  came  into  my  head  and  my  heart  started  pounding.  “Spread your cheeks again,” I said. 

He reached back and followed the command. I pulled down my fly and fished out my cock, which was almost completely erect. I quietly spat into

the palm of my hand and wiped the saliva up and down the length of my shaft. “Don’t clench,” I said. I pressed my tip against his bleached hole, and then I began to push in. My heart started pounding even harder. Why wasn’t he telling me to stop? Why wasn’t I forcing myself to stop? I wasn’t gay. I didn’t  want  to  have  gay  sex—especially  with  my  best  friend!  Yet  there  I was: heart pounding with adrenaline and a strange, unwanted lust. I pressed my cock into his asshole, penetrating him. 

He moaned and squirmed. I looked down at his smooth legs, and then I felt his soft hips. “Let go now,” I said. He released his butt cheeks, letting them  hug  my  shaft,  which  was  now  half  inside  of  his  body.  I  pushed  in further. He clenched. “I told you not to clench,” I said. After a moment of silence,  he  released.  I  pushed  in  even  further,  feeling  his  tight  anal  walls hugging me. “You’re so tight.” 

He  didn’t  reply.  He  just  remained  bent  over,  clutching  his  sink  with white knuckles. I ran my hands back down his smooth, feminine legs. As long as I didn’t look into the mirror, it wasn’t gay. As long as I couldn’t see his face, I was having sex with a girl. This was no different from sticking my cock into a girl’s asshole. Even his toenails were painted a cute shade of white. 

I started to thrust, pulling back and plunging forward. He moaned. Even his  moan  sounded  impressively  feminine,  letting  my  anxious  heart  know that I wasn’t doing something that was gay. 

But how would I ever look into Brian’s eyes again? How could we ever hang out after this? Even if I stopped now, the damage was already done—

so there was no sense in stopping. I clutched his hips and held him tight as I plunged down harder. Then I noticed his erection in the mirror again. It was hard and throbbing, as if it was about to burst. I tried to look away, but it was mesmerizing. 

“Come for me,” I said. 

He  didn’t  reply,  unless  you  count  his  moaning.  I  pumped  faster  and faster, clutching his hips harder—digging into his skin with my fingernails. 

My pelvis was slapping against his soft ass, leaving red marks. Hopefully those  red  marks  would  fade  overnight.  Hopefully  I  wouldn’t  stretch  his asshole so wide that he would have a gaping hole showing underneath his bikini thong while he walked the catwalk on national television. 

I pumped harder. He groaned louder. It felt so good—I couldn’t stop, no matter  how  badly  I  wanted  to.  “Fucking  come  for  me,”  I  said  through clenched teeth. I looked at his cock again, which was throbbing harder than ever  before.  His  tip  was  a  shade  of  red.  His  moans  were  loud.  I  knew  I couldn’t hold on for much longer, but I couldn’t come before him. I had to see him come. 

And  ten  seconds  later,  I  got  what  I  wanted.  His  cock  suddenly  started spewing  hot  strands  of  white  across  his  countertop.  The  first  few  blasts were powerful enough that they reached the back wall. The final few were so weak that they just pooled underneath his cock, oozing out from his hole like a slowly deflating water balloon. 

I reached out and scooped some of his cum up with my hand. I pulled my  cock  out  of  his  body,  smeared  that  cum  down  the  length  of  my  shaft, and then I penetrated him again, filling his hole with his own product. He moaned again. His body was limp, and I was almost finished with it. 

I pumped harder and harder and harder, groaning louder and louder—

until  I  was  filling  his  hole  with  my  own  climax.  I  emptied  my  first  few shots  into  him,  and  then  I  pulled  out  to  spray  his  back,  just  to  add  to  his sexy humiliation. 

Then, as the final glob of cum oozed out from my cock, I realized what I’d done. I looked down at that limp feminine body and remembered that it belonged to Brian. I’d just fucked Brian in the ass. I’d just covered my dick with  Brian’s  cum.  I  stumbled  back,  watching  my  creampie  ooze  out  from his stretched asshole. I tried to say something along the lines of an apology, but no words came out. So I just cleared my throat and left. I didn’t want to be around when he gathered the energy to stand up. I didn’t want to see the reaction on his face. So I just went home and I turned off my phone, just in case he tried to send me a message. 

My heart was racing. As I crawled into bed, I tried to convince myself that it didn’t really happen, that it was just a tired hallucination—or maybe even just a strange daydream. But the image of his stretched hole never left my  mind.  Even  after  I  final  fell  asleep,  that  moment  played  back  in  my dream, seemingly on repeat. When my alarm went off in the morning, I had a feeling I’d done something with Brian that I would never forget until the day that I died. 

CHAPTER III

My boss commented on how tired I looked. “Did you get any sleep last night?” he asked. 

“A few hours. A friend had an emergency and I had to help,” I said. My heart stuttered and a fear flickered through me, as if I was worried my boss would  somehow  be  able  to  tell  that  I’d  actually  gone  over  to  a  friend’s house to shave his body and to have gay sex. 

I still couldn’t believe that I fucked Brian. I couldn’t believe that I had sex with a man—or that a man would let me have sex with him. Why didn’t he stop me? Why didn’t I stop myself? 

The day was dragging by slowly. I kept looking up at the clock, which seemed  like  it  wasn’t  ticking  at  all.  Then  it  was  suddenly  eleven,  and  I remembered that the fashion week broadcast was due to start at eleven. As if on cue, my boss came up to me and said, “You look like you’re going to pass out. Go take a twenty minute nap in the break room.” 

“I’m  sorry.  I  won’t  be  so  tired  tomorrow,”  I  said.  I  felt  bad.  I’d  only been working at the warehouse for a few months, and I’d already made a few big mistakes—like when I accidentally crashed the forklift, and when I dropped a large box of fragile dishware. I was pretty sure I was already on some sort of secret probation. 

So I went to the break room, planning to take a quick nap on the couch so that I could redeem myself before the end of the day. Then I noticed the television  in  the  corner,  playing  the  morning  news.  I  grabbed  the  remote and switched over to the fashion week broadcast. The catwalk had already started. 

The  production  value  was  high  and  the  models  were  all  surprisingly pretty (considering they were all local—no offense to the local girls). The main  camera  was  set  up  on  a  large  jib,  and  it  would  come  down  for  a cinematic swooping shot every time a new girl took to the catwalk. 

The models looked professional, with serious looks on their faces. Some of their outfits were outrageous and over the top: an entire dress made out

of caution tape, a bikini made out of plastic rings from beer six-packs, and a tight  cocktail  dress  made  with  real  bear  fur.  But  some  of  the  outfits  were more grounded in reality: simple one-piece bathing suits, tight solid dresses, and so on. I knew I was supposed to be taking a nap, but now I was curious to see what Brian would come out in—or if I would even recognize Brian. 

Some  of  the  girls  were  wearing  pounds  of  makeup.  One  girl  had  eye shadow that extended from the bridge of her nose to her ears on either side, as if she was an Amazon tribeswoman. One girl had eyelashes that were so long, they nearly reached halfway up her forehead. 

Then a cute girl walked out in a tight yellow dress. She didn’t look quite as professional as the others. Her face was red and she was unsteady in her tall  high  heels.  She  looked  around  as  she  slowly  walked  out.  She  didn’t quite have the same pace as the other girls. Her dress was so short that it exposed her butt with every step she took. Halfway down the catwalk, she reached down and tried to tug her skirt down, as if she was overly conscious of the fact the whole country was seeing her ass. 

Then  they  went  in  for  a  close-up  and  my  heart  stopped  beating momentarily. The girl in the yellow dress was Brian. And my God, was he convincing. Had it not been for the beauty mark on his temple, I’m not sure I would have recognized him. “Holy shit,” I muttered. 

“She’s  cute,  eh?”  said  a  voice  behind  me,  making  me  jump.  I  spun around  to  see  Ethan,  one  of  my  co-workers,  standing  by  the  door  with  a coffee in his hand. “These girls are apparently local, but I’ve never seen any of them around.” 

I  wanted  to  ask  how  long  he’d  been  standing  there  for—and  for  how long had I been completely zoned out. Instead, I just smiled and nodded my head,  worried  any  other  reaction  would  give  him  a  hint  as  to  what  was really on my mind. 

I looked back at the screen. Brian was leaving the stage and the next girl was coming out. “Man—I would pay money to fuck that girl in the yellow. 

Too bad she’s probably some model they flew in from Paris or something.” 

I wanted to tell him that the models were all local, but I just kept my mouth shut. “You can change the channel if you want.” 

“No—leave  it.  Maybe  the  cute  girls  will  take  my  mind  off  of  the warehouse for five minutes.” He took a long sip from his coffee. I knew that

it was my cue to lie down and try to get a short nap in, but instead I just went back to work. I knew I wouldn’t nap as long as that broadcast was on. 

I worked for the next half an hour. Then I nearly dozed off when I was sorting  through  a  shipment  from  one  of  our  biggest  clients.  I  ended  up messing up the alphabetical order the boxes were supposed to be in, and of course my boss was there to notice. “Go take that nap or go home,” he said. 

So  I  tried  to  nap  one  more  time.  I  walked  into  that  break  room, completely planning to put my head down to sleep, but on cue, Brian came on  the  screen  again.  This  time  he  was  in  his  bikini.  I  recognized  the bottoms: the same ones that were around his thighs when I pressed my cock into his tight asshole. 

He  looked  good  in  the  bikini.  You  couldn’t  even  tell  that  he  had  a completely  flat  chest—in  fact,  his  flat  chest  almost  suited  him  in  a  weird way. His body was glistening, as if they rubbed him with oil. My heart was pounding  fast  now  as  the  vivid  memories  of  the  previous  night  began rushing  into  my  head.  When  Brian  turned  around,  I  could  see  his  whole butt,  and  his  neatly  bleached  butt  crack.  His  bouncing  cheeks  were strangely  mesmerizing.  Now  I  knew  sleep  was  impossible.  My  heart  rate was high and my gaze was glued to the screen, even though Brian was gone now. 

I wondered if anyone recognized him except for me. Should I text him to find out? Should I congratulate him on his modelling debut? Or should I just leave him alone for a few weeks, until we both forgot about that little gay moment we had together? Would we ever forget? Would our friendship ever be the same, or was it over? 

I  no  longer  needed  a  nap.  My  mind  was  racing  and  my  heart  was pounding, and it stayed that way until my shift was over, three hours later—

it  even  stayed  that  way  until  I  got  home  and  I  found  myself  on  the  local fashion week website, watching the replay of the catwalk. First, I watched the  cocktail  dress  that  I  missed.  It  was  tight  and  black,  hugging  Brian’s delicate curves. Before he turned around at the end of the catwalk, he let a little smile slip, as if he was actually enjoying himself—or maybe he was just getting into character to blend in better. He looked good, though when I watched  the  second  time,  I  noticed  the  slight  bulge  between  his  legs. 

Apparently he couldn’t keep it hidden in that tight little number. 

I  was  watching  the  bikini  segment  of  the  show  over  again  when  my phone  buzzed,  making  me  jump.  I  picked  it  up  and  saw  that  Brian  was calling me. I hesitated before answering, worried that it was going to be the final  talk  of  our  friendship:  him  telling  me  that  he  was  no  longer comfortable  seeing  me.  So  I  was  shocked  when  I  answered  and  he  said, 

“Want to help me clean out the basement of the rental tonight?” His voice was calm and normal, as if nothing had happened—as if he hadn’t gotten dolled up and televised for fashion week, and as if we hadn’t done naughty things together the night before. 

“Tonight?” I asked after a moment of nervous tension. 

“Yeah. We can order a pizza—on me.” 

I agreed after another pause. Maybe he was just trying hard to pretend like nothing happened between us, so that things could go back to normal sooner  rather  than  later—and  maybe  that  was  the  best  plan.  Maybe  that’s exactly what we needed to get our friendship back on course. 

But now I was terrified of seeing him face-to-face. I was worried that I would look into his eyes and see the pretty girl in the yellow dress and not my  old  best  friend.  What  if  things  went  too  well?  What  if  we  ended  up fooling around again? What if that’s exactly what he wanted? 

No—it  couldn’t  be  that.  Surely  he  just  wanted  to  act  like  things  were normal, and that’s exactly what I wanted to do as well. Or was that what I wanted? 

CHAPTER IV

Brian  had  a  clueless  smile  when  he  answered  the  door.  “Come  on  in. 

Help  yourself  to  a  beer  from  the  fridge.”  He  turned  around  and  casually strolled over to the couch, taking a seat as he popped open his own fresh beer.  He  didn’t  even  seem  to  notice  my  timid  apprehension  as  I  carefully stepped into his house, looking around for any surprises. 

His  house  was  clean.  He  seemed  more  relaxed  than  usual—certainly more relaxed than he had been since he’d lost that bet with his cousin. “So it  went  well  today?”  I  asked.  “I  didn’t  have  a  chance  to  catch  the broadcast.” I lied so he wouldn’t think that I watched because of what we’d done the night before. 

“It went okay,” he said. “I’m just glad that it’s all over. I feel like I can finally breathe.” 

“That’s good,” I said. I carefully grabbed a beer from the fridge. He had the game on the TV. Normally, I would have taken the sofa chair next to the couch,  but  there  was  a  heavy  duffle  bag  there.  I  thought  about  moving  it, but there was an open seat right next to him, and I didn’t want him thinking that I would sooner do a bit of labour instead of sitting next to him—so I sat next to him. 

A  cool  chill  ran  down  my  spine.  I  looked  over  at  him  with  a  quick smile, and then I looked back at the TV. “Think the Bruins will go all the way  this  year?”  I  asked,  awkwardly  rubbing  my  car  with  the  tips  of  my fingers. 

“I  don’t  know.  It  sure  seems  that  way  right  now—but  anything  could happen  the  way  things  have  been  going.”  He  looked  over  at  me  with  a smile, making my body stiff. Could he not remember what we’d done? Was his  bum  hole  not  still  sore  from  me  plunging  it  with  my  cock?  I  looked down  at  the  ground,  trying  to  think  of  a  topic  of  conversation,  so  that  I could  pull  my  mind—and  his—away  from  that  horrible  elephant  in  the room. But what could I talk about? The only topic that came to mind was sex. I still couldn’t believe that I’d had sex with my best friend! I couldn’t

believe he bent over and let me stick my cock in his ass. I couldn’t believe how good he looked walking the catwalk on TV. 

I cleared my throat, and then I asked the only stupid question that came to my mind. “So was it fun, being on TV?” I asked. 

He shrugged his shoulders. “I guess it was kind of fun. It all happened so fast.” 

I  nodded  my  head  slowly,  processing  his  words  slowly.  It  was  hard listening  to  him  instead  of  the  voice  in  my  head  that  was  rattling  off  at  a thousand words per second. “Really?” 

“Yeah. I just showed up and they pulled me aside, sat me in a chair, and then three girls started dolling me up. They swarmed me like bees, and then ten minutes later, I was standing in a long line-up of beautiful women. The line moved quickly. I hardly had enough time to figure out how to stand in my high heels—and then I was suddenly on that stage, with five different cameras swirling around me. I managed to walk up and down, and then I was  being  swarmed  back  stage  again.  They  pulled  my  outfit  off,  changed my hair, and then I was suddenly back in that line. It was a seriously surreal experience.” 

“It sounds like it,” I said. 

“But  it  was  fun,”  he  said,  looking  back  at  the  TV.  He  let  out  a  little nervous  laugh.  “They  even  let  me  keep  the  outfits  and  everything.  Or maybe they were just too busy to get them back from me—I haven’t really figured that out yet. They’re all upstairs.” 

My heart stuttered. “Really?” I said. My voice cracked slightly. 

He  nodded  his  head.  The  game  came  back  on  and  the  room  became silent.  We  stared  at  the  screen,  though  I  wasn’t  watching.  I  couldn’t  even remember  who  was  playing,  even  though  the  team  names  were  on  the screen  in  front  of  me.  My  mind  was  spinning  fast.  My  heart  was  racing hard. I could feel beads of cold sweat forming on the back of my neck. 

Then the period was suddenly over. Had we watched the whole twenty minutes? Or did I walk in near the end? How long had we been sitting on that couch for? 

I looked over at Brian and he looked over at me. “I had a feeling it was going to be a runaway game,” he said. Was it a runaway game? Who was

playing? What was the score? Was my face as pale as it felt? I nodded my head slowly, hoping I wouldn’t look too much like a frightened doe. Then he looked over at his bedroom door. “Want to see all of the stuff they let me keep?” he asked. 

My  heart  trembled  and  clenched.  I  opened  my  mouth  to  reply,  but  no words came out. I could feel that cold shiver again; this time it crawled all the way down to my toes. “O—Okay,” I finally managed to say, stuttering like a fool. Brian stood up and started towards his room. I stood up slowly. 

My joints cracked and my muscles tensed up. Brian was already up in his room, but I hadn’t even taken my first step. 

I managed to take a deep breath. He was just showing me some clothes

—it wasn’t a big deal. It’s not like he was inviting me into his room to suck my cock. 

“You coming?” he called out. 

“Yeah—I’m  on  my  way,”  I  called  back.  I  made  my  way  up  the  stairs and then I approached his door. Time seemed to be moving in slow motion. 

I  still  couldn’t  believe  this  was  really  happening.  A  few  days  before,  our friendship was so normal. Now, it was just confusing. 

Brian was standing by his bed, holding the yellow dress in one hand and the long brown wig in the other. “Here it is—the outfit I wore on the stage.” 

Next  to  him  I  saw  the  bikini  and  the  tight  cocktail  dress.  My  heart bounced again, and I managed to force a smile. “Wow. And it fit okay?” It was a stupid question, but it was the only question I could think to ask. 

“Yeah, it fit fine. Want to see?” he asked. The room was suddenly silent. 

Why was he asking if I wanted to see? Why would he want to put himself through the torment of being dolled up again? 

I shrugged my shoulders, trying to pretend like I didn’t care one way or the other. “I don’t know. I guess so,” I said. 

“Okay—hold on. Give me a second.” 

I turned around and stepped out from his room. Once I was around the corner, I gave myself a slap on the cheek. What the hell was I doing? Why was I even at Brian’s house? Did I honestly think that we would both just forget about what had happened, just one night before? 

CHAPTER V

I  paced  the  hallway  carefully,  stepping  down  softly  with  each  step  so that Brian wouldn’t hear my nervousness through his thin bedroom wall. I thought  about  leaving—calling  out  that  I  had  to  tend  to  an  emergency.  I even  thought  about  faking  a  phone  call,  so  I  wouldn’t  have  to  subject myself to any more of Brian’s torture—but I didn’t go through with any of my  little  plans.  Instead,  I  kept  pacing,  waiting  for  that  terrible  moment—

and then that moment came. “Okay, come on in,” Brian called out. 

I took a deep breath. I still had no idea why he wanted me to see him dressed up in his girly modelling clothes. I had no idea why he wanted me to come over—it was starting to seem like he wanted me to come over so he could show off his feminine body. But why? Wasn’t he ashamed of the fact that he looked so convincing as a woman on television? 

“You coming, Will?” he called out. 

“Yeah—coming!” I said, and then I stalled for another moment. Finally, I stepped into his room. 

He was in the dress and the wig. He even had a cute pair of black heels on his feet, and a bit of eyeliner around his eyes. “What do you think?” he asked, doing a little spin. The light fabric of his dress’ skirt lifted up off the ground, almost enough that I could see the bottom of his perky bum. 

“Very nice,” I said, nodding my head. “What do you think?” 

“The fabric is surprisingly soft. Come and feel it.” 

I walked over and felt the fabric. He was right: it was soft. But why did he  care?  Why  did  he  think  that  I  would  care?  Why  did  he  want  me  any closer to him? “So did you enjoy yourself today?” I asked cautiously. 

He shrugged his shoulders, and then he nodded his head. “I guess I did

—yeah.” 

I  laughed.  “But  you’re  not  going  to  become,  like,  a  cross-dresser  or something—are  you?”  I  looked  down  to  his  feet  and  noticed  that  his toenails were painted the same yellow colour as his dress. 

He  laughed:  a  nervous  sound.  “I  don’t  know.  Don’t  you  think  I  look cute?” 

I  made  my  own  terribly  nervous  laugh.  “I  don’t  know.  I  guess  you pass.” 

“Pass what?” he asked. 

“You  pass  as  a  girl,”  I  said,  in  case  it  wasn’t  obvious.  And  then  I realized he maybe thought I meant that he passed my own criteria of what made a cute and fuckable girl. 

His lips curled into a smile and his cheeks turned red. Then, he turned around and walked over to his bed. He bent over and stretched his arms far across  the  mattress.  His  yellow  dress  rode  up,  exposing  his  perky  tush, which was still smooth from when I’d shaved it for him. He said nothing as he remained in that vulnerable position. “What are you doing?” I asked. 

“Do whatever you want to me,” he said in a soft, girly voice. “I’m all yours. I won’t tell anyone.” 

“Brian, this is crazy,” I said. 

“Breanne—call me Breanne.” 

I opened my mouth to tell him again that he was acting crazy, but now there  was  a  lump  in  my  throat  preventing  words  from  escaping.  I  tried  to swallow that lump, but it wouldn’t go down. I stared at his body, and his soft  curves.  His  bum  really  did  look  amazing,  and  I  did  like  the  idea  of feeling that amazing euphoria of his tight asshole one more time. Besides, we’d already done it once—so what was the harm in going at it once more? 

I put my beer can down on his dresser and took a deep breath. Then I hesitated again. What if he was just teasing me? What if he was just trying to see if I would actually do it, and then he would spin around and call me a

‘fag’ or something? Was it a trap? Or did he really want to fool around? Did he really want me to call him Breanne? 

I carefully stepped up to him. I reached down and gently pulled him the skirt of his yellow dress, exposing the entirety of his soft, round bum. He was  wearing  a  thong,  which  I  slowly  pulled  down  his  thighs.  Then  I grabbed  his  warm  cheeks  with  both  of  my  hands  and  I  spread  him  wide, exposing that tight asshole, which was still a bit red from the day before. 

I  took  a  long,  deep  breath—desperately  trying  to  regain  my  sanity. 

Where had it gone? When had I lost it? 

“Do whatever you want,” he said again with that soft girly voice. 

My whole body trembled. My mind was spinning too fast now—so fast that I couldn’t catch a single thought. I awkwardly walked around the bed, so  that  I  was  standing  next  to  him.  Then  I  reached  down  for  my  belt  and said, “I want you to suck me.” 

He  looked  up  at  me  with  his  big,  shining  eyes.  His  lips  curled  into  a smile. “Okay. Take it out.” 

I looked down as I fumbled with my belt. My hands were shaking. I was crossing  into  forbidden  territory  once  again—but  this  time,  I  should  have known better. I already knew what it was like accepting a terrible regret into my life, and now I was accepting a second one. I pulled out my flaccid cock and then I began to stretch it forward, massaging it to get it nice and hard. 

Then he reached out and pushed my hand off of my shaft so that he could take over. He squeezed my cock firmly and massaged it with long strokes, pulling it out and squishing it back down. It felt good—but terrible at the same time, because I knew that hand belonged to a man, and not just any man: my best friend. 

I  squirmed  and  closed  my  eyes.  I  could  feel  myself  getting  hard  fast, even though a part of me wished that I wouldn’t be able to get hard at all. 

Then suddenly, while I was trying to muster my sanity back, I felt his warm, wet tongue slide under the base of my shaft, and then I felt my whole cock enter  into  the  damp  chamber  that  was  his  mouth.  I  opened  my  eyes  and looked down. He was sucked me off, just like I wanted—or was it what I wanted? He bobbed his head with his pretty eyes shut tight. His lips slid all the way down into my pubic hair and his tongue slid all over my cock in every direction, stimulating me in ways I’d never been stimulated. 

“Oh  God,”  I  heard  myself  mutter.  I  wasn’t  sure  if  I  said  it  in embarrassment or in euphoria. I released a deep lungful of air. My cock was rock hard now, and it was entirely inside of his mouth. He sucked quickly and  eagerly,  as  if  he  really  wanted  to  taste  my  cum.  I  reached  down  and slipped  my  fingers  into  his  soft  hair,  and  then  I  started  thrusting  my  cock down into his throat, which he seemed to like. He gagged a little bit, but he managed to gather himself impressively. 

“That feels good,” I said, feeling the back of his throat with the tip of my cock. 

He  gently  nodded  his  head—as  much  as  he  could  under  the circumstances. Then I found myself looking down at his ass again, which was still uncovered and still perky, begging to be stuffed. My head was hot and  my  sensibilities  were  elsewhere.  I  bit  down  hard  on  the  edge  of  my tongue, and then I pulled my cock out from his mouth. Saliva fell down his chin. He looked up at me. 

I said nothing as I walked back around. I grabbed his butt cheeks and I spread them wide. He quickly readjusted himself, perking his bum up into the air to get ready for a good fucking. I slapped my warm, saliva-slicked cock down between his cheeks. Then I slid my tip up to his tight hole. I bit down hard on the edge of my tongue as I began to press in. I was doing it again,  even  though  I  regretted  it  so  much  the  first  time.  I  couldn’t  stop myself.  I  had  a  new  addiction  that  needed  to  be  satisfied.  I  groaned  as  I squished my cock into his hole. He moaned as if he already loved it—and he probably was. 

I watched as my cock disappeared into his tight cavern. Then I grabbed both  of  his  cheeks  and  squeezed  before  thrusting  away.  Now  he  was moaning  consistently.  At  least  his  moan  sounded  feminine.  At  least  his body and face looked feminine. At least his ass and legs were hairless like a girl’s. At least he wanted me to say ‘Breanne’ instead of Brian. But did any of that really make any difference? I still knew that I was fucking a man, didn’t I? His cock and ball sack were still only an inch away from my erect penis—didn’t that matter? 

It maybe mattered, but it didn’t stop me. I pumped him fast and hard, looking  down  at  his  feminine  body,  admiring  his  curves  and  the  amazing girly  sound  that  was  coming  out  from  his  lips.  It  was  a  perfect,  euphoric moment—until I did something truly regrettable. 

I  reached  around  and  dug  my  hand  underneath  his  body,  until  my fingers were wrapped around his erection. I clutched it tight and I began to rub  it,  feeling  his  pumping  veins  and  warm,  bulbous  tip.  Why  was  I grabbing  his  cock?  Had  I  not  grabbed  that  shaft,  I  could  have  convinced myself that I wasn’t doing anything unusual. I could have convinced myself that  Brian  was  basically  a  girl,  so  there  was  nothing  wrong  with  fucking

him. But with my hand around his shaft, I couldn’t come up with any such justifications. I was fucking a man, and it was frighteningly obvious. Yet I couldn’t stop. 

I was grunting with each thrust. I had my fingertips pushed deep into his skin—it was probably painful, but he did nothing to stop me. I looked down and noticed his legs were trembling. I could feel an intense throbbing in his cock,  so  I  squeezed  tighter  and  beat  him  harder.  Then  I  suddenly  felt  a heavy  pulsing.  I  slid  my  hand  up  to  his  tip  and  felt  globs  of  warm  cum oozing out. I kept my hand there until I had all of it, then I wiped his load all over his shaft and ball sack, and then I slid the rest up to his butt cheek. 

Now it was my turn to come. I gripped him tight and forced myself deep inside  of  him  for  one  last  hard  thrust.  He  screamed  as  I  unloaded  deep inside of his body. 

I groaned loudly until I pulled out and stumbled back. He remained still: limp, as if he was unconscious. I became frozen at the sissy sight of him: cum oozing out from his hole while his bum glistened with his own thinly spread substance. It was a shocking sight—especially once my sanity came rushing back to me. 

I cleared my throat and quickly put my cock away. “Are you okay?” I asked after a minute. He still hadn’t moved. 

He mumbled something—just a noise to let me know that I hadn’t killed him. 

“Okay. I guess I should get going then,” I said. 

Then he turned his head to look at me. “Don’t you want to watch the rest of the game?” he asked, still using his girly voice. 

“The game?” I said. It took me a moment to remember that we’d been watching a hockey game. “Okay—I guess we can finish the game.” 

I went downstairs and got another beer. I took a seat on the couch with my racing heart and then I stared blankly at the television screen. It was two minutes later when Breanne came down the stairs: cleaned up, but still in her makeup, wig, heels, and yellow dress. She took the seat next to me. We sat  in  an  awkward  silence  for  a  minute  before  she  leaned  over  and  rested her head on my shoulder. For some reason, I reached out and put my arm over her, pulling her in tight as the game resumed. We said nothing for that

final period of hockey. We said nothing as a movie came on after the game was  over.  We  said  nothing  until  it  was  past  midnight—and  then  I  finally broke the cuddling silence by saying, “I should get home to sleep. I have to work tomorrow.” 

“Okay,” she said, sitting up. “I’ll see you later then.” 

“See you.” 

I  left  awkwardly.  I  pulled  around  the  block  with  my  car,  and  then  I pulled  over  onto  the  side  of  the  street.  I  put  my  car  into  park  and  then  I pressed my forehead against my steering wheel. What had I just done? 

CHAPTER VI

It  was  lunchtime  the  next  day  and  I  couldn’t  get  Breanne  off  of  my mind.  Some  moments  were  terrifying,  realizing  that  I’d  fucked  my  best friend  twice:  full-blown  gay  sex.  And  then  some  moments  I  felt  calm, imagining  her  perfect  curves  and  her  cute,  flashing  eyes.  But  that  dread never  stopped  lingering  in  my  gut.  Even  when  I  was  thinking  about  how cute and convincing she was, I never forgot her reality. 

I  sent  her  a  text  message  before  the  end  of  my  lunch  break.  “Want  to hang out tonight?” 

It was twenty minutes later when I felt my pocket vibrating. I slipped aside, away from my boss’ view (as we weren’t technically allowed to have our  phones  on  us  while  we  worked).  I  had  a  new  text  message  from  her. 

“I’d love to, but I was invited to this fashion week gala thing. It runs until midnight.” 

“No  worries,”  I  replied,  and  then  I  went  back  to  work.  I  felt disappointed,  but  also  relieved.  I  didn’t  need  to  be  fooling  around  with  a boy. I needed to start pulling my life back on track, before it was too far-gone. Maybe it was already too far-gone…

It was an hour later when my pocket vibrated again. I slipped aside once more and read the message. “Actually, I was told that I could bring a plus-one. Do you want to come with me?” 

My  heart  bounced.  Was  she  asking  me  to  go  to  the  gala  with  her  as Breanne, or was she asking as Brian? I wanted to ask, but I was afraid of the answer either way. So I simply said, “Okay, sure.” 

“It’s at the Granton Hotel. I’ll meet you in the lobby at eight.” 

“Okay,” I said. But I had no idea what I was signing myself up for. If she was going to be dolled up, then did I really want to be seen out in public with her? If they recognized her, what would they think of me? And if she was  going  as  Brian,  then  why  did  I  want  to  go?  I  didn’t  want  to  go  to  a fashion week gala with a dude—especially with the sexual tension that was still lingering between us. 

Either way, it seemed like a bad idea—but either way, I was locked into going. I started getting ready the moment I got home. I ironed my best shirt and then I fetched my best pair of slacks from deep within my closet. I took a long shower and I carefully shaved my face, so I would look my best. I wanted to look good for Breanne. I wanted her to want to fuck me. 

My  stomach  groaned.  Why  did  I  want  anything  to  do  with  Breanne? 

Why was I letting these thoughts enter into my mind? Why didn’t I have the willpower to expel them? 

I  ate  a  small  dinner—as  much  as  I  could  stomach  in  my  state  of anxiousness. I kept looking up at the clock, which seemed to be stuck, until it  was  suddenly  7:45  PM:  time  to  leave.  I  put  on  my  shoes  and  I  quickly chewed  a  piece  of  minty  gum.  My  heart  was  pounding  ferociously.  If  I weren’t careful, I would end up collapsing at the gala from a heart attack. 

Then I would be remembered as the guy who died while on a date with his cross-dressing  girlfriend.  But  she  wasn’t  my  girlfriend—she  was  just  my friend… My friend who I occasionally fucked in the ass—my friend who I occasionally stroked off. 

Then I was suddenly standing in front of the Granton Hotel. The air was cold  and  the  hotel  was  glowing  warm,  but  I  was  afraid  of  going  in.  I watched  as  well-dressed  men  and  beautiful  women  went  inside. 

Photographers and journalists were whirring around, trying to capture every moment—snapping  pictures  of  every  person  in  the  off  chance  they  were famous.  I  could  see  one  photographer  looking  at  me,  trying  to  decide  if  I was  worth  photographing—or  maybe  he  was  just  trying  to  figure  out  if  I was one of the invitees. 

As I started to walk towards that front door, more heads turned my way. 

One photographer raised his camera in my direction and then three others did  the  same.  Suddenly  I  was  being  engulfed  by  flashing  lights.  I  winced away, tempted to cover my face. What if they came inside and pictured me with  Breanne?  What  would  my  family  members  think  if  they  saw  me schmoozing with my cross-dressing best friend? 

Breanne  was  inside  waiting  for  me  with  a  big  smile  on  her  dolled-up face. I was relieved to see her as a girl, and not as a boy. I was relieved to see that she was fully done up, with eyeliner, eye shadow, lip-gloss, blush, contouring: the works. She looked like a girl, and she looked nothing like

Brian.  I  felt  safe  knowing  that  no  one  would  look  at  us  together  and  say, 

‘That man is with a cross-dresser!’ but then I remembered that her cousin was  probably  at  the  event,  and  her  cousin  would  probably  recognize  her. 

And  her  cousin  was  obviously  close  to  Breanne’s  family—and  Breanne’s family was close to my family. So it wouldn’t take much gossiping for this to reach the ears of my parents. 

She came up to me and kissed me on both cheeks. “Thanks so much for coming,” she said. 

“It’s my pleasure,” I said, looking around cautiously. There were a few photographers moving around the room like seasoned hunters. We probably weren’t on their radar—especially seeing as Breanne wasn’t a professional model, unlike many of the other girls in attendance. But I was still nervous nonetheless—especially  when  Breanne  grabbed  my  hand  and  said,  “Let’s go mingle.” 

I couldn’t believe how confident she was, as if she wasn’t even a little bit afraid of people realizing who she really was. We lived in a small city—

it would take long for her secret to spread to every set of ears once it was out in the open. And wasn’t she afraid of making that gossip even worse by bringing me along with her? I reluctantly squeezed my fingers around her hand. 

We chatted with a few people I’d never met before. The first few were older  men.  One  was  a  photographer  Breanne  had  already  been  chatting with.  “Preston  is  going  to  shoot  me  next  week—maybe  for  a  spot  in  a magazine,” she said after introducing me. 

Preston laughed. “Well, let’s not get ahead of ourselves. We’ll submit to a few magazines I have connections with, but I can’t make any guarantees.” 

I looked over at Breanne, trying to get a better read on where her mind was.  Did  she  really  like  this  whole  dressing  up  thing?  Was  she  seriously going to pursue a modelling career? Had this always been a thing and I was just finding out about it now? Or had all of this nonsense started just a few days before, when they first dolled her up to walk that catwalk? 

Then  we  met  some  other  models:  beautiful  women,  who  either  didn’t know that Breanne was actually a man, or they didn’t care. They talked to her as if she was one of their girlfriends, and then they talked to me as if I was her long-term boyfriend. “You’ve got such a pretty girlfriend,” one of

the  girls  said.  I  was  tempted  to  dismiss  the  accusation,  but  instead  I  just smiled  and  kept  my  mouth  shut.  More  than  anything,  I  was  beginning  to worry that Breanne was going to get the idea in her head that we had moved beyond being best friends. I didn’t want to have to break up with my long-time best friend—our situation was already awkward enough as it was. 

Finally,  we  were  invited  to  a  long  table  of  models  and  photographers and  fashion  designers.  Everyone  was  drinking  and  chatting  while  I  sat silently, trying to process everything. Just a few nights before, we were just buddies who liked to drink beer and watch hockey games. Because of one silly little bet, we were now sitting like boyfriend and girlfriend at a long table  of  members  of  the  fashion  industry,  talking  about  how  beautiful Breanne was up on the catwalk. Was I dreaming? Was I about to wake up and think, ‘What a ridiculous dream!’? 

I  felt  a  hand  slip  on  top  of  my  hand.  I  looked  down  and  instantly recognized the yellow nail polish. I looked over at Breanne and saw that she was looking into my eyes. She had a big smile on her face. I wanted to ask what  she  was  doing,  and  then  her  smirk  grew  just  a  little  bit,  letting  me know that she had a naughty idea on her mind. I felt the colour drain from my face. 

Then she pulled my hand towards her lap, underneath that table. I tried not to move my shoulders, so that the people around us wouldn’t think to check to see what we were up to. She pulled my hand under her dress and then  she  forced  my  fingers  underneath  her  panties.  I  felt  the  soft,  warm flesh  of  her  penis.  I  took  a  deep  breath.  She  let  go  of  my  hand,  as  if  she knew that I knew what to do from here—and I certainly did know what she wanted me to do. But could I do it? Could I jerk her off in public without being caught? 

I wrapped my fingers around her cock and I began to subtly massage. I looked around the table with a cool smile on my face. I wasn’t a risk taker. I didn’t  like  gambling—so  this  was  absolute  torture.  But  it  couldn’t  have been so bad, because I didn’t stop myself. I wasn’t being forced to jerk her off—I had the freedom to stop whenever I wanted. But I wasn’t stopping. 

I got her hard. Now I was stroking the length of her long shaft, which I’d  done  before.  I  loved  the  feeling  of  that  throbbing  shaft  in  my  hand.  I loved knowing that it was hard for me and for nobody else. I squeezed that

shaft tight and I felt it twitch. Did she want me to make her come? If so, then  where  was  she  expecting  the  cum  to  go?  Was  I  supposed  to  aim  it under  the  table  and  hope  that  it  didn’t  end  up  on  some  model’s  thousand dollar heels? 

I pulled her cock hard. Breanne squirmed and let a slight whimper out from  her  lips.  I  nearly  froze  when  I  heard  the  sound,  worried  everyone would spin to stare at us. But no one looked over, so we kept going. I jerked faster  and  faster,  keeping  my  shoulders  square  and  my  body  paralyzed. 

Only my wrist was moving, and somehow that was enough. I looked over at Breanne and saw that he face was dark red. She was biting her lip hard. She turned and looked into my eyes. Her lips parted slightly and her bottom lip quivered.  Then  I  felt  her  shaft  bloating.  She  spread  her  legs  wide  and  I aimed her cock down, to shoot her load straight under the table—to make it the janitor’s problem, and not ours. 

Then  I  felt  her  unloading.  Her  lips  parted  wider  and  she  continued  to stare into my eyes. I was realizing in that moment that I was crossing yet another line—moving into the area of no return. I just jerked my best friend off while staring deep into her eyes. This wasn’t just a naughty, fun romp anymore. Now things were getting serious. I could tell she was developing feelings for me. And unfortunately, I was starting to have feelings for her. 

I pulled my hand away, and then she subtly reached down and got her cock back where it belonged: in her panties, under the skirt of her dress. We both looked back at our drinks as if nothing happened. There was a bit of cum on the tip of my finger. I wiped it onto the edge of my glass, stared at it for  a  moment,  and  then  I  tasted  it  as  I  took  a  sip  from  my  drink.  I’m  not sure why I did it. I wasn’t sure why I was doing anything. 

CHAPTER VII

We  snuck  into  the  coat  closet  and  she  instantly  dropped  to  her  knees. 

My  cock  was  in  her  mouth  a  moment  later,  while  I  held  onto  the  closet doorknob,  in  case  anyone  tried  to  come  in.  My  heart  was  pounding.  We were at it again: taking another reckless risk for a little bit of pleasure. She got my cock rock-hard in a matter of seconds, and then she bobbed her head quickly  as  if  she  was  in  a  race  to  break  some  sort  of  cock  sucking  world record.  And  hell,  she  was  probably  pretty  close  to  breaking  the  record.  I ended up coming in her mouth, and she swallowed the whole load. 

Then  we  both  grabbed  our  coats  and  slipped  out  from  the  closet, heading  in  opposite  directions  before  anyone  could  notice  us  together.  I went straight home so that I could lay in bed, tired and restless—about to suffer through another sleepless night. I didn’t like what was happening to me. I couldn’t stop myself, so I could only wish that Breanne would just put an end to our fooling around. Maybe this whole dress-up nonsense would stop as soon as fashion week was over. It was already half over, after all. 

And would it stop once it was over? Was our little fling going to come to an end in three or four days? Would our lives return to normal? Is that what I wanted? Was I going to miss screwing around with Breanne? 

I couldn’t think of that. I just had to accept that this fling would end and that  was  a  good  thing.  If  it  didn’t  end  at  the  end  of  fashion  week,  then  I would  end  it  myself.  In  fact,  I  couldn’t  let  myself  fool  around  with  her again.  The  fooling  around  needed  to  stop,  so  we  didn’t  end  up  feeling anything more than we already were. 

I  got  a  message  from  her  the  next  day.  “Want  to  come  over  tonight?” 

she wrote. 

I didn’t reply right away. I spent the next couple of hours trying to think of  a  solid,  bulletproof  excuse.  Though  there  were  a  few  weak  moments where I told myself, ‘Would one more romp really make any difference?’ I liked the idea of pushing my cock back into that tight asshole, and pumping her while she moaned my name. I loved watching my cum ooze out from that little butthole. 

And then I would slap myself on the side of the face to remind myself that it just wasn’t right. I needed to be with a girl, not with a cross-dresser or a tranny—and definitely not with a man. The more I fooled around with Breanne, the further I drifted away from where I belonged. 

And then I got another text message. I was expecting to see the name

‘Brian’ on my screen, but instead it was from a number I didn’t recognize. 

“Hi,  Will.  This  is  Stacy.  We  met  the  other  night  at  the  gala.  I  got  your number from your friend—I hope you don’t mind. I was wondering if you wanted to come to another gala with me tonight.” 

I remembered Stacy. Stacy was a short, cute blonde with big blue eyes. 

She came up to talk to Breanne and I a number of times. She asked if we were dating, and I was quick to say, “We’re just friends,” just in case she knew anyone I knew. I noticed her looking over at me a few times through the night, but I thought it was just because she had a hunch that I was on a date with a transsexual. Now I knew that she was interested in me—and it probably helped that I’d been next to a beautiful woman the whole night. 

I’d heard that beautiful women make the best wingmen. 

So I agreed to go to the gala, excited to get away from Breanne for a night—and excited to have an excuse to get out having another romp with Breanne. So I finally replied to Breanne, “I’m going out tonight. Sorry!” 

“No worries. Another night then!” Breanne said. At the very least, I’d bought myself some time. 

So  now  I  had  another  gala  to  prepare  for.  I  took  a  long  shower  and  I ironed  my  shirt  and  slacks.  I  ate  a  small  dinner  so  I  wouldn’t  have  a stomachache, and then I sprayed myself with a few squirts of cologne. I was ready  for  my  date.  I  was  ready  for  my  night  away  from  Breanne.  I  was ready to realign my priorities and regain my sanity. 

Sadly, Stacy didn’t turn out to be the distraction I was looking for. The moment she came up to me at the entrance of the gala, I noticed a familiar dolled up face standing twenty paces behind her: the face of Breanne. 

Breanne hadn’t noticed me yet. She was busy chatting with a few older men,  who  kept  looking  down  at  her  body  every  time  she  turned  to  look towards  her  new  model  friends  at  the  bar.  I  wondered  if  anyone  had  any idea that she had a big cock between her legs, or if that information strictly belonged to me. 

“Are  you  okay?  You  seem  nervous,”  Stacy  said,  pulling  my  attention back to her. 

“Me?  I’m  fine.  Why  don’t  we  go  and  chat—over  there,  by  the fireplace?” I said, pointing towards the other side of the room. But it was too late. Breanne was now looking at me. As our eyes met, she smiled and waved. Suddenly, she was coming towards us. Now my heart was racing. 

What would she think of me being out with Stacy? Would she be jealous? 

Would  she  be  angry?  Did  she  think  that  we  were  dating,  and  now  I  was cheating on her? And what if she didn’t care at all that I was on a date with another  woman?  Would  that  mean  that  she  didn’t  feel  anything  for  me? 

Would that mean that I had feelings for her and those were the only feelings being lost between us? 

“Hey Stacy! Hey Will!” Breanne said. Her voice was getting better. She was obviously practising a lot between galas. And her makeup was getting better too. She’d figured out how to completely mask her more masculine features  using  contouring  and  highlighting.  She’d  also  figured  out  how  to make  her  eyes  look  even  bigger  and  more  stunning,  with  little  flicks  of eyeliner to give her a more seductive look. Her beauty was intimidating. I had  to  look  away  when  she  looked  into  my  eyes,  worried  that  I  would become a stuttering mess. 

“Hey Breanne. I didn’t know you were coming tonight,” Stacy said. 

“I  wouldn’t  miss  it,”  Breanne  said.  Then  she  turned  to  me.  “I  didn’t know you were coming tonight, Will.” 

I  shrugged  my  shoulders  as  my  face  turned  red.  “Yeah—I  thought  I mentioned it.” I fought my body so I wouldn’t squirm. 

“Why  don’t  we  all  get  a  table  together?”  Stacy  said,  pointing  to  an empty table. I had to force a smile, fighting the urge to say, ‘I’m here to get away from Breanne!’ So we ended up at a table together. Stacy ordered a batch  of  shots.  While  she  was  looking  up  at  the  waitress,  Breanne  was looking at me. In her eyes I could see a hint of suspicion. Had I destroyed her trust? Did I have to work to regain it? Or had I ruined whatever it was we had together? 

Looking  at  her  now,  I  couldn’t  remember  why  I  wanted  to  get  away from her. Now that I was with her, I just wanted to get her alone. I wanted to rip off that skimpy little dress and I wanted to squeeze her long erection

until her warm cum was all over my face and chest. I wanted to suck her sissy  nipples  and  I  wanted  to  fill  her  tight  anus  with  my  thick,  throbbing cock.  How  could  I  get  rid  of  Stacy?  Where  was  the  closest  bedroom?  I didn’t  even  need  a  bedroom—any  small  space  would  do.  We  could  fuck standing up—even if we could just find a curtain! 

“Will—did you hear what I asked?” Stacy said. 

I turned to look at her with wide eyes. “Huh?” I said. 

“I asked what you think of fashion week so far,” she said. 

“Oh. Uh, it’s nice—it’s something different.” I forced a smile. I could feel Breanne’s gaze on me, teasing my skin, burning into my soul. I had to have her, and I had to have her fast—I just had to figure out how to do it. 

CHAPTER VIII

We ordered a second round of shots—but I needed more booze to cut the  edge,  so  I  ended  up  ordering  the  third  round  myself—and  then  the fourth. The girls thought I was insane when I ordered the fifth round, so I went to the bar alone for my sixth and seventh shot, pretending to go to the bathroom so they wouldn’t think that I was a raging alcoholic. But I needed to cut the edge, and the only idea I had was to use alcohol. 

Finally,  after  my  seventh  shot,  I  was  feeling  wobbly.  I  was  starting  to forget why I was so anxious. I staggered back over to our table and then I took  a  seat  next  to  my  date.  I  put  my  arm  around  her  and  she  blushed, smiling big. Breanne’s eyes widened as she looked at us. “You two make a cute couple,” she said. But strangely, she didn’t seem jealous or angry. Her lack of care stung. I bit down on the edge of my tongue and tried to think of how I could make her feel something for me. 

I had an idea. When I went to get my eighth shot, I saw that they were setting  up  for  karaoke.  People  were  already  signing  up  for  their  turns  on stage, and I saw that the first person on the list was set to sing Bohemian Rhapsody.  So  when  I  returned  to  our  table,  I  said,  “It  looks  like  they’re setting up for karaoke. How much do you want to bet someone sings Queen first?” 

“It’s always Journey,” Stacy said with a giggle. 

“I bet it’s Queen.” 

She laughed again. Her face was red from the alcohol. “How much do you want to bet?” 

“If I’m right, you have to give me a kiss.” 

Out  of  the  corner  of  my  eye,  I  saw  Breanne’s  eyes  become  wide.  She said nothing. She looked away towards the karaoke stage, pretending as if she’d heard nothing. Maybe I was finally breaking through to her. 

“Okay,  fine,”  Stacy  said.  “But  if  I’m  right…”  She  thought  for  a moment. “You have to let me and Breanne do your makeup.” She giggled, and then Breanne did the same. 

“Fine. You’re on.” 

But I wasn’t worried. I already knew that I’d won. Two minutes later, my victory was confirmed. An older man got on stage and began a terrible rendition  of  Bohemian  Rhapsody.  So  I  leaned  over  and  she  did  the  same. 

Her eyes closed and our lips locked. Surprisingly, she was quick to give me plenty of tongue. It wasn’t a short kiss: she wanted to make out. 

When she finally broke away, she looked into my eyes and said, “My hotel room is just upstairs.” 

“Let’s  go,”  I  said,  taking  her  hand  and  standing  up.  And  then  I  saw Breanne  staring  at  us  with  wide,  glimmering  eyes.  She  looked  like  a  sad puppy  that  just  had  its  toy  taken  away.  That  look  pained  me.  I  couldn’t stand to see her hurt like that, so I said, “Can Breanne come too?” 

Stacy looked over and Breanne and then back at me. Her lips curled into a shy grin. “I guess so. If she wants to come.” 

Breanne  smiled  and  hopped  up  to  her  pretty,  heeled  feet.  “Let’s  go.” 

And now my heart was truly pounding. I had no idea what my plan was. I had no idea what my goal was. I couldn’t even figure out how I ended up at that fashion week gala with two pretty models, or how I convinced both of them  to  go  up  to  a  hotel  room  with  me.  My  mind  was  spinning  fast  with excitement,  but  my  gut  was  churning  with  dread.  Something  was  wrong, but I couldn’t figure out what—not until we were in the hotel room and I remembered that Breanne was actually Brian, and Stacy had no idea. 

Stacy had to use the bathroom. “I’ll be two seconds!” she said, hopping away quickly as she clenched back her pee. As soon as she was out of the room, I turned to Breanne. I stared into her eyes and noticed the grin on her face. That grin let me know that she was onto me. She knew that I was just trying to make her jealous. That grin knew that I really wanted her, and not Stacy. 

She  took  a  step  towards  me.  “You’re  cute  tonight,”  she  said.  I  didn’t reply. Instead, I grabbed her gently by the sides and pulled her towards me. 

I planted a kiss on her lips, and then she opened her mouth to let my tongue inside.  We  were  making  out  like  a  couple  of  horny  teenagers.  My  hands moved up and down and I could already feel my cock throbbing intensely. I moved my hands down onto her bum, and then I slid my left hand gently around to feel the bulge under the tight skirt of her tight dress. I could feel it

throbbing. I wanted to sink down and suck it. I wanted to feel her fat cock unloading cum into my mouth, and I wanted to taste her hot, sticky load. 

“Geez! What did I miss?” Stacy said. We both turned to look at her. She laughed  and  shook  her  head.  Then  Breanne  waved  her  over.  She  stepped slowly—one foot in front of the other as if she was on the catwalk. Breanne carefully  wrapped  her  arms  around  the  seasoned  model,  and  then  they started to kiss. I watched, feeling a sudden jealousy—and it was probably the same feeling that I’d forced onto Breanne. But at the same time, it was hot watching her plump feminine lips lock with another woman. 

Then I watched as Breanne’s pretty, painted fingers slid down, lifting up Stacy’s skirt, revealing her red thong. She pulled that thong to the side and then started to rub Stacy’s clit. Stacy perked up and let out a soft whimper. 

She  laughed  nervously  for  a  moment,  and  then  Breanne’s  fingers  pushed inside of her—then she gasped and her eyes became wide. 

I  just  stood  motionlessly,  watching  as  the  girl  of  my  dreams  fingered one of the hottest models at fashion week. 

Stacy started to reach down Breanne’s body to return the pleasure. Her fingertips  reached  Breanne’s  pelvis,  and  then  Breanne  grabbed  her  by  the wrist,  before  she  could  discover  Breanne’s  truth.  “Will,  come  closer,’

Breanne said. So I took a few steps towards the girls. “Take out your cock.” 

I followed the command. 

Breanne reached Stacy’s hand over, curling her fingers around my cock. 

Stacy figured out the rest. She started stroking me, and then Breanne went right  back  to  fingering  Stacy.  I  wasn’t  sure  what  I  was  supposed  to  do. 

Luckily, Breanne guided me. She took my hand and brought it up to Stacy’s chest. She pushed down until I started squeezing Stacy’s breasts, and then she let go. I used both of my hands to fondle those young, perky tits. 

Stacy was moaning now—probably overwhelmed with stimulation. Her legs wobbled and then she stumbled slightly. So we brought her over to the couch and we set her down on her back. Breanne sunk down, pushing her face between Stacy’s thin, model thighs. She started eating the model out. I stood  next  to  Stacy,  with  my  cock  pointed  down  at  her  lips.  She  kept stroking me, staring at my tip as if it was a delicious steak and she hadn’t eaten in ten days. She pushed out her tongue and gently tickled my tip. A moment later, my cock was in her mouth. 

She bobbed her head with elegance. She was magnificently beautiful—

but  as  beautiful  as  she  was,  she  didn’t  have  my  attention.  I  couldn’t  stop looking  at  Breanne.  And  Breanne,  with  her  head  between  the  model’s thighs, was looking up at me. I couldn’t see her lips but I could tell that she was smirking. A moment after staring into her eyes, I realized that we were making a mutual, silent agreement, to fuck Stacy together, as if it was a fun activity we were doing as a couple. 

So that’s what we did. As soon as Breanne stood up, I was on my way to take her place. Breanne dropped to her knees next to Stacy and grabbed both of her legs. She spread those legs wide so that I could line my erection up with her wet pussy. I rubbed my tip up and down the length of Stacy’s slit, feeling Breanne’s warm saliva. I wished I could be fucking Breanne in the ass, but I had a feeling that moment would come soon enough. 

Breanne stepped behind Stacy and reached her hands down her chest to grab and massage her breasts. “Just relax, darling,” Breanne said gently into Stacy’s ears. I pushed my cock into that damp pussy. It was warm and soft

—but tight. I pushed in far, until Stacy winced and said, “That’s too deep.” 

She had a small body, so naturally her pussy was small too. I didn’t mind—

I had more than half of my long cock inside of her. I started to thrust gently. 

She groaned and squirmed for a moment before the euphoria began to show on her face. Now she was moaning as Breanne massaged her soft breasts. 

Breanne  wasn’t  watching  those  titties  thought.  She  was  watching  my cock  emerge  and  disappear  over  and  over  between  Stacy’s  thighs.  She looked mesmerized—probably imagining my cock going in and out of her asshole. I watched Breanne closely, staring at her adorable face, imagining my cock was inside of her hole and not Stacy’s. 

I  felt  a  gush  of  warm  fluid.  I  looked  down  and  saw  that  Stacy  was squirting.  I  don’t  think  she  noticed,  as  she  didn’t  react.  She  just  kept  on moaning,  so  I  just  kept  thrusting.  Another  gush  of  warm  fluid  bathed  my cock and soaked into that couch. I reached down and rubbed her little clit, which Breanne seemed to like. A big smile grew on her face and she gently bit down on her lip. 

“I’m  coming,”  Stacy  announced  after  only  a  couple  of  minutes.  She screamed loudly and her thighs closed on my body. Another warm gush of fluid poured out of her, as if she was a broken faucet. And then, staring into

Breanne’s eyes, I just couldn’t wait any longer. I needed to have Breanne. I was done with Stacy. So I pulled out and said, “Eat her out again. Make her squirt on your face.” Breanne’s smile grew even larger. She stepped around and bent over in front of me. She pushed her tongue into that soaking wet hole  as  she  perked  her  bum  into  the  air  so  that  I  could  do  my  own  thing around back. 

I  pulled  down  her  panties  slightly,  exposing  her  tight  asshole  and nothing  else.  I  spread  her  perky  cheeks  and  spat  into  her  anus.  Then  I pressed the tip of my cock down into that hole. She opened wide for me, desperate  to  be  filled.  So  I  pushed  down  hard  until  I  penetrated  her,  and then  I  didn’t  stop  pushing  until  my  entire  cock  was  inside  of  her  tight cavern. 

She groaned. I ran my hands up and down her soft thighs, feeling her amazing shemale curves. Then I spread her cheeks as wide as I could so I could see my own cock stretching her hole. But I wanted to stretch that hole even wider, so I pressed both of my thumbs into it, next to my cock. She groaned  louder,  being  stretched  wider  than  ever  before.  A  part  of  me wanted to stick both of my hands inside of her, but I resisted the degenerate temptation. I pulled out my thumbs and began to thrust. 

Stacy  was  completely  distracted  in  her  own  state  of  ecstasy.  She  was squirting  all  over  Breanne’s  face,  as  requested.  Her  warm  fluid  dripped down  Breanne’s  chin,  onto  that  already-damp  couch.  I  heard  Breanne giggle, as if she liked it—and how could she not like it? She was giving and getting pleasure at the same time—what else could a person want? 

I  pumped  her  asshole  quickly.  I  reached  around  and  grabbed  onto  her stiff erection. I didn’t waste a single second before I started beating her off. 

I wanted to make her come. I wanted to catch it all in the palm of my hand and I wanted to suck it all up: letting it linger on my tongue for a minute before swallowing every last drop. 

I  could  hear  my  pelvis  slapping  against  her  tight  tush.  I  could  hear Stacy’s  pussy  releasing  more  fluid  onto  Breanne’s  face.  I  didn’t  want  the amazing  threesome  to  end,  but  the  arousal  was  too  much.  I  could  only handle so much stimulation and excitement. I clenched that hard cock tight and then I pressed my own cock in deep. Suddenly, I was coming. Breanne was coming too. I slid my hand to her tip and caught her cumshot. It didn’t

all make it to my mouth; some of it filled her panties, and I spread some of it on her ass cheeks to give her that sexy glisten that I loved so much. The rest went into my mouth, which I savoured and swallowed before stumbling back to watch that creampie exiting her stretched hole. 

Stacy  was  limp  in  her  euphoric  state.  Her  gaze  was  set  on  the  ceiling and  her  legs  remained  spread,  with  her  wet  pussy  out  in  the  open,  above that soaked couch cushion. 

Breanne  was  looking  at  me.  She  wasn’t  grinning  anymore.  Now  her look was serious, as if she wanted to ask me something very personal and very urgent. I watched as her eyes glistened and I knew in that moment that the feelings were real: her feelings and my feelings. 

My  heart  stumbled  over  itself.  I  parted  my  lips  so  that  I  could  say something, but no words came out. I couldn’t think of anything to say at all. 

I  couldn’t  even  think  of  what  I  wanted  to  say.  Was  I  happy  that  she  had feelings for me, or was this just another problem to add to my growing plate of  problems?  Could  I  make  her  into  my  girlfriend,  or  was  that  just  weird and awkward? How could I ever introduce her to my parents? My parents knew  Brian  well—we’d  been  best  friends  for  years.  And  what  would Brian’s  family  think?  I’d  known  them  for  years.  And  what  about  our friends? 

Finally,  I  was  able  to  break  my  silence.  “What  now?”  I  said.  It  was  a curious choice of words, but it summed up everything. I liked Breanne—I liked  her  as  a  best  friend  and  now  I  liked  her  as  a  lover  and  a  partner.  I didn’t just like her—I loved her. At least I was pretty sure that I loved her. I felt something for her that I’d never felt for anyone before. I wanted to go ahead with a relationship with her, but I had no idea how to do it. Where was I supposed to start? What was I supposed to say? “Where do we start?” 

She  shrugged  her  shoulders  and  smiled.  “We’ve  already  started,”  she said.  And  in  a  strange  way,  she  made  perfect  sense.  Maybe  there  was  no sense in worrying about what needed to be done. Maybe there was no sense in worrying about what people would think about us being together. Maybe all we had to do was take things one step at a time. We could address each issue one at a time, and grow together one day at a time. 

But that smile on her face left me with a calm feeling—calmer than I’d felt in months (and maybe calmer than I’d ever felt). I knew there would be

some obstacles, but in a strange way I was looking forward to tackling them with Breanne. I knew that each one would only make us stronger together. 

Staring into her eyes, I could hear the faint dinging of wedding bells. I had a feeling everything was going to work out just fine. 


THE END

RIDING HER

Darren has four days to deliver an important hard drive halfway across the  country.  Since  the  post  office  is  on  strike  and  the  private  delivery companies  are  all  backed  up,  Darren  decides  to  deliver  the  drive  himself, making the thirty-hour trip alone in his little sedan. 

But  once  the  drive  is  dropped  off,  he  starts  to  dread  the  drive  home: another thirty hours alone in that old car. To make matters worse, his engine has  started  to  malfunction,  limiting  how  fast  he  can  drive.  So  to  pass  the long hours on that quiet highway, he decides to pick up a hitchhiker. She’s young and pretty, but she has a secret—or maybe she has a few secrets. 

CHAPTER I

It’s  a  long  drive  from  Saskatoon  to  Vancouver—especially  alone.  It’s the kind of trip most people would break up into two or three legs, but I was doing it in one straight shot, for the second time that week. 

I managed to complete the drive in seventeen hours the first time, going to  Saskatoon  with  that  hard  drive  that  needed  to  be  on  the  client’s  desk before the week was through. I only stopped for gas and for coffee. And for the  first  few  hours,  I  was  actually  enjoying  myself.  I’d  never  seen  the Rocky Mountains before, and I was excited to see the prairies for the first time. But once I reached Revelstoke and I realized I still had about twelve hours of driving left, the trip lost its magic. Every mountain started to look the  same  and  I  was  starting  to  become  fed  up  with  all  of  the  campers crowding  the  single-lane  highway,  going  thirty  kilometres-per-hour  under the speed limit. 

I  thought  about  stopping  in  Calgary.  I  was  horrendously  tired,  as  I’d only slept three hours the night before, but stopping wasn’t an option. That drive needed to be in Saskatoon within ten hours, so I kept going. I cursed the post office as I drove by. I even thought about opening my window to scream at the postmen who were on strike outside of the building. Because of  them,  FedEx  and  all  the  other  private  companies  were  swamped  with deliveries, unable to get that important hard drive to Saskatoon before the end of the week. Because of those striking workers, I was stuck doing the long haul myself. 

Calgary  to  Saskatoon  was  certainly  the  worst  part  of  the  trip,  and  not just  because  I  was  tired,  and  not  just  because  it  was  dark.  The  road  was straight and flat. Everything looked the same on that long stretch of prairie. 

Every grain tower was the same, every field of canola was the same, every semi that roared by in the other direction was the same. I nearly nodded off more times than I could count. It was 4:00 AM when I finally rolled into Saskatoon.  I  went  to  my  client’s  office  and  slipped  the  drive  carefully though his mail slot. Then I went back to my car and slept for four hours before the sun was up and I realized it was time to hit the road again, so I could be home in time to sleep before my shift on Monday. 

The  thought  of  another  seventeen-hour  long  haul  made  my  stomach churn with dread, so I tried not to think about it. My plan was to just get behind the wheel and start driving—take the trip one minute at a time. “It won’t be so bad,” I kept saying to myself. But the trip was already off to a lousy start. It was almost 9:00 AM and rush hour traffic was going strong. I should have gotten out of that town before traffic started up! I should have driven to the highway before falling asleep across my back bench. 

So instead of taking ten minutes to reach the city limit, I spent an hour in slow moving traffic. “It’s not the end of the world,” I said to myself once I  finally  started  cruising  down  the  highway.  But  the  universe  wasn’t finished  torturing  me.  Ten  minutes  later,  I  hit  the  first  construction  site.  I nearly slipped through with the cars in front of me, but a woman holding a stop  sign  jumped  out  in  front  of  my  car  and  yelled  at  me  to  stop  while  a large  dump  truck  pulled  off  of  a  dirt  road,  onto  the  highway.  I  waited patiently. Another dump truck pulled out. I continued to wait. A third truck pulled  out,  then  a  fourth,  and  then  a  fifth.  Then  nothing  happened.  The woman remained there with her stop sign, as if she was trying to torture me. 

I leaned out the window and said, “Sorry, but I’m in a bit of a rush.” She stared at me for a moment with a blank face before scoffing and rolling her eyes. 

Ten minutes passed. Then cars started to come by in the other direction. 

I figured our lane would start moving soon. Then another ten minutes went by. I finished the rest of my coffee, which had already gone cold. I checked my  e-mails  on  my  phone,  and  then  I  watched  the  clock  as  another  ten minutes  went  by.  Finally,  the  woman  stepped  aside  and  flipped  over  her sign. It was my turn to go. 

The construction site was long. I was tempted to speed through it, but I didn’t want to end up with a hefty ticket on top of my lost weekend—not to mention what I was already paying for gas. It took ten minutes to reach the end of that long site, and then I was finally on the highway again: nearly two  hours  into  my  trip  and  I  could  still  see  Saskatoon  in  my  rear-view mirror. 

And my bad luck continued. A camper pulled out in front of me thirty minutes later. He was going 80 in a 110. I tried to pass him, but traffic was too  dense  in  the  other  direction.  A  few  motorcycles  passed  us  on  the shoulder. I tried to pass again, but there still wasn’t a big enough opening. I

sighed and bit down on my tongue. Why were there not more lanes on that damned highway? 

It  was  an  hour  later  when  I  finally  made  my  pass.  I  was  way  behind schedule now—and it was about to get a lot worse. I was passing through the town of Kindersley—still in Saskatchewan—when I heard a loud pop. 

My car started to slow down, but not to a complete stop. I pulled over to look under the hood, even though I knew nothing about cars. Smoke rose up,  making  me  cough.  “Of  course  this  would  happen,”  I  mumbled  to myself. Luckily, I was just two blocks from a mechanic. He took a look at the car (after I waited in his little lobby for an hour) and told me that some piece of my engine with a confusing-sounding name had blown. “Your car will still work, it just won’t go very fast,” he said. “I can order the part in—

but it’s a special order. It would take about a week.” 

But  I  wasn’t  about  to  wait  a  week  in  Kindersley,  Saskatchewan,  so  I decided I would travel slower for the rest of my trip. I wasn’t quite 200 KM

from  Saskatoon—what  should  have  been  an  hour  and  a  half—and  I  was already  six  hours  into  my  journey.  I  pulled  back  onto  the  highway.  Now, when I floored the gas pedal, I was only able to get my little sedan up to 85. 

“Shit,”  I  groaned.  At  least  I  was  moving.  At  least  I  didn’t  have  to  worry about getting a speeding ticket. 

It was getting dark out when I finally reached the Alberta border, thanks to two more construction sites and a very busy police check stop. I checked my  phone’s  GPS  and  saw  that  I  still  had  an  estimated  fourteen  hours  left until I was home. If I was going to make it in a single shot, I would have to drive through the winding Rock Mountains at night. I was already dozing off,  so  I  knew  that  wasn’t  a  good  idea.  So  I  pulled  over  in  a  town  called Cereal, Alberta, and I went to sleep in the back of my car. When I woke up, I  used  the  local  campsite’s  shower  to  clean  the  BO  off  of  my  body.  The campsite was desolate, which wasn’t a surprise, seeing as it was swarming with  mosquitoes  and  it  was  only  a  few  dozen  meters  from  the  busy highway. 

I got into my car and I took a deep breath. I just wanted to be home. I knew  it  was  going  to  be  a  boring  and  tedious  drive—and  I  knew  it  was going to be longer than fourteen hours, seeing as my car was incapable of driving  the  speed  limit.  So  I  just  started,  tempted  to  cry  at  the  thought  of spending any more time in that cramped vehicle. My radio fizzled when I

tried to put on music. I went to put a CD into the CD player, but instead of playing a song, it just beeped and showed the message ‘ERROR’. The CD

player  was  broken,  probably  from  playing  the  same  three  CDs  over  and over and over (they were the only CDs I had in the car). 

“Fuck,”  I  said,  banging  my  forehead  into  my  steering  wheel.  If  you aren’t  careful,  that  long  monotonous  road  can  drive  you  insane.  I’d  heard stories  of  people  hallucinating  while  driving  long  distances.  I  always thought  it  would  be  cool  to  hallucinate,  but  now  I  was  scared  I  would hallucinate a second lane and I would end up driving off of a cliff. 

I took a deep breath, chugging another quarter cup of coffee. It was no longer helping to keep me awake. The half dozen hours I slept in the back of  my  car  were  doing  nothing  to  fight  away  the  exhaustion.  I  needed something: something to keep me stimulated while I finished that horribly tedious drive. 

Then, an hour before I reached Calgary, Alberta, I saw her standing on the side of the road. She had long, curly red hair, pale skin, and a dark band of  freckles  that  you  could  see  from  a  mile  away.  She  was  holding  a skateboard at her side with one hand, and a sign that read ‘VANCOUVER’

with the other. She let go of the skateboard to wave at me, hoping I would pick her up. 

My mother always told me to never pick up a hitchhiker. “You’ll end up being  murdered  on  the  side  of  a  highway,”  she  would  say  to  me.  And  I always  thought  that  she  was  right,  seeing  as  most  hitchhikers  were  scary-looking men: greasy skin, long, dark hair, beady eyes, scruffy beards, and odours that could be smelled before their scary faces could be seen. But this girl wasn’t one of them. This was the kind of girl that shouldn’t have been hitchhiking.  Some  creep  would  end  up  picking  her  up  and  doing  God-knows  what  to  her.  This  was  the  kind  of  girl  you  see  in  the  newspaper:

‘MISSING  GIRL’S  MUTILATED  BODY  FOUND  ON  SIDE  OF

HIGHWAY’. 

I slowed down and took a good look at her, to make sure I wasn’t just hallucinating a woman’s face on a terrifying man’s body. But she was really a woman: young and soft, tight and pretty. She was wearing a tight white bodysuit and a pair of short jean shorts. Covering her calves were knee-high white socks, and she was wearing thick eyeliner around her big, Irish eyes. 

She  was  pretty,  but  that’s  not  why  I  stopped.  I  needed  the  company.  I needed to have someone next to me who could prod me every time I began to nod off. I needed someone to talk to, so I wouldn’t fall asleep and end up plummeting  to  my  death  in  some  Rocky  Mountain  valley.  She  was  my solution; the fact that she was beautiful was just a bonus. 

CHAPTER II

I had to reach across the passenger seat to unlock the door, as the unlock button  apparently  decided  to  stop  working  at  some  point  between Kindersley  and  that  rural  Alberta  road.  She  let  herself  in,  tossing  her skateboard  in  the  back.  Then  she  looked  at  me  with  a  smile  and  said, 

“Thanks.” He voice was quiet and soft. She seemed timid and shy—not the type to be hitchhiking with strangers across the country. 

I  tried  to  say  something  along  the  lines  of  ‘You’re  welcome’  but  no words came out from my mouth when I opened my lips. She was prettier than  I  originally  thought  she  was.  Her  pale  skin  was  so  smooth  and flawless,  and  her  band  of  freckles  was  perfect,  as  if  painted  on  by  some careful  artist.  Her  lips  were  plump,  and  her  bodysuit  was  tight,  squeezing her braless tits. Even when I was looking forward, I could see the lumps of her nipples, pressing against that tight top. 

That  bust  made  my  heart  pound  and  stutter.  What  was  she  thinking, wearing  an  outfit  like  that  while  hitchhiking?  Was  she  trying  to  get assaulted?  I  was  tempted  to  give  her  a  stern  talking  to,  like  a  nervous parent. But I had a feeling my advice wouldn’t resonate. I’m sure she knew her outfit was sexy—that’s probably why she was wearing it. Hell, maybe she wore it intentionally, knowing she would have no problem at all getting a ride. Maybe that outfit had something to do with me picking her up, and I didn’t even realize it. I’d passed many hitchhikers before her, after all, and I didn’t pick any of them up. So maybe I was no better than all of the creeps out there. Maybe she even thought that I was a creep. Was I a creep? 

I cleared my throat and finally broke my silence, almost three minutes after picking her up. “So where are you from?” I asked. 

She looked over at me and stared into my eyes. It was a moment before she said anything, making my heart stammer down into my stomach. Why was  she  staring  at  me  like  that?  Why  wasn’t  she  speaking?  Was  it  a  rude question? Was I expected to keep my mouth shut, like a masseur at a spa? I worked as a masseur for a few years while I was finishing up my computer science degree, so I knew the drill. “I’m from Toronto,” she said softly. 

I nodded my head and returned to my silence. It was a few minutes later when she brought her feet up onto her seat, making her jean shorts ride up, exposing a little bit of her bum and all of her long, smooth legs. I tried not to  look,  worried  the  slightest  glance  would  make  her  think  that  I  was  a complete pervert. 

“What’s in Vancouver?” I asked after clearing my throat again. 

She shrugged her shoulders. “Something different,” she said. 

“Friends?” 

She shook her head. “I’ve just never been.” 

“Just going to check it out for a few days?” 

She smiled, not answering my question. It almost seemed as though she didn’t  want  to  tell  me  why  she  was  going  to  Vancouver.  It  made  no difference  to  me,  unless  she  was  running  away  from  some  murder  or something.  I  didn’t  want  to  find  out  that  I  helped  some  murdered  escape capture. I looked over at her, just for a second, just long enough to see her soft, harmless face. She almost looked childish, with her little nose and her big eyes. There was no way she could have been a murderer. Her frail hands didn’t even look strong enough to pull the trigger on a simple handgun. 

It was clear that she wasn’t too interested in chatting, so I left her alone to  stare  out  the  window  at  the  approaching  mountains.  They  were  small now: just little bumps on the horizon. But soon, we would be engulfed by their  impressiveness.  We  would  feel  small  and  insignificant  under  the  tall cliffs and steep terrain. 

We passed through Calgary in silence. I looked over at her for a moment as we went by the downtown core. She was staring up at the buildings with glowing  eyes.  I  wondered  what  she  was  thinking,  but  I  was  too  afraid  to ask. I didn’t want to make her feel uncomfortable. I didn’t want her to ask to be let out, leaving me along with nothing but my thoughts for the next twelve hours or so. We were an hour out of Calgary when she finally ended that long silence. “Your car sure is slow,” she said with that soft voice. 

“It wasn’t until yesterday,” I said. “If you want to get out and get a ride with a faster car, I’ll understand.” 

She laughed as if I made a joke. She had a cute laugh, biting her bottom lip as if she was trying to keep her laughter under control. She looked back

out the window as we entered into the mountains. It was ten minutes later when I heard her say, “Wow. They’re so big.” 

“Have you never seen them before?” I asked. 

“Never. This is my first time out West.” 

“They’re pretty amazing,” I said. “I only just saw them for the first time the other day.” 

She  didn’t  reply  to  this  statement.  She  just  stared  up  at  the  mountains with  her  feet  pulled  close  to  her  denim-clad  bum.  I  felt  that  tiredness creeping back. My eyes were heavy when we reached Banff, still very far from  our  final  destination.  My  car  wasn’t  even  able  to  reach  75  on  those steep winding roads. I had to floor the pedal, worried some cop would pull me  over  and  give  me  a  ticket  for  driving  dangerously  slow.  I  pulled  over constantly  to  let  long  lines  of  cars  pass.  I  was  almost  relieved  when  I reached the first mountainous construction zone, where the speed limit was 30. It was nice to have ten minutes without people flipping me off from the passing lane. 

“You really don’t mind the slowness?” I asked again, as we passed Lake Louise. 

She let that cute laugh slip again. “I really don’t mind.” Then she looked into my back seat. “You wouldn’t have a snack I could steal, would you? I haven’t eaten since yesterday morning.” 

“A snack?” I said, looking back. I had nothing at all, except for empty coffee cups from Tim Hortons. “We can stop for something. I think we’re getting close to a town.” 

We arrived in Golden forty minutes later. I pulled over at the first gas station and said, “Go ahead and get yourself something while I fill up.” 

I started filling my tank, and then I noticed she wasn’t going into the gas station.  She  was  just  lingering,  pacing  around  aimlessly.  After  staring through  the  window  for  a  minute,  she  looked  down  at  her  feet.  Then  she started walking back. “What’s wrong?” I asked. 

“Nothing,” she said with that soft voice. She made a smile that seemed forced. 

“Aren’t you hungry?” 

She shrugged her shoulders. “I’m fine.” 

“Do  you  want  something  different?  There’s  a  McDonalds  down  the street. Want that?” 

She shook her head. “I think I’m fine—really.” 

And that’s when I realized she had no money. I looked down at her tight jean  shorts  as  she  walked  towards  the  nearby  bathroom  house.  I  watched her  tight  bum  bounce,  and  I  could  see  that  her  pockets  were  empty.  Had there been so much as a credit card in one of those pockets, I would have been able to see the contour of it. 

So while she was in the bathroom, I slipped into the shop and bought a few things: an apple, a banana, a bag of chips, a small pack of beef jerky, some  mixed  nuts,  a  couple  water  bottles,  and  a  sugar-free  iced  tea.  It certainly wasn’t a nice home-cooked meal, but at least it was something. I got everything in the car before she was back from the bathroom. 

But I didn’t want to make her feel bad. I didn’t want to put her on the spot or let her know that I knew she was moneyless. So when she sat down, I casually motioned towards the back seat and said, “I got some stuff in case we  get  hungry.  We  still  have  a  long  drive  ahead  of  us.”  She  stared  at  the haul for a long moment, and then she looked forward with a smile. 

“Thanks,” she said. And it was fifteen minutes later when she casually reached back and grabbed the apple. She looked at me with her big, childish eyes, and said, “You don’t mind, do you?” 

“Go right ahead,” I said. I was happy to hear her biting into that crunchy apple.  Out  of  the  corner  of  my  eye,  I  could  see  the  apple’s  sweet  juice running  down  her  chin  as  she  ate.  It  was  obvious  that  she  was  trying  to control her speed, so she wouldn’t look like a starving dog. She was trying to get that apple into her stomach as quickly as possible without it being too obvious that she was desperate for some sustenance. Once she was finished with the apple, she reached back for the nuts. She ate them one at a time, resisting the urge to take big handfuls. When I turned my head to look out the  side  window,  I  could  see  her  scooping  a  big  handful  in  the  glass reflection.  Why  was  she  so  hungry?  Had  she  really  gone  so  long  without eating? 

Two hours later, in Revelstoke, I stopped at a fast food joint and ordered a few hamburgers. I handed her one even though she didn’t ask for it, and she only said “Thank you” before eating the entire thing without pause. 

Then she looked at me with a shy smile. “You’re really nice,” she said. 

I shrugged my shoulders. “It’s just a hamburger,” I said. “It’s not a big deal.” 

“Well it’s more than anyone else has done for me.” 

I looked at her, smiled, and nodded. Then I looked back at the road. A car was coming from the opposite direction, flashing its lights, as if to warn us of an upcoming speed trap. I laughed. “Let’s hope it’s not a slow trap,” I said,  and  then  I  immediately  regretted  making  the  lame  joke.  But  she laughed  regardless—maybe  a  pity  laugh,  or  maybe  she  was  just  easy  to please. 

A  few  minutes  later,  we  saw  the  taillights.  There  was  a  line  of  cars stopped on the highway, stretching down for miles. We stopped in the line and waited. A few minutes later, taillights started turning off. People were turning off their engines. The a man stepped out from the large camper in front of us. He stretched out his arms and back and then reached into one of his  camper’s  side  compartments  and  pulled  out  a  folding  chair.  He  put  it down on the ground and then he started reading a book. 

“What’s  happening?”  the  hitchhiking  girl  next  to  me  asked.  “Is  it  a construction stop?” 

“I  don’t  know,”  I  said.  So  I  got  out  of  the  car  and  approached  the reading man. I asked him if he knew anything. 

“Didn’t you tune into the traffic station? There was an accident. It’ll be a few hours before it’s all cleaned up—at least a few.” Now, the line of cars stretched  way  behind  us,  beyond  what  I  could  see.  Some  people  were turning around to head back to Revelstoke. I looked at my phone’s GPS to see  how  long  it  would  take  to  go  around  the  highway:  fifteen  hours  and twenty minutes—seven hours if I stayed on the highway. 

“I guess we’re waiting,” I said to the girl in my passenger seat. 

“That’s fine,” she said. 

“I  suppose  you  could  walk  by  the  accident  and  hitch  a  ride  with someone on the other side,” I said. 

She looked into my eyes for a moment, and then she looked forward. “I don’t mind waiting.” 

I couldn’t help but smile. She was happier waiting with me than taking multiple hours off of her trip. While I was trying not to smile, it dawned on me that I didn’t know her name. We’d been driving together for almost six hours, and I hadn’t even bothered to ask her what her name was. So I asked now. 

“It’s Sandy,” she said with that cute, plump-lipped smile. 

“Sandy,” I said. “I’m Darren. Nice to meet you.” 

I had many questions I wanted to ask. I still didn’t really know why she was travelling across the country, so far from home. I had no idea why she was so poor and hungry. It was hard for me to wrap my head around how a beautiful girl could be so helpless. 

It was a minute later when I noticed her reaching down and pushing her thumb into the side of her foot. She winced slightly as she pushed down. 

“Are you okay?” I asked. 

She  nodded  her  head.  “Sorry—I’m  fine.  I  just—I  was  stuck  on  the highway  for  a  long  time.  I  think  I  walked  something  like  twenty  miles before you picked me up. And yesterday I walked more than that.” 

I watched her dig her knuckle into the soft tissue on the bottom of her foot. “Want me to rub them?” I asked. 

Then she looked at me with a wide-eyed look, as if the creepiest words ever  just  slipped  through  my  lips.  I  felt  the  colour  drain  from  my  face before  redness  started  to  fill  my  cheeks.  “I  used  to  work  at  a  massage parlour.  I  did  that  for  over  three  years.”  I  forced  a  smile,  feeling  more awkward than ever. 

She looked down at her feet and then up again at me. “I guess you can give it a try,” she said. She leaned back and spun her body, so that she could reach her feet across the center console. I took her feet onto my lap and then I gently started to rub them. They were soft and petite. Her toes were cute, painted a red colour that nearly matched her curly hair. It was only a minute

before  she  let  out  her  first  sigh  of  relief,  letting  me  know  that  she  was actually enjoying the massage and not just letting it happen because she felt awkwardly obligated seeing as I was giving her a ride. 

I  dug  my  knuckles  in  deep,  working  out  all  of  the  little  knots.  Her muscles  were  tense.  She  wasn’t  kidding  about  walking  forty  miles  in  two days. It was no wonder she was so desperate to stay in my car instead of walking five miles up the road to pass the car accident. But why did nobody pick  her  up?  It  was  hard  to  believe  any  sane  man  would  pass  up  the opportunity to pick up such a beautiful, young woman. 

I  looked  up  at  her  face  and  saw  that  her  eyes  were  closed.  She  was comfortably leaned back against the door. As I pushed my thumb into the middle of her sole, she bit her bottom lip and tilted her head back, as if she was about to have an orgasm. And I would be lying if I said that I wasn’t using an old trick that I sometimes used on women when I worked in the massage parlour. The nerves in the feet are connected to different parts of the body. There’s a nerve right in the middle of the sole that’s connected to the genitals, and women can have an orgasm if you press on the right spot for long enough. I was pressing that spot now. 

She  brought  her  knees  up  slightly,  probably  trying  to  squirm  the pleasure away. Maybe I was crossing a line—maybe I was being a little bit too cheeky for my own good. But now that I had her squirming and nearly moaning, I didn’t want to stop. I wanted to keep her state of pleasure going. 

After all, she’d spent at least the past few days in a state of discomfort. The least I could do was help her relax, and having an orgasm is relaxing, isn’t it? 

I  pushed  harder  and  rubbed  faster.  Then  I  noticed  her  hand  reaching down between her legs, like a toddler reaching down to cover her crotch to stop herself from peeing. I fought back the urge to smile. Maybe I was just another  highway  creep.  Maybe  I  was  no  better  than  the  bearded  truckers who pick up girls and beg them to sick their cocks after driving them out into the middle of nowhere. But how could I help myself? 

She let a little groan slip. Her thighs pressed tightly together, and now I had a clear view up her little pair of jean shorts. I could see her red panties

—and I could see something else as well: the tip of a penis, pressing down her  thigh.  I  paused  for  a  moment,  waiting  for  my  brain  to  correct  the

mistake  it  was  making.  But  that  penis  didn’t  disappear.  It  looked  so  real. 

The tip was so thick, and I could see it throbbing. It was erect and she was holding it down so that it wouldn’t push out against her little shorts. I don’t think she realized she was pushing it down into view. 

I  looked  away  quickly,  my  heart  suddenly  pouncing.  Sandy  wasn’t  a woman at all—she was a male: a transgender. She had a cock between her legs where her pussy was supposed to be. I was rubbing a boy’s feet, about to give a boy an orgasm. I’d spent six hours in a car with a male: fawning over  him,  buying  him  snacks  and  lunch,  enjoying  the  subtle  smell  of  his floral perfume. 

My gut turned. 

She  opened  her  eyes  and  looked  at  me.  “Is  everything  alright?”  she asked. 

I looked at her quickly. “Huh? Oh yeah—I just thought I saw the cars moving. But it was just someone starting their car for a moment,” I lied. I forced  a  smile.  Now  that  I  knew  she  was  a  transgender,  I  could  hear  the slight masculine twang in her soft voice. That’s why she was speaking so quietly: to hide the boyishness of her voice. 

But her body was convincing. Now, as she closed her eyes again while I continued to rub, I looked carefully at her shoulders. They were narrow. Her thighs were soft and curvy. She certainly wasn’t butch—though there was a slight lump on her throat, which I now knew was an Adam’s apple. 

I’d spent the past few minutes staring at her ass. Now, I was afraid to look at it—afraid I would find it just as attractive as I did before I knew it was a man’s ass. It didn’t seem right. She was a boy! What the hell was I doing still rubbing her feet? Was I just too afraid to stop? Was I worried that I would offend her? Was I worried that I would feel transphobic if I just quit now? Was it rude of me to be put off by that long cock tucked into her jean shorts? 

How  could  I  not  be  shocked  by  such  a  thing?  It  was  enormous, extending nearly halfway down her thigh. It was thick—almost as thick as her  wrist.  It  now  looked  like  she  had  an  entire  cucumber  stuffed  into  her shorts. Was I just supposed to ignore it? Would she feel humiliated as soon as  she  looked  down  and  realized  her  panties  were  no  longer  hiding  her package? 

I looked away quickly. Why was I even looking in the first place? My heart stammered. I found myself looking again, trying to see up her shorts. I had  to  sink  down  slightly  to  get  at  the  right  angle.  And  there  it  was:  her throbbing tip. I was no longer rubbing the sweet spot on her foot, but now I was tempted to try again, to see how far I could get her by just rubbing her feet.  I  used  to  do  the  same  thing  with  women  at  the  massage  parlour.  I would rub that spot until I got them as far as I thought I could get them. But I never tried with a man. Why the hell would I ever try with a man? Why was I trying now? 

As  I  rubbed  into  that  spot,  she  moaned  again.  I  pushed  harder  and watched  as  her  tip  twitched.  It  was  getting  bigger.  It  probably  felt  nice, tingling all the way up into her crotch. Could I make her come? Would I be able  to  make  her  cock  shoot  out  semen  without  even  touching  her  cock? 

And was I going to go that far? Was I going to keep watching her shaft as it throbbed in her jean shorts? 

I tried to gulp down the lump in my throat. I kept watching nervously. I looked  back  up  at  her  throat  again.  Her  head  was  tilted  far  back  now, exposing  that  Adam’s  apple  more  than  ever.  But  the  rest  of  her  looked feminine.  Her  face  was  impressively  girly,  though  maybe  her  jaw  was  a touch  broad.  Maybe  her  cheekbones  were  a  bit  harsh—but  she  was  still pretty.  Oh  God,  I  didn’t  want  to  admit  to  myself  that  she  was  pretty,  but how  could  I  lie?  How  could  I  even  attempt  to  convince  myself  that  she looked manly after six hours of checking her out? 

I  was  exhausted.  Wasn’t  that  a  fine  excuse?  I’d  hardly  slept  in  four consecutive days. Sleeping in the back of the car certainly shouldn’t count as rest. And being stuck in an uncomfortable driver’s seat is harder on the body than running up a steep hill. Maybe she was ugly. Maybe she did look like  a  man  and  I  just  couldn’t  see  it  because  I  was  exhausted.  Maybe  I would  look  her  up  on  Facebook  after  all  of  this  was  said  and  done  and  I would see that she wasn’t a sexy minx after all. 

Or maybe I was just attracted to a transgender girl. 

I kept looking down at that cock. I pressed into that soft spot harder and harder. She moaned slightly, and then someone walked right by the window. 

I  looked  over  as  the  man  looked  in.  Then  I  released  that  foot  instantly, 

worried he would be able to tell that Sandy was really a man. I didn’t want people thinking that I was giving a man a foot rub. 

Sandy opened her eyes. Her cheeks were dark red and her pale skin was whiter than ever. “Are you okay?” she asked. 

I nodded my head. “My hands are just getting tired,” I lied. 

“Oh. Of course. You really didn’t have to do that,” she said, turning to face  forward.  She  reached  down  and  pushed  on  her  crotch  quickly  before crossing her legs to hide her erect bulge. “But that was nice. Thank you.” 

I nodded my head. “It was my pleasure,” I said. 

CHAPTER III

The accident wasn’t cleaned up until 8:00 PM that night, and then the highway  opened  slowly  with  a  single  lane,  traffic  alternating  every  ten minutes.  It  was  almost  10:00  PM  when  we  reached  Salmon  Arm,  still  a good six hours from Vancouver. 

I was beginning to slip. I was trying my hardest to stay awake, but even with  Sandy  next  to  me,  I  was  still  drifting  away.  It  didn’t  help  that  she wasn’t talking much—or that I was now afraid to talk to her, knowing that she wasn’t actually a girl. I couldn’t figure out why it mattered so much—

she  was  still  company,  male  or  female,  and  that’s  why  I  picked  her  up, right? It’s not like I picked her up because I had the hots for her. Or was that why I picked her up? 

I nearly closed my eyes at one point. The temptation was strong to get a few minutes of sleep. I was so exhausted, I even found myself thinking that the  car  would  stay  on  the  road  just  fine  if  I  just  got  five  minutes  of  rest. 

Then  I  felt  the  hard  trembling  of  my  tire  against  the  rumble  strip  and  I perked  right  back  up.  I  looked  over  at  Sandy  and  she  was  staring  at  me. 

“You okay?” she asked. 

I nodded my head and forced a smile. The thought of driving six more hours  down  that  windy  highway  was  dreadful.  I  saw  a  sign  with  the distance  to  Kamloops:  110  KM.  I  swear  we  drove  for  an  hour  before  we reached the next sign: 99 KM. My gut turned. In that small lifetime, we’d only travelled 11 KM? Was God torturing me for some reason? 

I looked over at Sandy again. She was staring into my eyes. “Are you sure you’re okay?” she asked. 

“Just  tired,”  I  said,  finally  admitting  that  I  maybe  wasn’t  in  perfect condition. 

“Why  don’t  we  pull  over  for  the  night?”  she  said.  “Just  pull  off  and we’ll sleep the night in the car.” 

I laughed. “To be honest, I’m a little bit sick of being in the car. I kind of just want to get home so I can get out of this damned car.” 

“Well maybe we can get a motel room,” she said. “You can sleep in the motel and I’ll sleep in the car. I don’t mind. Unless you’re not comfortable with that. If you want to part ways, that’s fine too. I know that I’m being a bit of a mooch. I haven’t chipped in for gas and you’ve spent at least twenty dollars on feeding me now.” 

“I  really  don’t  mind,”  I  said.  “You  can  stay.  I  can  take  you  to Vancouver.” For some reason, I felt the sudden urge to insist that she stay with  me.  I  didn’t  like  the  idea  of  her  hitchhiking  with  someone  else—

especially in the dark. Weirdoes become especially weird at night. And she was  still  wearing  that  little  bodysuit  and  that  tiny  pair  of  jean  shorts.  She wouldn’t be getting the kind of attention she wanted if she stepped out onto that  highway  with  her  thumb  in  the  air.  And  what  if  one  of  those  creeps found  out  about  that  log  in  her  panties?  Would  some  embarrassed  trucker put an end to her as some sort of humiliation revenge? 

Maybe I was being paranoid. Maybe she was fine. She made it this far, after  all.  Toronto  is  a  long  drive  from  British  Columbia.  Maybe  people aren’t as creepy as I thought. Maybe the highway is a safer place than the news makes it out to be. Or maybe she’d just gotten lucky up to this point. 

As if on cue, a glowing neon MOTEL sign began to materialize in the distance. I had no idea which town we were approaching, but the thought of sleeping on a soft bed (or even a hard bed) was enticing. The urge to pull over was strong, especially when I saw the ‘$39.99’ sign tacked to the same pole as the neon MOTEL sign. Forty bucks for a good night’s sleep—how could I turn that offer down in my current condition? 

“Okay—fine,”  I  said,  caving  to  the  offer  as  if  I  was  a  castaway  being offered a real meal for the first time in five long years. 

So I pulled over and went into the motel lobby while Sandy waited in the  car.  I  rang  the  bell  and  waited,  and  a  minute  later,  a  chubby  older woman came out. “Want a room?” she asked. 

“Something with two beds, please,” I said. 

“We’ve only got two rooms left—both with a single queen-sized bed,” 

she said in a dry, uncaring voice. “There’s a hockey tournament in town this weekend. All the hotels from Salmon Arm to Merritt are booked solid. You want a room or no?” Judging by her blunt tone of voice, she didn’t seem too

keen for my business, or maybe she could just tell that I was desperate. I bit down on my tongue and considered the offer. 

Would I make Sandy sleep in the car? Or would I let her sleep in the bed with me? I’d shared a bed with people before. When I was a kid, I would share  a  bed  with  my  brother  whenever  we  went  on  family  trips.  In university,  I  shared  a  bed  with  my  roommate  for  two  months  while  our landlord  renovated  the  second  bedroom  in  our  flat.  On  a  few  different business  trips,  I  shared  a  bed  with  one  of  my  co-workers  because  the company  wouldn’t  pay  for  two  rooms.  And  never  had  anything  kinky happened, nor had there even been any awkward moments. Plus, I was so tired  as  I  stood  in  that  motel  lobby,  I  knew  that  I  would  fall  asleep  the second my head hit the pillow—so what difference did it make? 

“I’ll take the room,” I said. 

She took my credit card and charged me for the night. Then I pulled the car around to the room and spent a minute insisting that Sandy come inside to sleep. She kept saying that she was fine sleeping in the car, but I felt bad. 

I  knew  how  horribly  uncomfortable  that  little  car  was  to  sleep  in.  The backseat was the most comfortable option in the little sedan, but even the backseat was slanted and hard, with an annoying spring poking right up the middle. 

When I insisted the third time, I realized that I was possibly making her uncomfortable.  Maybe  she  thought  that  I  was  trying  to  lure  her  into  a bedroom so I could make a move on her. Maybe she was starting to think that I was one of the creeps that I was so afraid of. So I was about to stop pushing the idea of sharing a bed, then she suddenly said, “Okay—as long as you don’t mind.” 

The  room  was  small,  and  the  bed  was  certainly  smaller  than  a  queen. 

My heart stuttered when I saw the small bed, worried that Sandy was about to think that I tricked her into sleeping in a tiny bed with me. And then I tried  to  remember  if  I  even  told  her  that  the  bed  was  a  queen.  Now,  she didn’t seem to be too put off by the small bed. And it wouldn’t matter in a couple  of  minutes,  when  I  was  asleep.  As  soon  as  I  started  snoring,  she wouldn’t be worried that I was about to make some perverted move on her. 

She was in the bathroom now, inspecting the shower. “Maybe I’ll take a shower,” she said. 

“Go ahead,” I said. “I’ll probably take one in the morning. But now, I’m just going to go to sleep.” 

“Sounds good.” 

I grabbed a clean shirt and a clean pair of sweatpants from my bag in the car. When I returned, I could hear the shower running on the other side of the closed bathroom door. I turned out all of the light except for the little table lamp next to her side of the bed. I got under the covers and I closed my  eyes,  keeping  my  body  squashed  to  the  edge  of  the  bed,  so  she  had plenty of room to get in and be comfortable. I didn’t need to be comfortable

—I just needed the sleep. 

But I didn’t fall asleep as expected. I couldn’t force my mind to shut off. 

The image of her giant cock—trying to poke out from her tight jean shorts

—remained in my mind. I tried to push it away, but the image of her pretty face and long curly hair just replaced it. I could perfectly picture her bright, shining  eyes—like  the  blue-grey  ice  in  the  arctic.  How  could  those  eyes belong  to  a  biological  male?  How  could  those  plump  lips  have  ever  been labelled ‘male’? That cock—that could certainly be labelled male. Hell, that thing was bigger than most of the cocks I’d seen in porn videos. If I’d seen such a huge thing in a porno, I would have assumed it was fake. But that thing wasn’t fake. I watched it twitch and throb. I saw her foreskin pulling back as her cock stretched long and wide. 

But  why  couldn’t  I  get  the  image  out  from  my  head?  Why  was  it pestering me? Why was it stopping me from sleeping? I just needed to get through another six hours on the road and I would never see her again, so why  was  my  brain  wasting  precious  sleeping  time  mulling  over  her anatomy? 

I heard the running water stop, then I heard her bare feet stepping out from  the  shower.  I  looked  over  and  saw  the  shadow  of  her  naked  body moving around underneath the door. There was a big gap under that door. A part of me thought about taking my phone and slipping it under that door to snap a secret picture. I could see if that big cock was real or just a figment of my tired imagination. Of course I wouldn’t actually do it. I already felt like enough of a creep after rubbing her feet and giving her an erection. I couldn’t possibly take a step further into Pervert Land. Besides: I knew the

cock was there, so what exactly did I even want to see? Did I really want to see it again? Was it not bad enough that I’d already seen it once? 

When she stepped out from the bathroom, I shut my eyes and pretended to be asleep. I listened as she carefully traversed the room to the other side of  the  bed.  She  gently  pulled  back  the  covers  and  slipped  up  next  to  me. 

The bed was small and our skin was almost touching. I could feel the heat radiating off of her warm, clean body. She smelled like a woman: a little bit floral  and  a  little  bit  sweet.  She  rolled  over  slowly,  and  then  her  body grazed mine gently. I felt her bare skin, but it wasn’t the bare skin of her arm—it was the bare skin of her torso. Was she naked? Did she not put her clothes back on after getting out from the shower? 

I tried to think of a way to figure out if she was naked without making her think that I was awake. I thought about rolling over slowly and peeking under the covers without making a sound—but that would be too obvious. 

Then I thought about yawning and reaching back to feel her body—but that would be too creepy. The only way I could know for sure without making her think that I was a complete creep was to wriggle my body back as if I was trying to get comfortable in my sleep, and I could gently feel her body with the back of my arm. 

So  that’s  what  I  did,  and  it  turned  out  to  be  a  big  mistake.  She  was almost  naked—at  least  from  what  I  could  feel  with  the  back  of  my  arm when I nestled myself back. Her back was bare, but I could feel the strap of a  dainty  bra.  Against  my  lower  back  I  could  feel  the  band  of  her  panties, and  a  touch  of  her  soft  bum.  She  probably  didn’t  want  to  sleep  in  her clothes, seeing as she probably didn’t have many options to cycle through in her small bag. But now I was snuggled back into her, and I didn’t know how  to  get  away.  Why  didn’t  I  consider  this  predicament?  Why  did  I  let myself cuddle into her without an exit strategy? 

I remained still for the next ten minutes, trying to think of a way out. 

But  at  the  same  time,  I  was  enjoying  the  feeling  of  her  soft,  warm  body pressed  against  mine.  She  wasn’t  leaping  away  or  telling  me  to  scram. 

Maybe she liked the subtle cuddle. Maybe it wasn’t so bad. The motel room was  cold,  after  all.  The  air  conditioner  was  turned  on  and  the  dial  was broken, so it couldn’t be turned off—and that blanket wasn’t very thick. 

She rolled over, possibly asleep. Now I could feel her breath against the back  of  my  neck.  Her  breasts  were  pressed  against  my  back  now—only separated by the thin lace of her bra. Her thighs were touching my legs, but my sweatpants were keeping me safe from skin-to-skin contact. I listened carefully, trying to decide if she was asleep or if she was taking our little accidental  cuddle  to  the  next  level.  What  if  she  thought  I  snuggled  back intentionally?  What  if  she  thought  that  I  was  making  a  subtle  move  on purpose,  and  she  was  into  it?  The  idea  seemed  preposterous,  until  she reached her arm over my body, getting her hand right on my chest. 

I  became  tense  and  still,  with  my  eyes  wide  open.  Was  she  asleep,  or were  we  snuggling  like  a  real  romantic  couple?  Was  she  dreaming  about snuggling  up  with  Chris  Hemsworth,  or  was  she  thinking  about  IT

specialist, Darren? 

In  my  tired  and  confused  state,  I  made  a  bigger  mistake.  Instead  of squirming  forward,  away  from  her  embrace,  I  snuggled  back  further, nestling my bum into her lap. Why did I do that? What was I thinking? Did I  want  to  wake  her  up?  And  if  she  was  already  up,  did  I  really  want  her thinking that I wanted to cuddle with a biological boy? 

I felt her hand sliding down my body. She reached her hand up my shirt and began to caress my bare abs and chest. I have to admit: it felt nice. She had a gentle touch, and I couldn’t remember the last time a woman touched me in a sensual way. But I had to remind myself that she wasn’t entirely a woman. Though even with the reminder, I didn’t stop her. I didn’t want to stop her. I was now in the awkward situation, so it would be a waste not to try  to  enjoy  it—because  there  would  never  be  another  awkward  moment quite like this one. 

I was too tired to process what was happening—or maybe that was just the excuse I was using to allow the little snuggle to carry on. Her fingers reached down my abs, to the waistband of my sweats. She pushed her hand down, into my pants and across my pubic bone. I took a deep breath into my  lungs  as  her  fingers  slipped  onto  my  cock.  I  still  wasn’t  stopping  her, and now it seemed impossible to think that she was doing this in her sleep. 

And  it  also  seemed  impossible  to  think  that  she  thought  I  was  asleep.  No man could sleep through being caressed and fondled. 

She wrapped her hand firmly around my cock and began to massage it. 

It  felt  nice.  Each  little  stroke  felt  so  good,  even  though  I  knew  it  was  so wrong.  Why  wasn’t  I  stopping  her?  Was  I  dreaming?  Was  this  really happening? Was I about to wake up and find out that I was jerking myself off in bed next to her? My heart stuttered. It couldn’t be a dream. It felt so real—and  it  felt  so  good.  I  snuggled  further  back  into  her  body.  Now  I could feel something big against my bum. It was hard and getting harder. 

And my God, was it ever getting big! 

My heart was pounding ferociously now. I tried to take a deep breath in, but even my lungs were trembling. I reached back and felt the smooth skin of  her  hip,  down  her  thigh  and  back  again.  This  was  my  second  biggest mistake, letting her know that I was not only awake but into her. My biggest mistake came next, when I reached down into her panties and grabbed her cock. I squeezed it firmly and then I pumped it a few times. Then I let go suddenly, realizing I was crossing a line that was not to be crossed—but the damage was already done. Now she knew that I knew what she was hiding between her legs, and she thought that I was into it. 

She took my sweat pants and carefully pulled them down, exposing my bare ass. Then she pressed her gigantic cock against my butt crack. It was impossibly  warm,  and  I  could  feel  every  thick  vein  throbbing.  I  felt embarrassed. She was so much bigger than me. But maybe it wasn’t right to feel  embarrassed,  because  she  was  bigger  than  99%  of  the  world’s population. 

She  ran  that  big  cock  up  and  down  the  length  of  my  crack.  Then  she brought her hand to her lips and spat. My heart skipped a beat. Why was she  spitting?  What  did  she  plan  on  doing  with  that  saliva?  She  reached down and slicked her cock with her warm spit. Then she continued rubbing her  dick  up  and  down,  between  my  ass  cheeks.  She  drew  her  long,  thick stick down until her tip was against my asshole, and I finally realized what was happening—and for some reason (maybe the exhaustion), I didn’t even attempt to stop her. 

She began to push in. I clenched tight and groaned. But she was pushing hard,  and  I  didn’t  want  to  embarrass  her  by  rejected  her  penis.  So  after  a moment, I relaxed and she penetrated me. She felt even bigger inside of me than she felt outside of me. She only had her tip in, but it felt like she’d just jammed  an  entire  cucumber  into  my  asshole.  I  groaned  again,  squirming

slightly  and  clenching  as  much  as  I  could.  But  now  that  she  was  in, clenching was pointless. She started pushing her shaft into me. She used her hands  to  hold  me  firmly  in  place.  She  was  strong,  considering  how  petite she  was.  Considering  how  pretty  and  petite  she  was,  she  had  a  lot  of surprises. 

That  cock  was  sliding  deep  inside  of  me.  It  didn’t  hurt,  but  it  didn’t quite feel right. I didn’t love the feeling of my hole being stretched. I don’t think  assholes  are  designed  to  be  stretched  quite  so  wide.  Would  the damage  be  permanent?  Would  I  have  to  wear  diapers  from  now  on?  Or would it just take a week or two for my hole to squeeze back to its normal radius? 

She pushed in further and further and further. I didn’t think I could take anymore—and I was sure I could feel her long shaft pushing up towards my lungs. Then suddenly, I felt the soft mane of her red pubic hair against my bum. She had her entire monster penis inside of my body! 

She gently caressed my body. Then she started pulling out, all the way until her tip was just teasing my hole, and then she pushed herself back in. 

It was the strangest feeling: feeling completely stuffed as if I was about to explode, and then feeling completely empty, as if I was missing a massive part  of  my  insides.  After  a  minute  of  her  thrusting,  it  was  almost  a  relief whenever she was inside of me. Somehow it felt more normal when her big cock was filling my body than when I had nothing in me at all. 

Now,  she  was  thrusting  faster,  slamming  down  hard  with  each penetration.  Her  hard  pelvis  slapped  against  my  ass  each  time,  hurting  a little bit, but somehow feeling nice at the same time. I could feel a tingling developing  inside  of  me.  That  tingling  was  slowly  working  its  way  down my  shaft,  towards  my  tip.  It  felt  nice,  but  foreign  and  strange.  My  whole cock was starting to feel hot, as if I was holding back my pee. I squirmed and  groaned  as  that  strange  sensation  became  more  powerful.  She  was thrusting hard and fast now, gripping my sides to keep me in place. 

Then suddenly, she rolled me over onto my stomach and mounted me. 

She was sitting on top of me as if I was a limp horse. Her cock was pressed straight down, still deep inside of me, curving up impressively into my gut. 

My groaning was quickly becoming moaning. I loved the feeling of her on top  of  me,  dominating  me.  She  was  in  control,  and  I  was  hers  to  do

whatever  she  wanted  with.  She  leaned  forward  and  pressed  both  of  her hands against my back, pinning me down, and then she continued to pump. 

She had her knees planted firmly next to my hips, holding me straight. 

“Oh God,” I heard her moan. And then I heard myself moan the same thing. 

I didn’t want the fucking to end. I loved everything about it: her long cock  massaging  my  insides,  her  small  hands  pinning  me  down,  her  soft body rubbing against mine. I even loved her long hair tickling my back as it hung down, still damp from her shower. 

She dug her nails into the skin on my back. Her thighs closed hard on my body and I could feel her cock throbbing. I knew what was coming and I was ready for it. I wanted it. I needed to have it! 

And  I  got  it,  though  not  where  I  was  expecting  it.  She  pulled  out suddenly and then I felt her hot goo spraying all over my back—all the way up to my neck. Its possible some shots got into my hair, too—but I didn’t mind. I loved the way it felt, especially when it was drooling down onto my bare ass. 

The  room  became  silent.  She  carefully  slipped  back  underneath  the covers without saying anything. I rolled over, away from her, and then she cuddled up against my body, pressing her soft skin against my cum-covered back. That’s how we fell asleep, and that’s how we woke up. 

But  when  I  woke  up,  I  wasn’t  quite  as  excited  and  satisfied  as  I  was when I dozed off. Instead, I was terrified and full of regret. I’d allowed a biological boy to stuff me with his giant cock. And now I had to spend at least  another  six  hours  with  that  same  biological  boy  in  my  half-broken sedan. 

CHAPTER IV

I took a long shower before Sandy was awake, letting the warm water wash  the  dried  cum  off  of  my  back  and  out  of  my  hair.  I  kept  trying  to convince myself that the little romp was just a dream, and the cum on my back wasn’t real, but of course I knew it was real, and I knew I would have to awkwardly face Sandy as soon as it was time to hit the road again. It was going to be horribly awkward—maybe even too awkward for her to handle. 

I had a feeling she would find a way to skip out on that final stretch, and find another driver to take her to Vancouver—and maybe that would be for the best. 

I put on my cleanest shirt and my cleanest pair of underwear. Sadly, I hadn’t planned on this trip to take quite so long, so I didn’t pack enough to wear.  Thankfully,  I  still  had  that  one  last  outfit  that  didn’t  stink.  When  I stepped out from the bathroom, Sandy was sitting naked on the edge of the bed. She looked up and me and quickly covered her breasts and cock before I had the chance to jump back. 

“Sorry,” she said. “I thought you were going to be another minute. I’m just getting dressed.” 

“My  bad,”  I  said,  even  though  I  didn’t  do  anything  wrong.  Was  I supposed  to  knock  or  something?  How  could  I  know  that  she  would  be changing in the open? 

I waited a minute, and then she said, “Okay, I’m dressed.” During that minute, I came up with a good little speech that would convince her to find another  ride  to  Vancouver.  I  was  going  to  tell  her  that  I  didn’t  feel comfortable driving the sedan the rest of the way, and that I was going to take it to the nearest mechanic and wait a few days while it got fixed up. I had no idea if she would believe me, seeing as it was going to be a lie—I still planned on finishing that drive, to be home before dinnertime. 

But my speech went out the window when I saw her in her new outfit. 

She was wearing a little pink dress, which cut off just below the cusp of her perfect  bum.  The  dress  had  a  long  slit  down  the  front,  tied  up  with crisscrossing  laces,  to  tease  her  perfect  cleavage.  I  wondered  if  that

cleavage  was  the  result  of  hormone  pills  or  surgery.  Either  way,  it  looked amazing. 

And she had her hair tied up into a messy bun, showing off her beautiful face and her stunning eyes. In that moment, I wasn’t ashamed of letting her fuck  me;  instead,  I  was  proud  and  beaming.  My  lips  parted  but  no  words came out. Then she said, “Do I look okay?” 

I nodded my head quickly. “You look good. You look great,” I said. I could feel redness rushing into my cheeks. Why was I so flustered? I knew that she wasn’t really a woman, but I felt just as infatuated with her now as when I picked her up thinking she was really a girl. Hell, I think I was more into  her  now,  even  though  my  gut  was  churning  with  a  mixture  of  shame and regret. If I could go back in time and skip that romp—or even skip the stop at the motel altogether, I would. I didn’t want her thinking that I was into her, even though I was, and I didn’t want to feel into her. 

“We should hit the road,” I said, grabbing my bag and turning around quickly, so I wouldn’t spend too much time admiring her and slipping into another regretful situation. 

So  we  got  into  the  car  and  started  our  journey.  The  day  got  off  to  a rocky start. A block from the motel, my engine turned off. I had to pull over and look under the hood. I couldn’t spot anything wrong. The engine fired back  up  without  an  issue,  but  now  I  was  afraid  the  same  thing  would happen  in  the  middle  of  nowhere,  somewhere  in  the  mountains  between Merritt and Hope. All I could do was hope that it would work out. So we kept driving. 

We  stopped  in  Merritt  for  breakfast.  I  bought  Sandy  a  meal  at  Tim Hortons.  We  ate  while  we  drove.  As  soon  as  she  was  finished  eating,  she reached across the middle console and put her hand on my cock. I perked up. “W—What are you doing?” I asked. 

“I’m repaying you for everything you’ve done for me,” she said. And before I could say anything else, she pulled up the middle console and bent over,  burying  her  face  between  my  legs.  I  really  perked  up  when  she unzipped my fly and got my flaccid penis into her mouth. She sucked hard, bobbing her head quickly, slurping loudly. She buried her hand beneath my lap  and  used  it  to  play  with  my  ball  sack,  and  then  she  toyed  my  asshole with the tip of her finger. I nearly swerved off of the road when that tingling

set in. My legs trembled and buckled, but I managed to stay in my lane, still going as fast as I could—but even going as fast as I could, I was still being passed every thirty seconds, now on a four-lane highway. 

Drivers side-eyed me as they passed, and the semi drivers that went by got  to  see  a  little  extra,  looking  down  into  my  car  and  seeing  Sandy  bent over,  giving  me  head.  One  of  the  truckers  honked  his  loud  horn  as  he winked at me. He probably thought the blowjob was the reason I was going so slow—but really, my car was just a piece of junk. 

I  came  after  just  a  few  minutes,  filling  her  mouth  with  my  hot  load, which had been begging to be released since the moment she stepped into my car. She let the cum sit on her tongue for a moment before swallowing all  of  it.  She  opened  her  mouth  to  show  me  her  accomplishment,  making my heart stutter. I smiled with a dark red face. “That was nice. Thank you.” 

“It was nothing,” she said. “You’ve done so much for me—it was really the least I could do.” 

We kept driving, becoming silent now. The elephant was still in the car with us. We still hadn’t addressed that massive thing dangling between her juicy  thighs.  I  still  hadn’t  told  her  that  I  couldn’t  be  with  a  trans  girl.  I couldn’t bring her home to meet my parents and I couldn’t have my friends and  co-workers  know  that  I’d  ever  been  involved  with  another  penis.  I didn’t know how to tell her, so my plan was to remain silent until the trip was  over.  I  could  drop  her  off,  give  her  a  fake  phone  number,  and  then never speak to her or hear from her again. Was it a dick move? Sure. Was it the easiest solution? Absolutely. And I’m sure the guilt would vanish after a couple of days—or a couple of weeks at the most. 

Though I could see her through the corner of my eye now, looking at me with a grin. She had the wrong idea. I could see, even through the corner of my eye, that she thought this was going to be more than it was. She thought we were going to keep our little relationship going once in Vancouver. And as soon as she called whatever fake number I gave to her, she would think that I’d just been using her for sex. She would think that I was the biggest loser on the planet—the biggest waste of human skin. But what else could I do?  I  was  driving  her  across  the  country  and  feeding  her—was  that  not enough? The only reason I was allowing her to suck me off was because I

didn’t want the drive to be awkward. In a way, I was just saving her from an uncomfortable situation. 

We reached Hope around lunchtime. I was hungry and I needed gas, so I pulled into the small town. I scanned the fast food options, and then settled on cheap and quick burgers. I was about to eat mine in the car, then Sandy suggested we find a nice place to have a picnic, to get a break from the car for a bit, before the final couple of hours. I didn’t love the idea, thinking it sounded  a  little  bit  too  much  like  a  date  (and  she  had  already  gotten  the wrong idea), but getting out of the car for a bit sounded nice, so we took our burgers down the river about ten kilometres, to a little private spot, nestled between two cute mountains. 

We started eating. The scene was quiet, but she was looking at me with a  grin,  as  if  she  wanted  to  say  something.  I  did  my  best  to  pretend  like  I didn’t notice the grin. I didn’t want to lead her on any more than I already had. I ate quickly, hoping we could get on the road quickly. Then I stuffed my wrappers into the bag and hopped up to my feet. “Well, we’d better get on  the  road  so  we  can  beat  rush  hour  traffic.  It  gets  really  bad  on  the highway after about 2:00 PM.” 

She wasn’t quite finished her burger yet. She put it down on the hood of the car and then she grabbed the skirt of her dress and lifted it up. “Want to have a bit of fun before we go?” 

My  heart  skipped  a  beat.  I  looked  down  at  the  massive  bulge  in  her panties  and  then  I  tried  to  swallow  the  lump  in  my  throat.  I  tried  to  say something,  but  I  wasn’t  sure  what  to  say.  “Fun?”  I  ended  up  saying, sounding like a complete moron. 

“You  were  a  masseur,  right?”  she  said.  “Want  to  give  my  cock  a  nice massage?” 

My legs trembled. My head began swirling, sending my thought flying in every direction. I could feel my eyes glazing over, and I probably looked like an idiot. A part of me actually wanted to walk over and feel that cock, but I knew that would only make my situation worse. But could it make it any  worse  than  rejecting  her  right  before  the  last  leg  of  our  long  drive?  I didn’t  want  the  next  two  hours  to  be  horribly  silent.  I  didn’t  want  any tension  between  us—I  hated  conflict  more  than  anything.  So  the  best solution seemed to be to indulge, to play with her cock and satisfy her. Then

I could stick to my plan of parting ways with her and never speaking to her again. 

So I stepped forward and looked down at that bulge. She was smiling as she  watched  me,  biting  her  bottom  lip  gently.  I  reached  down  and  gently tugged her panties. A gentle tug was all that was needed to make her long shaft fall out. I grabbed it, feeling its warmth, and I began to tug it. It began to throb a few moments later. 

I was staring at it, unable to look away. It was the first time I’d seen it in the open, in the light of day. I could see every little detail: every vein and every ridge. It was a beautiful specimen, smooth in most places and rugged in others. It was curved upwards—possible from the way she was fucking me the night before. She was uncircumcised, but her foreskin pulled back cleanly as soon as she was erect. 

It was nearly as thick as her wrist, so I massaged it the same way that I would  massage  a  wrist,  back  when  I  worked  at  the  spa.  I  worked  my thumbs down the base of her shaft gently, and then pulled up with a firm grip.  She  moaned  slightly  when  I  rubbed  her  bulbous  tip.  Then  I  found myself  playing  with  her  thick  ball  sack  with  my  free  hand.  Now  I  was crossing another line, moving further into that ‘gay’ territory that I’d been so careful to avoid. 

And  it  got  worse.  I  sunk  to  my  knees  and  allowed  the  cock  into  my mouth. I sucked it in a strange state of euphoria. I loved the feeling of the thick  shaft  sliding  on  my  tongue  and  throbbing  against  the  inside  of  my cheek. I wanted to taste her cum, even though the thought of another man’s cum  was  completely  revolting.  Maybe  I  was  losing  my  mind.  Maybe  the hypnotising road had affected my psyche. 

She  moaned  louder.  I  pumped  with  my  fist  what  I  couldn’t  fit  in  my mouth—which was a lot. Her legs started to tremble. Then she grabbed my hair and pulled my head back, slipping her cock out from my mouth. She held my hair firmly—and it hurt a little bit, rendering me still. She grabbed her cock with her free hand and squeezed it firmly. Then, cum blasted out. 

She coated my face with her big, hot load. Big globs dripped down off of my chin. I opened my mouth so that I could get a little taste—and I got a little  taste.  It  was  sweet  and  salty,  and  very,  very  thick.  I  swallowed  it, wincing slightly, and then she finally released me. 

A moment later, she was holding out a tissue so I could wipe my face. 

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I got carried away. I didn’t mean to make such a big mess.” 

“It’s fine,” I said, wiping the cum off of my face. I felt embarrassed but strangely satisfied. 

She smiled, and then she kissed me when I stood up. Once our lips were locked,  they  remained  that  way  for  a  full  minute.  She  slipped  her  tongue into  my  mouth  to  get  a  taste  of  her  own  cum,  and  then  we  gently  pulled away from each other. “Do you have your own apartment in Vancouver?” 

she asked. 

I nodded my head. 

“Maybe I can stay there for a bit—with you,” she said. “I’ll make sure to repay you however you want me to.” She had a big grin on her face. I thought about the possibilities: fucking her every morning and every night

—letting her fuck me whenever she wanted to get off. I would be in heaven, playing with that monster cock every day, stroking it with my hand, sucking it with my mouth. 

But  it  just  wasn’t  right.  I  had  friends  over  all  the  time,  and  I  couldn’t have  them  knowing  that  I  was  involved  with  a  tranny—even  if  they  just thought  she  was  my  roommate  for  some  reason.  “I’m  sorry,  but  I  don’t think that’s a good idea.” 

Her smile disappeared. “Oh,” she said. “I didn’t mean to overstep.” 

“It’s  fine.  I  just—I  think  we  should  go  our  own  ways  once  we’re  in Vancouver.” I couldn’t believe I actually said it aloud. But I couldn’t stand keeping her in the dark. She needed to know that I couldn’t be with her. 

She  nodded  her  head  slowly,  looking  completely  defeated.  “Do  you mind if I ask why?” she said with that soft, timid voice that I remembered from our first few hours together. 

I shrugged my shoulders. “Because I—I just can’t be in a relationship right now.” 

“Is it because of the dick?” she asked bluntly. 

And  I  was  too  ashamed  to  lie  to  her.  So  instead,  I  just  shrugged  my shoulders. “We should get back on the road before rush hour starts up.” 

She  said  nothing  else.  She  got  into  my  car  and  turned  to  look  out  the window, refusing to make eye contact with me. I turned the key to start the engine, and then nothing happened. The car was dead. I tried again and then again, but it wouldn’t even make a clicking noise. 

“Shit,” I muttered. 

She looked over at me. “Why aren’t we going?” 

“The car’s dead. We need a tow.” 

I pulled out my phone, but I had no reception. We’d driven too far from the main road. “I guess we should start walking,” I said. I wasn’t surprised, but  I  was  disappointed.  It  had  been  a  trip  filled  with  disappointments.  Or maybe it was just karma striking me down for breaking the poor girl’s heart. 

CHAPTER V

It was a long, quiet walk to that highway outside of Hope. As soon as we reached the road, we parted ways. Sandy only said, “I’m going to head towards the city.” And I only said, “Okay.” And then we were walking in opposite  directions—with  her  headed  towards  Vancouver,  and  me  headed back towards Hope to find a towing service. Five minutes later, she was no longer in sight. 

I was lucky. Within ten minutes, a young woman who was driving to a family reunion in Saskatchewan picked me up. She had to stop in Hope for gas, so I got a ten-minute ride, saving me a few hours of walking. The local mechanic was open and he had his own tow truck, so we drove together to get  my  vehicle.  He  only  had  to  look  under  the  hood  for  thirty  seconds  to give me a diagnosis. “You’ll have to come back in a week—I need to order the part in,” he said. “Or you can have it towed to Vancouver, but that won’t be cheap.” 

“It’s fine. I’ll leave it,” I said. I figured I could hitchhike the rest of the way home and then make a trip out with a friend once the sedan was fixed and ready to be picked up. So I made my way back out to the highway with a  piece  of  cardboard  that  I  grabbed  from  behind  the  mechanic’s  shop.  I wrote Vancouver on the cardboard and then waited for a ride. 

My  luck  was  turning  out  to  be  much  better  that  afternoon—assuming you  don’t  count  the  car  breaking  down  and  the  relationship  with  Sandy deteriorating  in  a  matter  of  seconds.  A  car  stopped  only  a  minute  after  I stepped onto that highway. It was a long black minivan with a young family inside:  the  parents  sitting  up  front,  two  kids  in  the  middle,  and  now  me alone  on  the  back  bench.  The  kids  were  watching  cartoons  on  individual iPads,  and  didn’t  even  notice  me  stepping  into  the  car.  The  parents  were quiet up front, staring forward with nothing to say. I remained silent as well, not sure if it was my place to start a conversation. 

I  took  the  opportunity  to  take  a  nap.  I  closed  my  eyes  and  within minutes, I was asleep in the back of that minivan. I woke up the first time, briefly, when the family stopped for gas in Bridal Falls. I fell back asleep

instantly, as though I hadn’t slept in weeks—and maybe I hadn’t slept, not even in that motel room. Then I felt the van stopping again, but this time I couldn’t even be bothered to open my eyes. The door slid open and I felt the minivan  rock  gently  as  another  person  stepped  in.  “Go  ahead  and  make yourself comfortable back there,” said the father sitting in the front. 

But the person hesitated. 

“Is everything okay?” asked the mother in the front. 

“It’s fine,” a soft, gentle, and familiar voice said. I opened my eyes and saw Sandy standing in the doorway, crouched so she wouldn’t hit her head on the roof of the minivan. The same generous family picked us up. 

I  was  tempted  to  swear,  but  I  didn’t  want  to  be  rude  in  front  of  the children. I bit down on my tongue and forced a smile. Sandy quietly took the seat next to me. She stared into my eyes as the minivan began to drive again.  Now  I  was  starting  to  think  that  the  universe  was  torturing  me  for some  strange  reason.  Apparently  I’d  pissed  off  some  god,  and  now  I  was paying the price. Why couldn’t I just get home in peace? Why couldn’t I get away from Sandy? 

The father driving the car put on some light music and the kids turned up  the  volume  on  their  iPads  to  compensate.  The  mother  closed  her  eyes and fell asleep. Meanwhile, Sandy and I remained silent with our wide-eyed gazes facing forward. 

The minivan began to slow down. Up ahead, traffic was moving slowly. 

I  checked  my  phone’s  GPS  and  saw  that  traffic  was  backed  up  from Chilliwack  all  the  way  to  Vancouver.  My  phone  gave  us  a  three-hour estimate  to  get  to  Vancouver.  I  figured  I  could  get  out  in  Abbotsford  and take the bus to Surrey, and then the train to Vancouver. Sure, it would add some time, but at least I could get out of that minivan and away from Sandy sooner.  But  even  Abbotsford  was  two  hours  away:  two  hours  of  pain  and torture. 

It was thirty quiet and horrible minutes before I couldn’t take the silence anymore. I gave myself two choices: get out and find another ride, or find a way to make the drive less awkward. I decided to give the latter option a shot. “Sorry about before,” I said quietly. 

Sandy looked over at me. Her eyes narrowed slightly and I knew that she wasn’t accepting my apology. 

“I just… I have to be realistic,” I said. 

She made a pitiful smile and then turned away from me, as if to tell me that the conversation was over and there was nothing left to say. 

But  I  wasn’t  ready  to  accept  that  as  closure.  “I  mean—before  you decided to—you know—become a girl… Surely you knew that you weren’t going to be for everyone.” I regretted the words as soon as I said them. I meant them—but I could have worded my sentence in a nicer way. 

She  was  looking  at  me  again  with  those  narrowed  eyes,  still  saying nothing—but I knew exactly what she wanted to say: something along the lines of, ‘Then why did you sleep with me?’ To be fair, she slept with me first. She got into that bed and stuck her cock into my body. Sure, I played along and had some fun, but I never told her that I was willing to go any further  than  fun.  It  wasn’t  fair  of  her  to  think  that  our  little  romps  meant anything more than just fun—was it? 

The minivan became silent again. The father was humming along to a tune  on  the  radio  and  the  mother  was  still  asleep.  The  kids  had  their headphones on, with the volume turned up so high that I could clearly hear the dialogue damaging their poor little eardrums. They didn’t seem to care. 

Maybe the damage had already been done. 

Sandy  was  still  silent,  and  maybe  it  was  time  for  me  to  take  the  hint. 

Maybe I’d made my case and it was time to accept that we just weren’t on the  same  page.  She  clearly  didn’t  agree  with  my  way  of  thinking,  and  I wasn’t about to start agreeing with whatever was going through her head. If she seriously thought we would get to Vancouver and be a couple—that was her problem, not mine. Sorry I gave her the wrong idea, but if that’s all it took  for  her  to  get  the  wrong  idea,  she  was  going  to  have  a  hard  time  in Vancouver. 

“I’m going to Vancouver to get my last operation,” she said suddenly, breaking that awkward silence. 

“Operation?” I said. 

She motioned down to her lap. 

“You’re getting it removed?” I whispered, even though I knew no one could hear us in the back of that long, noisy minivan. 

She nodded her head and looked away with red, embarrassed cheeks. 

“Why?” I asked. 

CHAPTER VI

She looked at me with narrowed eyes again—but this time those eyes were filled with confusion, as if she couldn’t figure out why I was asking such a dumb question. Then she looked down at the ground and bit her lip. 

“People don’t like it,” she said. “Well—they like it at first—or maybe they just  pretend—and  then  when  it  comes  to  going  any  further,  they  say  the same thing you said to me.” She cleared her throat and turned to look out the window, likely just to hide her wet eyes from me. 

I bit down on my tongue. And then I thought for a moment about her predicament.  Would  it  make  a  difference?  If  she  had  the  monster  cock removed from between her legs, would things be different? If there was a pussy there, and no testosterone producing balls, could I be with her? What difference would it even make? 

The  question  burned  in  my  head.  I  couldn’t  seem  to  get  my  head wrapped  around  it.  I  started  wondering  if  there  was  any  operation  that would make a difference. And what if she could take a pill that would make her biologically indistinguishable from a woman? Would I be okay with her then? And if there was a pill that would make her go back in time and be born as a woman—what about then? 

She already looked like a woman. She had the mannerisms of a woman. 

She seemed to think and act like a woman. Her voice wasn’t perfect, but it was more-or-less feminine, and it would probably only get better with time. 

So  what  was  wrong  with  her  now?  Was  the  cock  between  her  legs  really what  I  couldn’t  accept  about  her?  I’d  sucked  that  cock  and  I’d  allowed  it into my body (with great pleasure), so I couldn’t possibly convince myself that the cock was really the problem. And my parents and friends—would they even be able to tell? I wasn’t able to tell until I saw the cock. 

Then,  as  we  inched  further  along  the  busy  highway  in  that  minivan,  I started thinking about her without the cock. It was an unfortunate thought. 

Her cock was one of her best assets. In those couple of days on the road, we had a lot of fun with that thick dangler. I liked the feeling of her snuggled up behind me with her long shaft pressed up against my bum. I didn’t love

the  idea  of  some  manufactured  hole,  which  would  need  to  be  artificially lubricated before every romp. 

“I have my consultation tomorrow at a clinic downtown,” she said after another quiet minute. 

I bit down on my tongue. Why did the idea of her going through with the  full  operation  make  me  so  sad?  What  difference  did  it  make  to  me? 

Maybe it made me sad because I knew it wouldn’t make her happy. I knew that she liked her long shaft—she wasn’t afraid to whip it out when it was time to have fun. And I knew that she liked being on top. Once the shaft was gone, she would be a bottom forever, and she would still have to come clean  to  every  potential  partner.  It’s  not  like  she  could  trick  a  guy  into thinking she was fully female for the entirety of a lifelong relationship. 

“Maybe I can come,” I said without looking over at her. 

After a short silence, she said, “Why would you want to?” 

I  shrugged  my  shoulders.  “I  just  have  a  feeling  the  doctor  will  try  to convince you to go through with the operation. His livelihood depends on it, after all. Maybe it would be good to have another opinion in the room, so you can weigh the pros and cons.” 

She was staring at me now—I could feel her gaze burning against the side of my face—but I was too afraid to look over and show her my dark red  cheeks,  even  though  she  could  probably  already  see  them.  “I  don’t understand,” she said. 

Finally, I looked over at her. “I don’t know. I just think you should keep it. You like it—and I like it. Just keep it, and if one day you’re really sure that you don’t want it, then get rid of it.” I shrugged my shoulders again and turned away, feeling my face getting even redder. 

“But you told me you didn’t like it,” she said. 

“I didn’t say that.” 

“You said it couldn’t work because of it.” 

And in that moment, I realized my fear of being with her had nothing to do with the cock. The cock was just an excuse—and it was probably just an excuse for the men before me, who now had her convinced she needed to chop it off if she ever wanted a chance at finding love. I was just afraid of

being with a transgender. I had no idea what my friends would think if they found  out.  I  had  no  idea  what  my  parents  would  say  if  they  caught  on.  I didn’t want to keep her a secret, and I didn’t want to have to worry someone would see the bulge in her skirt or her Adam’s apple or even just hear the slight masculine twang in her voice whenever we went out together. I was worried  about  living  in  a  constant  state  of  anxiety—and  the  guys  she  got involved with before me probably had the same fears. 

“Well?” she said. “If it’s not that, then what is it?” 

And  I  kept  thinking,  trying  to  come  up  with  a  good  answer  for  her: something  honest  that  would  make  her  feel  better  about  herself.  But  I couldn’t just tell her that it was the fact she was trans—that would be much, much  worse.  That  was  basically  saying  that  there  was  no  operation  that could help her case… though maybe that was true. 

But as I thought, I began to realize that she wasn’t the problem at all. I was the problem. It was an irrational fear in my own head that was holding me back from having her. It was my thinking that needed to change, not her body. Why was I so afraid of people knowing I was with a transgender girl? 

Why  did  I  care  so  much  about  what  my  friends  would  think,  or  what  my parents would say? I only saw my parents twice a year. And friends come and  go.  Opportunities  like  the  one  sitting  next  to  me  now—those  don’t come and go. Sandy was a once-in-a-lifetime chance. There would never be another girl like her. I had feelings for her that I’d never felt before. 

She was staring at me, still expecting an answer to her question. “You don’t need to change anything,” I said. “I like you the way that you are.” 

“But you don’t,” she said. 

“Come and stay with me in my apartment. You can stay as long as you want—forever  if  you  want.  And  if  you  really  want  to  go  to  that consultation, I’ll go with you.” 

Her eyes were glowing now, but the reluctance was still obvious on her face. “But what about the stuff you said to me back in Hope?” 

“That was just nonsense. It was just anxious rambling. I’m sorry I said what I said. I didn’t mean any of it. Well—maybe I did, but I don’t mean it now. I was just afraid, and maybe I’m still a little bit afraid. But I know one thing for sure: I don’t want you to change. I like you the way that you are. 

My friends might think that I’m a weirdo, and my parents might try to make me reconsider, but I don’t want to lose you again. I don’t want to watch you walk away from me again.” 

For a second, her lips curled into a smile and her eyes glistened. Then she bit her lip and turned her head away. “I just don’t know,” she said. 

I reached out and gently grabbed her hand, slipping my fingers between hers. Maybe she didn’t believe me. Maybe she thought that I would change my mind as soon as things started to get serious. All I could do was prove her  wrong,  assuming  she  would  give  me  the  opportunity  again.  After  a moment, she squeezed my hand back. “Give me a shot.” 

She  stared  into  my  eyes.  My  heart  stuttered  as  I  looked  into  those mystifying blue orbs. “Don’t let me down,” she said, letting that smile slip again. 

Our relationship was put to the test that evening, when we finally made it  to  my  apartment.  A  friend  of  mine  was  standing  at  the  door  to  my building. I was holding Sandy’s had as we walked up and he turned to face us. “Darren!” he said. “I was just looking for you. I was wondering if you had a chance to fix that laptop I dropped off last week. I really need it for this project I’m starting up… Sorry—who’s this?” 

He  was  looking  at  Sandy  now.  His  gaze  drifted  down  to  our  locked hands. And I have to admit: I was tempted to release that hand, worried he would see that she was trans and then run off to tell all of my other friends about  the  controversy.  But  instead,  I  held  on.  After  that  initial  anxiety fluttered away, I found myself hoping that he would see that she was trans and  that  he  would  go  and  tell  everyone,  just  to  get  that  annoying  little obstacle  out  of  the  way  as  soon  as  possible.  Maybe  it  was  inevitable  that people would find out. The sooner they found out, the sooner I could stop worrying about it. 

“This is Sandy,” I said. I didn’t let go of her hand. 

“Terry,”  he  said,  reaching  out  to  shake  her  hand.  He  looked  at  me.  “I didn’t know you had a girlfriend.” 

I smiled and shrugged my shoulders. “There’s a lot you don’t know.” 

“I can come back for that laptop,” he said. “I didn’t realize you were on a date.” 

“I’ll have it ready for you tomorrow afternoon,” I said. “I got wrapped up with a work thing.” 

“No worries,” he said. He took another glance at Sandy, pausing for a moment. Maybe he could tell she wasn’t fully female. Maybe he could see what  I  couldn’t  see—what  so  many  drivers  on  the  highway  could apparently  see.  Maybe  she  was  only  beautiful  in  my  eyes.  Did  it  make  a difference?  Why  would  I  care  if  my  friends  saw  something  completely different  from  what  I  could  see?  To  me,  she  was  unbelievably  gorgeous. 

What else could a person want? 

I didn’t wait until we were in the building to kiss her. Though I did wait until we were in my apartment before pulling down my pants and letting her stick her long, smooth erection up into my tight hole. She pumped me until cum was drooling down my legs, then we switched positions. I didn’t last long. How could I last long? My heart was pounding with adrenaline and lust,  and  she  was  the  most  beautiful  specimen  I’d  ever  seen.  I  ended  up filling her tight back door with hot cum, and then we showered together and I told her that I loved her before we went to sleep. She said it back, making my heart swell. 

THE END

BILLIONAIRE GAMES

Clive, Rachael, Ken, and Marko go to the same pub every evening after work. It’s a quiet pub, usually empty save for the bartender and the couple of drunken regulars slumped over the bar. So Clive isn’t too upset when he loses a work bet and has to go to the bar dolled up in Rachael’s clothes and makeup. 

What  starts  out  as  a  silly  night  suddenly  turns  serious  when  a  rich billionaire walks in, looking for two men and two women to have some fun with, back at his gigantic mansion. He’s willing to pay a million dollars if the group of friends can complete every raunchy task. And if they’re going to  get  paid,  Clive  is  going  to  have  to  stay  in  character  so  the  billionaire doesn’t realize the stunning blonde isn’t a woman at all. 

CHAPTER I

I  lost  the  bet—a  bet  I  never  even  wanted  to  take  in  the  first  place.  I hardly  agreed  to  the  conditions,  and  I  was  under  the  influence  of  alcohol when  the  bet  was  made,  so  surely  that  should  have  made  the  whole agreement void. 

But no one had any sympathy for me. My friends all wanted to see me dolled  up  in  lingerie  and  a  slutty  blonde  wig  and  some  makeup  so  they could  have  a  good  laugh.  And  now  they  were  having  that  laugh  as  we walked up to the bar while I wobbled in the incredibly tall high heels. At least  they  had  the  decency  to  let  me  wear  a  light  jacket  over  my  skimpy lingerie, so that icy winter wind would only sting a little bit. 

I could feel my skin turning white. None of my three friends seemed to care  that  I  was  teetering  on  the  edge  of  hypothermia.  They  thought  the bumps on my exposed and recently shaved thighs were funny. “I’m fucking freezing,”  I  said,  hoping  I  could  drum  up  some  sympathy.  But  they  just laughed, and then Marko said, “We’ll be at the bar soon, sweetheart.” 

I  mumbled  something  very  profane  under  my  breath.  It  was  Marko’s fault that I was stuck in this humiliating position. The bet was his idea, and he was the one who rigged it against me—at least I was fairly certain the whole thing was rigged against me, though I had no way to prove it. It just seemed very strange to me that he would suddenly get calls from some of our biggest ever clients on the very day of our wager to see who could drum up more business in a single day. 

Then there was Rachael, who always put up big numbers—we all knew that she wasn’t going to be the loser. And Ken was probably in on the whole scheme as well. He came into work late, but still managed to whip up some of the biggest sales of his short office supply selling career. They all knew something I didn’t, so they decided to have some fun with me; at least that was my theory, but I still had no way to prove it. 

“The  loser  has  to  dress  up  like  a  girl  at  the  Bone  Yard,”  Marko  said when he made the bet, as we were leaving the Bone Yard the night before. It was  the  bar  we  went  to  after  work  every  night.  On  weeknights,  it  was

basically  our  bar.  The  whole  place  would  remain  nearly  empty  from  6:00

PM until 2:00 AM, when the bar closed down. Of course there was Richard and  Mike  at  the  bar:  the  local  alcoholics  who  never  left  the  bar.  The  odd bum would walk in off the street and pay for a single beer with pennies and nickels. But otherwise, the place belonged to us, so I wasn’t too upset about the idea of sitting for a night in Rachael’s lingerie. 

Though I didn’t love that the satin special occasion panties she gave me to  wear  were  a  bit  crusty  where  her  pussy  was  meant  to  go,  as  if  some random man’s cum had oozed out from her snatch and dried up there. I kept assuring myself that it was just dried up pussy juice, but it had a white tinge to it and I’m pretty sure no woman naturally secretes white fluid—but I’m certainly no doctor. 

The only upside to my awkward dilemma was that I got to take the last hour  off  of  work.  Unfortunately,  that  hour  was  spent  in  the  women’s bathroom with Rachael, getting my face dolled up. She took her time and used about fifty different products. She even surprised me by plucking my already  thin  eyebrows.  “Nothing  permanent,”  I  told  her,  and  she  just grinned as if she didn’t care even a little bit about my situation. 

I have to admit, she did good work. I actually looked a little bit like a girl when she was finished. And for the first time, I believed that she really did  work  in  film  as  a  makeup  artist  before  moving  to  Regina  to  work  in office  supply  sales.  Apparently  she  wanted  something  steadier,  though  I never could for the life of me figure out why she would want steady income in Regina over an exciting career in Vancouver. Then again, I was living in Regina and making a steady income, so maybe I could understand it. 

The wig was a bit itchy at first. It was long and made from real human hair, which made me squirm a little bit. I couldn’t help but imagine some poor  Indian  woman  being  forced  to  shave  her  head  so  that  some  mogul could make a few extra bucks. 

“I  look  like  a  drag  queen,”  I  said  to  Rachael,  running  my  fingers through my hair. 

“You do not!” she snapped, becoming instantly defensive, as if I’d just criticized her most precious artwork. I knew how angry Rachael could get

—being a second generation Scot and all—so I didn’t make the mistake of criticizing my appearance again. 

The  guys  laughed  hysterically  at  me  when  I  came  out  from  the bathroom, then Rachael gave the two of them all a narrow-eyed glare and the laughter stopped. “You look good, Clive,” said Ken, biting his tongue to hold back his laughter. Marko nodded his head in agreement, pressing his lips thin while his face turned a shade of dark red. 

“Laugh it up,” I said. And then Rachael nudged me in the ribs with her elbow, reminding me that I was supposed to be using my girly voice. So I repeated myself in the soft, feminine voice I’d spent the past hour practising in the bathroom while Rachael dolled me up

“I bet you’ll actually convince a few people you’re a real girl,” Marko said. “If I didn’t know any better, I would probably check your ass out.” He gave me a slap on the ass, taking me by surprise, eliciting another bout of laughter from everyone but myself. 

“Let’s just get to the bar so I can get a few drinks in me,” I said, using that practised voice again. 

The initial humiliation was certainly the worst of the evening—at least I thought it was. When we walked into the Bone Yard, the bartender checked me out and then said, “A bit under dressed for the weather, no?” 

I forced a smile and nodded my head as he looked down my body. “But with a body like that, I think we could do a drink or two on the house. What can I get you?” 

Marko,  Ken,  and  Rachael  all  started  snickering.  Then  the  bartender looked up at them with red cheeks. “What? What’s so funny?” 

“Don’t  you  recognize  her,  Benny?”  Ken  asked  between  childish snickers. 

The bartender looked at me again. He shook his head and shrugged his shoulders. “I think I’d remember a pretty girl like her.” 

My  co-workers  erupted  with  laughter,  and  then  Ken  threw  down  the punch line. “You want to take Clive on a date then?” 

Clive’s face became dark red and his gaze shot away from me. Even I had a bit of a laugh after the shock wore off. Apparently I really did look like a girl. It was funny—except for the fact that it wasn’t funny at all. If I could look like a girl with some makeup, a wig, and some lingerie, did that mean that I had a girly body? Did I have a girly face? Could that explain

why  I  was  still  single?  Was  this  whole  rigged  bet  just  some  cruel  way  of letting me know that I looked better as a girl than I did as a guy? 

“Awe, fuck you guys,” said Benny the bartender, waving us off. “You can pay for your drinks then.” 

“What’s the matter, Benny? You aren’t transphobic, are you?” And there was some more laughter. 

“You  going  to  order  drinks  or  no?”  Benny  said,  suddenly  scrubbing  a clean  glass  while  he  waited  for  my  friends  to  get  over  themselves.  We ordered beers and then we migrated towards a table in the corner—the same table we usually drank at, unless there was an important hockey game on the little TV above the bar. 

Richard  and  Mike  turned  to  check  me  out,  but  their  horny  gawking didn’t get under my skin because I knew they were drunk and looking at me with foggy beer goggles. Richard, with his scruffy beard, nearly fell off of his stool while trying to check out my legs. 

“What’s up, Rich?” Ken hollered from across the bar. “What would you pay for a night with a girl like this?” 

“What’d you pay?” Richard called back, and we all laughed. I drank my beer quickly and ordered a second. After my third, the embarrassment was practically  gone.  My  cheeks  still  turned  red  whenever  someone  cracked  a joke  about  my  appearance,  but  we  were  all  having  fun.  I  even  decided  to have a bit of fun with my unfortunate situation. On my way back from the bathroom, I went to the bar to tease Benny a little bit. I leaned over the bar and  gently  ran  my  fingertip  around  my  empty  glass.  “Think  I  could  have another little squirt, Benny?” I asked in my most seductive voice. “Maybe on the house?” 

He waved me off, grunting. “Laugh it up, laugh it up,” he said, pouring me a drink. He slid it to me and said, “This one is on the house—but don’t get any funny ideas.” 

I blew him a kiss, and then I broke character for a moment while I had a laugh.  He  laughed  along,  and  I  suddenly  wasn’t  so  bummed  about  losing the bet. We were having fun. Sure, most of the fun was at my expense, but the alcohol helped to mitigate that bit of anxiety. Maybe I did look like a girl, but there are worse things—right? I knew I could bulk up at the gym if

I was really worried about it. And I could grow a beard if I really wanted to hide my soft jawline. I’m sure lots of guys have feminine features and they have no idea. 

The alcohol helped to keep me in character. I was getting better with my mannerisms, and I think my voice was getting better too. I started crossing my legs, letting my heeled feet dangle in the air. Whenever I spoke, I would wave my hand, pointing my fingers to show off my painted fingernails. The laughter  was  getting  louder  from  everyone.  We  ordered  more  drinks.  Ken was suddenly sitting beside me with his arm over me. He jokingly said, “It’s too bad you aren’t a real girl. You could be my girlfriend.” We all laughed. 

Then I reached over and flirtingly ran my finger up his thigh and over his crotch.  “You  probably  couldn’t  handle  me,”  I  said,  and  we  all  laughed again. 

Maybe  we  were  toeing  the  line  between  funny  and  awkward,  but  fun was still being had. The bar seemed more lively than usual, even though we were  the  only  people  in  it  (unless  you  count  Richard  and  Mike).  It  was nearly midnight when Rachael finally said, “We should pay the tab. We’re on the clock in eight hours.” 

“One more drink,” Ken insisted. 

Rachael  looked  at  the  time  on  her  phone  and  squirmed.  “I  think  I’m going to call it a night.” 

“No! Rachael, you have to stay for one more drink. We’re having fun—

and Timothy isn’t in tomorrow, so we can slack off a bit.” Timothy was our manager. “One more drink. Please? I’ll even show you a car trick!” 

Ken pulled out a deck of cards, which was starting to look worn out. He was always whipping that deck out. He quickly shuffled the cards, turned them towards himself to ensure they were shuffled, and then he turned them towards Rachael. “Pick a card and don’t tell me what you picked.” Rachael rolled  her  eyes  and  shook  her  head.  She  knew  she  wasn’t  going  to  be impressed because it was the same trick Ken always played—hardly a trick at all, really. 

“Do I have to?” Rachael asked. 

“C’mon. Indulge me.” 

So she picked a card. Then Ken said, “It’s a three of clubs. Am I right?” 

“You know you’re right,” Rachael said, sounding unenthused. The trick

—if  you  can  call  it  that—was  impressive,  but  Rachael  was  right:  it  was getting old. Ken had a phenomenal memory. He could look at a spread of fifty-two cards for a mere second and somehow memorize the exact order they  were  in.  Maybe  it  was  some  form  of  autism,  or  maybe  it  was  just  a phenomenal skill. At work, he would memorize sales reports and then come into  meetings  with  nothing  but  his  super  brain.  It  was  a  nice  little  party trick, but it wasn’t very useful beyond that. 

“I’m working on some more tricks. I’ll show them to you if you stay,” 

Ken said. “Just stay for one more drink.” 

Rachael squirmed again, checking her time again as if it had changed. 

“Okay—one more drink,” she said. We all cheered. 

Ken jumped to his feet, ready to order another round of drinks, and then the front door of the bar swung open and a tall figure stepped in. Suddenly, the place became silent. We all turned to look at the man, who was wearing a black suit and a black tie. 

CHAPTER II

He wore his long hair slicked back, and he was perfectly clean-shaven. 

He  scanned  the  bar  slowly  before  looking  down  at  his  wrist  to  check  the time on his glittering watch. Then he looked up at the bar again. “Are you still serving food?” he asked. His voice was deep and it almost sounded like he had the makings of a British accent. 

“The fryer is still running if you want some fries or onion rings,” Benny said. The rest of us just watched and listened, as if something was about to go down. The newcomer had a strange aura about him. He seemed out of place. Maybe it was the expensive suit and the diamond-studded watch. Or maybe it was the neatly slicked hair and the fancy accent. He turned to look at us, and then we all looked away quickly, apparently all feeling that same strange intimidation. 

“I’ll  have  some  fries,”  the  man  said.  “And  three  fingers  of  your  best scotch.” He walked over to a table on the other side of the small bar. He sat up  straight,  but  he  didn’t  remove  his  suit  jacket.  He  seemed  perfectly content  waiting,  not  even  pulling  out  his  phone  to  check  e-mails.  He  was just staring at the little television above the bar, watching the looping sports highlights. 

Our energetic vibe never came back. We started drinking our new beers, but  the  roaring  laughter  was  gone,  along  with  the  playful  roleplaying. 

“Think Timothy will notice the uptick in sales from this week?” Ken asked, flipping the topic back to the office just to kill the silence. 

“I doubt it. He never even looks at the quarterlies. Hopefully we see a difference on our commissions though,” Rachael said. 

“Do you have my clothes with you, or did you leave them back at the office?” I asked Rachael. 

She forced a smile, showing me her teeth. “Sorry—I left them in a bag at the office,” she said. “We can share an Uber though, so you won’t have to walk home like this.” 

“That would be great,” I said. 

We  were  all  silent  for  a  moment  while  we  sipped  our  drinks.  Then  I looked  up  and  noticed  the  wealthy  newcomer  staring  in  our  direction.  I wondered  if  he  was  checking  me  out.  I  looked  away  quickly,  worried  I would  give  him  the  wrong  idea.  I  was  tempted  to  yell  to  him,  to  let  him know that I was only dressed up because of a bet, but I knew I would never see  him  again  so  there  was  no  sense  in  wasting  any  energy  defending myself. 

“Any  plans  this  weekend?”  Marko  asked  the  group,  just  to  kill  the silence once again. 

We  all  shook  our  heads.  “I  think  I’ll  go  to  the  farmer’s  market  on Saturday morning. But that’s all I’ve gone planned,” Rachael said. And then the silence returned. How could one stranger completely destroy such a fun vibe? How could the presence of a man dramatically change the energy of an entire room? 

“Maybe I’ll go wash the makeup off and take off the wig,” I said. 

Then  Marko  snapped  his  fingers  and  pointed  at  me.  “Hey!  You’re supposed to stay in character all night—and that goes for the voice too.” I think  it  was  his  attempt  at  drumming  up  the  excitement  again,  but  it  was unfortunately gone. But still, I played along. 

“Sorry,  darling—I  forgot,”  I  said  in  my  girly  voice.  But  I  didn’t  get more  than  a  slight  snicker.  The  vibe  was  gone  and  the  strange  newcomer was to blame. 

He  was  looking  at  us  again,  seemingly  staring  at  me  with  a  narrowed gaze. But he wasn’t just looking at me. Sometimes I would look up and see him  looked  at  Rachael,  and  then  sometimes  he  was  looking  at  Ken  or Marko. He didn’t seem to be shy. It almost seemed like he was waiting to be invited over. But if he could kill a fun night by walking into the room, I certainly  wasn’t  about  to  invite  him  over  to  see  what  kind  of  damage  he could create face-to-face. 

“That dude is pretty weird, huh?” Ken whispered. “He’s been staring at me since he came in.” 

“No, he’s been staring at  me,” Rachael said. “I’m pretty sure he’s going to come and ask me out. I can always tell when a guy is thinking of asking me out.” Rachael was a pretty, young woman. She had long dark hair and

big glossy eyes. Men were always asking her out. In fact, a number of men had  quit  working  at  the  office  shortly  after  attempting  to  ask  her  out  on dates. It was such a big problem that our boss had to tell her to stop putting on so much makeup, and to wear tamer outfits, even though she rarely wore anything  but  a  pencil  skirt  and  a  blouse.  “You’ve  giving  men  the  wrong idea,” our boss said to her. She was upset about the remark for a solid week

—but  our  boss  had  a  point:  her  attractiveness  was  bad  for  business.  But even with no makeup on, and jeans instead of a skirt, she was still the most attractive face in the building. 

“He’s been staring at all of us,” I said. As I said it, the stranger’s gaze turned  to  me  again,  making  my  skin  buzz  with  a  cold  vibration.  He  was almost done his fries and his beer. I was hoping he would leave so our little party could kick off again. 

“Maybe  he’s  into  trannies,”  Marko  said  with  a  big  smile.  “Maybe  he wants to diddle Clive’s pee-pee.” 

Ken laughed, nearly spewing out his beer. 

“He probably can’t tell that Clive is even a man,” Rachael said with her chin tilted up high. “She looks perfectly feminine as far as I can tell.” She was  trying  to  compliment  herself.  Whether  or  not  she  was  correct,  I  still wasn’t entirely sure. 

Suddenly,  the  man  stood  up.  My  stomach  turned  quickly,  worried  the man  could  hear  our  joking  around.  Was  he  about  to  come  to  our  table  to ream us all out? Or was he actually coming to ask Rachael out on a date? 

Or was he just going to pay his tab and leave? I was hoping for the latter option—though it would have been fun to watch the man stutter through a date  proposition  with  Rachael.  It  was  always  fun  watching  men  trip  over their words while trying to talk to the office beauty. 

“He’s coming over,” Marko hushed, as if he was warning his cheating classmates  that  the  teacher  was  coming  by.  We  all  perked  up  and  became silent. He really was coming over. But why? It was nearly 1:00 AM? What could  such  a  man  have  to  say  to  a  group  of  lower-middle-class  office workers? 

“Excuse me,” he said with his almost-accent. 

We  all  looked  up  at  the  man  slowly.  We  were  silent,  apparently  all waiting for someone else to accept the duty of being the one to speak back. 

“What’s up?” Marko finally said. 

“How’s  your  night  going?”  the  man  asked  after  a  short  pause.  In  that moment, I was sure that Rachael was correct: that he was there to pull her away from the rest of us so he could ask her out on a date. 

“Fine,” Marko said. We all nodded in agreement. Rachael kept her head turned away, apparently afraid to make eye contact so the man wouldn’t get the  wrong  impression.  But  she  was  probably  giving  him  the  wrong impression by looking away, looking shy as if she was flustered by the man. 

The man nodded his head and continued to linger over us. I could smell his expensive cologne. He literally smelled like fresh money and whiskey and mahogany. His skin was perfectly clear, as if it belonged on a robot in some sci-fi movie. 

“Can we help you with something, man?” Ken asked, taking a sip from his beer. 

“I was actually hoping that I could pay your tab for you. I suppose I’m feeling somewhat generous tonight.” 

We were all silent for a moment, and then Marko said, “Sure. I wouldn’t complain about that.” 

“You really don’t have to do that,” said Ken. Then Marko nudged Ken with his elbow. 

The  man  scanned  our  faces.  When  he  looked  into  my  eyes,  my  heart trembled. I wondered if the others felt the same sensation. 

“I  would  be  my  pleasure,”  the  man  said.  So  we  all  nodded  our  heads and waited for the man to go off to pay our tab. But he wasn’t leaving, as if he was waiting for some sort of praise. Was that all he wanted? Praise? Was he just going around trying to be kind so that people would praise him? Was he really such a narcissist? 

“Okay, man. Have a good night,” Ken said, forcing a smile and nodding his head. I was starting to feel genuinely creeped out. The man was acting like an alien that just came down to earth and was now trying to convince humans that he too was a human. 

“There’s one other thing,” the man said, looking down at his feet for a moment,  finally  looking  away  from  our  faces,  giving  us  a  moment  of reprieve. And I was sure he was about to ask Rachael out on a date. “I was wondering  if  the  four  of  you  would  be  interested  in  making  some  money tonight.” 

“We have to work in the morning,” Rachael said. 

“Well,  it  would  only  take  a  few  hours,  and  I  assure  you  it  would  be worth taking work off tomorrow. I’ll pay you well.” 

“It’s really late, man,” Marko said. “But thanks for the offer.” 

The man looked at Marko with dark eyes. “You haven’t heard the offer yet,” he said. 

The  silence  returned.  Marko  shrugged  his  shoulders.  “Okay.  What  is it?” 

“One  million  dollars,  split  four  ways,”  he  said,  grinning  slightly.  My heart bounced. I had about fifteen thousand dollars of credit card debt, and another fifteen of student load debt—so I couldn’t help but perk up. Though I had a feeling the man was just screwing with us. He wasn’t a millionaire. 

His  suit  was  probably  from  Hong  Kong  and  his  watch  was  probably  a plastic replica bought in some alleyway in New York City. Maybe he was some  YouTube  guy  doing  some  social  experiment,  with  a  cameraman hidden outside of that big bar window. I looked over at that window now, but it was too dark outside to see anything. 

“Okay, man, that’s really funny. Have a good night, okay?” Marko said. 

“Wait,” Ken said. “Let the man speak.” 

Marko laughed. “Give me a break. You aren’t buying this, are you?” 

“What? Just let him speak,” Ken said, and then Marko scoffed. 

After  another  short  silence,  the  man  continued.  “I’ve  actually  been looking all night for two men and two women for a bit of an… experiment. 

I’ve got this party this weekend, but I need to test out my… facilities before I can confidentially have my acquaintances over.” 

We  all  stared  at  the  man.  “Be  more  specific,”  Ken  said,  apparently genuinely interested in the offer. And I wasn’t surprised to see that Ken was perked  up  in  a  desperately  optimistic  way.  He  had  a  gambling  problem. 

Whenever I walked by his desk, I saw Poker Stars running on his computer. 

He played with real money. He bought scratchers whenever he went to buy smokes. He once told me that he lost a thousand bucks on a horse race. I’m sure a quarter million dollars would solve a lot of his problems, at least until he  blew  it  all  on  some  bet  or  another.  Hell,  he  wanted  to  make  the  office wager about money, and not some humiliation bet to see who had to go to the bar dressed in Rachael’s lingerie. 

I  squirmed  in  my  seat,  feeling  that  dried  cum  (or  maybe  it  was  pussy juice)  against  my  taint.  I  didn’t  like  this  well-dressed  stranger.  There  was something off about him. Even if he was a wealthy millionaire, I still didn’t want to go anywhere near his house. I didn’t want to end up being murdered and eaten by him and his twisted millionaire friends. 

“Well,  first,  let  me  show  you  the  money,  so  you  know  that  I’m  being serious.”  He  reached  into  his  jacket  pocket  and  pulled  out  a  thick  wad  of money. A little piece of paper wrapped around the wad said ’$10,000’. “The rest is at my house. But if it would make you feel comfortable, you could take this now as a sort of collateral. However, if even one of you backs out or breaks the rules before the deal is done, then no one gets paid.” 

He  handed  the  wad  to  Ken.  Ken  stared  at  it  closely,  with  wide  eyes. 

Then he turned to the bar and called Benny over. Benny came slowly. The bar  was  completely  silent  now.  “Benny,  look  at  this  money.  You  know counterfeit bills, yeah? Is this real?” 

Benny took the wad and looked closely. He squinted his eyes and held the cash up to the light. Then he nodded his head. “It looks real to me.” On the  wall  beneath  the  little  television  was  a  collection  of  counterfeit  bills Benny had collected over the years. Apparently the wad wasn’t about to go up there. 

“Shit,” Ken said. 

Now  Marko  was  perked  up,  no  longer  slouched  into  his  seat.  “It’s seriously real?” he said. 

“Yes. And there’s more of it at my house,” the rich man said. “A quarter million  for  each  of  you.  But  I’m  going  to  be  honest:  it  might  be  a  bit awkward, especially if you all work together.” 

“What is it? What do you want us to do?” Marko asked. 

The  man  smiled  and  his  cheeks  turned  red.  “Well,  I’ve  got  some equipment.  It’s  sexual  equipment,  and  it  needs  to  be  tested  out.  Also,  for what I’m paying, I would expect the four of you to follow my orders for the night, so I would hope that you aren’t too shy with one another. I just need two young men and two young women.” 

“No way. Not doing it,” Rachael said, folding her arms and shaking her head. “Thanks anyway.” 

“Rachael!” Ken snapped. 

“What?” Rachael said, glaring at Ken with her dark Scottish gaze. 

“A million bucks! You aren’t going to seriously turn down that kind of money, are you?” 

“It doesn’t matter anyway because Clive isn’t—” 

Before Rachael could finish her thought, Marko shushed her. “I’m not what?” he said with wide eyes. Then he turned to the rich man. “I’m Clive, by the way.” He laughed awkwardly before turning back to Rachael with a tightly clenched face. “What is it, Rachael? What am I not? Why can’t you just  suck  it  up  so  we  can  all  make  a  quarter  million  dollars  in  tax-free cash?” 

Rachael  was  silent  for  a  moment.  She  looked  from  Marko  to  me  and then back at the rich man. “Are you a pervert or something?” she said. 

The man laughed, and then Ken said, “Rachael! Don’t be rude!” 

“If  this  makes  you  uncomfortable,  I  can  find  another  group  to participate. I’m sorry for disturbing your night.” 

“No—we’ll do it,” Marko said. “One million dollars—Rachael can have fifty from each of us, so she gets four hundred and the rest of us get two. 

How’s that? Is that fair? Four hundred is enough to buy your family cottage, isn’t it? Is that still for sale?” 

Rachael’s  face  became  white.  The  background  picture  on  her  work computer  was  of  a  cottage  a  few  hours  north  of  Regina.  It  was  on  a beautiful lake, with its own little pier. It was her grandparents before they passed, but her parents needed money so they put it up for sale. A young Turkish  family  bought  it  and  apparently  only  used  it  once  in  five  years before  putting  it  back  up  for  sale.  The  motivation  of  possibly  one  day

owning the old family cottage was what made Rachael the most productive salesperson in the office. 

“Well?” Ken said to Rachael. 

“I  suppose  we  could  do  it,  if  we  all  promise  to  never  talk  about  it again.” She turned to me. “Right, Hailey?” 

My skin crawled and my gut turned. Hailey? Was that my name now? 

Would I have to stay in perfect character until the horrible night was over? 

And  what  would  I  have  to  do  exactly?  What  if  the  man  found  out  that  I wasn’t  really  a  woman?  Would  the  deal  be  over  and  would  it  all  be  for nothing? Would my co-workers hate me forever for ruining their shot at a million bucks? 

Everyone was looking at me now. Apparently I was the only one who hadn’t agreed to the deal. There was a lump in my throat, but it wasn’t quite thick enough to stop me from saying, “Okay, let’s do it.” 

CHAPTER III

His house was far from the bar, and far from the city. We all sat in the back of his personal limousine with him the entire way, and there wasn’t a single  word  spoken  during  the  whole  drive.  The  silence  didn’t  seem  to bother the rich stranger, but it was certainly getting to me. 

When  we  left  the  comfort  of  the  city  lights,  regret  started  to  flutter  in my stomach. I suddenly had the urge to come clean to the man. It seemed inevitable that he would find out that I was a dude, so it made sense to tell him  before  we  got  too  far  into  whatever  strange  sexual  games  he  had  in store for us. But I wasn’t able to produce the words in that horrible silence. 

A part of me thought that I could simply keep my mouth shut all night and then maybe the man wouldn’t figure out that I wasn’t a girl. 

His  house  was  hidden  down  a  long,  unmarked  driveway.  It  was  late when  we  pulled  up:  almost  2:30  AM.  The  stars  were  bright  thanks  to  a moonless  night.  I  was  shocked  when  his  massive  house  started  to materialize. It was so big and glowing so bright—how could we not see it from the highway? It must have been four stories high! 

The driveway was littered with expensive cars, letting us all know that he  really  was  a  rich  millionaire—and  maybe  a  billionaire  as  well.  Ken finally broke his silence by asking, “Where did you get all of your money?” 

The rich stranger didn’t reply, unless you count his sly smirk. 

We all got out from the car. While the others admired his fancy cars and massive mansion, I tugged my lingerie down, out from my butt crack. Then I  carefully  tucked  my  cock  back  to  hide  my  bulge  while  no  one  was looking. I felt so foolish. I was so terrified that I was going to be the one to ruin  this  whole  opportunity.  But  at  the  same  time,  the  opportunity  only existed because I was dolled up, so maybe they wouldn’t be able to be mad at me. 

“Come on in and we’ll get started right away,” the man said, heading for the  door.  The  limousine  driver  remained  in  the  vehicle.  He  already  had  a novel in his hands, picking up where he left off. Apparently he was used to long periods of time with nothing to do. 

I was the last to go inside. I thought about running away, hoping the rich man wouldn’t notice that the group had dwindled down to three. They could split the million—I wanted the money, but I wasn’t desperate. Or maybe I was,  because  I  was  walking  into  that  house  now,  dressed  like  a  woman, ready to follow some sexual commands, which I wasn’t even sure I would be able to biologically accomplish. 

His foyer was massive, with a big bar directly to the right. The stranger was already at the bar, pouring himself a drink. “Help yourself to whatever you want,” he said. Of course we were all at the bar a moment later, pouring tall glasses of hard liquor. 

Rachael’s  face  was  white.  Hey  glossy  eyes  were  glazed  over,  and  she was clearly still weighing the options in her head: was it worth it to have sex  with  co-workers  just  to  save  that  old  cottage?  Did  she  really  want  to save that old cottage? 

“Okay.  You’ve  got  your  drinks?  Now  follow  me  down  to  my  newest room,”  the  man  said,  walking  towards  a  door.  The  door  revealed  a  long staircase  headed  to  the  basement.  We  all  followed  him  down.  I  took  the opportunity  to  relocate  my  cock  again,  making  sure  the  bulge  was  non-existent. It helped that the panties were thick—and it also helped that it was so  cold  outside,  making  my  cock  shrink  as  small  as  it  could.  Though  the man’s mansion was warm, and it wouldn’t be long before my cock started to grow back to its usual size. 

He  flicked  on  a  dim  light,  revealing  a  large  red  room.  The  room  was empty. The walls didn’t even have any art on them, unlike the other rooms in the house (that we’d seen). “Watch this. I just had this built,” he said. He walked over to a button on the wall and then pressed it. Suddenly a panel flipped open in the middle of the room, and a bed spun out from the ground. 

The  rich  man  laughed  with  beaming  pride,  as  if  he  designed  the  whole system himself. 

That’s when I noticed buttons all around us. I wondered what they all did, and I had a feeling we were going to find out. 

“Rachael, is it?” the rich man said. Rachael nodded her head. Her face was  still  white.  “Go  over  to  the  bed  and  lie  down.  Let  me  know  if  the mattress is comfortable enough.” 

She  walked  over  slowly,  looking  back  at  us  when  she  was  halfway. 

Then she climbed up on the bed and lay down. She snuggled into the thick sheets and said, “It’s nice.” 

“I’m imagining the party guests would be standing about here,” the rich man said, looking down at the ground. “This is a good watching distance. 

Now Rachael, stick your hand down your pants and touch yourself, would you?” 

She  stared  at  the  man  with  wide  eyes.  The  rest  of  us  looked  away, unsure  of  how  to  respond.  I  felt  strangely  obligated  to  jump  to  Rachael’s defence,  but  I  didn’t  want  to  ruin  this  chance  for  everyone,  so  I  kept  my mouth shut. It was a long moment later when Rachael finally looked away. 

She looked down at her jeans and then she sighed. Suddenly, she reached down and slipped her fingers down the front of her jeans. “Okay,” she said, closing her eyes. 

“Really touch yourself,” said the billionaire. 

She  kept  her  eyes  closed.  Her  hand  was  moving,  and  it  was  safe  to assume her bare fingers were touching her bare pussy. 

“How does that look to the rest of you?” the man asked. 

We all looked over at Rachael reluctantly. She still had her eyes closed and her hand was still moving. Ken shrugged his shoulders. “It looks fine.” 

“You can see everything clearly?” 

We all shrugged our shoulders. “I guess so,” Ken said. 

“Because  I  can  do  this,”  the  man  said,  walking  over  to  the  wall.  He pressed another button, and then the bed started to rise up. The motors were loud  as  they  spun,  lifting  Rachael  higher.  The  whole  contraption  stopped suddenly,  and  now  Rachael  was  up  high,  on  prime  display,  still  fingering her pussy. 

“What’s your name?” the man asked Ken. 

“Ken.” 

“Ken, go up on the bed with her, please.” 

Ken  slowly  approached  the  bed.  “Rachael,  please  don’t  stop  fingering yourself. Make sure you’re rubbing that clit nice and hard.” 

My heart trembled. Everything about this scenario was off-putting and creepy. I felt bad for Rachael, and I was terrified for myself. 

Ken climbed up onto the raised bed. He wouldn’t look Rachael in the eye. 

“Now take out your cock and place it in her mouth,” he said. 

The couple on the bed froze. The room was horribly silent. “If you want the money, you’ll do it,” the man said. 

Ken looked over at Rachael. They shared a glance and then I saw Ken’s lips whisper the word ‘Sorry’. He unzipped his fly and then he fished out his  cock.  He  got  close  to  Rachael,  who  now  had  her  eyes  closed  and  her mouth open. A moment later, that cock was in her mouth. 

“Now suck him off, Rachael,” said the man. So she started sucking. The man  hit  another  button  on  the  wall,  making  the  bed  spin  slowly,  as  if  the reluctantly intimate couple was a dessert in a diner. He turned to us with a big grin on his face. “Pretty cool, huh?” 

I had no idea if he was referring to his spinning bed platform or the fact that  he  had  so  much  money  that  he  could  make  anyone  do  whatever  he wanted. 

I found myself inching back, heart racing, terrified of what I was seeing and terrified of what he was going to make me do once it was my turn. We were well beyond the point of no return. Rachael would never look me in the  eye  again  if  I  ruined  this  whole  opportunity  for  everyone.  She  was clearly  uncomfortable  up  on  that  bed:  face  red  and  tight,  eyes  refusing  to open.  Even  Ken  didn’t  look  so  happy,  even  though  his  cock  was  already rock  hard.  His  head  was  turned  away  and  his  cheeks  were  dark  red  with shame. 

“Don’t  look  away.  Watch!  You’re  here  to  take  it  all  in,”  the  rich  man said to Marko and me. Was that why we were there? Or was he just so deep into  his  own  strange  roleplaying  game?  I  reluctantly  turned  my  head  to watch my co-workers and good friends on the bed. 

“Hold her head with both hands,” the billionaire said to Ken. Ken gently grabbed Rachael’s head with both of his hands. “Now pump your big dick into her throat.” My heart stammered and my legs trembled. Was it worth

the  money?  Was  a  couple  hundred  grand  worth  being  a  prostitute  for  a night? Do prostitutes even subject themselves to this level of humiliation? 

Ken started to face-fuck Rachael, still looking away from her with red shame all over his face. “Harder!” the rich man said. So he pumped harder. 

She  was  gagging  now,  with  saliva  running  down  her  cheeks.  Even  from across  that  large  room,  I  could  see  her  eyes  becoming  wet.  “Okay,  now stop!”  the  man  said.  Ken  pulled  out  and  quickly  covered  his  throbbing erection with both of his hands. The rich man laughed from the bottom of his gut, leaning back like some cartoon character from the 50s. He seemed to enjoy screaming out commands as if we were well-trained dogs. And to him, we probably weren’t much more than that. 

“Ken, you can get down,” the billionaire said. Ken was quick to pull his pants back up. He didn’t look at us while he climbed down from the slowly spinning bed. Rachael wouldn’t look at us either. But the billionaire wasn’t finished  with  her.  He  pressed  another  button  on  the  wall,  making  a  panel spin open, revealing an assortment of sex toys. He grabbed a very strange-looking one—unlike anything I’d ever seen in a porno before. It was long and phallic, but it had a big box for a base, and it was a mixture of silicone and metal, like some sort of futuristic weapon you might see in a Men in Black  movie.  He  walked  it  over  to  the  bed  and  handed  it  up  to  Rachael. 

“Put it inside of you and then press the button,” he said. 

“What  is  it?”  she  asked.  Her  voice  was  soft  and  broken—filled  with humiliation. 

“You’ll see. Just give it a try—it won’t hurt you.” When the billionaire turned back to us, he had a big smirk on his face. Rachael slipped down her pants,  along  with  her  red  panties,  exposing  her  pussy.  She  had  her  pubic hair nicely shaved around her tight slit. My heart stammered again. 

Then the billionaire leaned over and whispered, “It’s a squirt machine. 

They’re  not  even  on  the  market  yet,  but  I  know  a  guy.  I’ve  been  told  it works ninety-nine percent of the time.” 

Rachael  awkwardly  nestled  the  long  shaft  into  her  pussy,  holding  the contraption by its big metal cube of a base. She squirmed and groaned and then  she  felt  around  for  the  small  button  on  the  back.  “Is  it  here somewhere?”  she  asked  with  her  embarrassed  voice.  Then  she  suddenly found the button and perked up. She let out a loud gasp. 

Then she started to squirm, pressing her lips thin. Her knees rose up and her  thighs  closed  on  the  metal  box.  “Oh  God,”  she  moaned.  She  looked over at us for a moment and then she looked away with dark red cheeks. “It feels so hot.” 

“Just  keep  going.  You’re  doing  great,”  the  chuckling  billionaire  said. 

The rest of us just stood in a silent awkwardness, afraid to watch but also afraid to look away. 

Rachael moaned louder, clenching her thighs tight. “Oh my God, it feels so hot,” she said between panting. Her toes curled down and she let out a loud  moan,  and  then  fluid  gushed  out  of  her  like  a  shower  pipe  bursting suddenly. The splashed far, hitting the ground over the edge of the bed. She gushed  for  five  straight  seconds,  and  then  stopped.  A  long,  soft  moan slipped out from her lips, and then she expelled the device slowly from her body as all of her muscles relaxed, almost as if she’d fallen asleep—but her eyes were still open, though narrowed in a lethargic kind of way. 

The billionaire started clapping. “Bravo!” he yelled. Then he turned to us. “It works like a charm.” His gaze found me. “Do you want to give it a try?” 

I froze, staring into his eyes as all of the muscles in my body became tense.  My  lips  parted  and  I  waited  for  him  to  realize  he  was  staring  at  a man. I still couldn’t believe he hadn’t figured it out yet. How could he not tell? Was it not obvious? Were his eyes bad? Was I really that convincing? 

“What  else  do  you  have?”  Marko  asked  suddenly,  stealing  away  the attention before I ruined the wealthy opportunity. 

The  billionaire  continued  to  stare  at  me,  his  lips  curling  up  into  a terrible smirk. “I’ve got plenty,” he said. “But why don’t we have a drink and  regroup  for  a  minute.  There  are  some  things  that  need…  set  up.”  He turned and started walking towards the door. “Help yourself to anything you want at the bar.” 

CHAPTER IV

It was a few minutes before Rachael came down the stairs to join us at the  billionaire’s  private  bar.  Ken  was  behind  the  bar,  pouring  drinks  for everyone.  No  one  looked  Rachael  in  the  eye  when  she  took  a  seat.  Even Ken didn’t look at her when he asked, “What can I get for you?” 

“Just whiskey,” she said. “Straight.” 

So he poured an expensive glass of whiskey and slid it towards her. She took a long sip as we all sat in silence. There was a mirror across from me, reminding  me  that  I  was  still  dolled  up.  The  reality  of  the  situation  was starting to dawn on me: the billionaire had something in store for me. It was only a matter of time before I was going to wind up on that bed, or on one of his contraptions. There was probably going to pressure to suck off either Ken or Marko—maybe both of them. And what if the billionaire wanted to see me getting fucked? Would I have to find a way to slip one of the boys into my bum? And what if the billionaire wanted to see some pussy? Would Rachael’s pussy be enough for him? 

I  took  a  long  sip  from  my  own  straight  whiskey.  It  burned  my  mouth and my throat and my stomach, but it didn’t help me to feel much better. 

Alcohol  is  supposed  to  help  with  anxiety,  but  it  certainly  wasn’t  helping with the dread that was churning in my stomach. 

I kept feeling the gazes of my co-workers turning towards me, as if they had something to say. And I had a feeling I knew exactly what they wanted to say: ‘Don’t fuck this up for us.’ I didn’t want to fuck it up for anyone. I wanted  that  money  and  I  wanted  them  to  get  their  piece  of  the  pie—

especially  Rachael.  She’d  already  been  humiliated  up  on  that  bed.  It  only seemed fair that she should get some monetary appreciation, regardless of how things went down with me. And Ken too—though I’m sure he wasn’t too upset about getting his cock sucked by the hottest girl in the office. 

We were all sipping our drinks in silence when the billionaire returned. 

“The room is ready. Come on up,” he said. A chill ran down my spine, and I’m sure that same chill took its time to run down the spines of the others as well.  Rachael  was  slow  to  put  down  her  glass.  The  boys  were  quick  to

pound  down  what  was  left  in  their  glasses.  They  were  probably  dreading having sex with me just as much as I was dreading having sex with them. 

At least I looked like a girl. At least they could squint their eyes and pretend like my asshole was a tight pussy. I didn’t have that option. 

We were brought up to a different room, on a higher floor. But this room wasn’t much different: big and open, with buttons and hidden panels. It was starting to seem like the giant mansion was built as a creepy sex facility—

each room with its own sexual theme. 

With the press of a button, a bed flipped up in the middle of the room, just like the red from the other room. I couldn’t help but wonder if it was the  same  bed,  on  some  sort  of  conveyer  belt  underneath  the  floorboards. 

The billionaire looked over at us with his big smirk. “A million dollars is a lot of money,” he said. And why was he reminding us? Was this next task going  to  be  so  much  worse  than  the  first?  Did  he  feel  the  reminder  was necessary so we wouldn’t run away on him? “Ken, why don’t you get back on the bed.” 

Ken  was  slow  to  react.  He  nodded  his  head  slowly  and  then  started towards the bed. There was no way he was going to pair Ken with Rachael again, which meant it was my turn to taste that cock. It was my turn to feel the  horrible  humiliation  that  Rachael  felt  in  the  other  room.  But  my humiliation was going to be so much worse. For Rachael, it was just sex she wished she didn’t have. For me, it was an entire gender I wished I would go my entire life without fooling around with. 

The billionaire turned and looked at me. I closed my eyes, like a child thinking ‘if I can’t see him, he can’t see me!’ I waited for him to say my name. The silence was gruelling. Then suddenly, he said, “Marko. Get up there with him.” 

Marko  didn’t  move.  His  face  became  white.  “Me?  Why  me?”  he  said after a long silence. 

“I’m not paying you to have a discussion,” the billionaire said, suddenly with a straight face. 

“Is Rachael going to come up with us?” he asked, his voice shaken. 

The billionaire shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know—maybe she will, maybe  she  won’t.  That’s  not  up  to  you.  One  million  dollars—you  have

thirty seconds to get on that bed.” He was suddenly serious, without a smirk on his face. 

Marko remained still. Rachael’s eyes were wide, glaring at him as if she was  about  to  drag  him  by  the  throat  onto  that  bed.  Ken’s  face  was conflicted.  He  obviously  wanted  the  money,  but  no  straight  man  wants  to fool around with another man—especially not a friend that they see almost every single day. 

As  for  me,  I  didn’t  know  what  to  think.  I  wanted  the  money  and  I wanted my friends to get the money, but this was possibly the only chance for me to get out of this scenario without either being fucked by a man or being  blamed  for  ruining  an  amazing  opportunity  for  everyone.  If  Marko tapped  out,  no  one  would  be  mad  at  me.  It  almost  seemed  perfect,  and  I hadn’t even thought of it as a possibility until that very moment. 

But I didn’t get the out I was secretly hoping for. Marko started walking towards the bed. He was slow, but he made it the whole way, climbing up with Ken. They refused to look at one another. 

“Get undressed—both of you,” said the billionaire. 

Rachael stepped closer to me. She reached down carefully and grabbed my  hand,  squeezing  it  tightly.  I  could  feel  regret  in  that  squeeze—but  the regret  couldn’t  have  been  too  strong,  because  she  was  still  there,  still toughing out the competition for a chance at the big prize. No one forced her  to  suck  Ken’s  cock,  and  no  one  was  forcing  her  to  watch  her  friends have an unwanted gay experience. 

The  men  got  undressed  slowly.  I  took  a  deep  breath.  My  heart  was pounding ferociously. My legs wobbled slightly from the liquor. I wondered how much worse I would have been if I’d been completely sober. 

Ken  and  Marko  sat  naked  together  on  the  bed,  still  refusing  to  look towards  one  another.  The  billionaire  had  the  smirk  on  his  face  again.  He rubbed his hands together before looking at Rachael and me. “This is fun, isn’t it?” he said. 

We  remained  silent.  Rachael  forced  an  awkward  smile,  and  then  the billionaire turned back to the naked boys on the bed. “Ken, suck Marko’s nipples.” 

There was another long pause as the thought of stacks of big bills ran through  all  the  minds  in  the  room.  Then  Ken  turned  towards  his  friend, ducked  down,  and  pressed  his  lips  against  Marko’s  left  nipple.  Marko perked up suddenly, closing his eyes as shame filled his body. 

“Don’t worry,” the rich stranger said. “The embarrassment is temporary. 

By  the  end  of  the  night,  you  won’t  want  this  to  end.”  Another  cold  chill crept down my spine. It seemed impossible—but what if he wasn’t lying? I didn’t want to think about the possibility. 

“Good.  Keep  sucking.  Now  Marko,  reach  down  and  massage  his  big dick.” 

Marko was slow to follow the command, but he followed it with red on his  face.  He  squirmed  and  groaned,  and  then  he  was  manhandling  Ken while Ken sucked his nipple. 

The billionaire turned to us again. “I bet you didn’t know your friends were  gay,”  he  whispered  before  chuckling.  He  seemed  to  enjoy  using  his money to make the impossible possible. He was a powerful man. It never truly occurred to me just how powerful money could make a man. But what I was seeing was proof: two straight men having a gay experience together, just for money. Watching them, I remembered a conversation I’d had with Marko in a bar a few years before. We joked around, asking questions like, 

‘How much money would someone have to pay you to go down on Oprah?’

After  a  while,  Marko  asked  the  question,  ‘How  much  money  would someone have to pay you to have gay sex?’ I remember saying a million. 

He said he wouldn’t do it for any amount of money. Was he lying? Or did he just not realize how powerful the temptation of money could be? 

“Now  I  want  you  to  sixty-nine,”  the  billionaire  said.  His  command seemed to reverberate through the thick, windowless walls of the room. The silence  that  followed  was  long  and  horrible.  The  men  looked  at  the billionaire for a moment while they tried to decide if it was worth it. Then, at the same time, the men got into position. Marko rolled onto his back and Ken climbed on top of him, head lined up with Marko’s crotch. Ken’s long dick dangled down in front of Ken’s lips. Ken squirmed and turned his face away, but it was obvious on his face that he knew he had to do it. And he did it, with his eyes closed, taking that long cock with his hand and guiding

it into his mouth. I’m almost sure I heard Marko gag, and then I’m sure I heard Ken gag as well—but they didn’t stop. They both continued sucking. 

And  it  was  only  a  minute  later  when  I  noticed  Marko’s  throbbing erection. Ken couldn’t fit the whole thing in his mouth, so he sucked the tip, using his hand to stroke the rest. 

“I think they like it,” the billionaire said with his chest pushed out. 

And  it  almost  seemed  like  they  were  enjoying  themselves.  A  few minutes  later,  they  were  both  hard.  Ken  was  sucking  with  long  bobs  and Marko  was  using  his  tongue  to  draw  circles  around  Ken’s  erect  tip.  The redness was still on their faces, but the disgust seemed to be gone. Maybe the gay act had been demystified. Maybe it really wasn’t so bad. Or maybe they just really wanted to be paid. 

And watching the men, I realized I was going to have to step up to the plate once it was my turn—if it was ever my turn. Now I really couldn’t let my friends down. Now I really had to stay in character. 

And I got my first character challenge a moment later. “So Hailey,” said the  billionaire.  “Tell  me  a  little  bit  about  yourself.  You’ve  been  awfully quiet since the moment I saw you all in that bar.” 

My  heart  leapt  up  into  my  throat  and  I  perked  up  straight.  Then  I shrugged my shoulders. “What do you want to know?” I asked, using my more careful and quiet girly voice. 

“What makes you tick? I mean—you must be quite the character, to be sitting in public with your friends in lingerie—all dolled up and beautiful.” 

My heart skipped a beat. I forced my most convincing smile. “I lost a bet,” I said. “I’m usually more of a jeans and sweater kind of girl.” 

He  nodded  his  head.  Rachael  was  glaring  at  me  now  with  wide  eyes. 

Maybe  I  was  giving  up  too  much  information.  Maybe  I  should  have remained silent and pretended to be a mute. 

“Do you have a boyfriend? I don’t see any rings on your fingers.” 

My  heart  skipped  another  beat.  Was  he  hitting  on  me?  Was  he  saving me for himself? Is that why he hadn’t sent me up onto the bed to be poked and  rubbed  and  licked  and  fucked?  Was  the  night  going  to  end  with  a

special  surprise  from  him?  And  what  if  he  realized  I  was  actually  a  boy? 

Was he going to be offended and angry? 

“Oh God,” Ken groaned, stealing all of our attention. He no longer had Marko’s  cock  in  his  mouth,  but  Marko  was  still  sucking  away  at  his, stroking it with a tightly clenched fist. His face was dark red and his eyes were  closed.  He  reached  down  suddenly  and  grabbed  his  cock,  taking  it away from Marko and pulling it out from Marko’s mouth. He squeezed it hard  and  aimed  it  right  onto  Marko’s  chin.  Then  he  started  to  unload, blasting Marko’s face with a seemingly endless amount of hot cum. 

Marko didn’t flinch or move away or even squirm. He seemed to like it, even  opening  his  mouth  to  accept  some  onto  his  tongue.  Then  his  eyes suddenly  opened  and  reality  seemed  to  slap  him  hard  in  the  face.  He groaned  loudly  and  turned  his  head  away  with  a  look  of  disgust.  I  don’t think  the  disgust  was  genuine—I  think  he  just  remembered  he  had  an audience and he didn’t want us to think that he was gay. And was he gay? 

Or could any straight man be swept away in the heat of the moment? Once I was  put  on  the  bed,  would  the  same  thing  happen  to  me?  Or  would  my unshaken lack of enthusiasm ruin everything? 

Marko pushed Ken off of him before sitting up and spitting the cum out onto the bed. He used the sheet to wipe his face while Ken zoned out with red cheeks, realizing another man had just brought him to orgasm. 

“Wow,”  the  billionaire  said  with  an  enthusiastic  smile.  “That  was  fun, wasn’t it?” 

The room was unsurprisingly silent. Marko and Ken both climbed off of the bed with glazed eyes. They walked over to stand next to us, keeping a good amount of distance between them. 

Now  the  billionaire  was  at  the  wall  again,  scratching  his  chin  as  he looked  at  all  of  the  different  buttons  and  knobs.  “So  much  to  try  out,  so little time…” he mumbled as he scanned his options. 

It only took him thirty seconds to pick his next cruel activity, but it felt like  hours  of  dreadful  silence.  He  pressed  a  button,  and  then  one  of  the walls began to spin, revealing a number of black straps. 

CHAPTER V

We  all  stared  at  the  frightening  wall.  The  billionaire  walked  over  and yanked  on  a  few  of  the  straps,  to  make  sure  they  were  ready  to  support weight.  Then  he  turned  to  us  and  said,  “What  do  you  think?  Pretty  neat, huh? I designed it myself.” I had no idea what I was looking at, and I had a feeling that confusion was mutual in the room. No one said anything. The straps were everywhere, though I could make out the shape of a person after staring  for  long  enough.  There  were  straps  for  the  wrists,  straps  for  the biceps,  straps  for  the  chest,  straps  for  the  abdomen,  straps  for  the  thighs, straps for the ankles, and a few more straps, which I couldn’t quite figure out. 

“Hailey,”  the  billionaire  said.  “Why  don’t  you  come  and  try  this  one out?” 

I heard a whimper slip out from Rachael’s lips. It was finally my turn to play  the  billionaire’s  evil  game.  I  had  no  choice,  but  with  my  limps  all strapped back, how could I hide myself? How would I be able to keep my bulge hidden from the eccentric stranger? 

I walked over, my legs trembling and wobbling in those tall heels. He put his hands on my hips and spun me around to face my friends, with my back to the strapped wall. “This is going to be so much fun,” he said like a kid waiting to get onto a rollercoaster. He gently moved me back, until my back was against the wall. Then he took my left arm and pulled it up, He pulled one of the straps around my wrist and then tightened it with a single tug. Then he did the same with my other wrist. I suddenly had the urge to reach  down  and  make  sure  my  cock  was  neatly  in  my  lingerie,  but  I couldn’t move. 

He attached the straps around my biceps, and then the ones around my chest. Now I couldn’t even squirm. A minute later, my legs were strapped in, and I couldn’t even kick. I was now a part of that wall: glorified artwork: living taxidermy. 

“Comfortable?” the man asked, and I wasn’t sure how to respond, so I just forced a terrified smile. I wasn’t in pain. The straps were surprisingly

snug  and  soft  considering  they  were  pinning  me  flat  to  a  wall—but  I certainly wasn’t comfortable. I tried to squirm again, but couldn’t move a muscle. 

“Rachael,  why  don’t  you  come  over  and  make  your  friend  a  happy girl?” he said. My heart was pounding insanely hard. I was worried I was going  to  have  a  heart  attack  on  that  wall,  and  then  the  paramedics  would find my dead body all dolled up on some strange sex wall. And would they tell my parents how they found me? Would they at least take the makeup and  wig  off  before  burying  me?  Would  my  parents  think  that  I  was  some sort  of  closeted  cross  dresser  who  went  to  strange  houses  for  strange  sex parties? 

The  billionaire  flipped  open  a  hidden  panel,  revealing  a  classic assortment of sex toys: dildos of various sizes, vibrators, whips, gags, and blindfolds. He grabbed one of the blindfolds and handed it to Rachael. “Put this  on  her,”  he  said.  And  a  moment  later,  after  getting  a  wide-eyed  look from Rachael, I could see nothing but black. It was no longer up to me to keep  my  identity  a  secret.  I  could  use  my  sissy  voice  and  I  could  try  my hardest not to get an erection—but otherwise, she was going to have to be the one to conceal my true identity. 

“What  do  you  think  of  this  one?  I  think  it  suits  her,”  I  heard  the billionaire say. My heart galloped. “Well?” 

“It’s okay,” Rachael said. 

“What’s wrong with it?” 

“It’s kind of… big. Don’t you think?” 

I heard him scoff. “The bigger, the better.” 

I hadn’t forgotten that I had an audience of co-workers. Not only was I dolled  up  and  wearing  lingerie,  but  I  was  pinned  to  a  wall,  about  to  be sexually  humiliated.  Was  this  worth  two  hundred  thousand  dollars?  Did  I really  need  the  money?  It  didn’t  matter  what  I  wanted—the  others  were relying on me now, and I couldn’t let them down. 

“Bonus points if you can make her squirt the way you squirted earlier,” 

the billionaire said with that smirk now residing in his voice. My heart leapt again.  The  room  became  silent.  I  hated  being  blind.  I  hated  not  knowing

what was about to happen to me. I felt a presence step up to me, and I was relieved when I caught a whiff of her gentle perfume. 

I  felt  a  warmth  closing  in  on  me,  and  then  I  heard  a  soft  voice whispering into my ear, making me jump. “I’ll try to be gentle,” she said. 

The lump in my throat grew ten times in size. I felt the blood rush out from  my  face  as  coldness  entered  my  nerves.  Then,  I  felt  the  dull  tip  of something warm sliding up my thigh. It came to my crotch and then teased down  my  shaft,  where  my  pussy  should  have  been.  I  tried  to  take  a  deep breath, but the fear trembling inside of me was powerful. 

The tip of the object slid back and forth, and then I felt a set of gentle fingertips,  carefully  reaching  into  my  satin  panties,  grabbing  near  my asshole  and  pulling  to  the  side.  I  felt  the  humid  air  of  the  room  tease  the edge  of  my  cock.  It  felt  like  my  shaft  was  holding  hanging  on  by  a millimetre of fabric, about to fall out into the open. Rachael used that dull, warm  object  to  nudge  my  shaft  back  into  the  panties  before  I  had  a wardrobe malfunction. 

Then  that  dull  dip  nestled  between  my  butt  cheeks.  It  moved  towards my asshole. I took another deep breath. More blood drained away from my brain, leaving me lightheaded and on the verge of blacking out. I could only trust her—though I had a feeling it was going to hurt either way: gentle or rough.  I’d  never  stuck  anything  up  into  my  asshole  before,  and  whatever was now knocking at my back door was big—bigger than my own cock, for sure. 

She  twisted  it  against  my  hole.  Then  the  billionaire  spoke.  “The  little heater inside of it is a nice touch, isn’t it? Do you like it, Hailey?” 

I  was  able  to  nod  my  head,  but  the  lump  in  my  throat  prevented  me from responding properly. 

“Rachael—if  you  squeeze  the  base,  it  self-lubricates.  A  nifty  little feature. Try it out.” With the object pressed against my asshole, I suddenly felt little beads of warm fluid wherever the toy was touching, as if lubricant was  squishing  out  from  a  number  of  tiny  pores.  Rachael  twisted  the  toy, spreading  that  lubrication  around.  I  had  the  urge  to  clench  my  ass,  but  I knew  it  was  only  going  to  delay  things.  So  I  did  my  best  to  relax  every muscle I could below my hips. 

Then she started to push the thing in and I clenched hard without even thinking about it. I gasped and tried to squirm as I felt my anus stretching, and then I felt her soft hand on my thigh. “Just relax,” she said. 

“Is it just my angle, or are you pushing that toy into her asshole?” the billionaire asked. My heart stammered and the room turned silent. Was the jig about to be up? Was he about to walk over and discover the reason for the anal penetration? 

Rachael didn’t reply—at least not with words. 

The  silence  was  brutal.  I  heard  nothing—not  even  footsteps  or breathing.  Then,  the  silence  ended  when  he  laughed  and  said,  “I  love  it! 

Carry on.” 

The  object  pushed  deeper  into  me  without  warning.  I  gasped  and clenched  again—but  clenching  was  pointless  with  all  the  lubricant.  That phallic object was slicked and ready to push in—and Rachael was stronger than  I  expected.  She  knew  how  to  screw  that  cock  into  a  tight  hole;  it almost seemed as though she’d done it before. 

I groaned. It felt like the tip of the toy was up in my throat. I tried to clamp  my  thighs  shut,  forgetting  they  were  restrained  like  the  rest  of  my body. I tried again to squirm, and was reminded by all of the straps tying me to  that  wall.  The  object  plunged  deeper.  “Just  another  couple  of  inches,” 

Rachael whispered. I had no idea how much was inside of me. It felt like an entire broomstick! How could there still be more length? 

She  groaned  slightly  as  she  fought  the  final  two  inches  up  into  my rectum. Then she stopped, rubbing my thigh gently as if to tell me that the worst part was over. Now I was happy I couldn’t move. If I could move, I was worried I would nudge that object into some organ and kill myself by accident. Maybe it was best that I was restrained to that wall. 

“If  you  can  make  her  squirt  by  fucking  her  in  the  ass,  I’ll  throw  in another  fifty  grand,”  the  billionaire  said.  It  was  a  nice  offer,  but  sadly,  I didn’t have the proper anatomy to accept the challenge. 

Rachael started to pull the object out from my body, leaving me feeling empty.  The  sensation  was  short-lived.  A  moment  later,  the  object  was pushed  back  up,  this  time  with  relative  ease.  She  continued,  thrusting  up and down, sodomozing me in front of my co-workers. How was I going to

work  along  side  them  in  the  morning?  How  could  I  ever  speak  to  them normally again? Would this moment always be on their minds whenever we were working together? Would I have to find a new job? 

Rachael plunged the toy faster. She had a hand on my hip, and now her fingernails  were  digging  into  my  skin  as  if  she  needed  the  extra  support while she fucked me with that long toy. I groaned. It was a strange feeling: unnatural,  but  curiously  pleasant.  A  warm  tingling  was  growing  between my legs, not even close to where the object was rubbing. I could feel a hot sensation in the tip of my cock. I didn’t like it at all—but at the same time, I was starting to like it. 

A  whimper  escaped  my  lips  without  warning.  Now  I  was  starting  to worry  that  I  was  going  to  break  character  by  accident.  I  was  no  longer worried  about  my  cock  suddenly  growing  or  the  billionaire  suddenly noticing the slight bulge of my Adam’s apple; no—now I was worried that I would suddenly scream out some profane word in my natural voice, ruining everything. 

Rachael  thrusted  faster,  making  my  nerves  tingle  all  over.  I  clenched and groaned and tried once more to squirm. I wanted to grab my cock and squeeze it. That tingling sensation needed to be satisfied, and the only way I could think to satisfy it was by clenching it to stop it—but I couldn’t move my hands. “Oh God,” I groaned—thankfully in my feminine voice. 

Then  I  felt  something  warm  running  down  my  leg.  I  opened  my  eyes and saw warm fluid trickling down from my panties. There was a big wet spot where the tip of my cock was concealed. Was I pissing myself? 

The billionaire clapped and said, “Amazing! What a show!” The small puddle grew on the ground as horrible humiliation filled every part of my body. Now I had another line to add to my list of embarrassments for the night: cross-dressing, sodomy, and peeing myself. How could this night get any worse? 

Well—I had one idea, which involved getting caught and being denied a lot of money. 

I  heard  a  masculine  groan  across  the  room.  I  had  no  idea  who  it belonged to. Then the billionaire asked, “Are you already ready? That was fast. Well don’t just stand here and make a mess. Get over there!” I had no idea who he was talking to, but I heard the approaching footsteps. Then I

heard  the  flick  of  a  switch  and  I  started  spinning.  Rachael  stepped  back, pulling that toy out from my ass. I kept spinning until I was upside down. 

Blood was now rushing back into my head in an uncomfortable way. 

“I’m  so  sorry,”  I  heard  Marko  say.  I  wanted  to  ask  why,  but  I  didn’t have to. A second later, warm goo was splashing into my face. I shut my mouth and tried to wince away. He was coming on my face. It must have been a quiet command from the billionaire while I was being fucked in the ass. 

The  cumshot  seemed  endless.  Apparently  Marko  had  a  lot  of  semen stored up in his body—and now it was dripping down my face and into the hair of my wig. I was just happy the wig wasn’t falling off. 

“Put some in her mouth,” the billionaire said. I felt the fingers wiping the cum off of my forehead, and then those same fingers pressed up to my lips. Reluctantly, I opened my mouth and got a salty taste of Marko’s hot cum. 

The  billionaire  clapped  again.  “Isn’t  this  so  much  fun?”  he  asked. 

“What time is it? Only four? We still have so much time left! Go and have a drink while I prepare the next room. Please be careful helping Hailey down from that wall. Those straps were very expensive: Italian leather.” 

By the time they had my blindfold off, the billionaire was gone—and I desperately needed another drink. 

CHAPTER VI

No one said anything to me as I took a seat at the bar. No one would even look at me, and maybe that was for the best. I downed the first drink that was slid towards me, without even sniffing to see what it was. It was definitely  some  sort  of  strong  rye.  It  was  only  a  few  seconds  later  when another was slid my way. The alcohol from earlier was already wearing off, so the top up was welcomed. 

My  bum  was  starting  to  feel  sore.  But  worse  than  the  tickling  paid between my butt cheeks was the empty feeling inside of me. Something had been stretched out down there and now it felt like something was missing. I kept adjusting my panties, making sure the thin strip of fabric was covering my embarrassingly stretched out anus. 

But we were all embarrassed; I certainly wasn’t the only one. I still felt bad for Rachael, and I felt really bad for Ken and Marko, who had to suck each other’s cocks. But it was over—at least for now. And how much more could the billionaire really have in store for us? 

“What time is it?” Ken asked. 

Rachael  checked  the  time  on  her  skinny  wristwatch.  “It’s  almost  5:00

AM—almost time to call in sick for work.” 

“How long do we have to stay here for? Haven’t we done enough?” Ken said without looking at anyone in particular. We all sat in silence. No one had an answer for him. The question wasn’t unique to him. We all wanted to ask it, and I’m sure he even knew it was pointless to ask. 

“It’s  not  right,”  Marko  said  with  a  strangely  defeated  voice.  “He shouldn’t be able to do this. It’s just… wrong.” 

We all looked over at Marko. “It’s not like he’s forcing us to do it,” Ken said. “Technically, we can leave whenever we want.” 

“No  we  can’t,”  Marko  said,  looking  up  from  his  lap.  “Don’t  you  see? 

He was clever in picking a group of us. He knows that money isn’t enough to  make  a  person  go  to  such  humiliating  extremes.  He  knew  that  there would  be  no  turning  back  after  that  first  little  game  up  on  that  bed.  He

knows none of us want to let each other down. He knows what he’s doing. 

And I have a feeling he’s not going to stop, and we won’t see that money, because one of us will break before he’s ready to pay up.” 

It  was  a  chilling  thought.  I  couldn’t  help  but  remember  what  the billionaire  said  in  the  bar,  about  the  deal  being  broken  if  just  one  of  us broke the rules: no money for anyone. And it was starting to seem like he was  trying  to  see  how  far  we  would  go,  so  that  no  one  got  a  morsel  of money. Maybe he didn’t really have a spare million bucks lying around the house, in cash. Maybe he was just a poser. Maybe we were all humiliating ourselves for nothing. He showed us that one wad of money, but he never showed us anything else. 

His  footsteps  were  approaching.  We  all  turned  and  looked  back  at  the swirling staircase as he came down. He stopped at the bottom of the stairs with a big smile. “The room is ready. Follow me now.” But no one got up to follow him. Marko’s words were still resonating in the room, still settling in our heads. Was he right? Was this all pointless? 

“Show us the money,” Ken said suddenly. 

“Excuse me?” the billionaire said. 

“The money—the million dollars. Before we go on, we want to see that the money is real.” 

There was a long silence in the room. The billionaire’s eyes were wide, as  if  he’d  been  caught.  Was  he  a  billionaire?  Was  this  house  even  his,  or was he just some drifted who found a fancy house while the owner was on vacation? Who was this man? He never even gave us his name! 

“The  money?  What  difference  does  it  make  if  you  see  it  or  not?”  he asked. 

We were all silent: the same anxiety fluttering through all of us. Had we been  played?  Did  Ken  suck  Marko’s  cock  for  nothing?  Did  Rachael  take Ken’s dick for nothing? Did I get sodomized and splattered for nothing? 

“Fine,” the man said. “You want to see the money? Then follow me.” 

He went up a different staircase. This time, no one hesitated. We all trailed him closely, wanting to see the money—up close, to ensure it was real and not counterfeit—and not just a number on a computer screen in some bank

account.  I  certainly  wasn’t  prepared  to  wait  for  him  to  liquidate  assets  in order to pay us. 

He brought us to a small broom closet and then he pulled out a wooden panel to reveal a safe. He spun the little dial, back and forth, until the safe opened.  Then  he  stepped  back,  showing  us  a  mountain  of  money.  It  was impossible to know how much cash was there, but there was certainly a lot. 

He grabbed a random wad and held it out. “Look real enough for you?” It did look real, though Benny wasn’t there to confirm it. Ken took the wad gently and flipped through it. 

“Why do you have so much money?” he asked. 

“That’s none of your business. Now if you don’t get over to that room with me, you’re going to get none of it.” The billionaire snatched the money wad from Ken and thrusted it back into the safe. He slammed the safe shut and spun the dial. His face was red. Was he embarrassed? Did our lack of faith in him rattle his confidence? Did he not like being questioned? 

We were all silent as we followed him to the next room. 

Up the stairs we went, down the hall we went, up another set of stairs we went, and then we were in the biggest room yet, with tall ceilings and thick pillars every forty feet. It looked a bit like a dungeon, and it seemed very out of place in that contemporary mansion. 

“This  is  going  to  be  so  much  fun,”  the  billionaire  said  with  a  grin, rubbing his hands together. 

CHAPTER VII

The billionaire hit a series of buttons, making a series of panels flip out. 

Then he walked down, inspecting the huge selection of sex toys that were now at his disposal. He put his hands behind his back as he walked, even though he surely knew exactly what he owned. He was putting on a show, letting the suspense settle in, to make the game just a little bit more fun for him. And it was in that moment that I knew Marko was right: he was going to keep pushing us until we broke, so he wouldn’t have to pay a dime—so he could say, ‘Rules are rules,’ and send us on our way with nothing. 

He stopped at a thick dildo—nearly as thick as my wrist. He took it off the  wall.  It  was  black  and  veiny  and  terrifying.  He  turned  to  us  and  said, 

“Hailey, why don’t you hold this for me?” 

I walked over and took the giant dildo. I could hardly wrap my fingers around  the  intense  girth.  I  couldn’t  possibly  imagine  fitting  it  into  my asshole. 

“You took that last dildo in your ass, now it’s your turn to dish it out,” 

he  said  with  a  chuckle.  Then  he  turned  to  the  rest  of  the  group. 

“Volunteers?” 

Of  course  the  room  was  silent.  All  of  the  eyes  were  wide.  Then  the billionaire  pointed  at  Ken.  “Okay,  Ken.  Take  off  your  pants,  get  on  your hands and knees, and let Hailey work her magic.” 

Ken  didn’t  move.  It  was  probably  the  reaction  the  billionaire  was hoping  for.  He  knew  that  none  of  the  boys  would  allow  such  a  massive object into their ass. He was probably hoping to put an end to the night so he could go to bed without losing a single dollar. 

“You aren’t backing down, are you, Ken?” the billionaire asked, looking unsurprisingly excited. My stomach turned. So this was it? After so much humiliation, we were all going to leave with nothing? Was I happy that it wouldn’t  be  my  fault?  Was  I  angry  with  Ken?  No—of  course  not.  It  was inevitably  going  to  be  someone,  so  what  difference  did  it  make  if  it  was Ken or me or someone else? 

Then,  Ken  stepped  forward.  He  pulled  off  his  shirt  and  then  he  bent over  to  pull  down  his  pants.  The  billionaire’s  eyes  widened  with  shock. 

Apparently he was going to have to try harder to get us all to fold. 

I couldn’t believe Ken. Was he really going to take the massive dildo? 

Was he prepared to have his ass stretched? He walked over to us with his hand over his cock. He stared into the billionaire’s eyes for a moment, and then he sunk to the ground, onto his hands and knees. Now I was the one hesitating. 

“Well, Hailey? Go ahead,” the billionaire said. 

So I sunk down to my knees behind Ken. I looked down at his firm ass. 

Then I lowered the dildo down, pushing the tip up between his cheeks. It didn’t  even  seem  possible.  I  looked  up  at  the  billionaire.  “Do  you  have lube?” 

He grabbed a bottle from one of his opened panels. “Here,” he said. I squirted half the bottle onto the giant fake cock. Then I took a deep breath. 

“Sorry, Ken,” I said. 

“It’s fine. Just do it.” 

I  began  to  twist  and  push,  trying  to  squeeze  it  inside  of  him  without hurting too badly. He groaned, but he didn’t move. I watched his bum hole clench,  but  he  managed  to  relax  after  a  moment.  I  just  needed  to  get  that first inch in, and then the rest would be easy. So I kept pushing, and he kept groaning. 

Then suddenly, the toy penetrated. It sunk in a full three inches before I was able to squeeze it in place, to give Ken a moment to relax. He groaned loudly.  It  probably  hurt,  but  he  was  taking  it  like  a  champ.  “It’s  okay,”  I whispered.  “That’s  the  worst  part  done.”  I  carefully  twisted  it,  pushing  it further. His legs trembled and his head fell down as his neck muscles gave out—but he remained in position, for the sake of the team. 

I  pushed  and  pushed  and  pushed  until  the  thing  was  entirely  inside  of him. Then I gave him another moment before thrusting it back and forth. 

“I  think  Ken  likes  it,”  the  billionaire  laughed.  “Maybe  we  should  put some  lipstick  and  a  wig  one  him,  and  see  what  else  he’ll  do.”  He  was obviously  trying  to  get  under  Ken’s  skin,  but  it  wasn’t  working.  Ken  was

apparently bulletproof—or maybe he was just too distracted by the massive dildo in his ass to even hear the billionaire speaking. 

I  kept  plunging,  faster  and  faster,  hoping  the  billionaire  would  grow bored and call the whole game quits. 

“Oh my God! Look at that! He really does like it!” the billionaire said. 

And  it  took  me  a  moment  before  I  noticed  him  looking  at  Ken’s  cock, which was now erect and throbbing between his legs. “Keep going, Hailey. 

Don’t stop until he comes!” 

I kept plunging and Ken kept moaning. Did he like it? Was this possibly not  the  first  time  he’s  taken  it  from  behind?  Or  was  this  him  discovering that it could feel good to get rammed in the asshole? 

“Faster, Hailey! Fuck him faster!” 

My arm was getting sore, but I kept plunging. The lube was squishing and squashing loudly with each penetration. But Ken really did seem to like it. He was moaning now, trembling all over. I’d never seen a cock so erect before! And I’d never seen what I saw next either…

He came. Cum blasted out from his cock, shooting across the floor with loud splats. I pulled the dildo out and tossed it aside. Then I grabbed Ken’s cock and squeezed it, to make sure the cumshot felt nice—though I’m not sure why I did it. It was the strangest urge, but he seemed to appreciate it, and I kind of liked the way his dick felt as it throbbed and squirted jizz. 

The billionaire clapped. “Rachael, come over here and lick the cum up with Hailey!” 

Ken  stood  up  and  walked  away  with  dark  embarrassment  on  his  face. 

Then, Rachael and I got on our hands and knees and licked the warm cum off  of  the  cool,  clean  floor.  I  kept  my  eyes  closed  with  each  lick,  feeling more humiliated than ever before. On the bright side, I couldn’t imagine a more humiliating scenario—so maybe we could get through the billionaire’s games without folding. Maybe we could make that money. What could he possibly have in store for us that was more embarrassing than licking cum off of the floor like a couple of starving dogs? 

CHAPTER VIII

Now  the  billionaire  was  facing  his  wall  of  toys,  scratching  his  chin while he tried to think of a way to get us all to fold—or even just one of us. 

There wasn’t much he hadn’t tried. He surely thought that the boys would cave  when  he  told  them  to  sixty-nine,  but  that  didn’t  work.  He  probably assumed Ken would walk away when shown that big black dildo, but that didn’t happen either. But it was clear that he wanted to keep his money. The sun  was  already  starting  to  come  up  and  he  couldn’t  keep  this  nonsense going forever. 

Then  he  froze.  The  room  became  somehow  more  silent,  and  then  he turned around slowly. His gaze moved from the boys to Rachael and then it landed on me, where it stayed. His eyes seemed to glow as his lips curled into a slight smile. And I felt like I could read that smile. It seemed to say, 

‘If  I  have  to  pay  you,  I  may  as  well  get  something  out  of  it.’  And  I  was right: that’s exactly what he was thinking. 

“Suck my cock,” he said. And his gaze was still on me. 

“W—What?” I managed to say. 

“Come and suck my cock. You’ll have five minutes to get me off with your mouth. If you can’t do it, then it’s game over.” 

My heart stammered, then Ken jumped forward. “That’s not fair! You can’t just change the rules on us now!” 

“It’s my money, I can do whatever I want,” he said with a smug smile. 

“Bullshit!” 

“Open  your  mouth  again  and  you  all  go  home  with  nothing,”  he snapped, narrowing his eyes. Then he looked back at me. “Well?” he said. 

“Are  you  going  to  suck  me  off  or  no?  You’ve  got  five  minutes—starting now.”  He  reached  down  and  pressed  a  button  on  his  watch.  My  heart stuttered again. I knew I didn’t have time to hesitate. My stomach groaned and  then  I  hopped  forward,  looking  back  at  my  friends  for  only  a  split second. 

“Your first ten seconds are already gone,” he said. So I dropped to my knees  and  reached  for  his  belt  with  my  trembling  hands.  I  didn’t  want  to suck his cock. I didn’t want to taste his come, even though I had a feeling I wouldn’t  be  able  to  get  him  off.  But  I  had  to  try.  I  had  to  do  it  for  my friends. Though even if I got him off, he would probably come up with a new challenge and a new set of rules to keep the game going, until he was the winning and we were the losers. 

I unzipped his fly, and then I tugged down his pants. I nearly grabbed his  long  cock,  just  to  bring  it  to  my  lips,  and  then  I  paused.  I’m  sure  he would  count  that  as  using  my  hands.  So  I  leaned  in  with  closed  eyes  and found the tip of his flaccid cock with my open mouth. It was thick and long. 

He had no pubic hair—not even a touch of stubble, as if he’d been waxed that  same  day.  His  shaft  was  warm,  but  at  least  it  smelled  clean,  with  no awkward taste. I started sucking, using the tip of my tongue to stimulate his tip.  I  didn’t  have  long,  and  he  wasn’t  even  erect  yet.  I  bobbed  my  head quickly. 

“Rub your clit,” he said. 

I didn’t waste a second. I reached down and started rubbing between my legs. He had no idea I was just rubbing my folded back cock—but if that’s what he wanted, that’s what he got. 

I kept bobbing my head. He was getting hard. His cock was starting to lift  up,  pointing  out.  It  was  only  a  minute  before  his  shaft  was  pressing against the roof of my mouth. But a minute is a long time when you only have five. I pressed my lips harder around his girth and I bobbed my head faster,  using  my  tongue  to  tickle  his  tip  constantly.  Saliva  ran  down  my cheeks and dripped off of my chin. But I wasn’t about to stop—not even to wipe my face. I didn’t have any time to kill. I was already mad at myself for wasting the first twenty seconds of my five minutes. 

He moaned. I knew I was doing something right. But I had no idea if I was doing it fast enough. I didn’t want this to be for nothing. I didn’t want to  make  him  come  and  then  find  out  I  was  a  minute  late.  I  was  already angry with myself for taking so long. A professional cocksucker probably would have gotten him off already. 

There  was  a  tingling  between  my  legs.  Apparently  I  was  rubbing  too hard, because now my cock was started to become erect. I tried to push it

down, so it wouldn’t sneak out into view, but I was getting hard fast. So I stopped  rubbing  and  just  held  my  hand  down  between  my  legs,  to  keep everything in place. 

But he noticed. “Don’t stop rubbing. Make yourself squirt like you did before,” he said. 

He was so naïve—and I was so screwed. I knew that I would get a full-blown hard-on if I kept rubbing—but what other choice did I have? I kept massaging my shaft while I sucked him. I gagged slightly as his tip pressed into my throat. I tried to mash his tip hard against the roof of my mouth, to create the most stimulation possible. But he just wasn’t coming. 

Though he was groaning. His legs were trembling. I was getting closer

—but  was  it  fast  enough?  Was  I  out  of  time?  Would  he  tell  me  when  the five minutes were up? 

I looked up with my eyes and saw that his eyes were closed. His head was tilted back. He was moaning loudly. He probably wasn’t even watching his  watch.  He  probably  didn’t  even  know  if  I’d  lost  yet.  Maybe  he  just wanted to get off. 

Then his watch beeped. I knew my time was up, and there was no cum in  my  mouth.  So  I  spat  his  erection  out,  wiping  my  face  with  my  bare forearm.  He  looked  down  at  me  with  intense  eyes.  “Why  did  you  stop? 

Don’t stop. I’m almost done!” 

“Your watch beeped,” I said softly. “My time is up.” 

He  looked  at  his  watch  and  hesitated  for  a  moment.  Then  he  looked down at my body. “I’ll give you a chance to redeem yourself—take off your panties. Let me come in your pussy.” He was breathing heavily, desperate to keep the pleasure going. 

I remained still. Then I shook my head. “I—I can’t,” I said. 

“Why not? Take off your fucking panties or you get nothing!” 

I closed my eyes. Then I stood up and pulled down my panties, letting my erection flip up. His face became white and he stumbled back. “What the fuck is that?” he said. 

“I’m sorry,” I said to my friends behind me, without looking back. 

“It’s not your fault,” Rachael said. 

“You’re a—a dude?” the billionaire said. 

I nodded my head. 

Then  he  was  silent  for  another  long  moment.  He  slowly  sat  himself down on the ground, as if his legs were about to give out on him. He stared down  at  his  own  erection,  which  was  created  by  another  man.  Then  he looked up at me with those forlorn eyes. “Sit on my cock. Let me come in your asshole. And don’t you dare tell anyone about this.” 

I looked down at him. “Will you still pay us?” I asked. 

“I don’t know. I haven’t decided yet. But if you want any chance at all, you’ll  do  it.  And  face  me—don’t  face  away  from  me.”  His  voice  was suddenly  low  and  dark—strangely  gravelly  as  if  he  aged  twenty  years  in five seconds. 

I closed my eyes. I didn’t want to sit on his cock, but I didn’t want to screw over my friends. So I carefully sat down on his lap, reaching down to point  his  cock  up  towards  my  hole.  It  went  in  with  relative  ease,  only stretching me a little bit, seeing as I was still stretched out from the dildo earlier.  “Now  bounce,”  he  said  through  clenched  teeth.  He  was  staring  at my  erection,  eyes  glowing.  He  liked  it.  He  hated  that  he  liked  it—but  he definitely liked it. He watched it as I bounced. He watched as it went up and down, and then he reached out and gently stroked it, feeling my veins and my swollen tip. He let out a low groan. 

And I have to admit, his cock felt nice inside of my asshole. It massaged my anal walls in all the right spots. I couldn’t stop the moan that escaped my lips. And it was only a minute before he started to cum inside of me. I sat down hard on his lap as his warm goo filled my deep cavern. His eyes were closed and his head was tilted back again. It took him a while before he opened those eyes. He looked into my eyes and said, “Stand up and get out of here. Get out of my house.” 

“What about the money?” I said, still using my girly voice even though I’d been found out. After that long night, it had become my natural voice. 

“You get nothing. You broke the rules: I wanted two boys and two girls. 

I  got  three  boys.  Sorry,  but  I  made  that  very  clear  in  the  bar.”  He  pulled himself out from underneath me and then he pulled up his pants. I stood up slowly, feeling his hot load rushing down to my gaping asshole. 

Then I noticed him looking behind me with wide eyes. “Where did they go? Where are your friends?” 

I looked back. They were gone. The billionaire ran out of the room, and I followed him. He ran down the hallway and through his maze of a house to  his  safe,  which  was  open  and  empty.  I  stood  twenty  paces  behind  him with cum oozing down my leg. He turned to me with the same look Jack Nicholson had in The Shining. “You’re going to pay for this,” he said. So I started running. I managed to kick off my shoes as I sprinted towards the front door. He was trailing me, sprinting clumsily. Maybe he was drunk or maybe he still had his post-sex legs on. Somehow, I managed to beat him out to his parking pad. 

There was a Rolls Royce idling twenty feet from his front door. Rachael was leaning out the passenger window. “Get in! Quick!” she said. 

I ran over and dove into the back seat, across the legs of Marko, who helped  to  pull  me  in  as  the  car  pulled  away,  door  still  wide  open.  We  all laughed like giddy children running away from an imaginary monster. Next to Marko was a giant pile of money—easily a few million. 

I  looked  back  and  watched  as  the  billionaire  became  a  tiny  dot  in  the distance.  He  was  trying  to  chase  the  car,  hopelessly  on  foot.  I  looked forward at Ken, who was in the driver’s seat with white knuckles clutching the steering wheel. He cheered loudly before saying, “We’ll have to dump the car as soon as we get into town—before the police find us.” 

“How did you get the money?” I asked. 

Ken  looked  back  at  me  with  a  grin.  “I  memorized  his  safe  code,  and then I slipped away while you had him… distracted.” 

I  looked  back  at  the  money.  We’d  just  stolen  a  lot  of  money—but  we stole it from an evil person. Maybe that was wrong, but it certainly didn’t seem any more wrong than taking advantage of four strangers, humiliating them  sexually  with  no  plans  of  actually  paying  them  a  dime.  Maybe  we weren’t his first victims. Maybe many people had gone through that house of humiliation and left empty-handed. Now, he was paying the price. 

Marko put his arm over my shoulders and pulled me in close. “You did good, Hailey,” he said. And then he chuckled. “I can’t say I blame the guy

for not being able to tell the difference. If I’m going to be honest, you’re actually pretty sexy.” 

I looked into his eyes. “You probably couldn’t handle me,” I said before laughing. 

The  sun  was  rising  over  the  distant  treeline.  The  billionaire’s  games were over. And now, we were all millionaires. 


THE END

HYPNOTISED

Charlie is a normal guy with a normal life and a normal job. But he’s got one less-than-normal hobby: hypnotism. It’s a new hobby that he’s only tried out a few times with his co-workers. He helped one girl stop smoking and he helped a close friend with a mild eating disorder. He’s got a lot to learn  still,  so  he  puts  an  ad  out,  to  see  if  he  can  find  some  new  willing patients. 

To  his  own  surprise,  he  gets  a  hit:  a  man  who  needs  help  winning  a peculiar bet. Charlie isn’t sure he can help, but he’s willing to give it a shot. 

He invites the man to his place and discovers that the man is Adam, an old friend from school. And the bet is a strange one: Adam needs to pass as a woman at a party, and there’s a few hundred bucks on the line. He’s got the look down and now he just needs to get into the right headspace. 

CHAPTER I

Charlie’s  heart  was  pounding  as  he  stared  at  the  unconscious  woman before  him.  He  didn’t  actually  think  the  hypnosis  would  work—he  didn’t actually believe it could be so simple to put a person into a trance. 

He was almost sure Karen was just messing with him—maybe about to open  her  eyes  and  throw  her  hands  into  the  air  while  screaming  “Boo!” 

Maybe she thought his little fascination with the art of hypnosis was silly; everyone  else  thought  it  was  silly,  after  all.  So  he  forced  a  laugh.  “Okay, Karen. You don’t have to pretend. You do want to quit smoking right?” he said. 

Karen’s eyes remained closed. She took a big, gentle breath of air into her lungs. “I want to quit smoking,” she said softly, still in that trance. 

“Then  you  have  to  take  it  seriously,”  he  said.  “It  won’t  work  if  you don’t take it seriously.” 

She took another soft breath. “I want to quit smoking,” she said. 

Charlie  stared  at  her  closed  eyes,  his  heart  pounding  harder.  Was  she really in a trance? Was that really all it took to hypnotise a person? He used a  spoon  and  a  wine  glass:  tapping  the  spoon  against  the  glass  every  few seconds while telling Karen to focus on the black behind her eyelids while listening to nothing but the dinging of the wine glass. It seemed silly when he read it online, but he figured it was worth a try when Karen came up to him earlier that day and said, “I need to quit smoking. You can do that with hypnotism, right?” Before that, everyone had been mocking Charlie on the job site, because he made the mistake of letting his little interest slip when everyone  was  talking  about  dream  jobs  that  had  nothing  to  do  with engineering. 

“That  hypnotism  stuff  is  all  BS,”  said  one  of  Charlie’s  co-workers.  “I watched  a  documentary  about  it.  They  just  hire  actors  when  they’re  on camera, so they can trick people into paying big bucks.” And Charlie wasn’t entirely  sure  that  he  wasn’t  wrong.  He’d  watched  the  videos  online,  and they all seemed genuine—but of course scam artists would do their best to look genuine if they wanted to attract clients. 

Now,  Charlie  heart  sunk  into  his  stomach.  If  Karen  was  really  in  a hypnotic trance, then Charlie had a frightening amount of power. If she was really in a trance, then he could potentially add ten or twenty years onto her life by removing cigarettes from her daily routine. He could make her quack like a duck every time she heard a phone ring. He could dig into her past and find out if she had any forgotten trauma. Or he could snoop around in her  brain:  find  out  who  she  had  a  crush  on,  find  out  who  she  lost  her virginity to as a teenager—or whatever Charlie wanted. 

Charlie cleared his throat. He tried to think of a way to confirm Karen’s state  of  mind—to  make  sure  she  wasn’t  just  pulling  his  leg.  “Bark  like  a dog,”  Charlie  said.  Then  she  barked,  much  louder  than  Charlie  was expecting.  He  looked  back  at  the  break  room  door,  his  heart  suddenly jumping a beat. He wasn’t supposed to be on his break yet, but it was the only time the break room would be clear for a ten-minute hypnosis session. 

“Now meow like a cat,” he said, and she meowed. He laughed nervously. 

She continued to sit with her eyes closed. She was in a trance, but not a deep  trance.  Her  back  was  still  straight  and  her  head  was  perked  up.  He knew  this  state  from  the  many  videos  he  watched  online.  There  was  a deeper  state,  literally  called  ‘the  Deep  Trance’.  In  a  Deep  Trance,  people don’t remember their sessions. The part of the brain that stores memories is suddenly  turned  off  in  a  Deep  Trance—but  Deep  Trances  were  not  to  be fooled  around  with,  at  least  according  to  the  websites  Charlie  frequented whenever  his  interest  in  hypnosis  was  piqued,  which  happened  every  few months for whatever reason. 

Charlie thought about putting Karen into a Deep Trance now, curious to see if it was possible—curious to see if her head would tilt down and her back would slump, like the patients in the videos. Karen hadn’t seen those videos,  so  she  wouldn’t  know  what  to  do  with  her  body  if  she  was  just messing around. But Charlie had read the horror stories of people ending up seriously  screwed  up  from  the  Deep  Trance:  including  one  particularly terrifying  story  of  a  hypnotist  would  couldn’t  get  his  patient  out  from  the Deep Trance. 

So Charlie would have to think of another way to get Karen to expose whether  or  not  she  was  truly  in  a  trance.  He  thought  about  asking  her  an intimate question, to see if she would really answer or if she would become outraged.  But  he  knew  that  she  would  remember  everything  when  the

session was over. He didn’t want her thinking he was a creep. So what else could  he  ask?  He  looked  over  and  saw  that  her  phone  was  on  the  table. 

“What’s your phone password?” he asked. 

“Why?” she asked softly. 

“So  I  can  unlock  it  and  read  your  private  messages,”  he  said,  with  no actual intention of reading her messages. 

“It’s  1448,”  she  said.  So  he  picked  up  her  phone,  and  the  code  was correct.  Either  she  was  committed  to  her  prank,  or  she  was  really hypnotised. Charlie’s heart shot up into his throat. He located her pack of cigarettes next to her phone. He slipped a cigarette out from the pack, and then  he  held  it  out  under  her  nose.  “Do  you  smell  this?  What  do  you smell?” he asked. 

“It’s a Belmont Blue,” she said without opening her eyes. 

“Does it smell good?” he asked. 

She nodded her head. “Can I have it?” she asked with her gentle voice. 

Charlie nodded his head and reached it down to her hand. “Put it in your mouth,” he said. So she followed his command, slipping the fag through her lips. Her body seemed to perk up with a peculiar euphoria as the chemicals from the cigarette seeped into her system, even without a light. Or maybe it was  just  the  oral  fixation  being  satisfied  by  such  a  simple  gesture.  “How does it taste?” he asked. 

“Good. Can I have a light?” she asked. 

He  shook  his  head.  “Not  right  now.  What’s  the  grossest  thing  you’ve ever tasted, Karen?” 

She thought for a long moment, still in that calm trance. “When I was twelve, my mom accidentally put a spoiled yogurt in my lunchbox. It made me sick for two days.” 

“I want you to taste that yogurt now, in that cigarette. Now, I want every cigarette to taste like that yogurt.” 

She suddenly spat the cigarette out and started to gag. Charlie jumped back, shocked by her sudden reaction. He wasn’t expecting anything nearly as over the top. She continued to gag and cough. 

Now, Charlie wasn’t sure what to do. Was that it? Were cigarettes now ruined for her? Was it that easy to manipulate someone’s mind? “When you think about cigarettes, I want you to think about that yogurt.” 

She  shook  her  head.  “It’s  so  disgusting,”  she  said.  Her  face  was suddenly  turning  green.  If  she  was  pranking  him  then  she  had  quite  the knack for acting. Great actors can cry on command, but can they turn green on command? 

He chuckled. “When I count to three and snap my fingers, you’ll wake up. One… Two… Three.” He snapped and her eyes opened. She looked at him  with  wide  eyes  and  parted  lips,  and  then  she  looked  down  at  her cigarettes on the table. Her hand slapped against her lips and she winced her face away. “Oh God,” she said. “I think I’m going to throw up.” 

Charlie  couldn’t  fight  away  the  smile.  For  years  he’d  been  casually watching  hypnosis  videos  online,  overwhelmed  by  a  peculiar  interest  that he  could  never  put  his  finger  on.  Now,  he’d  experienced  the  feeling  first hand: the power of manipulating someone’s brain. And it was so simple! He used  nothing  but  a  spoon,  a  wine  glass,  and  a  few  minutes  of  soothing speech. 

“I think it worked,” he said. 

She nodded her head, gagging again. “Can you get those cigarettes out of  this  room,  please?”  Charlie  took  the  smokes  and  tossed  them  out  the window. Then Karen took a deep breath, shaking her head. A moment later, she gagged again—probably imagining a cigarette. She jumped to her feet and ran off to the bathroom so she wouldn’t barf in front of her co-worker. 

And Charlie continued to smile, impressed with himself and bewildered by a power he never knew he had—a power that everyone had, technically. 

He  went  back  onto  the  floor  and  was  immediately  mocked  by  one  of  his male  co-workers.  “Hey!  It’s  David  Copperfield!”  he  yelled,  even  though David  Copperfield  wasn’t  a  hypnotist.  Now,  Charlie  didn’t  feel  any embarrassment.  He  thought  about  telling  his  co-worker  about  his  first successful  patient.  But  he  knew  it  was  best  to  wait  a  few  days  to  see  if Karen really was cured, or if his work was just a temporary mind glitch. 

CHAPTER II

Karen took the next two days off of work. Charlie asked his boss where she  was.  “I  don’t  know,  she  called  in  sick.  Maybe  a  stomach  bug  or something,” he said. She came back into work three days after the hypnosis. 

After walking in the door, she went straight to Charlie. She grabbed his arm and  said,  “Come  with  me.”  She  pulled  him  across  the  floor  to  the  utility closet: the only empty room in the building. “I can’t stop thinking about that y—that  yo—”  She  couldn’t  even  say  the  word  without  gagging.  Her  face suddenly turned green. “Every time I get a craving, I think of it. And the cravings won’t stop. Please make it go away. I don’t want this anymore!” 

“Have you had a cigarette?” Charlie asked. 

She grabbed his arms with surprisingly firm grips. “No, I haven’t had a fucking  cigarette!”  Her  voice  reverberated  through  the  walls  and  through Charlie’s  bones.  “Now  get  rid  of  this  yo—yogurt  thing,  so  I  can  stop throwing up every fifteen minutes!” 

Charlie had to bite his tongue hard to stop himself from smirking. He still couldn’t believe that he’d really hypnotised someone. He still couldn’t believe that it was so easy to meddle in someone else’s head. “Okay. You just want to start smoking again?” 

“Don’t say smoke,” she snapped. “Don’t make me think of that.” 

Charlie  looked  around  the  small  utility  closet.  There  was  a  janitor’s stool in the corner. “Okay, sit down,” he said. Then he looked around and spotted a screwdriver and a piece of pipe. He tapped the metal head of the screwdriver  against  the  pipe,  making  a  ding  that  wasn’t  so  different  from the sound he made using the spoon and the wine glass. “Close your eyes.” 

He  ran  her  through  the  routine,  biting  his  tongue  the  whole  time  in  an attempt  to  contain  his  excitement.  He  took  a  deep  breath  in,  knowing  he needed his voice to be calm and soothing. “Just focus on the black behind your eyelids,” he said. 

“I can only think about that putrid yogurt,” she said, squirming, unable to go under. 

So he kept trying. It took longer than before. Ten minutes went by, and then twenty minutes went by. He was late for work now. He thought about telling her to find him later, but he didn’t want her to suffer any more than she was suffering now. So he kept clinking the screwdriver against the pipe, until she suddenly seemed calm. Her eyelids were flickering slightly: a sign that she was in a trance. “Can you hear me?” he asked. 

She  nodded  her  head.  “I  can  hear  you.”  Her  voice  was  soft:  no  more yelling  or  snapping.  Charlie  let  out  a  sigh  of  relief.  He  hadn’t  ruined  her brain—he could still fix what he’d messed up. 

“When you think about cigarettes, what comes to mind?” he asked. 

“When  I  was  twelve,  my  mom  packed  a  spoiled  yogurt  in  my lunchbox.” 

“I want you to forget about the yogurt. That never happened. Okay?” 

She nodded her head. “Okay.” 

“Now, I want you to think about…” He thought for a moment. “I want you to think about dirt—like soil.” 

She nodded her head. “Soil,” she repeated. 

“Right. Now, whenever you smell a cigarette, you will smell soil. When you taste it, it will taste like licking your garden. Got it?” 

She nodded her head. “Licking my garden,” she said. 

“And you won’t gag. It won’t make you throw up. But it won’t be nice either.” 

“Licking my garden,” she said again. Apparently that one bit resonated with her. Charlie had no idea if she even had a garden. 

“Great. That’s just great,” he said. 

Now, she sat quietly with her eyes closed. It was time to wake her up. 

But  now,  Charlie  couldn’t  help  but  think  about  all  of  the  possibilities.  He wanted to know just how powerful he could be—though he didn’t want to do  any  permanent  damage  to  one  of  his  co-workers.  So  he  took  a  deep breath. 

He’d watched many videos over the past few days. He’d watched them closely, now knowing that the content was real and not just an entertaining hoax. He’d even watched a number of Deep Trance videos, and had become

particularly  fascinated  by  a  particular  hypnotist  who  was  able  to  make patients remember as far back as being in the womb—though he still wasn’t sure  it  was  possible.  There  were  even  videos  of  hypnotists  going  further back  than  the  womb:  making  people  remember  past  lives,  but  Charlie wasn’t  sure  the  videos  were  real—or  maybe  the  patients  were  actually recalling some movie they watched as a child, mistaking it for a past life. 

Now, he had his own blank canvas. Karen was sitting before him with closed eyes, just a few words and clinks away from being in that vulnerable state. “Karen, I want you to focus again on the black behind your eyelids,” 

he said. His heart galloped. He struck the pipe gently with his screwdriver. 

“I want you to sink deeper into your relaxed state.” He hit the pipe again. 

The  trick  was  to  follow  a  rhythm:  a  strike  every  few  seconds,  all  equally spaced out. “I want you to take a deep breath. Let that relaxation take over.” 

He kept going, clinking the pipe and speaking softly. 

Then  her  body  began  to  slump.  Her  head  began  to  tilt  down  as  the muscles in her neck relaxed. She looked like a stuffed animal on the shelf in a  toy  store.  Her  hands  slipped  off  of  her  lap  and  hung  down  towards  the ground. Charlie was worried he would have to catch her if she leaned any more forward. “Can you still hear me?” he asked. 

“Yeah,”  she  whimpered.  Her  voice  was  almost  inaudible,  just  like  the patients in the Deep Trance videos. Charlie’s eyes turned wide. Once again he  found  himself  in  a  state  of  disbelief.  She  wasn’t  only  hypnotised,  she was  in  a  Deep  Trance.  Internet  forums  suggested  such  a  feat  wasn’t  so simple to achieve, yet Charlie had managed it on his first try. 

He wanted to jump up and scream out with joy. He wanted to run onto the floor to retrieve all of his naysayers. He wanted to shove Karen in all of their  faces.  But  instead,  he  kept  his  composure  and  let  his  mind  wander through all of the possibilities. 

“Tell me a secret,” he said, not entirely sure what he wanted to hear—if anything at all. “Just anything you think of.” 

“I sucked Mr. Finlay’s cock in my senior year of high school,” she said in her whisper of a voice. “It was during lunch. I’ve never told anyone.” 

Charlie’s  heart  throbbed.  He  had  no  idea  who  Mr.  Finlay  was,  but  he was  shocked  by  how  quick  she  was  to  admit  such  a  controversial  secret. 

“Okay,”  Charlie  said  as  a  chill  crept  down  his  spine.  Maybe  he  didn’t

belong here, in this part of Karen’s brain. Maybe he was crossing a line that he was better off staying away from. 

“Tell me another secret,” he said. 

She  was  quiet  for  a  moment.  And  then  she  said,  “When  I  was  six,  I burned  down  our  garage  and  blamed  it  on  my  three-year-old  sister.  My parents still think she did it.” 

Charlie nodded his head. “Anything else?” 

She was silent, apparently out of secrets. 

He thought of more potential questions: the answers to which were none of his business, but now he couldn’t help himself. “Do you have a crush on anyone at work?” he asked. 

She nodded her head. “I’ve liked you since I started working here.” 

Charlie’s  heart  skipped  a  beat.  It  wasn’t  the  answer  he  was  expecting. 

“Me?” he said. 

She nodded her head gently—as much as she could without activating the muscles in her neck. 

“Wow,”  Charlie  said.  “That’s…  um…  okay.”  Now  his  body  was buzzing  and  his  nerves  were  tingling.  He  knew  it  was  time  to  end  the session,  but  he  was  overwhelmed  with  curiosity:  mostly  the  curiosity  of knowing the limits of his power. 

If  the  people  of  the  Internet  could  be  trusted,  then  Karen  would remember nothing after entering the Deep Trance. He could technically get away with anything. 

“W—What do you like about me?” he asked, looking back at the door after hearing a soft creak, worried someone was listening in. But the closet was removed from the usual operations. There was no one there. 

“I  think  you’re  cute,”  she  said.  “You  remind  me  of  Mr.  Finlay.”  He wasn’t  sure  if  it  was  a  compliment  or  not.  “I  sometimes  finger  my  pussy while thinking about you.” 

“You want to have sex with me?” he asked with a cracking voice. 

“Yes,” she said. 

Now his heart was throttling his ribcage, trying to break out. He knew he was way over the line, but for some reason he couldn’t stop himself from prodding. Karen was cute, and she would remember nothing. 

“Oh God,” Charlie whimpered to himself, fighting the little demon on his shoulder—but the demon was winning. 

“Can you stand up?” he asked. 

She stood up, looking a bit like a zombie. 

“Open your eyes, but don’t wake up,” he said—something he’d seen in a video online. Her eyes opened. She looked to be awake, but her body was still limp and relaxed. 

He coughed. “Show me what you want to do to me,” he said. He didn’t want to force her to do anything against her will—though he knew what he was doing was in a gray zone. She was doing what she claimed she wanted to  do—but  was  she  doing  it  willingly?  If  a  person  commands  another person to ‘do whatever you want’, is there consent? 

She  stepped  forward  and  sunk  down  to  her  knees.  Without  missing  a beat, she reached forward for Charlie’s belt. She made quick work of it—

impressive, seeing as she was more than half asleep. Then she zipped down his fly and pushed her fingers through the slit in his pants. He thought about jumping back and telling her to sit back on the stool. He knew that would be the proper thing to do, but now, he couldn’t help himself. How could he turn down a blowjob from a young, pretty girl? 

She pulled out his flaccid cock with a rather swift tug. He flinched and perked up, and then he let out a nervous laugh. He looked down at her and her eyes were still open, her gaze fixated on his thick member. “Do you like it?” he asked with a whisper. 

“Yes,”  she  said.  She  ran  her  fingers  up  his  length  and  then  she  pulled back. It felt nice—but so wrong at the same time. He laughed nervously. 

“You don’t have to do this if you don’t want to,” he said, even though he knew he was talking to a woman in a state of Deep Trance. He already knew she wanted to when she admitted it under hypnosis, so his comment was useless. She kept stroking, leaning her head forward until his cock was in her mouth. 

But her eyes were still open. She stared at his pelvis while she sucked, which seemed odd until he remembered telling her to open her eyes. “You can close your eyes if you want,” he said. Then her eyes closed and she kept sucking, slurping loudly—loudly enough to make Charlie look back at the door every few seconds. 

The  blowjob  felt  good.  She  obviously  had  lots  of  practise—maybe  on this  Mr.  Finlay  character.  She  knew  exactly  where  to  flick  her  tongue  to make  his  legs  tremble.  He  was  hardening  fast,  in  her  warm,  wet  mouth. 

“That feels good,” he said, though he knew he was saying it to more-or-less deaf ears. 

His heart was pounding with regret. He knew what he was doing was wrong, no matter how he tried to justify it in his head—and he did continue to  attempt  to  justify  it.  But  even  though  he  knew  it  was  wrong,  he  kept pushing. “Lift up your shirt and show me your breasts,” he said. 

She did as ordered, lifting up her shirt and then folding down the cups of her bra to expose her perky tits. She had big nipples: large areolas and animated nips. Her tight shirt remained up near her collarbone, even after she let go of the shirt, so her breasts remained out. Now Charlie’s heart was throbbing  even  harder,  making  him  worried  he  was  about  to  have  a  heart attack. 

But there was no stopping her now. He was fully erect and her tongue felt like heaven. His whole body was trembling with euphoria as her plump lips slid along his girth. “God, that feels so good,” he groaned. He reached down  and  slipped  his  fingers  into  her  soft,  blonde  hair.  He  clenched  and pulled her head in tighter. Now his cock was throbbing in the back of her throat.  She  didn’t  gag.  She  seemed  to  like  it.  So  he  started  thrusting.  She closed her plump, juicy lips firmly, turning her mouth into the perfect fuck-hole. He could feel his orgasm coming, though that horrible feeling was still churning in his gut: knowing he was doing something far beyond taboo. 

It  didn’t  matter  how  bad  that  guilt  became—it  felt  too  good.  He clenched her hair tight and thrusted his cock down her throat, and then he came.  He  groaned  loudly,  pulling  back  after  the  first  few  shots  to  splatter some cum on her face. Then he pushed his cock back into her mouth for the final  oozing,  which  pooled  on  her  tongue  until  he  commanded  her  to swallow. 

He used a nearby roll of paper towel to clean her face off, and then he got her outfit back to normal before sitting her back down. He made sure there were no signs of their little romp before commanding her to wake up. 

Her  eyes  opened  and  she  looked  around  the  room  as  if  she  was  just waking  up  in  her  bed  at  home.  It  took  her  brain  a  moment  to  process everything. 

Charlie was tense, backed into the corner, terrified she would remember sucking his cock. Her gaze drifted around the room until she was looking into his eyes. Then her lips curled into a smile. “I don’t want a cigarette,” 

she said. 

“Good,”  Charlie  said,  still  nervous  that  Deep  Trance  memory  would suddenly come back to her at any moment. 

“And  I  can’t  even  remember  what  that  yogurt  looked  or  smelled  or tasted like,” she said, her voice becoming louder with excitement. 

“That’s good,” Charlie said, nodding his head. 

“You  did  it!”  she  said.  “You  really  did  it!”  She  jumped  forward  and threw her arms around him, hugging him tightly. He tried to inch his pelvis back, as his cock was still half erect and bulging in his pants. 

Then  she  stepped  back  and  looked  into  his  eyes,  her  smile  suddenly vanishing.  Charlie’s  body  tensed  up.  He  took  a  deep  breath,  horrified  he was looking at a woman who was remembering something he did not want her to remember. “Did I fall asleep? Why can’t I remember anything after you got rid of the yogurt association?” 

Charlie  nodded  his  head.  “I  had  to  go  a  bit  deeper  to  really  fix  your addiction,”  he  lied.  He  remained  tense,  though  he  remembered  that  the Internet  said  people  almost  never  remember  what  happens  in  the  Deep Trance  state—almost.  There  were  accounts  of  people  remembering,  and maybe Karen would be one of them. 

She  smiled  and  then  let  out  a  nervous  laugh.  “You  didn’t  do  anything else  while  I  was  out,  did  you?”  She  said  it  jokingly,  but  still  with  that nervous smile. 

Charlie shook his head. “No.” 

“I didn’t tell you anything weird, did I?” 

“Like what?” Charlie said, trying to force a smile to ease the tension. 

She let out another nervous laugh. “I don’t know—who knows what’s in this head of mine! I guess we should get back to work, huh?” 

“Definitely,” Charlie said. And for the rest of that day, he kept a close eye on Karen, making sure she wasn’t having any sudden recalls that could put him behind bars. Or was what he did wrong? He did say, ‘Do whatever you want.’ Surely that kept him in the safe zone, right? 

CHAPTER III

It  was  three  weeks  later  when  Dave,  another  one  of  Charlie’s  co-workers, sought him out for his special hypnotism powers—which weren’t really  powers  unique  to  Charlie.  He  tried  explaining  to  Dave  that  anyone could  hypnotise  a  person,  but  Dave  was  convinced  that  it  was  a  sort  of telepathy that was imbued upon a tiny group of very special people. “Karen said she hasn’t had a cigarette since you hypnotised her. So maybe you can help me.” 

Dave’s problem was that he liked to get McDonalds on his way home from  work.  He  would  eat  it  secretly  in  his  car  before  getting  home  to  his wife.  “I  just  hate  her  cooking  so  much,  and  she’s  starting  to  suspect something, seeing as I’m putting on weight. But I can’t help it—I just crave McDonalds so badly. Make the cravings stop. Use your magic and end the cravings.” 

Charlie tried again to explain that hypnotism wasn’t magic. “It’s more like a guided meditation,” he said. But Dave’s eyes just went blank, as if he didn’t  know  what  the  word  ‘meditation’  meant.  “Okay,  let’s  give  it  a  try after work today.” 

So  they  met  at  Charlie’s  place.  Dave  immediately  lay  down  on  the couch, crossed his arms on his chest like a vampire in a casket, and closed his eyes. “I’m ready.” Charlie stared down at him and wondered what Dave thought hypnosis was. 

“It’s actually easier if you’re sitting up.” 

Dave sat up but kept his arms crossed. 

“And relax your arms at your sides.” 

Dave  looked  curiously  at  Charlie  before  following  the  command.  “If you say so,” he said. 

“First,  you  just  need  to  relax,”  Charlie  said,  and  then  he  guided  him through the usual steps. Getting Dave to slip into a trance wasn’t so easy. 

He was resilient, and he wouldn’t stop talking. He was obviously nervous, still  thinking  hypnosis  was  a  sort  of  voodoo  magic  that  could  give  him

permanent brain damage. Charlie tried to calm him down. “It won’t work if you’re stressed out about it,” he said. “You need to relax and trust me.” 

Finally, after thirty minutes of trial and error, Dave was still and silent. 

His eyelids fluttered and his breathing slowed. “Can you hear me?” Charlie asked. 

Dave nodded his head. 

Instead  of  making  McDonalds  taste  and  smell  like  spoiled  yogurt, Charlie  decided  to  make  Dave’s  wife’s  cooking  taste  and  smell  like McDonalds. It seemed like a temporary fix in the moment, but a week later, Dave grabbed Charlie at work and squeezed him tightly, nearly draining the life out of him. “You did it, buddy!” he yelled. “I haven’t had McDonalds in a week! You really are magic! You should go on CNN!” 

Charlie  laughed,  but  he  didn’t  bother  trying  to  explain  that  he  wasn’t magic again. If that’s what Dave wanted to believe, then that’s what Dave got to believe. Arguing was pointless—and Charlie kind of liked that Dave thought he was magical. Having a power was nice, even though it wasn’t a power unique to Charlie. 

“Thanks, Dave,” he said. 

“No, thank  you! ” Dave said. “I’ve already lost two pounds and my wife doesn’t  think  I’m  cheating  on  her  anymore.  Hey!  You  know  what  you should do? You should advertise your services on Craigslist. People would pay  big  money  for  this.  I  can  be  your  first  testimonial.  An  hour  or  two  a week, and you could be making a few extra grand a month, I bet!” 

Charlie  laughed  again,  but  the  idea  wasn’t  terrible.  A  few  extra  bucks wouldn’t be so bad, and hypnotising people was actually a lot of fun. And not to mention, he was doing some good in the world with only a little bit of effort. Karen would likely live longer now that she was off cigarettes, and Dave would probably live longer now that he was off daily cheeseburgers. 

What if he could help dozens—or even hundreds—of other people? Maybe people  really  would  pay  good  money  for  a  session  with  a  hypnotist.  But would they pay an engineer to hypnotise them? Or would people expect a trained individual with some sort of degree in psychology? 

When Charlie got home, he found himself on Craigslist, trying to see if there were any hypnotists advertising in his area. There were none. But was

there any demand for such a service? Just to satisfy his curiosity, he made a post. ‘$100.00 for hypnotism,” was the title of his post. And in the body he wrote, ‘If it doesn’t work, you don’t pay.’ He left it at that, published the post,  and  then  found  himself  staring  at  his  e-mail  inbox,  waiting  for requests to appear. After twenty minutes, he started to feel foolish. The post was  so  bland  and  uninteresting.  If  anyone  were  looking  for  a  hypnotist, surely they would see the post and think it was some sort of joke, or maybe a scam. 

Charlie didn’t bother reposting. He left the ad up and went on with his evening. And then he forgot all about it until two weeks later when he got a response from a guy named Adam. “Is this service still available?” he asked simply. 

Charlie hesitated before responding. Now that a few weeks had gone by since he last conducted a successful hypnotism, he wasn’t sure he would be able to do it again. He imagined himself in a room with a stranger, feeling horribly  embarrassed  when  the  stranger  couldn’t  get  into  a  trance.  At  the same  time,  the  thought  of  being  a  powerful  hypnotist  once  again  was exciting.  He  remembered  the  smile  on  Dave’s  face.  Dave  claimed  he  still wasn’t eating fast food, and he actually looked a bit thinner. 

So Charlie replied. “I’m still available. What do you need?” 

It  was  a  few  hours  before  Adam  responded.  “It’s  kind  of  a  funny request. I have this bet with my friend and it’s kind of stupid. Would you take thirty bucks? I don’t have a lot of money right now. Maybe if I win the bet I can pay you the full amount. Or is that out of the question?” 

Adam was being vague. He had no idea what the guy wanted, so he had no idea if there was any point in getting together with him to work on his

‘bet’. Charlie couldn’t help but think some high school kids who thought it would be funny to have a hypnotist show up at a party were pranking him. 

But still, he responded. “When do you want to meet up? Are you okay to come to my place?” 

Now,  Adam  replied  quickly.  “I  can  meet  tonight.  Your  place  is  fine,  I guess.” 

Charlie  sent  his  address.  “Come  by  around  7:00  PM.”  Adam  didn’t respond—maybe not getting the message, maybe suddenly having cold feet, or maybe just assuming a response wasn’t necessary. 

Charlie cleaned up his place, though it wasn’t too dirty to begin with. 

He  made  sure  to  vacuum  his  couch,  and  then  he  lit  an  old  candle,  so  the room would seem more inviting. He couldn’t imagine going to a stranger’s house to by hypnotised, so he assumed this Adam character was probably nervous. He ate an early dinner and then he found himself pacing around, trying to calm himself down as if he was preparing to go on a first date with a long-time crush. 

7:00  PM  rolled  around.  Then  7:15  PM  rolled  around.  He  checked  his inbox but there was nothing from Adam. So he sent Adam an e-mail, but got no reply. He rechecked his e-mail at 7:40 PM, and then at 8:00 PM. And then he went to blow out the candle when the doorbell rang. 

He  perked  up  and  took  a  deep  breath.  He  straightened  his  shirt  and scratched his trimmed beard and then he went to the door. 

Standing on the other side was a familiar face: a face he hadn’t seen in a long time, a face that belonged to an old friend from high school. “Adam?” 

Charlie said. He knew Adam. He used to eat lunch with Adam. He used to do  class  assignments  with  Adam.  He  drank  his  first  beer  with  Adam. 

“You’re the Adam who needs hypnotised?” 

“You’re  the  guy  who  does  the  hypnosis?  I  thought  you  went  to engineering school or something?” Adam said, sounding just like the friend from so long ago. 

Charlie laughed. “I’m an engineer,” he said. “I’ve just started doing this on the side. I got a lady to quit smoking recently.” 

“No way,” Adam said, laughing. His face was suddenly red. “Well this is embarrassing.” 

“Why is it embarrassing?” Charlie asked. 

Adam shook his head. “This bet I’m in—you’ll probably laugh at me. I swear it’s just a bet I made with a guy from work. There’s this party coming up and… I don’t know. Maybe this is silly.” 

“You came all this way—may as well tell me. I might be able to help.” 

Adam stared at Charlie with narrowed eyes. “You can really hypnotise people?  That  just  seems…  crazy.  I  mean—I  know  that  it’s  possible—I’ve seen videos and stuff. But you’re… You’re Charlie.” 

Charlie shrugged his shoulders. “To be honest with you, I’ve only done it twice—three times technically, because I did it twice to the same girl. So I can’t promise this will work at all. But it’s worth a try, right?” 

Adam  nodded  his  head  and  then  looked  down  at  his  feet.  “It’s  been  a long time,” he said. “What an awkward way to meet up with an old friend.” 

Charlie  stared  at  him  for  a  moment,  noticing  his  red  cheeks.  He  was biting his lip and fidgeting with his fingers. Why was he so embarrassed? 

Was  he  embarrassed  to  be  admitting  to  an  old  friend  that  he  believed  in hypnotism? Surely that couldn’t be the case, seeing as the old friend was the one conducting the hypnotism. “Want to come in and get started?” Charlie asked. 

Adam laughed. “Or maybe we can just have a drink or something.” 

“We’ll  see  where  we  get.  No  pressure,”  Charlie  said.  “My  evening  is free either way.” 

CHAPTER IV

Adam kept his fingers clasped together around his pelvis. His shoulders were practically touching his ears and he kept biting down on the corner of his bottom lip, as if he had something to say but he was too afraid to say it. 

Charlie  didn’t  bother  pushing  him.  Instead,  he  grabbed  a  beer  from  the fridge  and  then  brought  Adam  to  the  living  room  to  sit  down.  “So  what have you been up to?” he asked. 

Adam shrugged his shoulders. “Just doing some more school, working some part time jobs—nothing terribly exciting. So you’re an engineer, huh? 

I  bet  that’s  fun.  Is  the  pay  good?”  He  didn’t  seem  to  want  to  talk  about himself. Was he hiding something? Or was he just nervous? 

“I can’t complain,” Charlie said. 

“But you’re doing this side business—so maybe the pay isn’t as good as I assume it is,” he said. 

“No.  I’m  not  really  doing  this  for  the  money.  It’s  more  of  a  hobby,  I guess,” Charlie said, nodding his head. “I really just want to see if I can do it, more than anything.” 

Now  Adam  nodded  his  head,  slowly.  “And  you  said  it’s  worked before?” 

Charlie smiled. “A couple of times—yeah.” 

Adam  looked  down  at  his  feet.  He  suddenly  started  asking  more questions about Charlie: asking how long he went to school for, how long he’d  been  at  his  current  job,  and  so  on.  But  Charlie  could  tell  that  Adam wasn’t fully listening—just nodding his head while his mind swirled with anxiety. After thirty minutes of more-or-less pointless conversation, Charlie figured it would probably be best to get whatever was bugging Adam out of the  way.  “So  let’s  try  this  hypnosis  thing.  Tell  me  what  you  want  to accomplish.” 

Adam’s  face  suddenly  turned  a  shade  of  crimson  as  his  eyes  opened wide. His lips parted, but no words came out. Then he smiled and shied his face away. “It’s silly,” he said. 

“Let’s just give it a try. I don’t really care—I won’t judge you.” 

“It’s just for a bet,” he said. 

“I know—you mentioned that.” 

“It’s  a  silly  bet.  I  made  it  when  I  was  drunk.  But  I  still  want  to  win, because I don’t have a ton of money right now.” 

“What’s the bet?” 

And again, Adam went through his nervous routine of biting his lip and throwing his gaze around the room. “Nice curtains, by the way,” he said. 

“Adam,”  Charlie  said,  tempted  to  grab  the  man  by  his  shirt  collar. 

Though if he did that, he would probably snap Adam in half. Adam wasn’t a huge guy—he never was. He was maybe 5 feet 6 inches on his tippy toes, maybe 130 pounds if he was wearing a giant wet sponge. 

“Okay,  okay,”  Adam  said.  He  took  a  deep  breath  and  shook  his  head. 

“So we were at this bar, right? One of those transgender guys walked in—or girls—I’m not really sure what you’re supposed to call them these days. It was a guy who was dressed up like a girl.” 

“I think you call them girls,” Charlie said, nodding his head slowly. 

“Right. Anyway—my buddy couldn’t tell that she was actually a guy—

or used to be a guy—or whatever. I thought it was pretty obvious. Like an idiot, he went over and asked her, and she told him that she was transgender

—so that settled that. He was embarrassed for the rest of the night, and a few of us kept poking fun at him. It was just harmless fun, right? Anyway

—I was taking a jab at him, and then he said, ‘I bet you couldn’t look that good as a woman.’ And—well—I was drunk, so it turned into a bet. Now there’s  this  party  this  weekend  and  I’ve  got  two-hundred  bucks  riding  on this bet.” He quickly looked down at his feet, trying to hide his red face. 

“What’s the bet? I still don’t really get why you need a hypnotist.” 

He  laughed.  “Okay,  so  basically  I’m  going  to  show  up  at  this  party dressed  up  like  a  chick.  A  mutual  friend  is  going  to  be  there—he  doesn’t know  about  the  bet,  and  basically  my  buddy  is  going  to  ask  him  what  he thinks of me. If the mutual friend thinks I’m a chick, then I win. If he can tell  that  I’m  a  dude,  then  I  owe  my  buddy  two  hundred  bucks.  Make sense?” 

Charlie  had  to  think  about  it  for  a  second.  The  bet  certainly  seemed silly. But even once he had his head wrapped around the arrangement, he still didn’t know why Adam needed him. What did any of this have to do with hypnotism? “So what do you need me for?” 

“Well,  I  borrowed  a  wig  and  some  makeup  and  a  few  different  outfit options  from  a  female  friend  of  mine.  I  tried  it  all  on  the  other  night  and then I tried walking around my apartment, filming myself with my phone’s camera. I probably looked so ridiculous—I can already see you smirking.” 

“I’m  not  smirking,”  Charlie  said—though  he  could  feel  it  too:  he  was smirking. 

“I  know  it’s  dumb,”  he  said.  “It’s  not  like  I’m  actually  into  cross-dressing—or drag, or whatever you call it. It’s just a bet that I want to win.” 

“Okay. Sure. But what can I do to help?” 

“I just didn’t look like a girl,” he said. “I mean—my face looked okay, and my body was fine with the padded bra and all that—but walking around and  even  standing,  I  didn’t  look  like  a  chick.  I  went  online  and  watched some videos. Everyone says it’s all about presentation and mannerisms and attitude. There was this guy on YouTube who hardly looked like a girl at all, and then he changed his posture and suddenly he looked like a chick. It was the craziest thing.” 

“So you want me to hypnotize you into being able to… hold the posture of a woman?” Charlie asked, feeling even more confused than before. How was such a thing possible? 

Adam looked at his feet and let out another nervous little laugh. “I mean

—I think I can do the posture, and I sort of practised the mannerisms. But the  thought  of  doing  it  in  front  of  people—both  friends  and  strangers—is horrifying. I need you to make me less… afraid.” 

Charlie  nodded  his  head.  He’d  watched  videos  of  hypnotists  helping people with anxiety disorders. There were studies coming out claiming that hypnotism  might  be  the  newest  drug-free  cure  to  anxiety,  and  even depression  in  certain  cases.  Adam’s  case  wasn’t  so  different:  much  more specific  and  maybe  more  mild—but  not  much  different.  “I  can  certainly try,” Charlie said. 

“Okay, cool. So what do I do? Are you going to dangle a stopwatch in front of me or something?” He let out yet another nervous laugh. 

“No,” Charlie said. “You just need to sit there and try to relax. It won’t work if you’re too tense.” 

Adam took a deep breath, letting his shoulders sink down. Charlie got up to retrieve a spoon and a wine glass. He knew it was going to take some time with Adam. He was so tense that it seemed unlikely he would get into a trance. But it was worth a try. 

Charlie struck the wine glass, making Adam jump. “Just relax, Adam,” 

he said. 

He led Adam through the routine. Adam resisted even more than Dave before him. Every couple of minutes he would laugh nervously, and then he would make a comment like, “Is it working or not?” 

“Just  relax.  If  you  want  this  to  work,  you  need  to  relax.  Don’t  say anything. Just focus on the black behind your eyelids.” 

Twenty minutes went by. Adam kept taking deep breaths and letting all of the air out of his lungs at once. Then he would shake his head, as if he was shaking unwanted thoughts away. “Try to be still,” Charlie said, losing hope.  It  was  starting  to  seem  like  Adam  would  be  his  first  failure  as  a hypnotist. It was bound to happen sooner or later. He’d read that only 30%

of people could be hypnotised, so the fact that he’d gone two for two before Adam was already impressive. 

“Try to focus on the black,” Charlie said again, just about to quit as he struck the wine glass again. He closed his eyes and tried to remember tricks he’d seen in videos. How could he help Adam relax? What was a hypnotist supposed  to  do  with  someone  who  was  tingling  with  anxiety?  He  could think of nothing. “Okay, well then why don’t we…” 

He looked at Adam and noticed a fluttering of the eyelids: that first sign that he was in a trance. “Are you relaxed?” he asked. 

Adam  nodded  his  head  gently.  “Yes,”  he  said  in  a  soft  voice.  Charlie nearly jumped out from his seat with excitement. He’d forgotten the thrill of putting a person into a trance. He forgot how amazingly powerful it felt to crack the password of a person’s brain. Now he had access to Adam’s hard drive. He was in control. 

Charlie looked at Adam’s hands. For the first time since he’d arrived, he wasn’t fidgeting. He was perfectly still: just how Charlie wanted him. 

But Charlie’s smile quickly faded when he realized he had absolutely no plan.  Getting  a  person  to  quit  a  bad  habit  was  simple:  associate  the  habit with  something  bad.  But  how  could  he  get  a  man  to  calm  down?  He couldn’t  just  say  ‘when  you  think  about  dressing  up,  don’t  be  nervous.’

Hypnotism isn’t quite that simple. He needed to think of a way to associate getting dressed up with a positive activity. Maybe he needed to make Adam think  that  being  seen  dolled  up  would  be  exciting—drawing  from  some excitement he felt as a child, like going to an amusement park with friends, or the desire to see presents under the tree on Christmas morning. 

But  where  could  he  start.  “Tell  me  about  your  outfit  for  this  party coming up,” he said, trying to buy himself some thinking time. 

“I have three outfits to pick from,” Adam said calmly. “A crop top and short  shorts;  a  sparkly  green  dress  that  laces  up  the  sides;  and  a  black bodysuit with a mini skirt.” 

Charlie still had no idea where to go from here. “Which one do you like best?” he asked. 

Adam was quiet for a long moment. Then he said, “I think I’ll wear the dress.” 

“Imagine yourself walking into the party in the dress. You walk up the steps and then you step through the door. What happens next?” 

“People turn to look at me. Someone points, and then they all laugh,” 

Adam said. “I try to explain that it’s for a bet, but no one believes me.” 

Charlie nodded his head. “But it is for a bet, right?” 

Adam was silent for another moment. “Sort of.” 

Charlie’s heart bounced. “What do you mean, sort of?” 

“There’s a bet.” 

“Right. But you said that you walk into the party in the green dress, but it’s only sort of because of a bet. What do you mean by sort of?” 

Adam  was  silent,  as  if  he  didn’t  want  to  answer  the  question.  Charlie had  seen  similar  resilience  with  patients  in  online  videos.  Some  people build up strong defences that are hard to break down: sometimes requiring

multiple  sessions,  sometimes  requiring  the  Deep  Trance.  “Okay.  Do  you leave after they laugh at you?” 

Adam nodded his head. “The bet’s over at that point,” he said. 

“But  you  told  me  that  you  look  okay  with  your  wig  and  makeup  and outfit. Don’t you look okay?” 

“I thought so,” Adam said, his eyes fluttering again. 

“And why don’t other people think so?” 

“I  don’t  know,”  he  said.  “Maybe  they  don’t  see  me  the  way  I  see myself.” 

Charlie  nodded  his  head,  suddenly  feeling  more  like  a  psychoanalyst than a hypnotist. “You want to win the bet, right?” 

Adam nodded his head. 

“Show me your girl posture—what you told me you’ve been practising for this party.” 

Adam  slowly  sat  up  straight,  lowering  his  shoulders  and  curving  his back. He lifted his chin up slightly and then he crossed his legs. The posture was impressively feminine—more so than Charlie was expecting. 

“Is this how you will be at the party?” 

“Not if people are staring at my funny,” Adam said. 

Charlie  nodded  his  head  again,  feeling  like  he  was  getting  closer  to where  he  wanted  to  be.  “Tell  me  about  a  time  in  your  life  when  you  felt proud—like you were being praised.” 

Adam was silent as he racked his brain. “When I was twelve, I won a running race at school. My dad was so happy that he hugged me and took me out for pizza.” 

“And that felt good?” Charlie asked. 

Adam nodded. 

“I  want  you  to  think  of  that  feeling  now—I  want  you  to  imagine yourself at this upcoming party, in that green dress, and I want you to think of that feeling whenever someone looks over at you.” 

Adam’s lips curled into a small smile. “Okay,” he said gently. 

“Now walk me through the scenario again. You step up to the front door of this party house. Guide me through what happens next.” 

Adam took a deep breath. “I’m nervous,” he said. “I don’t know what people will think of me. I don’t know if they’ll believe that I’m dressed up for a bet. I’m reaching for the door handle now. My hand is shaking. I close my eyes and then I open the door. Then I step in and people are looking at me.” 

“What happens now?” Charlie asked. 

Adam’s lips curled into a smile again. “I feel happy,” he said. “I haven’t felt this way in so long. I like it when people look at me.” He sat up straight again, letting his shoulders relax. 

“No one is mocking you, right?” 

Adam shook his head. “But I’m still nervous. I still haven’t won the bet. 

I feel… nice—but do they think I look like a girl?” 

Charlie nodded his head. “They do,” he said. 

“They do?” Adam asked. 

“Everyone does.” 

Now Adam was silent. Charlie looked up at the clock and was shocked to see that it was nearly 10:00 PM. He had to work in the morning, so it was probably time to shut the session down. “When I snap my fingers, you’re going  to  wake  up  from  your  trance,”  he  said.  “One…  Two…  Three.”  He snapped.  Adam  opened  his  eyes.  He  looked  around  the  room,  letting  his pupils  adjust  to  the  light,  and  then  he  looked  at  Charlie.  His  face  quickly turned red as he remembered everything from the session. “How was that?” 

Charlie asked. 

Adam  shied  away.  “I  don’t  know,”  he  said.  “It  was  weird.  You  really hypnotised me.” 

“I told you.” 

“I didn’t believe you.” 

“I  could  tell,”  said  Charlie.  “I  should  probably  gear  down  for  bed. 

Maybe  we  can  do  another  session  tomorrow.  I  think  we  made  good progress.” 

Adam nodded his head. “Sure.” 

“Maybe bring your outfit and we can create some positive associations.” 

Adam’s face turned an even darker shade of red. “Just for the party,” he said.  “It’s  not  like  I’m  into  this.  You  know  that,  right?”  He  looked  into Charlie’s eyes, looking scared like a wounded animal. 

And  now,  Charlie  wasn’t  so  sure  what  this  was  all  about.  Adam’s reluctance  to  answer  Charlie’s  question  while  in  his  trance  made  Charlie think there was more going on—but it was none of his business. There was probably  nothing  going  on.  He  remembered  Adam  back  in  high  school. 

Adam used to stare at the hot girls, just like the other guys. He wasn’t gay, unless he suddenly became gay. Or maybe he was looking at the girls and wishing  he  was  them—maybe  he  was  imagining  himself  wearing  their outfits. 

No—not  Adam.  Adam  was  a  bit  of  a  goofball.  His  bet  story  checked out.  His  reluctance  to  answer  that  one  question  while  in  his  trance  was probably nothing to get hung up over. It probably meant nothing at all. 

CHAPTER V

Adam wasn’t late the next evening. Instead, he was early, to Charlie’s surprise. He had a black garbage bag with him, and his face was already red when  Charlie  opened  the  door.  “Almost  ready  for  your  big  party tomorrow?”  Charlie  asked.  Adam  answered  with  one  of  his  little  nervous laughs. 

“Once this party’s over, you can undo all of this stuff—right?” 

“I  can—but  I  shouldn’t  have  to,”  Charlie  said.  “Everything  I’m  doing should be specific to this party.” 

Adam  nodded  his  head,  but  his  wide  eyes  suggested  there  was something he wasn’t saying. 

“What is it?” he asked. 

Adam  shook  his  head.  “Nothing.  I’m  just  getting  nervous  about  this party. I wish I never made that bet.” 

“Well it will be over soon. And I’ll do my best to ease your nerves. I watched a few videos this morning and I read a few articles. I think we’ll make some good progress here.” 

Adam  nodded  his  head  again,  still  with  those  wide  eyes  that  were begging to speak up about something. 

Charlie grabbed Adam a beer and then they chatted for a bit. Adam was feeling a bit more open: not just asking Charlie to talk about himself, but filling Charlie in on how life had been since they’d last seen one another. 

Adam had moved around. He’d lived in a number of cities and he’d spent a small  fortune  travelling  the  world:  a  fortune  he’d  received  from  a grandfather who passed. “I would live in Paris if I could afford it,” he said. 

“I think I really fit in there.” 

“I’ve always wanted to go,” said Charlie with a smile. “What did you like about it?” 

Adam  nodded  his  head  and  then  turned  his  gaze  towards  the  floor, suddenly becoming nervous again. “I don’t know,” he said. “It was just fun. 

I guess we should probably get started with this hypnosis thing, huh?” 

“Sure.” 

Adam closed his eyes. “Start clinking that glass.” 

“Actually,  I  thought  you  could  get  dressed  up  first,”  Charlie  said. 

“Feeling  the  wig  and  makeup  and  the  clothes  on  your  skin  will  make  the session  a  lot  more  effective.”  Charlie  had  made  a  post  on  a  hobby hypnotism forum, asking for help with Adam’s particular case. One of the veteran  users  suggested  something  called  ‘touch  association’,  creating positive  associations  using  recalled  memories  and  feelings.  On  paper,  the idea was good, but Charlie couldn’t help but worry Adam wouldn’t be able to relax if he was dolled up. 

Also, Charlie wanted to help Adam win his bet, and he was curious to know  what  he  was  working  with.  Could  Adam  actually  look  at  all convincing, or was all of this work a waste of time? He didn’t want to make Adam  too  comfortable  in  a  costume  that  looked  absolutely  ridiculous.  He didn’t want to set his old friend up for a humiliating failure. 

Adam  squirmed  and  then  he  nodded  his  head.  “Sure.  Okay.  Uh—just don’t  make  fun  of  me.  It’s  just  for  a  bet,”  he  said,  as  if  Charlie  didn’t already know. “It will take me about twenty minutes to get ready—longer if you want me to really put on my makeup.” 

“Just make yourself look how you’re going to look at the party. I’ve got the day off tomorrow, so we’ve got all night.” 

Adam  nodded  his  head  and  then  he  sprung  to  his  feet.  With  his  face tilted down, he scurried off to Charlie’s bathroom, leaving Charlie alone in the living room. It was a great opportunity to review everything he’d gone over that morning: the replies to his forum post and the videos he watched on dealing with anxious patients. There was lots of great info: little tips that he was excited to test out. 

One  of  the  posters  on  the  forum  suggested  that  Adam  be  sent  to  a psychologist. “Don’t hypnotise him. By the sounds of it, he’s dealing with something  bigger  than  this  so  called  ‘bet’.  He’s  likely  using  this  bet  as  a way to deal with some unresolved issues.” Charlie couldn’t help but wonder if the forum user was correct. Maybe it was dangerous to be meddling in the

brain of a man who wasn’t being completely honest. Maybe Adam did need psychological help—or maybe he just wanted to win a bet, like he claimed. 

The  bathroom  door  opened.  Charlie  closed  his  computer  and  turned around.  He  nearly  jumped  at  the  sight  of  Adam,  who  was  almost unrecognizable. His wig was long and brunette and straight. His dress was tight,  exposing  lots  of  skin  down  his  sides:  cut  halter  style  to  cover  his throat.  In  heels,  his  butt  was  impressively  perky.  And  his  eyes  were strangely mesmerizing, lined with eyeliner and mascara and eye shadow. He suddenly  perked  up  as  Charlie  looked  at  him,  probably  feeling  that  pride that he felt as a twelve-year-old when he won his running race. 

His cheeks were rosy. He smiled and bit his lip. “Sorry,” he said. “This is probably awkward for you.” 

Charlie  shook  his  head.  “It’s  fine.  You  want  to  win  that  bet,  right?  I want  to  help  you  win.”  He  cleared  his  throat  and  tried  to  gather  his thoughts,  which  had  scattered  the  moment  Adam  stepped  out  from  that bathroom.  So  maybe  Adam  could  look  the  part.  Maybe  he  could  win  the bet. 

But now Charlie had questions buzzing through his mind. How did he know how to do his makeup so well? Surely that wasn’t easy. His eyeliner was  slick  and  seemingly  perfect.  His  lips  looked  plump  and  juicy.  He’d clearly  done  some  contouring  work  to  make  the  shape  of  his  face  more feminine. And how did he know how to do any of it? Maybe the same way Charlie knew how to hypnotise people; the Internet is a fantastic resource after all. 

“We  should  get  started,  huh?”  Adam  said,  taking  a  seat.  He  wasn’t sitting  like  a  girl,  as  if  he’d  forgotten  his  proper  posture  in  his  state  of anxiety—or maybe he was too embarrassed to embody the female persona he was wearing. 

“Okay. Sure,” Charlie said, clearing his throat again, trying to resist the urge to look down Adam’s body, which seemed impossibly feminine. Did he have some sort of insert around his hips to make them look wider? Or did he have the hourglass figure that women craved? 

“Close  your  eyes  and  let’s  get  started,”  Charlie  said,  picking  up  his spoon  and  wine  glass,  which  had  been  on  the  coffee  table  since  the  night before. 

It was another long battle to get Adam to relax. He kept squirming and pulling down the skirt of his dress and biting his lip and fidgeting with his fingers. Charlie must have said, “Just try to relax,” three dozen times. But slowly, Adam was starting to relax. Each ping of the wine glass made him sink  down  a  little  bit  more,  until  finally,  he  was  still.  “Are  you  relaxed now?” Charlie asked. 

Adam nodded his head. His eyes fluttered. Now that Adam was mostly unconscious,  Charlie  could  look  down  his  body,  which  he  did  reluctantly. 

Adam already had his legs shaved. His legs looked surprisingly good, and his feet were cute in the open-toed heels. “How do you feel right now, in your outfit?” 

“It’s tight. I feel exposed,” Adam said softly. 

“Tell me, Adam: can you do a feminine voice? I think that would help very much with your situation.” 

“Yes. I think so,” Adam said. 

“Can you do it for me now?” 

Adam was silent. 

“Tell me about your day today, in your best female voice.” 

“Well, today I slept in until nine. I ate cereal for breakfast, and then I tried on my dress and wig. I spent an hour working on my makeup, and then I  took  a  shower.”  His  voice  was  surprisingly  impressive:  not  perfect,  but had Charlie not known any better, he probably would have bought it. “Then I  tried  on  my  bodysuit  and  jean  shorts.  I  put  the  wig  back  on,  did  my makeup  again,  and  I  posted  a  picture  of  myself  on  a  forum—with  a throwaway account. My picture got a few hundred views.” 

“Any comments?” Charlie asked. 

“Lots,”  Adam  said,  suddenly  smiling.  “The  comments  were  positive. 

I’ve never done anything like that before.” 

“How did you feel when you saw that your picture was getting views?” 

“I felt good. Like I haven’t felt since I was twelve.” 

Charlie nodded his head. The comment was fascinating. Apparently the association  he  created  also  worked  online,  with  Internet  impressions—not just face-to-face appearances. 

“Are you excited for the party tomorrow?” Charlie asked. 

Adam shook his head. “I’m scared.” 

“Why are you scared?” 

“I don’t want people to laugh at me.” 

“But doesn’t it feel good when people notice you?” 

Adam nodded. “Yes. It feels good.” 

Charlie stopped to think. “I want you to feel good all the time, Adam—

not  just  when  people  are  looking  at  you.  Do  you  feel  that  hair  on  your shoulders right now?” 

“Yes.” 

“Have you ever been really excited and really happy at the same time?” 

Adam took a moment to think in his trance state. “When I was nine, it was my brother’s birthday. We were going to a theme park.” 

“Whenever  you  feel  that  soft  hair  on  your  shoulders,  I  want  you  to remember that feeling of going to the theme park.” 

Adam nodded his head, and then he smiled. 

“Have you ever felt attractive?” Charlie asked. 

“When I posted the picture today. Someone wrote that they wanted to fuck my brains out.” 

“Did you like that?” Charlie asked. 

Adam nodded. “No one’s ever said anything like that to me before.” His girly  voice  was  becoming  more  and  more  convincing—either  because Charlie was getting used to it, or because Adam was improving with each practised sentence. 

“Whenever you feel a piece of woman’s clothing on your body, I want you to remember that feeling.” 

Adam smiled again. 

“Now tell me: are you excited about this party?” Charlie asked. 

Adam nodded. “I can’t wait,” he said. 

“Imagine  yourself  walking  up  to  the  door.  Guide  me  through  what happens next.” 

“I’m nervous,” Adam said. Charlie was making progress, but he still felt defeated.  He  wanted  Adam  to  lose  the  nervousness  completely.  If  Adam was going to pass as a woman, he needed to blend in. Nervous people don’t blend  in—they  stick  out  like  ripe  tomatoes  in  a  bowl  of  green  grapes.  “I don’t want to go inside. If they don’t think I look good… I don’t want that.” 

“Interesting,”  Charlie  said,  nodding  his  head  slowly.  “Why  don’t  you want that? Because of the bet?” 

Now  Adam  was  silent.  His  nervousness  was  obviously  a  deep-rooted issue. If Charlie was going to solve the problem, he needed to go deeper. He didn’t have weeks to do multiple sessions. He only had about twenty hours before the party. “Adam, I’m going to clink this glass again. Each time you hear  the  clink,  I  want  you  to  relax  more,  and  I  want  you  to  think  about nothing but the black behind your eyelids.” 

He clinked the glass multiple times, with ten seconds of silence between each. He did this for five long minutes, until Adam was slumped forward like a powered down robot. “Can you hear me, Adam?” Charlie asked. 

He nodded his head. 

“Can  I  ask  you  a  question,  Adam?  Do  you  have  a  girl  name  you prefer?” 

“April,” he said without hesitation. 

“April,” Charlie repeated. “Do you like the name April?” 

April nodded as much as she could with her limp head. 

“Tell me why you’re so nervous about this party.” 

“I want people to think that I’m pretty.” 

“Why  do  you  want  that?”  Charlie  asked.  He  was  beginning  to  realize the forum poster might have been correct. Maybe the bet was made as an excuse to live out a secret fantasy. 

“It makes me happy,” she said. 

“Have  you  ever  been  so  sure  of  something  in  your  life?  Maybe  when you were a kid and you drew something and you knew your parents were going to love it…” 

April  thought  for  a  long  moment.  “My  mom  wanted  a  book  for Christmas one year. She couldn’t find it for a long time, and then I found it. 

I was fourteen.” 

“And you knew she was going to love it?” 

She nodded her head. 

“Okay.  I  want  you  to  feel  that  way  when  you  start  wondering  what people will think of how you look. So when you’re walking up to that party house, I want you to remember that feeling.” 

April nodded her head. Her lips curled into a smile. 

Charlie couldn’t help but smile, thinking he’d finally cracked Adam. He finally  had  Adam  where  Adam  wanted  to  be  when  he  first  reached  out looking for a hypnotist. But now Charlie was worried about what was really happening  deep  in  Adam’s  head.  Was  this  April  character  created  for  this bet, or had she been lingering for a long time? 

“Will this be the first time you go out as April?” Charlie asked. 

April shook her head. “I went out a month ago.” 

“What were you wearing?” 

“My bodysuit and shorts.” 

“How did that go?” 

“It was terrifying. I could feel people looking at me.” 

“And you knew what they were thinking?” 

She nodded her head. 

“And why did you go out. Was that for a bet?” 

“I was curious,” she said. 

“Curious about what?” Charlie’s heart throbbed and skipped a beat. 

“I wanted to know if I could pass.” 

“Why did you want to know that?” 

“I got a message on Instagram from a trans girl who said that I had the perfect face and body to be trans. That was three years ago. That comment has always stuck with me.” 

“That’s what started all of this?” Charlie asked. 

She nodded her head. 

“Do you like boys or girls?” 

“Boys,” she said, taking Charlie by complete surprise. Was that April’s answer  or  Adam’s  answer?  Was  it  the  same?  Was  April  some  sort  of multiple  personalities  disorder  character,  or  was  she  just  Adam?  Charlie was getting deeper than any hobbyist hypnotist should go. This was a case better left for a licensed professional. But now he was curious. Now he had the opportunity to flex his therapeutic muscles. 

“Have you always liked boys?” Charlie asked. 

April nodded. 

“Have you ever been with a boy?” 

April shook her head. 

“So you’re a virgin?” 

“Sort of.” 

“What do you mean by ‘sort of’?” Charlie asked. His heart raced as a lump grew in his throat. He was entering taboo territory, getting information that didn’t belong to him—information that had nothing to do with the bet that he was hired to help with. 

“Last year I was at a party. I went to use the bathroom but the lock on the door was loose and I guess I didn’t lock it properly. A guy came in. I was just washing my hands, so he didn’t see anything. But he didn’t leave. 

He  just  looked  at  me.  He’d  been  looking  at  me  like  that  all  night,  from across the party.” 

“Who was he?” Charlie asked, clearing his throat in an attempt to clear the lump. 

“A friend of a friend, I guess,” April said. “He asked if I was gay. I told him that I didn’t know. I don’t know why I told him that. He unzipped his pants and showed me his cock.” 

“Then what happened?” 

“I reached out and grabbed it. I gently squeezed it and then I stroked it until it was hard. It made me feel like a girl.” 

“And you liked that?” 

She nodded her head. “I liked it a lot.” 

“And then what happened.” 

“He came while I was stroking him. I jumped back and ran out of the bathroom before he was even finished. Then I left the party before he could find me.” 

“Aside  from  that,  you’ve  never  had  a  sexual  experience?”  Charlie asked. 

April shook her head. Charlie knew it was time to end the conversation. 

He took a deep breath and was just about to wake April up, so she could become Adam again, but then she spoke. “But I want to have one.” 

“You want to have a sexual experience with a man?” Charlie asked. 

She nodded her head. “Yes.” 

“Describe it to me. Describe your ideal sexual experience.” 

She  was  silent  for  a  moment.  “I  want  a  man  to  take  me—to  hold  me down  and  kiss  my  neck.  Then  I  want  him  to  force  me  to  suck  his  dick.  I want  to  be  completely  overpowered—and  then  I  want  to  be  bent  over.  I want to feel a cock in my asshole—and I want to feel another man’s cum inside of me.” 

Charlie felt beads of cold sweat forming on his forehead. He nodded his head  and  took  another  deep  breath.  He  could  feel  his  pants  tightening. 

There  was  something  hot  about  April’s  description:  something  absurdly arousing. He found himself imagining her with her tight dress and her long hair,  sinking  down  and  sucking  on  his  cock.  Charlie  imagined  himself pressing  his  thick  cock  deep  into  April’s  tight  asshole,  making  it  stretch, making her squeal. 

“Any man?” Charlie asked. 

“Maybe,” she said. 

“And why haven’t you made that happen yet?” he asked. 

“I’m too afraid,” she said. 

“Of what?” 

“Rejection.” 

Charlie nodded his head. “Remember when you were so sure that your mom was going to love that book. Remember that feeling?” he asked. 

She nodded her head. 

“I want you to remember that feeling whenever you see a man you want to sleep with, when you’re in your dress and with your long hair. Does that make sense?” 

She nodded her head. 

“I’m going to wake you up now. Okay? I’ll count to three, and then I’ll snap my fingers and you’ll wake up from this Deep Trance. One… Two…

Three.” He snapped his fingers and her eyes opened. 

She  blinked  a  few  times  as  her  pupils  grew  large.  Then  she  looked around  them  room  and  took  a  deep  breath  of  air  into  her  lungs  before clearing her throat. “D—Did I fall asleep?” she asked. 

Charlie shook his head. “You were just in a Deep Trance. I think you’ll be just fine for your party tomorrow. Just keep practising your voice.” 

She  nodded  her  head  slowly.  “Why  can’t  I  remember  what  we  talked about?” she asked. She didn’t seem to notice that she was talking casually with her feminine voice now. 

“I  don’t  know.  Sometimes  you  remember,  sometimes  you  don’t,  I guess.” Charlie bit down on the edge of his tongue, feeling strangely guilty for venturing into a part of her brain he was never asked to venture into. 

She  nodded  her  head  as  she  scanned  down  Charlie’s  body.  Then  she looked  away  quickly  and  closed  her  eyes.  She  took  another  deep  breath. 

“Weird. It’s just such a… weird feeling.” 

“How do you feel?” Charlie asked. 

She took a moment, running her hands down her dress-clad body. “I feel good,”  she  said.  “I  think  you’re  right.  I  think  I’ll  be  just  fine  tomorrow.” 

She cracked a smile. 

“Good,” said Charlie. 

Then she looked at him again. Her eyes flashed and then her gaze went down  Charlie’s  body.  She  gently  bit  her  bottom  lip  and  then  her  body shuddered. A soft whimper escaped her lips and then she forced herself to look  away  again.  Her  face  turned  red,  and  it  was  obvious  what  was happening  because  Charlie  made  it  happen.  She  was  like  a  flustered  teen girl  standing  in  front  of  some  teen  heartthrob.  She  could  hardly  control

herself.  The  tingling  she  was  feeling  all  over  was  maybe  a  little  bit   too obvious. 

“Is everything okay?” he asked. 

She bit her lip again and nodded her head. “Everything’s fine,” she said. 

Then she cleared her throat. “I—uh—maybe I should get going.” But she didn’t  move.  She  didn’t  take  off  for  the  bathroom  to  get  undressed.  She stood there, staring at Charlie, letting her gaze drift down to his crotch as if she was trying to summon some sort of X-ray vision. Charlie’s gut churned with  a  peculiar  fear.  Had  he  gone  too  far?  Is  this  why  hypnotism  was generally left in the hands of trained professionals? Was this going to be a problem she dealt with from now on? 

Charlie took a deep breath. His mental alterations were only supposed to  work  when  she  was  dolled  up  as  April.  And  according  to  Adam,  April was only going to exist for this one party—at least according to Adam when Adam was lying. But Charlie knew his secret. He knew that April wasn’t just a one-time thing. Now, whenever Adam became April, April was going to  be  a  promiscuous  little  tramp,  possibly  putting  herself  into  dangerous situations,  flirting  with  men  who  were  clueless  to  her  reality—and  it  was going to be Charlie’s fault. 

“Maybe we should do another session after this party,” Charlie said. 

She nodded her head and cracked a smile. “I’d like that,” she said. But Charlie wasn’t hitting on her—he was just trying to set up a time to undo the damage he’d done. 

She was looking at his crotch again. “I guess you should get going. It’s pretty late,” Charlie said. 

She nodded her head. “Okay.” She turned to the front door and started walking slowly. 

“Don’t you want to get changed?” he asked. 

She stopped and looked back at him, and saw that he was pointing to the bathroom.  “Oh.  Right,”  she  said.  Then  she  started  towards  the  bathroom. 

She looked back at Charlie with a grin before slipping inside. 

Charlie’s  heart  pounded.  He  was  quickly  realizing  he’d  made  a  huge mistake.  Had  he  created  a  monster?  Did  Adam  really  want  this?  Would Charlie be able to fix this? Was this now something he would have to deal

with for the rest of his life? “Fuck,” Charlie muttered under his breath once April  was  in  the  bathroom.  He  began  to  pace  back  and  forth.  He  thought about posting on that forum, but he was terrified to admit what he’d done: a very serious ethical violation. And was it legal? Had he broken some sort of law, meddling with another person’s brain? 

“Hey Charlie?” April’s sissy voice called out. 

“Yeah?” Charlie called back after a moment of heart-pounding terror. 

“Could you help me with this dress? I can’t quite reach the zipper!” 

Charlie’s  body  trembled.  He  closed  his  eyes  and  tried  to  gather  his mind.  He  just  had  to  get  her  out  of  that  outfit  and  then  her  brain  should normalize  itself.  All  of  his  little  adjustments  were  designed  to  only  work when  she  was  associating  the  feeling  of  her  long  hair  and  her  tight  dress. 

They weren’t meant to have any affect on Adam’s normal life. 

Charlie went to the bathroom door and gently pushed it open. She was standing with her hands on the edge of the vanity, slightly bent over. “I just need you to unzip me,” she said. Her bum was perked out slightly: and it was a nice ass. Charlie nodded his head and slipped behind her in the tight space. He reached for the tiny zipper and gave it a gentle tug, exposing her soft  back.  She  had  a  light  band  of  freckles  across  her  upper  back,  from shoulder  to  shoulder.  There  was  something  very  feminine  about  those freckles, even though they had nothing to do with April’s feminization. 

Charlie tried to look away from them. He pulled the zipped down to the middle  of  her  back,  and  then  it  became  hard  to  tug  as  the  dress  fabric loosened. He had to grab a bit of her dress, pulling it taut, in order to pull the zipper down the rest of the way. 

He got it down, but before he could pull his hands away, April placed her  hand  on  his,  pressing  his  palm  against  her  side.  She  gently  pulled  it forward, onto her chest, from her sternum to her breast, which felt strangely real.  She  pressed  down  hard,  so  Charlie  would  feel  everything.  Then  she nestled  her  bum  back  into  his  crotch.  A  soft  whimper  escaped  her  lips  as Charlie’s nerves fluttered. 

“W—What  are  you  doing?”  he  asked.  But  she  didn’t  answer.  Instead, she  pulled  his  hand  up  her  chest,  over  her  throat,  and  to  her  chin.  She

opened her mouth and let one of his fingers inside. It was warm and wet. 

She sucked his finger. 

And  then  her  other  hand  reached  back  and  nestled  onto  his  ass.  She gently pulled him forward, pressing him tighter against her. Charlie let out a nervous  laugh.  “I’m  sure  if  you  do  this  tomorrow,  everyone  will  think you’re a girl. You’re very convincing.” He laughed again, feeling the blood rushing into his face. Then he cleared his throat. 

He really had created a monster: a beautiful, convincing, horny monster. 

Maybe he was more powerful than he thought—though he couldn’t think of any way to undo the mess he’d created. He tried to rack his brain, but his heart wouldn’t stop pounding against his ribcage. He wondered if she could feel his heart—if she knew how nervous he was. 

His  cock  began  to  throb.  He  wanted  to  pull  back  before  she  felt anything,  but  now  she  was  gently  grinding  her  ass  against  him  and  it  felt nice—too nice to pull away from. Maybe he could just let it happen. Maybe he could just enjoy the moment. Would it be embarrassing later? Maybe—

but it would be just as embarrassing for her—if not more. She didn’t know what he’d done in her head, after all. If he’d done his job correctly, which he was sure he had, then she currently thought that all these feelings were her own. And maybe they were her own—he still wasn’t sure. He wasn’t a professional hypnotist, after all. 

He looked down at that cute band of freckles again. She sure looked like a  girl.  But  he  knew  she  wasn’t.  He  knew  that  the  erection  he  was  now getting  wasn’t  right.  Adam  was  an  old  friend.  He  couldn’t  possibly  let himself  get  intimate  with  his  old  friend!  But  he  couldn’t  look  away  from her. He could take his hands off of her soft skin, and he couldn’t pull his finger from her warm mouth. 

He took his free hand and reached down for the skirt of her tight dress. 

He pulled it up, revealing a pair of green lacy panties. He squeezed her ass and then he slipped her panties down to her thighs, exposing her entire ass. 

He ran his fingers up her crack, feeling her puckering asshole, which made his  nerves  tingle  all  over.  “Fuck,”  he  muttered  aloud,  knowing  he  was crossing a line. But he also knew he couldn’t possibly stop himself now. 

He quickly unzipped his pants and pulled out his erect cock. He pressed it against her warm ass and she let another soft whimper slip. “Fuck me,” 

she said with her sissy voice. 

Charlie closed his eyes for a second in a final effort to convince himself to stop. And then he had the brilliant idea of hypnotising her again to make her  forget  about  this.  He’d  seen  the  videos  online:  hypnotists  bringing people into the Deep Trance to make them forget about traumatic incidents. 

It seemed simple enough, and it wouldn’t do much harm to make her forget about  one  quick  little  bathroom  romp.  Maybe  he  could  find  another Craigslist hypnotist to help him forget about the romp as well. 

“Stick that big cock in my ass,” she said as he slid it up and down her crack, between her soft butt cheeks. 

He pulled the tip right to her hole and she gently swayed her bum as if she was already trying to work it into her. He spat into his hand and coated his shaft, lubricating himself for entry. His heart bounced and skipped and puttered. His hands were trembling and so were his legs. 

But before he penetrated her, he reached around and slipped his hands around  her  cock.  It  was  hard  and  pointing  upwards.  He  squeezed  it  and stroked it, pulling back her foreskin and feeling her swelling ball sack. His body shuddered again with a combination of excitement and terror. He was touching  a  cock:  stroking  a  shaft  and  fondling  a  ball  sack.  He  was  far outside  of  his  comfort  zone  now,  starting  to  wonder  if  someone  had  gone into his brain and meddled around. But he couldn’t take his hand off of that cock. 

He started to pump it, making her moan. “You like that?” he asked. 

“I’d like it more with your dick in my ass,” she said. So he pushed his tip into her, making her perk up. Her shoulder blades pulled back, trying to touch  one  another  as  her  body  tensed  all  over.  “Oh  God,”  she  groaned, squirming all over, even though he only had his tip in her. He gently ran his hand down her back, from her freckles to her ass. 

“Relax,” he said. And then her shoulder blades sunk back down and she leaned forward, over the vanity. He pushed his pelvis forward, sinking his cock into her asshole. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. Then the image of Adam came into his head, so he opened his eyes quickly, to get the image of April back, so he could relax. He watched his cock sinking deeper and deeper, impressed by April’s ability to take it. 

He  remembered  that  she  was  a  virgin:  that  this  was  her  first  sexual encounter  involving  penetration.  If  he  made  her  forget  this  through hypnosis,  he  would  be  erasing  her  first  sexual  experience  from  her  brain. 

Was that fair? Was that right? He had no idea. 

He  pushed  until  his  pelvis  was  pressed  into  her  ass  and  she  was moaning  fiercely.  He  ran  his  hands  up  her  torso  and  cupped  her  breasts, squeezing firmly, making her moan even louder. Then he started to pump, pulling back and slamming forward, pressing her hard against the vanity. 

She  reached  down  and  pulled  her  ball  sack  and  erection  up  onto  the counter. Now he could see the package clearly in the mirror: throbbing with each penetration. He could see the thick vein running up the bottom of her shaft. He could see her swollen tip, begging to be rubbed and sucked. His gaze  became  fixated  on  it,  unable  to  look  away  for  more  than  a  few seconds. Though he had to look away occasionally to see her beautiful face: eyes closed and lips parted: plump lips moaning as they quivered. 

He took her hand and brought it to her cock. “Jerk yourself off,” he said. 

And then he watched as she pumped herself quickly, using only her thumb and the tip of her pointer finger around her tip. Her tip quickly became a shade  of  red.  Her  little  cock  hole  opened  wide  when  she  squeezed.  Soon that little hole would be painting his mirror with white goo, and he couldn’t wait. 

He fucked harder: slamming down fast, filling her entirely. He loved the feeling of her tight anal walls clenching his cock. He loved the feeling of her  soft  butt  cheeks  cushioning  each  blow,  turning  red  as  his  pelvis slammed them hard. He looked up at her face, which was now dark red. She opened her eyes and their gazed connected in that mirror. Her eyes flashed and his heart fluttered. She let a little smile slip, and then her eyes closed again and she moaned. 

“Oh God, I’m coming,” she said. Charlie looked down at that cock. He felt her body tense up, and then he watched the eruption: cum spewing out, hitting the mirror in long streaks. She squeezed her hand around her shaft, tightening that little cum hole, making each blast even more powerful. The amount of cum she produced was unbelievable, coating half the mirror with gooey white globs, which slowly crept down to the vanity countertop. 

The sight was all Charlie could take. He trembled and groaned and then he  dug  his  fingertips  into  her  soft  skin  and  began  unloading  inside  of  her body. She gasped and clenched her asshole tight until he had no cum left to deposit inside of her. He stumbled back and watched as she tried to clench her stretched hole. But no amount of clenching could seal the gaping hole shut. Cum began to dribble out of her, running down her legs towards the bathroom floor. 

Charlie stared at the beautiful cross-dresser and she stared back at him. 

“I—I  guess  you  should  finish  getting  changed,”  he  said.  And  then  he slipped  out  from  the  bathroom  quickly,  heart  pounding  ferociously.  He pressed  his  back  against  his  living  room  wall  and  took  a  deep  breath. 

Memories of fucking April flashed in his brain while regret began to swirl in his gut. 

The romp was fun: the most fun he’d ever had. But it wasn’t right: not just because April wasn’t an actual woman, but because April was actually his old friend, Adam. 

The  bathroom  door  opened  ten  minutes  later  and  Adam  came  out.  He didn’t  make  more  than  two  seconds  of  eye  contact  before  looking  away. 

“Thanks for the help,” he said with a quiet and embarrassed voice. Then he went  straight  for  the  door  and  skirted  out,  as  if  he  deeply  regretted  every second he spent inside of Charlie’s place. The quick exit made Charlie feel even  worse  about  what  he’d  done—but  he  just  couldn’t  get  the  image  of April out of his head: with her dress unzipped and her panties pulled down around her thighs. 

CHAPTER VI

Charlie’s  mind  was  buzzing.  He  hardly  slept  that  night,  and  then  he found himself pacing around his place all morning. He went for a walk in an attempt to clear his mind, but the walk didn’t help much. The image of April’s  soft  body  wouldn’t  go  away.  It  was  actually  Adam’s  body,  and  it scared  Charlie  to  think  that  it  was  just  as  soft  when  it  wasn’t  in  a  dress. 

Those freckles weren’t painted on as part of the April costume: they were just part of Adam. 

So what did that mean? Did he have sex with a promiscuous trap named April, or did he just fuck his friend in the ass? He knew the real answer, but he refused to accept it. 

It  was  midway  through  the  day  when  a  new  fear  came  into  his  mind. 

What if April ended up getting frisky with another guy at the party because of  what  Charlie  did  to  April’s  mind?  What  if  April  ended  up  getting pounded and stretched by some big, meaty cock? The thought made Charlie squirm, but he wasn’t sure why. Maybe that’s what Adam secretly wanted all along. Maybe he would come back and thank Charlie for meddling in his head.  But  is  that  what  Charlie  wanted?  After  an  hour  of  nervous  pacing, Charlie realized the strange emotion he was feeling was jealousy. He didn’t want other guys to have April, though he wasn’t sure why he cared. 

He tried to make that emotion go away, but it only became stronger the more  he  imagined  April  bent  over  and  taking  it  hard  from  behind.  The jealousy got so bad that he found himself on Facebook, looking Adam up and trying to find out where the big party was. Amazingly, he was able to find it without much effort. The event was listed publically and a friend had shared  it  on  Adam’s  wall.  Even  the  address  was  listed  in  the  event description. It almost seemed too easy to find, though why would the host bother making it private? It’s not like strangers go around looking for house parties to crash—or maybe they do. It had been a long time since Charlie had been to a house party like the one he was now preparing to go to. 

He trimmed his beard and put on a nice shirt. He even sprayed himself with  a  touch  of  cologne.  It  wasn’t  until  he  was  walking  towards  his  front

door that he realized how crazy he was being: about to show up uninvited at a  house  party,  just  to  spy  on  his  hypnosis  patient.  But  instead  of  talking himself  out  of  it,  he  found  himself  coming  up  with  ways  to  justify  his unexpected  arrival.  He  could  tell  Adam  that  it  was  a  coincidence,  that someone  else  invited  him.  He  could  come  up  with  a  common  name,  and surely Adam wouldn’t be too suspicious. Or maybe he could just say that he came to monitor the bet, to see if his hypnosis worked properly or not. He could tell Adam that he gave the address of the party while he was in the Deep Trance. ‘Don’t you remember?’ he could say to take the heat off of himself. 

So Charlie ended up standing outside of the party house. He watched as people funnelled in, coming from all directions. The party was bigger than he was expecting, already booming and it wasn’t even 9:00 PM yet. Seeing the droves of guests filtering in made Charlie more comfortable. Slipping in without being caught was no longer an issue. 

But now, he was nervous, stiff with fear. His brain ran through all of the horrible  things  that  might  happen  to  Adam  as  a  result  of  their  hypnosis sessions.  He  didn’t  want  to  be  liable  for  Adam  getting  hurt  or  abused  or pulled into a lifestyle that he didn’t want to be pulled into. 

He walked into the house, which was loud with dance music, but no one was dancing—not yet. Everyone was drinking and chatting and laughing. A few people were getting a game of beer pong together, reminding Charlie of college. Many of the guests were college aged, making Charlie wonder if he was at a college party. 

He wandered through the house with his hands in his pockets, trying to look  as  casual  as  possible.  He  scanned  each  room  carefully  for  April,  but couldn’t find her. His heart galloped as he wondered if she was already up in  a  bedroom  with  someone.  Just  how  powerful  were  the  alterations  he made  in  April’s  head?  How  horny  would  she  get  walking  into  a  room  all dolled up? 

Charlie found himself in the kitchen. He grabbed a beer from a random case  and  drank  half  of  it  quickly,  hoping  it  would  soothe  some  of  the anxiety that was tingling through his body. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath, and then someone gave him a firm pat on the back. “Enjoying yourself?” a voice said. 

He opened his eyes but didn’t recognize the young man staring at him. 

“Me?” Charlie asked. 

“Yeah.” 

“Sure.” 

“Cool,  bro,”  the  man  said,  and  then  he  zipped  away,  possibly  high  on cocaine.  Charlie’s  heart  sped  up  and  then  cooled  down,  worried  for  a moment that he’d been caught in a place he didn’t belong. 

Charlie wandered the house again, back towards the front door. He took another  long  sip  from  his  drink  and  then  he  scanned  that  main  room, looking  to  spot  April.  Surely  she  wouldn’t  be  hard  to  spot  in  that  green, sparkly dress. 

There was a very pretty girl standing in the corner, in a white dress, with long  blonde  hair  and  pretty  pink  lips.  She  had  a  cute  smile,  stealing Charlie’s  attention  for  a  brief  moment  until  the  door  opened  and  a  green glimmer pulled his gaze to the door. 

A much more beautiful specimen walked in the door: a girl who caught the attention of many men in that room. It was April, with a beaming smile on her rosy-cheeked face. Her whole body was glowing with excitement as she stood tall, without an ounce of anxiety whatsoever. The hypnosis clearly worked—maybe too much. 

Charlie  crept  back,  sinking  behind  a  group  of  chatting  friends,  away from the chandelier light that warmed the whole room. 

April  looked  around  for  a  moment  before  walking  into  the  room. 

Charlie sunk back against the wall. He watched April carefully but subtly, sometimes looking down and watching her only with his peripheral vision. 

He kept his distance but followed her through the large space and into the next  room.  He  stopped  behind  two  men.  The  men  were  talking,  and  then one nudged the other. “Hey, man. See that girl there?” he said. 

The second man looked up. “In the green dress?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Sure. I see her.” 

“What do you think?” 

“What do I think of what?” 

“Of her.” 

The  second  man  thought  for  a  long  moment.  Charlie  realized  he  was likely standing beside the men involved in the bet: Adam’s friend and the mutual  friend  who  would  unknowingly  decide  the  bet’s  outcome.  Charlie took a step back and listened carefully. 

“She’s cute,” he said. 

The other man laughed. “Really?” 

“Don’t you think so?” 

“You  don’t  think  there’s  anything…  weird  about  her?”  It  seemed  like the man was trying to lead his friend on, to give himself an edge in the bet. 

“Weird? I don’t know. She’s actually pretty hot. Why? Do you know her or something?” 

Charlie smiled, thinking he’d just contributed to his friend’s victory. 

The friend started laughing. “Okay, dude. I guess to each his own.” 

“What? What’s so funny?” 

Charlie  slipped  away  from  the  men.  He  tried  to  creep  along  the  wall unnoticed,  and  then  April  turned  her  head  and  their  gazes  met.  Charlie froze. He stared into her eyes for a long moment, and then he cracked an awkward smile. 

April smiled and started towards him. He felt his muscles tensing up as a cold chill crept down his spine. He suddenly forgot all of the excuses he came up with, though even if he had one, he was worried he wouldn’t be able to speak with the lump that was now filling up his throat. 

“What  are  you  doing  here?”  she  asked:  the  question  he  knew  that  she would ask. 

“Me?” Charlie said stupidly. 

She laughed. “Yeah, you!” she said. 

“I, uh, was invited. Is this the party you were talking about?” he said, quickly recalling one of his excuses—but even he knew it sounded silly. 

She giggled cutely. “This is the party.” 

“Are your friends here?” he asked. 

She nodded her head. “I think they already saw me. I guess it’s just a waiting game now.” 

Charlie  wanted  to  tell  her  what  he’d  heard,  but  he  didn’t  want  her  to know  that  he  came  to  spy.  Or  is  that  why  he  came?  Was  there  another reason for him to be at that party, uninvited? “You look nice,” he said. 

“Thank you. You look good too.” 

“Can I get you a drink?” he asked, feeling his cheeks turning red. Why was he suddenly so flustered? He felt like a shy teenager at his first house party, talking to a girl outside of school for the first time. He could feel his legs shaking and his fingers trembling. But why? What had gotten into him? 

“Sure,”  she  laughed.  So  he  zipped  towards  the  kitchen  to  mix  April  a drink. Once the drink was made, he took a moment to close his eyes and take a deep breath. “Just give her the drink and then leave,” he whispered to himself. “Before you make a giant fool of yourself.” 

He  took  another  deep  breath,  and  then  he  turned  around  to  head  back towards  the  party.  April  was  now  across  the  room,  chatting  with  a  man. 

Charlie didn’t recognize the man. He wasn’t one of the two men he’d been eavesdropping on earlier. Charlie watched as they talked. He watched April laugh and then he watched as she bit her bottom lip. Was she into the guy? 

Were  the  urges  Charlie  programmed  into  her  brain  starting  to  take  over? 

Would  she  pull  the  guy  aside  and  sleep  with  him?  The  thought  made Charlie’s spine tingle. He quickly zipped over and gave her the drink. “Your drink,” he said with a big smile. 

“Oh, thank you,” April said. “That’s really sweet of you.” 

“No  problem,”  Charlie  said,  and  then  he  lingered  next  to  April  for  a moment—far too long of a moment. 

Then April turned back to the man. “Charlie, this is Roger. Roger, this is Charlie.” 

Roger  stuck  out  his  hand.  Charlie  hesitated  before  shaking  it.    “Hi Roger,” he said. 

“Hi,” Roger said softly. 

“Roger is the friend I told you about. We made the bet together. Turns out, I won—so I guess I can pay up now.” She giggled. 

Charlie nodded his head slowly. He didn’t care about the money. Now he was curious to know who he was eavesdropping on: apparently a couple of random guys; one who thought she wasn’t anything special, and one who thought she was hot. And if there were guys who thought she was a babe in the room, how long would it be before men started swarming her, trying to take her to bed? Why did Charlie feel so desperate to get her out of there before her programmed urges took over? 

“Can I talk to you for a minute?” Charlie said, motioning towards the stairway. 

“Um, sure,” she said. 

So he led her up the stairs and down the hallway, away from the party. 

He found an empty bedroom and then he slipped inside. She followed. He closed the door and then he turned around. But before he could even get a word in, she was on her knees, fumbling for his zipper. “I want to suck your fucking  cock  so  badly,”  she  said.  So  apparently  the  hypnosis  was  already working full-force. Charlie froze as she pulled down his fly and threw her hand into his pants to fish out his cock. She pulled it out fast and stuffed into  her  mouth  like  a  hungry  slut.  She  moaned  as  she  slurped  his  flaccid member, though it wasn’t long before it started to harden. 

Charlie laughed nervously. “Wow. You’re really horny, huh?” 

She nodded her head and continued to suck, now bobbing her head as she pleasured her whole length with her plump lips. It felt nice, but the guilt and fear never left Charlie’s gut. He pressed the palms of his hands against the door behind him and then he closed his eyes, trying to figure out how to tame  the  monster  he’d  created.  He  needed  to  get  her  back  into  a  Deep Trance  so  he  could  tell  her  to  stop  dressing  up.  That  was  the  easiest solution: make Adam not want to dress up ever again. As long as he stayed out  of  a  dress  and  a  wig  and  makeup,  he  would  never  get  the  urges  that were pulsing through him now. 

But  was  that  fair?  Didn’t  he  secretly  love  to  dress  up?  Was  it  fair  for Charlie  to  take  that  away  from  him?  What  other  option  did  he  have?  He couldn’t just let April roam the city sucking every cock she had the slightest urge  to  suck  (which  would  be  many  cocks).  It  wasn’t  safe  for  so  many reasons—and  Charlie  didn’t  want  April  to  get  with  other  guys  at  all.  He

liked when she was a soft-spoken virgin; though he also liked when she was a cock-hungry slut, as long as it was his cock in her mouth. 

He was erect now. He grabbed her head and ran his fingers through her soft wig hair. He gently began to thrust his cock into her throat, making her gag  slightly.  But  she  was  smiling,  proving  that  she  liked  it,  so  he  kept going. He stared down at her beautiful, docile body. She looked so good in that green dress, with that spattering of freckles on her shoulders. She was standing  up  tall  on  her  knees,  and  Charlie  could  see  a  bulge  between  her legs. She had her own erection. 

“Take  your  cock  out  and  jerk  yourself  off,”  he  whispered,  knowing there were people in the hallway, moving to and from the bathroom at the end of the hall. 

She looked up at him with a grin, pausing for a moment. Then she stood up and looked right into his eyes, her nose nearly touching his. She leaned forward and kissed him, slipping her cock-flavoured tongue into his mouth. 

“You like my cock?” she asked. 

Charlie quivered, afraid to answering the question. But she didn’t wait for an answer. Instead, she reached down, pulled her dress up and slipped her erection out from her tight panties. She pressed it against his and then took both cocks in her hand and started pumping. Her cock was throbbing hot. He could feel her foreskin pulling up and down against his own shaft. 

She kept staring into his eyes. “Do you want me to come on your big dick?” 

she asked. Her voice was a bit too loud for his comfort level, but he was too afraid to ask her to quiet down. So he just nodded his head. Now he was the one feeling hypnotised. Maybe someone had gone into his head and pulled him  into  a  Deep  Trance.  Maybe  the  urges  in  his  own  brain  now  weren’t originally his own. 

She kissed him again, slipping that tongue through his lips. He let her tongue wrap around his own and he kissed back, nestling his nose against hers.  Then  he  ran  his  hands  down  her  soft  body,  feeling  the  thin  laces holding the front and back of her dress together. He tilted his head down to look at her cock, which wasn’t quite as big as his. He wanted her cum on him. He wanted to feel it against his bare skin. So he lifted up his shirt to expose his bare stomach, hoping for a little feeler. 

She giggled. Then she took his hand and brought it around to her ass. 

She nestled his fingertips between her butt cheeks and pressed down until he figured out what she wanted: to be fingered. So he stuck two fingers into her butthole, as deep as he could, and he started to pump. She groaned with a big smile on her face. “Is this what you wanted to talk about?” she asked. 

He couldn’t believe how confident she was. She really was a monster, out  of  his  control,  far  beyond  what  he  meant  to  create.  She  was  just supposed  to  win  a  bet!  She  wasn’t  supposed  to  become  a  dripping  wet beauty with an insatiable lust. 

Charlie didn’t answer. He just nodded his head. His cock was tingling now. He was about to come, but he was holding back, groaning and tensing up all over. “Let’s come together. Are you ready?” she asked, tightening her grip and pumping faster. 

Charlie nodded. 

“In  three  seconds,”  she  said.  “Three…  two…  one…”  She  didn’t  look away from his eyes. Her lips parted and she whimpered, and then Charlie felt  the  warm  goo  splattering  against  his  abdomen.  She  pressed  his  cock back into it and smeared it around—though he had no idea if it was his or hers—or a combination of both. His legs trembled and he looked down to see both poles billowing with globs of ivory cum. She slipped her hand up to their tips and then she pulled all of that cum down, coating both cocks. 

She  giggled.  “That  was  fun,”  she  said,  licking  the  cum  off  of  her fingers. Charlie was frozen, heart pounding and mind spinning. 

“Yeah,”  he  said.  He  reached  down  and  slipped  his  cock  back  into  his pants.  He  took  a  deep  breath.  “So  tomorrow—are  you  free?  I  think  we should do another hypnosis session.” 

“Why?” she asked with a sly smile. 

“Now that your bet is over, we can set everything back to normal. You know?” 

Her eyes glistened and then her smile sunk down slightly. She nodded her head slowly and said, “I guess that’s probably a good idea.” 

“I just want to make sure we didn’t do anything permanent. You get it, right?” 

She nodded her head. “Sure. We can do that.” 

“Okay,  great.  Be  at  my  place  around  six  tomorrow  and  we’ll  set everything  straight.  Oh,  and  don’t  worry  about  paying  for  the  sessions. 

You’re an old friend—there’s no need to pay.” Charlie forced a smile while his  heart  throbbed.  Was  he  making  a  mistake?  Or  was  it  for  the  best?  He knew he needed to make her forget about both of the romps. He could live better  knowing  that  there  wasn’t  a  person  out  there  who  knew  that  he’d fooled around with a cross-dressing sissy, not that he was particularly afraid Adam  would  go  around  telling  people.  Though  he  knew  that  erasing Adam’s memory wouldn’t help to clear his conscious; that was something he was going to have to figure out on his own, without hypnosis. 

CHAPTER VII

Charlie left the party, but he didn’t leave the property for long. He was a block away when he decided to turn back to watch April, to make sure she wasn’t fooling around with other guys. He knew it was none of his business and he knew he shouldn’t care—but he couldn’t help himself. 

He  watched  through  the  windows  like  a  creep,  and  occasionally  crept through the house, holding an empty beer can in his attempt to blend in. It was almost midnight when he decided to leave properly and to stop being a huge  creep.  As  he  walked  away,  he  prayed  that  April  wouldn’t  get  down and dirty with anyone else at the party, though there were a few guys who had been chatting her up throughout the night. 

It  was  1:00  AM  when  he  got  a  text  message  from  Adam.  It  was  a picture:  a  selfie  from  April  still  dolled  up,  with  a  cute  smile  on  her  face. 

“Thanks for the surprise tonight,” she said. 

“Thank you,” he wrote. 

“You should have stuck around,” she said. “We could have shared a ride home.” 

She sent another photo, this time with her skirt hiked up, showing off her panties bulge. “Want to see more?” she wrote. 

Charlie’s heart fluttered. Now he was going to need to figure out a way to  erase  her  phone’s  message  history  as  well  as  her  memory.  His  heart stammered. He did want to see more, so he replied, “Yeah.” 

A  minute  later,  she  sent  a  photo  of  her  long  erection  flipped  out  from her panties. She had her manicured fingers curled around it. Charlie stared at it for a long moment before realizing he was staring at a cock. He shook his head and closed his phone and took a deep breath. Then the phone came back out and he replied. “Wish you were here,” he wrote. 

“Tomorrow,”  she  wrote  back.  Then  she  sent  another  photo:  a  mirror selfie  of  her  whole  body,  cock  out  and  in  hand.  She  was  naked  now,  but apparently  still  in  her  horny  feminine  character.  Charlie’s  heart  fluttered again. He had no idea how he was going to erase her memory and delete the

urges he programmed into her. He knew it would be a long day researching hypnosis techniques before she showed up for her session. 

He sent a little smiley face, and then she sent a picture of her bent over with a long sex toy pushed into her bum. Charlie’s legs trembled so he sat down.  He  took  a  deep  breath  before  receiving  the  next  and  final  photo:  a picture  of  her  cock  pressed  down  on  a  table  in  a  pool  of  cum.  “See  you tomorrow,” she wrote. 

It  was  another  sleepless  night  with  April  on  the  mind.  Charlie  knew what he had to do: turn her back into Adam and erase her April memories. 

He  spent  hours  trying  to  think  of  how  he  could  pick  and  choose  specific memories  to  erase,  and  then  he  realized  he  needed  to  erase  everything: every moment between the first hypnosis session and the final one. It was the  only  safe  was  to  ensure  there  were  no  repercussions  from  Charlie’s meddling, seeing as he had no idea what Adam had been up to as April over the past couple of nights. 

He knew he had to go in and erase everything, but he was also terrified of  seeing  her  go.  He  didn’t  want  to  lose  her.  He  liked  looking  into  those bright, flashing eyes. He liked feeling her lips against his, and he liked the tight  squeeze  of  her  beautiful  asshole  around  his  thick,  throbbing  cock. 

Maybe he could get one last romp in. Maybe he could have one last go at her  beautiful  body  before  cleaning  the  slate  and  sending  her  off  into  the world as Adam and only Adam. 

She arrived early for her hypnosis session the next day, almost a whole hour  early.  But  her  earliness  wasn’t  an  issue  as  Charlie  had  already  spent the day cleaning and researching and preparing for their meeting. He was ready, though he wasn’t expecting her to show up as April, wearing a tight black bodysuit and short jean shorts. She had a big, cute smile on her face as she stepped into his place. “Ready for round three?” she asked, and he wasn’t sure if she was referring to the hypnosis or the fucking. 

Charlie  nodded  his  head  and  forced  a  smile.  Suddenly  his  plan  was dissolving in his mind—the plan he spent so many hours perfecting. But he had  to  go  through  with  it;  there  was  no  other  option.  “Why  are  you  still dressed up?” he asked. 

“I  fell  asleep  with  my  makeup  on  last  night.  I  know,  I  know—I shouldn’t  do  that.  It’s  not  good  for  my  skin.  But  when  I  woke  up,  I  just

figured I would put on a new outfit and try a new hairstyle.” Her hair was curled now, and beautiful, but that’s not what caught Charlie’s attention. It was her voice, sounding more feminine and genuine than ever. She’d had a whole night of practise at the party. She’d been in character for over twenty-four  hours  now—maybe  even  longer.  Her  feminine  voice  was  probably starting  to  affect  the  muscle  memory  of  her  face.  Soon,  if  she  wasn’t careful, speaking like a sissy would be a habit she would struggle to break. 

“Do you have a change of clothes?” Charlie asked. 

“Why  would  I?”  she  asked  with  a  small  giggle.  Charlie  forced  a  little laugh.  How  could  he  turn  her  back  into  Adam  without  confusing  the  hell out of her? If he erased the past three days of memories, Adam would wake up in a state of shock and horror, looking down at his feminine body, with all  of  that  fear  and  anxiety  he  had  when  he  first  showed  up  on  Charlie’s doorstep—plus the added terror of having three missing days of time. 

But Charlie didn’t have many options now. He had to work with what was  given  to  him,  and  he  needed  to  fix  her  brain  before  she  was  too  far-gone.  He  was  already  starting  to  worry  that  she  was  too  far-gone.  “Why don’t we get started then?” he said, leading her to the couch. He took a seat and  closed  his  eyes  for  a  moment,  taking  a  deep  breath  while  he  tried  to gather the courage he’d spent the past twenty-four hours building up. Then she  sat  on  his  lap,  facing  him,  straddling  him,  with  her  hands  on  his shoulders, making him jump. 

She  was  looking  down  into  his  eyes,  smirking,  nestling  her  soft  bum against  his  lap.  He  put  his  hands  on  her  sides  with  reluctance.  Then  he started  to  tremble  as  he  felt  her  softness  and  her  warmness.  A  whimper slipped  out  from  his  lips  as  her  long  hair  tickled  his  shoulders.  “Do  you want me on top?” she asked. 

Charlie bit down hard on his tongue. “Maybe we can do this after the hypnosis session,” he said with a terribly forced smile. 

“Or we can do it now. It might help me to relax,” she said, biting her bottom lip gently. Whenever she bit that lip, Charlie’s brain swirled and his heart  throbbed.  He  slid  his  hands  down  to  her  ass  and  felt  her  firm  butt cheeks.  He  squeezed,  pulling  them  apart  slightly  while  imagining  her butthole being stretched open. He let another whimper slip. He closed his eyes  and  tried  to  remind  himself  that  April  was  actually  Adam:  not  a

woman at all. And after this hypnosis session, there would be no April: only Adam, only his old friend. 

“Seriously,” he said. “Let’s get this hypnosis out of the way.” 

She  laughed.  Then  she  reached  her  hand  down  and  grasped  his  cock, squeezing it firmly through his pants. “Maybe you’re the one that needs to relax.” 

He laughed as she began to rub and fondle his cock. It felt good—too good.  He  wanted  to  tell  her  to  stop,  but  now  he  was  getting  hard  and  he liked  it.  She  had  the  perfect  rhythm,  grinding  back  and  forth  with  his erection cradled perfectly between her warm butt cheeks. 

He laughed nervously. “If you’re not careful, you’re going to make me come.” 

“Then I guess I should try to be less careful.” She winked and pushed her  bum  down  harder,  making  a  euphoric  shock  buzz  through  Charlie’s body.  She  knew  just  where  to  rub  her  perfect  ass—just  how  to  make  his body succumb to her dripping perfection; and maybe it was because she had a cock. She was wired the exact same way as him, biologically speaking. Of course  she  knew  just  where  to  rub,  just  how  hard,  just  how  fast.  She  had years  of  daily  practise  with  her  own  body,  after  all.  And  perhaps  that explained why she was so striking—so smoking hot. She knew what made an  attractive  woman  because  she  was  a  man,  and  men  know  attractive women.  Though  maybe  that  wasn’t  such  a  bad  thing.  Maybe  that  was  a blessing, if Charlie could just get his mind away from the old Adam that he went to high school with. 

She  stood  up  on  the  couch,  towering  above  him.  She  pressed  her  feet together and then she dropped her jean shorts down around her ankles. Then she  shimmied  her  panties  down,  exposing  her  half-erect  cock,  curved slightly to one side, bobbing in the air confidently. She wasn’t shy about it. 

She knew he liked it. But why did he like it? Why couldn’t he look away from it? 

She  stepped  forward  and  pressed  her  tip  to  his  lips.  She  giggled,  and then he parted his mouth open. She stuck her tip in and he teased it with his tongue. His heart fluttered and his body trembled. Then she sunk down with a single elegant move, slipping onto her knees, with her face lined up with Charlie’s  cock.  She  leaned  forward  and  sucked  his  stiff  rod,  getting  him

wet. She only had to suck for a minute before he was as hard as a man can be—harder  than  he  knew  he  could  be.  Then  she  climbed  back  up  and straddled him again. She reached back and stood his cock up before sitting on it and sinking it into her body. 

Now  Charlie  was  locked  in.  He  knew  he  wasn’t  strong  enough  to  tell her to stop. It made no difference anyway: erasing three romps instead of two—it  changed  nothing.  He  let  her  sink  down,  consuming  his  cock  with her  asshole.  He  let  her  bounce.  He  even  reached  out  and  jerked  her  off while she went up and down. He jerked her off until she came on his chest, and then he came inside of her tight hole. 

She pulled her panties up before anything leaked out, as if she wanted to catch it all in her undies, so she could feel it for the rest of the day. Charlie’s heart stammered. Was she going to feel it once her hypnosis was complete? 

Would she think that she was raped while hypnotised if Charlie erased her memories? Maybe he could have her take the panties off while in the Deep Trance. 

“What’s wrong?” she asked. 

Charlie shook his head and forced a smile. “Nothing’s wrong. Want to get started with the hypnosis?” 

She  nodded  her  head,  looking  somewhat  suspicious.  Maybe  she  was starting  to  catch  on.  Maybe  she  could  tell  that  he  was  about  to  end  her feminine fun. 

He sat her down and ran her through the routine. After a few minutes, she  opened  her  eyes  and  stared  into  his.  They  were  both  silent  for  a moment, and Charlie realized that she was catching on. She knew her fun was coming to an end—she knew Charlie was about to wipe her brain—but she was doing nothing to stop it. Maybe she knew it was for the best, the same way Charlie did. 

So Charlie kept going, dinging the wine glass with his spoon until her eyelids were closed and fluttering and her body was relaxed. “We’re going to go even deeper now,” he said. “Keep focussing on the black, and listen to each  ping.”  He  took  her  deeper,  watching  her  shoulders  sink  down  as  her body  became  limp.  It  was  time  to  reset  her.  It  was  time  to  erase  the memories of Charlie’s big, hard cock slipping in and out of her. It was time

to  delete  her  urges  to  dress  up,  so  she  could  be  Adam  again,  and  only Adam. 

“Okay,  Adam,”  he  said.  “I  want  you  to  remember  standing  at  my doorstep on Wednesday night. Remember that?” 

She nodded her head. 

“Now, I want you to forget…” He stopped himself as a lump suddenly began to form in his throat. He took a deep breath and shook his head. “The urges you feel when you’re dressed up…” 

She was silent, waiting to be commanded. 

“Instead of feeling good or bad, or happy or scared, I just want you to feel like you. When you see girls’ clothing lying around, I only want you to put it on if that’s what you want. Understand?” 

She nodded her head. 

“All of that stuff I told you before, about feeling excited—I only want you to feel that way if that’s really how you want to feel. When a guy looks at you, I only want you to feel good if that’s how you think you should feel. 

I  don’t  know  if  that  makes  sense—I  don’t  even  know  if  what  I’m  saying will change anything. I just want you to forget everything I’ve told you and I want you to be yourself.” 

She nodded her head. “Okay.” 

“So if that means no April, then so be it. If that means no Adam, then so be it. I want you to dig deep into your heart and decide now what you really want, and then I want you to stick to it. Just be yourself.” 

He  thought  about  the  romps.  Now  was  his  chance  to  erase  them  from her memory—his chance to clear himself from this whole mess. Maybe he didn’t have the courage to delete April from his personality, but he could at least  delete  himself  from  her  memory,  in  case  she  decided  he’d  crossed  a line. 

“Remember the three times we fooled around?” he asked. 

She nodded her head. 

He took a deep breath. “Did you enjoy that?” he asked. 

She nodded her head. 

He bit down on his tongue. “But did you really enjoy that—or did you only enjoy it because you felt that you needed to? Was that fun real, or was it just a consequence of these sessions?” 

She was silent and still. It was a long moment before her lips parted and she said. “I enjoyed it.” 

Charlie  caught  himself  smirking.  Maybe  erasing  her  memory  was  the right thing to do. Maybe deleting April would have made his life easier in the  long  run.  But  he  just  couldn’t  do  it.  He  wasn’t  a  psychologist  or  a therapist or even a genuine hypnotist. He was just a guy who really liked a girl, who happened to have a cock. “Then when I count to three, I want you to wake up, okay?” 

Now he wasn’t thinking about changing the way her brain worked. He wasn’t  trying  to  come  up  with  ways  he  could  tweak  her  life.  He  wasn’t trying to think of ways to clear his name of any potential wrongdoing. He wasn’t even thinking about going back in to meddle. He was just thinking about how he could start a genuine relationship with the most beautiful girl he’d  ever  seen,  and  thinking  about  all  the  fun  they  would  have  in  the bedroom now that he knew her feelings were real. 

“One… Two… Three.” 

She opened her eyes, looked around the room, and then her gaze found him. She smiled. He smiled. Then she gently bit her bottom lip. 

THE END

SHE'S SO BIG

Mark has never heard of Krissy, his girlfriend’s old high school buddy who is coming to stay for a couple of weeks. “You’ve never mentioned her before,” he tells Britt. “I mention her all the time. You just have a listening problem,” she replies. 

Mark is expecting some quiet hipster chick. Instead, a beautiful blonde bombshell arrives on the doorstep with two big suitcases. She’s bubbly and flirty,  making  Mark  feel  like  a  shy  teenager  all  over  again.  He  feels  even more shy when he finds out she’s an escort, in town for business, sporting the “biggest TS c**k” in the country, according to her site. Surviving two weeks with Krissy is going to be tough, especially when Britt finds out she needs to leave town for a week for work, meaning Mark will have Krissy all to himself. 

CHAPTER I

Brittany was buzzing through the guest room, making sure every little detail was perfect for her friend who would be at our doorstep in the next couple of hours. The room was immaculate: not a spec of dust or a wrinkled bed  sheet,  yet  Britt  was  still  going,  still  gently  nudging  every  little  tissue box and table lamp into the absolute perfect position. 

“You’ve  been  in  here  for  two  hours  now.  Don’t  you  think  that’s enough?” I asked. 

She  looked  up  at  me  with  wide  eyes  for  a  moment.  “I  haven’t  seen Krissy  in  so  long.  I  want  her  to  feel  welcomed.”  She  turned  around  and stared for a moment at the tissue box again before nudging it into perfect symmetry with the wall. She stared at it again and then nudged it again. 

“When my friend came to visit last month, you just threw the duvet on the bed and that was it,” I said. 

She  turned  to  look  at  me  again,  this  time  with  narrowed  eyes.  “When your  friends  come,  you  can  put  time  into  making  them  feel  welcomed. 

When my friends come, then I’ll do it.” She turned back to that tissue box, which she just couldn’t get right. 

I couldn’t help but laugh. “With how much work you’re putting in, I’m almost expecting her to pay rent.” 

“How dare you,” Brittany said without turning around. “I’ll remember that when you said that when friends come to stay.” 

“You  know  I’m  just  kidding  around,”  I  said.  She  noticed  a  tiny  bit  of dust that she missed in her initial dusting—and the two dustings after that—

high up on top of one of the picture frames. She stood up on her tippy toes and used the bottom of her finger to wipe the dust up. She could have asked me to get the dust, seeing as I was more than a foot taller than her and the reach was nothing to me. Or maybe I should have offered—but it was a bit amusing,  watching  her  strain  to  reach  dust  she  could  hardly  see,  that  her friend would never notice even if she were staying for two years instead of two weeks. 

I also liked the way her butt perked out when she was on her tippy toes, and the way her little shorts rode up, exposing the cusp of her butt cheeks. I walked up behind her and reached over her head to wipe the rest of the dust. 

Then I grabbed her by the sides, picked her up, and threw her onto the bed playfully. She bounced and then gasped. “I just made this bed!” 

I  pounced  on  top  of  her,  pinning  her  down  to  the  now-ruffled  bed.  I laughed. “You can make it again,” I said. “You’ve already remade it three times—I’m sure you were going to remake it at least once more.” 

“How many times I make the bed is none of your business,” she said. 

“I’ll make the bed however many times—” I shut her up with a kiss. She tried to squirm away from it at first, and then she gave in, kissing back. The kiss lasted ten seconds. I slipped her a bit of tongue before pulling back to see if that red anger was still on her face. It wasn’t. “God forbid I want the room to be perfect,” she said. 

“You’re perfect,” I said with a grin. Now her cheeks were the only red part  of  her  face.  She  bit  her  bottom  lip  gently  and  then  we  kissed  again. 

Now her hands were on my body, moving up and down my sides. I gently took one of those hands without pulling away from our kiss and I pushed it down between my legs, down the front of my sweatpants (which I’d been meaning to change out of), until her fingers were around the thick girth of my cock. Without pulling away from our kiss, she whimpered. She always whimpered when she felt my cock. 

She gripped it firmly and began to massage it while we made out on that guest bed. “What if she shows up early?” she asked, breaking from our kiss for just a short moment. 

“Then maybe she can join in,” I said. She let me know that she thought I was a brute by squeezing my cock firmly, which hurt just a little bit, making me tense up. 

“Hey now,” I said. 

“What? Don’t you like it rough?” she asked, squeezing again, making me  perk  up  again.  I  was  throbbing  now,  nearly  erect  in  her  frail  hand.  I reached  down  and  pushed  my  sweatpants  down  to  my  knees.  Then  I fumbled with the little button of her shorts before yanking them down with her  panties  to  expose  her  cute  pussy.  I  ran  my  fingers  up  her  slit.  It  was already wet. My big cock always made her wet. 

I  pushed  her  hand  off  of  my  cock  so  that  I  could  slide  it  between  her plump pussy lips, coating myself in her warm dampness. She moaned as my tip slid over her clit. “If you make a mess on this bed, I’ll kill you,” she said before  moaning  again.  I  pushed  up  her  shirt  and  pulled  down  her  bra,  so that I could squeeze her breasts. 

“What if you make the mess?” I asked. 

“I’ll  blame  you,”  she  said  with  a  smile.  I  squeezed  her  breast  again before bending over to suck her perky nipples. I got another moan. 

Then I felt her hand around my cock again. She was guiding me to her tight hole, ready to be fucked like a good girlfriend. She pressed my tip into her and then she started to tug on my length, as if she was trying to guide me forward like a dog on a leash. So I pressed my pelvis forward, sinking my length into her tight hole, making her warm juice gush out the sides of her  tight  cunt.  She  moaned  and  then  she  reached  down  to  wipe  her  own fluid  from  trickling  down  her  bum  cheeks,  before  it  could  touch  the  bed. 

She  held  her  hand  at  her  side,  not  sure  what  to  do  with  the  pussy  juice, probably wishing she had a tissue. I took her hand and brought it to her tit, making her wipe her own substance on her chest. Now she was glistening, covered in sex, just the way I liked her. I pushed my cock deeper and she moaned  louder.  Her  knees  rose  up  and  her  thighs  clamped  my  body.  She looked at me with her glistening gaze, and then I started to pump her tight body. 

She let her head fall back as her body relaxed. I loved the way her tits bounced  up  and  down,  with  her  shirt  pulled  up  and  her  bra  pulled  down. 

Her nipples were still perky from being sucked. I tried fucking her quickly, just to make those tits bounce even faster. “Fuck me harder,” she moaned. 

“God, that feels so good. Fuck me harder.” So I came down harder, grasping her sides to keep her from sliding up the bed. My pelvis slapped against her tight tush. Her body was warm and starting to sweat. I had a feeling she was going to have the change the duvet cover—and I was probably going to get an earful because of it. Oh well…

“Fuck my little pussy,” she said, now with her eyes closed and her head tilted back. I grabbed her hand and brought it to her cunt. She did the rest, rubbing  her  little  clit  quickly  to  enhance  the  euphoria.  I  kept  pumping, reaching down and squeezing her perfect breasts. “I want your fucking cum

on my titties. Please come on my titties.” Now she was looking at me with wide, horny eyes. Her eyes flashed and her lips parted. I had a feeling she was going to regret her horny request as soon as the act was through, but that was her problem. I was close: throbbing inside of her body. The tip of my big cock was tingling. I groaned and strained in an attempt to make the fucking last a little bit longer. 

And  then  she  pushed  me  off  of  her.  She  jumped  up  and  ran  to  our bedroom,  and  I  knew  right  away  what  she  was  getting.  It  was  only  thirty seconds  before  she  came  running  back  with  a  strap-on  tied  around  her waist.  “Lay  on  your  back,”  she  demanded.  My  heart  fluttered  the  way  it always did when she decided to take control. I took a deep breath and then I followed  her  command.  She  climbed  on  top  of  me  with  her  petite  frame, aiming  the  tip  of  that  strap  on  into  my  tight  asshole.  I  bit  down  on  my tongue. She didn’t waste a moment before pushing the plastic cock into me. 

I  tried  not  to  clench.  I  stared  up  at  her  beautiful  body:  her  tits  still sandwiched between her folded bra and her shirt. I even tried to raise my knees so that it would be easier for her to enter into me. Once she had half of that long plastic cock inside of me, she started to thrust. 

It was a guilty pleasure of mine, and she enjoyed it too. We’d done it a few times, and every time it felt incredible: the thick tip of the cock rubbing perfectly against the sweet spot in my asshole, making my legs tremble and my  mouth  moan.  It  felt  nice,  but  it  was  also  always  embarrassing.  I  was always afraid of looking her in the eye when she was fucking me, worried she thought it was something she had to do for me: something she secretly thought was weird and pathetic. The worst was when I had to ask for it—

the humiliation was almost unbearable. And sometimes I worried that she was going out and telling her friends about my secret little fetish—but that’s all it was: a fetish: an inexplicable fetish, which meant nothing more than ‘I like having my prostate stimulated’. It’s not like I wanted to be with a man. 

It’s  not  like  I  wanted  to  such  a  cock.  But  sometimes  I  worried  that  Britt thought I was secretly gay, hidden deep in the closet. Sometimes after sex I would even say to her, “You know I’m not gay, right?” 

And then she would look at me with a curious smile before saying, “Of course I know that.” But I never fully believed her. 

Now, she was plunging me deeply with the strap-on. I had my fingers curled  around  my  cock,  pumping  myself  with  long,  fast  jerks.  The combination  of  pleasures  was  amazing,  making  me  tremble  all  over.  I groaned and squirmed and clenched as the thick plastic ridge massaged my insides. 

And then I knew I couldn’t hold on any more. I squeezed my cock hard, and then cum blasted her chest while she pumped my ass. I squirmed and moaned. I made a real mess of her titties, even getting cum on her shirt and her  bra  before  messing  up  her  abdomen.  I  watched  as  a  big,  white  glob trickled down from her nipple: a direct hit. 

She took a deep breath and then she looked down at her chest as reality came  rushing  back  to  her.  “My  shirt!”  she  said,  suddenly  wiping  the  cum with her hand. “Now I can’t wear this!” 

I had to laugh. “I’ll grab a tissue,” I said. 

“There’s  no  point.  There’s  no  getting  this  out  without  the  wash.”  She jumped  to  her  feet  and  then  looked  down  at  the  bed  while  cum  slowly trickled down her hot body. “You didn’t get any on the bed, did you? What is that wet spot? Is that sweat? Gross! Oh God, now I have to remake the bed! See what you’ve done?” 

She stormed off to get a new duvet cover, leaving me chuckling in the guest room by myself. She did a good job of pretending to be mad, but I knew she loved every second of our little romp—even if I’d spewed cum all over the bed and pillows and walls, and if she’d squirted across the whole room, she still wouldn’t have regretted a thing. 

She  came  back  in  and  quickly  stripped  the  bed.  Apparently  all  of  the sheets needed changed now—not just the duvet cover (maybe because the new duvet cover didn’t technically match the current sheets, and of course everything needs to match perfectly). 

“You aren’t actually mad, are you?” I asked, keeping my distance just in case I was reading the situation wrong. 

She  looked  at  me  with  a  small  smile.  “Mad?  No.  Do  I  want  to  be changing the sheets again? No,” she said. 

“Sorry,” I said. 

“It’s  fine.”  She  stared  into  my  eyes,  still  with  that  smile  on  her  face. 

“You know that I love you, right?” 

I nodded my head. “Of course.” 

“You know that I would do anything for you. Right?” she said. 

“Yeah. Totally. Why?” 

She nodded her head and then looked away. “I was just wondering.” 

I laughed. “Is it that time of the month?” 

She  looked  at  me  and  gasped.  “How  dare  you!”  she  said.  “Now  be useful and go throw these dirty sheets in the wash for me.” She tossed the sheets at me. 

“All of them? Even the pillow cases?” 

“Everything,”  she  said  before  turning  back  to  the  bed  to  resume perfecting the guest room for her friend who would be arriving shortly. 

CHAPTER II

I’d never met Krissy before. Even Brittany hadn’t seen her since high school, and never talked about her—at least as far as I could remember. So I was surprised by how excited Britt seemed, as if her long-time best friend was coming to visit. 

I didn’t know what to expect: maybe a short hipster girl who was really into poetry or something. All I knew was that she was travelling around the country, stopping in different cities for a few weeks before moving onto the next for business. “What kind of business?” I asked my girlfriend. 

“I don’t know,” Britt said. 

“Is she a saleswoman?” I asked. 

“I told you, I don’t know.” It didn’t seem like Britt knew anything about the girl, making me think they weren’t terribly close as friends. I hated to think  that  this  Krissy  girl  was  just  pretending  to  be  buddies  with  my girlfriend  so  she  could  have  a  free  place  to  stay  for  two  weeks  while  she was in town. Or maybe she was a drug addict who was going from old high school friend to old high school friend, stealing and abusing all of her old relationships to get a fix. 

When the doorbell rang, I got up and followed Britt to the door, just to satisfy my tingling curiosity. I wanted to see the girl and compare her to the strange  creation  my  mind  had  whipped  up.  I  kept  my  distance  as  Britt opened the door, and then I was shocked to see a gorgeous blond, with long hair  nearly  down  to  her  waist,  standing  on  our  doorstep.  Her  skin  was perfect:  smooth  and  spotless.  Her  eyeliner  was  dark,  making  her  flashing eyes look enormous. She had the long legs of a model, and the pink plump lips of a movie star. I had no idea my girlfriend knew girls like this. I had no idea  how  I  was  going  to  behave  myself  for  two  weeks  living  with  a gorgeous supermodel. 

I cleared my throat and forced myself to look away, so I wouldn’t make her uncomfortable. When I looked back, she was hugging Brittany. “Oh my God, it’s so great to see you!” Brittany said. 

“I know, right? It’s been so long!” 

They  were  certainly  acting  like  old  best  friends.  Maybe  Brittany  had talked about her and I just failed to listen. She did often tell me that I had a listening problem—and maybe she was right. 

Krissy stood next to two large suitcases: one to her left and one to her right. “Mark, help her with her things,” said Brittany. So I slipped through the  door  and  grabbed  the  suitcases,  catching  a  whiff  of  Krissy’s  amazing perfume. I stuttered and paused for a moment as my skin tingled. She was dolled up as if she was about to hit up the nightclubs. I looked up and our gazes connected. My heart fluttered and I forced a smile. “Hi. I’m Mark,” I said, probably sounding like a fool.” 

She  reached  her  hand  out.  I  shook  it.  Her  handshake  was  surprisingly firm, taking me by surprise. She looked into my eyes with a big grin. “Hi,” 

she said simply. My heart bounced and then I looked away quickly, worried I’d been staring into her eyes for too long. I didn’t want her thinking I had the hots for her and telling Brittany. I took her suitcases and zipped off to the guestroom. Even her suitcases had that amazing perfume scent on them, making  my  heart  bounce.  I  had  to  close  my  eyes  and  take  a  deep  breath, collecting my thoughts and my sanity too. 

When  I  emerged  from  the  guest  room,  Britt  and  Krissy  were  in  the kitchen.  Britt  was  putting  on  a  pot  of  coffee  and  Krissy  was  wandering around  casually,  checking  out  the  art  on  the  walls  and  the  pictures  in  the frames. She looked up at me and her lips curled into that sly smirk again, sending my heart racing. I looked away, trying not to think anything of it. 

“I’m  just  going  to  answer  some  e-mails,”  I  said  to  my  girlfriend,  and then  I  slipped  away,  limiting  my  exposure  to  the  beautiful  blonde.  I  was starting to think that she had a crush on me. It happened sometimes: lots of girls can’t help themselves around tall guys like me. As I sat down in front of  my  computer,  I  wondered  if  I  should  tell  Britt  about  the  curious  looks Krissy had been giving me. Should I beat Krissy to the punch? Should I let her  know  my  concerns  before  Krissy  made  some  sort  of  pass  that  would land me in the doghouse for a week? 

I tried not to think about it as I stared at my e-mail inbox, which didn’t actually need any attention at all. I took a series of deep breaths, and then I found  myself  searching  through  Instagram  and  Facebook,  trying  to  find

Krissy’s profile. I didn’t know her last name, and Britt didn’t have anyone in her friends list named Krissy. Maybe her name wasn’t even Krissy, but Krista or Kristine. After thirty minutes of searching hopelessly, I gave up. 

And then I walked to the door. I was about to enter back into the living room when I heard Krissy say, “So how’s your sex life?” I paused, freezing my hand as my fingers rested on the doorknob. I carefully moved my head forward, turning my face so my ear was against the door. 

“It’s good,” Britt said after a long pause—too long of a pause. Was there something  wrong  with  our  sex  life,  or  was  she  just  embarrassed  by  the question. It certainly was a strange question, especially coming from a girl Britt hadn’t spoken to since high school. 

“Just good?” Krissy asked. I could hear the grin in her voice. 

“It’s fine.” 

“Well is it fine or is it good?” Krissy asked with a little laugh. My heart stammered as a lump began to fill my throat. 

“It’s fine—and good. What else could a girl want?” Britt said with her own little laugh. But her nervousness was obvious. 

There was a long silence. I thought they’d stopped talking, and then I focussed hard and heard their voices: whispering now—too quiet to make out what they were saying. Were they talking about me? Was Britt telling Krissy  our  secrets?  Was  she  telling  her  about  how  we  switched  positions every  now  and  then?  It’s  not  like  I  never  pleasured  her.  Most  nights  the strap-on stayed tucked away. Most nights I rammed Britt until she squealed and I came in her pussy. What else could she want? What was lacking in our relationship? 

I took a deep breath and then I carefully opened the door, hoping not to interrupt  their  conversation.  I  stepped  into  the  hallway  and  I  saw  them sitting in the living room, with coffees in hand. I took a step closer, hoping to hear their conversation, but it’s hard being stealthy as a large man. They both turned to look at me, becoming suddenly silent. Krissy had that smirk on her face and Britt’s cheeks were red. Maybe they were talking about me. 

Maybe Krissy was learning more than I wanted her to learn. 

I forced a smile. “Everything going okay in here?” I asked. 

Britt nodded her head. “All good. Do you need anything?” 

I  shook  my  head.  “I  was  just  thinking  of  going  out  for  a  bit.  I  might meet up with some friends for a drink. Is that okay?” 

Britt smiled and nodded. “See you later,” she said. But I was nervous to leave,  nervous  Britt  would  share  my  secret  and  they  would  laugh  at  me together. What if Krissy convinced her to leave me? What if she convinced Britt that my little bedroom fetish was weird and unnatural? What if Britt looked at me like a twisted freak the next time I even suggested grabbing the strap-on? 

My stomach groaned. “Okay. See you,” I said. I turned and left. Now I was regretting letting this girl into my house. She was already making my life a living hell after just a few hours. How was I going to feel about her after a couple of weeks? How much damage could she do to my girlfriend and me in fourteen long days? 

CHAPTER III

I thought about begging my girlfriend to stay home from work the next morning. I had the day off and nothing to do, and the thought of being in the house  with  Krissy  made  my  nerves  tingle  cold.  “You’re  acting  weird. 

What’s going on with you?” Britt asked me before she left for work. 

“Weird?” I said. “How so?” 

“You’ve been following me around the house all morning. Isn’t there a football game on or something?” 

I laughed nervously. “Today? I don’t know. I don’t think so. I just want to hang out before you go. Is that so weird?” 

She stared into my eyes for a moment before nodding her head. “Yeah

—it  is  weird.  Anyway.  I’m  going  to  be  late.  Do  you  need  me  to  pick anything up on my way home?” 

I shook my head and thought again about asking her to take work off. 

But I just stood silently instead. 

“I’ll take that as a no,” she said. She slipped her shoes on. “I’ll see you later.” Then she left, just as I heard a noise coming from the guest room: possibly Krissy stepping out of bed. My heart leapt and I zipped off back to the  safety  of  the  bedroom,  so  I  would  end  up  having  an  awkward confrontation with Britt’s old friend. 

I  nervously  read  through  all  of  the  news  articles  on  my  phone  until  I found myself reading through old news from the day before. Then I found myself reading e-mails I’d already read and looking at Instagram posts I’d already looked at. I heard her moving around the house: walking down the hallways,  rummaging  through  the  kitchen,  and  then  slipping  into  the bathroom to take a shower. I remained in the safety of my bedroom, trying to be quiet so I wouldn’t invite any sort of conversation. 

“What the hell is wrong with you?” I whispered to myself as I heard the shower running in the bathroom. I was hiding from a woman—hiding from my girlfriend’s friend like a weirdo. Was I worried she was going to bite? 

Did I really think that she was so intimidating, with the top of her head not even reaching my chin? What exactly did I think she was going to do? 

So I worked up the courage to slip into the living room, to watch sports highlights  on  the  television.  I  was  sitting  for  five  minutes  before  the bathroom door down the hallway opened and I heard Krissy call out, “Hey Mark. Are you there?” 

All  of  the  anxiety  I’d  convinced  to  go  away  suddenly  came  rushing back. I opened my mouth to reply, and then I stuttered. “I’m here,” I called out after a long moment. My voice cracked embarrassingly. 

“I don’t have a towel here. Do you think you could bring me one?” 

I cleared my throat so that my voice wouldn’t crack again. “Okay—no problem!”  I  called  out.  I  went  to  the  closet  and  retrieved  a  clean  towel. 

Then  I  went  to  the  bathroom.  The  door  was  open.  Krissy  was  standing naked on the bathmat, covering her perky tits with one arm and her pussy with the other. I quickly shot my gaze away and placed the towel down on the vanity. I was about to spin around when she said, “Could you pass it to me?” 

I paused. My heart jumped. If Britt was here, she would be livid. If Britt found out I saw her friend naked, I would be getting an earful and Krissy would be out on the street. I reached the towel out, still looking away with my face. She removed the hand from her pussy and grabbed the towel. 

Then, out the corner of my eye, I saw something  big—something that did not belong on a petite blonde girl. It swayed from side to side until she pulled  her  towel  around  her  body.  I  froze  for  a  moment  before  spinning around and skirting away. “Okay. Let me know if you need anything else,” I said.  My  voice  cracked  again.  The  image  of  that  swaying  appendage remained in my head. It must have been an error in my brain: a little glitch in the matrix. Surely she didn’t have a giant cock. Surely that was just my head playing tricks on me. Maybe I just saw a dangling piece of toilet paper hanging  off  the  toilet  paper  roll  next  to  her,  and  my  brain  combined  the images  together.  Or  maybe  she  was  playing  a  prank  on  me.  Maybe  she’d grabbed the strap-on from our bedroom as a joke to tease me because Britt told her about my little fetish. 

My  heart  was  pounding.  I  sat  back  down  on  the  living  room  couch.  I had  my  phone  in  my  hand  and  I  was  about  to  text  Britt.  It  seemed  like  a

good  idea  to  tell  her  what  happened  before  she  found  out  from  Krissy. 

‘Your  friend  asked  for  a  towel  and  then  I  accidentally  saw  her  naked,’  I thought about writing. But I didn’t want to get in trouble for no reason. It’s not  like  I  did  anything  wrong.  And  maybe  Krissy  wouldn’t  say  anything. 

Maybe it wasn’t worth getting in shit. 

I heard the gentle footsteps coming down the hallway. I didn’t look up. I kept my gaze focussed on the television screen—which wasn’t an easy task. 

Out of the corner of my eye I saw Krissy coming. She sat down on the other couch,  wearing  nothing  but  that  towel  around  her  body.  She  crossed  her legs and I could feel her staring at me with that grin on her face. 

Reluctantly, I looked over and forced a smile. “How was your sleep?” I asked, feeling my face turning red. 

“It was great,” she said. “That mattress is so soft—and bouncy.” 

I  nodded  my  head,  unsure  of  what  she  meant  by  ‘bouncy’.  Was  she jumping on the bed? “That’s good,” I said with my forced smile. 

And  then  I  noticed  something  poking  out  from  between  her  crossed legs, under her towel (which didn’t cover nearly enough of her body). I only looked for a quick second before darting my gaze away, but I was sure that I saw  the  tip  of  a  cock  poking  out,  pressed  between  her  smooth  thighs.  I might have even seen a firm, round ball sack. Was it real, or was she just trying to tease me? 

Now  I  really  wanted  to  call  Britt—not  just  to  let  her  know  what  was happening, but to find out if she’d been telling my secrets to her friend. I could feel my face turning red. I had no idea what Krissy knew, but I was already festering with embarrassment. I wanted to sink down low and cover my  face.  I  wanted  to  get  up  and  run  to  the  bedroom  to  hide.  But  I  didn’t want  Krissy  to  think  that  anything  was  wrong.  I  didn’t  want  her  to  know that  she  was  getting  under  my  skin—so  I  remained  still,  with  that  dumb smile on my face, watching sports highlights that I’d already seen at the bar the night before. 

Krissy stood up and walked off. I turned my head carefully and watched her back. With her towel pulled up only enough to cover her ass, I could see that thing dangling and swaying between her thighs. It really did look like a real cock. It was too flaccid to be the strap-on from our bedroom, and the skin-colour was too real to just be some sort of toilet paper gag. She hadn’t

left  the  house  since  arriving  at  our  doorstep,  so  unless  she  had  a  realistic prop  cock  with  her  in  her  luggage,  then  the  cock  was  real.  Krissy  was  a transgender, still intact. 

I  tried  to  swallow  the  lump  in  my  throat.  I  could  feel  beads  of  cold sweat  forming  on  the  back  of  my  neck.  Why  hadn’t  Britt  mentioned Krissy’s  secret  to  me?  Surely  she  knew.  Surely  Krissy  wasn’t  nearly  as convincing  back  in  high  school.  Surely  her  convincingness  took  years  of practise  and  hormone  therapy.  My  mind  raced,  unable  to  focus  on  the hockey highlights that were now playing. 

Krissy went into the guest room for the next hour. When she emerged, she was wearing a sparkly gold dress, a gold bracelet, a diamond necklace, and sparkly high heels shoes. Her face was dolled up: thick eyeliner, pink lips, a pretty amount of blush, and the perfect amount of eye shadow. Her hair was carefully curled. “I’m going out for a couple of hours,” she said. 

I nodded my head and looked at the clock. It wasn’t even noon and she was dressed like she was going to some sort of cocktail party. “Okay. See you later,” I said, trying to keep my gaze front drifting down her tight dress. 

But  even  without  looking  down,  I  could  see  a  bulge  in  her  dress.  If  that cock was real, there was nothing that could hide that bulge. 

I watched her from the window as she walked to her car. She had a nice body: tight, great ass, thin waist, and perfect legs. I waited until she pulled away  before  locking  all  the  doors  in  the  house  and  rushing  into  the  guest room  to  look  through  her  things.  I  opened  up  her  first  suitcase  with  a pounding heart. It was filled with fancy dresses, blow dryers, hair curlers, straightening wands, and tons of makeup supplies. I held one of her dresses up  to  my  face  and  smelled  it.  That  amazing  perfume  scent  wafted  up  my nostrils.  And  then  I  thought  about  that  cock  and  my  skin  became  cold.  I quickly put the dress back and carefully zipped the suitcase back up. 

Then I went to the next suitcase. I took a deep breath before opening it, trying  to  figure  out  what  the  hell  had  gotten  into  me.  Why  was  I  looking through  my  girlfriend’s  friend’s  things?  Why  was  I  acting  so  nervous around her and why was I being such a creep now that I had the house to myself? 

I shook my head, trying for one last moment to talk myself out of being a weirdo, and then I opened the suitcase. My heart galloped at the sight of

tons of lingerie: lace, satin, latex—everything. I reached in. My hand was shaking. I felt the soft fabrics and then I dug in deep, revealing a mound of toys:  dildos,  vibrators,  bondage,  and  other  toys  I  didn’t  recognize.  A  haul like that could only belong to an escort, which meant Britt’s old friend from high school was a transgender escort, travelling from town to town. 

I picked up a pair of satin panties. The panties were stained white on the inside with dried cum. Was it her cum or did it belong to a client? I threw the  panties  down  and  shuddered.  My  mind  was  spinning.  Why  did  Britt allow  this  woman  into  our  house?  Why  was  Britt  even  friends  with  an escort? 

I put everything back and then I slipped out from the room. I grabbed my  phone  and  pulled  up  Britt’s  number,  ready  to  call.  But  I  wasn’t  sure what to say. I didn’t know how to tell her what I discovered without telling her that I’d snooped through her friend’s things and that I saw her friend’s giant cock. I was already worried that Britt thought that I was secretly gay

—I didn’t need to give her another reason to believe it. 

So  I  put  the  phone  away  and  sat  back  down  on  the  couch  with  a pounding heart. My stomach growled and turned. I had to close my eyes to calm down my heart. But with my eyes closed, I couldn’t shake the image of  her  long,  swaying  cock.  If  it  was  that  long  flaccid,  how  big  did  it  get when she was erect? Was she out now, pushing it into some client’s body? 

Could a person even walk after taking a monster cock like that? 

I had to open my eyes and shake my head. What the hell was going on with me? 

It was 2:00 PM when she came home. She went straight from the front door to the guest room, where she stayed for thirty minutes before slipping back into the bathroom to take another shower. Was she washing a client’s cum off of her body? Was she cleaning out her back door after being filled? 

I pretended to be too busy with my work to notice her when she finally emerged  from  the  bathroom.  I  was  at  the  kitchen  table  with  my  laptop, reading through e-mails I’d already read. She walked over, now dressed in baggy sweats and a long sweater. But even in her baggy sweats, I could see that  bulge  swaying,  as  if  she  wasn’t  wearing  anything  to  hold  it  down.  It was a loose monster between her legs, with a mind of its own. She wasn’t shy about it. It almost seemed like she wanted me to notice it. 

She took a seat across from me and planted her elbows on the table. “Do you just work all day?” she asked with that smirk that seemed to always be on her face when she was around me—or maybe it was just always on her face. Maybe I wasn’t so special. Maybe I was just being crazy and paranoid. 

I laughed. “Pretty much,” I said. 

“Don’t you have any hobbies?” 

I shrugged my shoulders. “No time, really.” 

“That isn’t much fun, is it?” 

I laughed again, trying not to look up at her—though it was difficult as her  face  was  still  dolled  up.  Her  eyes  were  still  glowing  and  slicked  with eye shadow and eyeliner. She was beautiful—but she wasn’t my girlfriend, and I wasn’t about to cheat. “I guess it’s not much fun, but it pays the bills.” 

“There are more fun ways to pay the bills,” she said. 

I  bit  down  on  my  tongue  and  forced  a  smile.  “I’m  sure  that’s  true,”  I said. 

She leaned back in her chair. I returned my focus to my screen, praying a new e-mail would pop up that could steal my attention. And then I felt her foot slide up my leg, landing on my chair between my thighs. I tensed up but  pretended  not  to  notice,  trying  not  to  think  too  much  about  it.  Maybe she just needed to stretch her leg out. 

But then she curled her foot forward, into my crotch, teasing between my  legs  with  her  toes.  I  forced  a  laugh,  sounding  awkward  and uncomfortable. “What are you doing?” I asked. 

“Nothing,” she said with her smile. 

A shiver crawled down my spine. “You’re welcome to watch TV if you want. You can even rent a movie if you’re into that.” 

“Thanks,” she said. She continued to tease my cock with her toes. It felt nice. I should have jumped back and demanded she stop, but I didn’t want to  offend  her.  I  didn’t  want  to  make  a  scene.  So  instead  I  just  gently scooched back. “Am I in your way?” I asked. 

“Not at all,” she said, sinking down in her seat so her foot could connect again  with  my  crotch.  Now  she  was  pressing  her  bare  sole  firmly  against my crotch, massaging my package with her toes. My body trembled with a

sudden burst of euphoria. She had her big toe nestled right up against the underside of my tip, getting me hard. I took a deep breath and tried to think of  a  polite  escape  route.  But  another  part  of  me  wanted  to  stay,  to  let  the euphoria  win.  Could  I  convincingly  remain  seated,  pretending  like  I  felt nothing? Could I let her massage my cock without making her think that I was into her? 

I closed my eyes as another bout of euphoria pulsed through me. I was hard now, and she knew it because she was using her toes to massage my length. She had a big smirk on her face and my face was probably dark red. 

I  couldn’t  stand  up  without  exposing  my  long,  erect  bulge,  but  I  couldn’t just sit there and let some tranny escort rub me off. 

“I—I  don’t  think  that’s  a  great  idea,  Krissy,”  I  finally  said,  scooting back  and  tucking  my  cock  into  the  band  of  my  underwear,  so  it  wouldn’t bulge  out.  I  stood  up.  “I  actually  have  to  go  make  a  few  calls  for  work. 

Make yourself at home. Help yourself to anything in the fridge.” I forced a smile and zipped away, wishing I hadn’t let her get as far as she’d gotten. 

I went outside for some fresh air, and then I called a friend. “What’s up? 

You need something?” he asked. 

“I—uh—was just wondering what you were up to tonight,” I said. 

“Tonight? I’m busy tonight. Why?” 

“Oh, I was just wondering. Thinking about getting a drink—just need to get out of the house, you know?” 

“Britt driving you crazy or something?” he asked with a laugh. 

“No—nothing like that. She’s at work. I guess I’m just bored.” 

“Well, the game’s starting soon. Maybe you can watch that.” 

“Yeah. Maybe,” I said. 

I called another friend and had an almost identical conversation. I could feel Krissy staring at me from the window, watching me with that smirk on her face, waiting for me to return to the house so she could tease me and tempt me. But how was she so confident? How was she able to show me her cock and know that it was something I was into? Did she talk about it with Britt, or did she figure me out on her own? 

No one was free to meet up. I was stuck at home with the tranny hooker. 

So  I  paced  my  front  lawn  for  a  few  minutes,  pretending  to  be  reading through text messages, and then I went back inside. Thankfully, Krissy was in her room. I could hear the pattering of a keyboard through the guest room door, so I knew that she was busy with something. So I sat back down at my computer  and  was  about  to  dive  back  into  work  that  I  didn’t  need  to  be doing, and then I noticed an opened tab in my Internet browser: a tab that I never opened. 

‘Humongous Krissy,’ was the webpage title. I clicked on it and then my heart  stopped  momentarily.  There  she  was:  clad  in  black,  lacy  lingerie, cupping  her  perky  breasts  with  her  hands  and  perking  out  her  tight  ass. 

There  were  more  pictures  as  I  scrolled  down:  Krissy  in  various  outfits, always showing off that giant bulge. ‘Click here to see Krissy’s schedule!’ I clicked the button and saw the dates of her stay with us listed on the site. 

‘Call to book. Some spots still available, but booking up quickly!’

There was a link at the bottom of the page to a promotional video. As I clicked the link, I noticed my hand trembling. A video player popped up. 

There she was, clad in a red satin nightie. Her semi-erect cock was sticking out and she was stroking it gently while staring into the camera lens. “Are you going to play with me?” she asked. I quickly muted the volume before she  said  anything  else.  Now  I  was  just  watching  her  lips  move  while  she stroked her long cock—and it truly was long, standing up so high that it was touching  the  bottom  of  her  perky  breasts.  Midway  through  the  video  she leaned forward with relative ease and pressed her lips around her own tip. 

She  sucked  for  a  moment  and  then  sat  back  up,  licking  her  lips  with  that same smile she made whenever she looked at me. 

I  heard  the  guest  room  door  open  and  I  closed  the  video  quickly.  I cleared my throat and opened up an old spreadsheets. Beads of cold sweat were  trickling  down  my  neck  and  back.  I  looked  up  at  her  and  forced  a casual  smile,  pretending  like  I’d  seen  nothing.  She  walked  across  the hallway in a new pair of heels and a new dress. “I’ll be out for a couple of hours,” she said, and then she left, leaving me with a pounding heart and a lot of things I wanted to say that I couldn’t say to anyone. 

CHAPTER IV

I was happy to work the next day—so happy that I stayed for two hours after I was finished. Britt started texting me. “Are you coming home soon? 

Dinner’s ready.” 

“Soon,” I texted, but I was too afraid to leave, too afraid to be around Krissy for too long. But I didn’t want my girlfriend to become suspicious. I wanted her to think that nothing was awry and I was perfectly normal, so I begrudgingly went home. 

And thankfully, Krissy was out when I returned home. “Krissy won’t be back  until  late,”  Britt  told  me.  A  large  wave  of  relief  washed  over  me.  I even caught myself smiling, happy to have made it through another day. I only had eleven left to survive. 

Britt made a wonderful dinner: pork chops, mashed potatoes, broccoli, and  a  delicious,  steaming  gravy.  We  sat  together  and  watched  a documentary,  and  then  after  the  documentary,  Britt  sunk  down,  unzipped my fly, and sucked my cock while we sat on the couch. It didn’t take long for me to get hard, especially once I let my head fall back and the image of Krissy’s long, erect cock entered my mind. I tried to push that image away, but it was powerfully arousing. 

“Oh my God,” Britt said. “You’re  so hard.” She ran her fingers up my length.  “I  mean,  you  usually  get  hard,  but  now  you’re   really  hard.”  She clutched  my  cock  with  her  petite  hand  and  pulled  up.  Her  eyes  were glowing. Then she looked into my eyes. “What’s on your mind?” 

I shook my head. “Nothing.” I said. “Just you.” The words came out of my  mouth  awkwardly,  making  me  regret  saying  anything  at  all.  I  cleared my  throat  and  then  I  bit  my  lip.  I  was  nervous,  worried  Britt  knew  I  was thinking  about  her  trans  friend—worried  she  was  about  to  say  something that would start a big, embarrassing fight. 

But instead, she leaned forward and continued sucking. She got as much of my long length into her mouth as she could. Then she looked up at me again and said, “Want me to get Lil’ Mark?” She was smiling politely. 

I shook my head. “No. That’s okay. Not tonight,” I said, feeling my face turning red. 

“Really?”  she  asked,  sounding  surprised.  I  tried  to  think  if  I’d  ever turned down a pegging before. 

“Let’s just fool around here,” I said. “Climb on.” 

She climbed up after tugging down her panties and shorts, and then sat facing me, with her hands clutching my shoulders. She looked into my eyes as I sunk my fierce erection into her wet pussy. She gasped and then said it again: “You’re so fucking hard,” reminding me that I had another woman on my mind. I wasn’t proud to be thinking of her friend. It wasn’t a good feeling,  but  it  wasn’t  in  my  control.  My  brain  insisted  on  summoning  her well-hung image, and I couldn’t stop thinking about that long, smooth cock. 

Britt started to bounce. She closed her eyes and let her head tilt back. 

Her lips parted and she began to moan. I pulled up her shirt and squeezed her  breasts,  making  her  moan  louder.  Then  I  reached  back  and  teased  her asshole with my fingertip—something she seemed to like. Tonight she even let me penetrate her asshole with the length of my pointer finger. 

Her  bouncing  felt  great,  and  her  body  was  perfect:  everything  was bouncing elegantly. But I couldn’t come. My mind was too busy to come. I couldn’t stop thinking about Krissy, and the thought of Krissy was making me rock hard—but the guilt was stopping me from reaching my orgasm. 

“Fucking  fill  my  pussy  with  your  hot  cum,”  Britt  moaned  as  she bounced up and down, slapping my lap with her firm ass. I tried to focus, trying to hone my attention in on her squishy tits and her soft body and her tight  pussy.  I  just  had  to  come.  Everything  would  be  fine  if  I  could  just come.  But  that  guilt  was  so  strong  because  that  image  was  still  there:  the image I saw on her personal website, where she was stroking her long cock and talking dirty to the camera. Why couldn’t I stop thinking about it? 

“Is everything okay?” Britt asked, slowing down but still bouncing. 

I nodded my head. “It’s perfect. Are you okay?” 

“I’d be better if you came in me,” she said. 

I nodded my head again. Then I picked her up and pinned her down on her  stomach  on  that  couch.  I  pressed  my  cock  back  into  her  pussy  from behind  and  I  started  pounding  her,  coming  down  repeatedly  with  force, 

making her whole body bounce while she screamed out with a combination of  shock  and  euphoria.  I  could  only  see  her  back,  and  I  found  myself imagining Krissy. Now I kept that image in my head and I went with it. I imagined her thick cock throbbing between the couch cushions. I imagined her  ejaculating  between  the  cushions  while  I  massaged  the  inside  of  her asshole. 

And then I came inside of my girlfriend with a loud groan. Her ass was red  from  the  pounding.  Her  hair  was  frazzled  and  her  eyes  were  glazed over. “That was… something,” she said. 

“Sorry,” I said. “Was it too much?” 

She shook her head. “No. I liked it.” She smiled as her cheeks turned red. “Where did it come from?” 

I shook my head quickly. “I—I don’t know. I just thought it would be fun to try something different.” I took a deep breath and then pulled up my pants, forcing a smile in an attempt to act casual, but the image of Krissy was still on my mind, still sending tingling pulse waves into the tip of my cock. 

I had to survive another ten days with the frisky guest—I was going to need  to  figure  out  some  way  to  control  my  pounding  emotions  and  my apparently insatiable lust. 

CHAPTER V

It  was  late  that  night—around  midnight—when  I  heard  Krissy  come home. But she wasn’t alone. There was a man with her, with heavy boots. 

She whispered him as they slipped into the guest room and closed the door. 

Britt  was  fast  asleep—not  even  flinching  at  the  sound  of  her  friend bringing a client home—or maybe he was just a random fling. 

The house was quiet now. I stood up carefully and tiptoed to the door. I took an extra moment to twist the handle slowly, so Britt wouldn’t wake up. 

Then  I  slipped  into  the  hall  and  moved  down  towards  the  guest  room.  I could see the light glowing under the door. I could hear the giggling coming from inside. I got close, but not close enough that my shadow would show in the slit beneath the door. 

“Will it hurt?” the man asked. 

“Maybe  a  little  at  first,”  she  replied  with  that  grin  in  her  voice.  Then there was silence, then a gasp. 

“Oh my God, it’s so big,” he said. 

“Get on your knees and suck it,” she said. 

Another  silence—and  then  I  could  hear  gagging  and  slurping.  I imagined her long rod slipping in and out of a man’s mouth. He went docile so  quickly—surrendering  at  the  sight  of  her  massive  cock.  He  sucked  her off for the next five minutes, and then she commanded him to bend over. 

“Oh God—it’s so big,” he groaned. 

“You love it,” she said with some strain in her voice as she crammed her erection into his virgin asshole. 

He  moaned  loudly,  and  a  minute  later,  I  could  hear  the  slapping:  her pelvis  against  his  ass.  He  moaned  louder  and  louder.  Now  I  was  worried Britt was going to wake up and see that I was out of bed, hear the moaning, and  think  that  I  was  having  sex  with  her  friend.  My  stomach  churned.  I started inching back towards our bedroom. The man was getting louder and louder. A part of me wanted Britt to wake up, so she could realize her friend

was  a  prostitute,  so  she  could  find  out  without  me  having  to  do  or  say anything at all. 

Britt  was  still  fast  asleep.  The  moaning  was  hardly  audible  from  the bedroom,  and  by  the  time  I  slipped  back  into  bed,  the  sound  was  gone. 

Maybe  she  was  finished,  or  maybe  he  was  fucked  into  silence.  It  was twenty minutes later when I heard him quietly heading down the hallway to our front door, and twenty minutes after that when I heard Krissy slipping into the shower to clean the man’s cum off of her body. 

It took another hour for me to fall asleep, but even asleep I wasn’t free from her dripping sex appeal. I had a dream about her, in which I was on my  knees,  stroking  her  long  shaft  and  watching  her  tip  throb.  The  dream was terrifyingly real and I woke up with the hardest erection I’d ever had—

so hard that it actually hurt a little bit, as if my cock was about to burst. 

When I sat up, Britt was on the phone in the other room. I waited for my erection to go away and then I slipped out to see who she was talking to, but by  the  time  I  entered  the  living  room,  she  was  off  the  phone.  “Who  was that?” I asked. 

She had a big smile on her face. “I’ve been invited to the conference in LA,” she said. 

“The conference?” 

“The one I told you about—yesterday,” she said. I couldn’t remember anything  about  any  conference,  but  I  did  remember  Britt  talking  while  I tried desperately to rid my mind of my unwanted lust. So instead of asking her more questions about the conference, I nodded my head and said, “Oh right—you mentioned that.” I forced a smile. 

“Well  they  want  me  to  go,  so  I  think  I’m  going  to  go.  They’re  even going to pay for the flight.” 

“Is that right?” I said. “When’s that?” 

Her  eyes  narrowed  and  she  tilted  her  head.  “Seriously?  It’s  tomorrow. 

The flight’s tonight. Ah—I’m so excited. I need to start packing. It’s four days, so I’ll probably need the big suitcase. Do you think you could go and grab it for me?” She was already buzzing around the house. 

“The suitcase?” I said, not fully processing what she was saying. “Four days?” 

“You  don’t  mind,  do  you?”  she  said.  “You’ll  pretty  much  be  working the whole time anyway, right?” 

I nodded my head. “I—I guess so.” 

She  zipped  into  the  bedroom  and  started  to  dig  through  the  closet, leaving me standing in the hallway, staring at the closed guest room door. 

Krissy  was  sleeping  behind  that  door,  still  due  to  stay  in  our  house  for another nine days. 

“What about your friend?” I asked. 

“She’s fine. She’ll be here when I get back. Maybe we can all get dinner together when I’m back.” 

I nodded my head slowly. She’d already tried to tease my cock once—

what would she try to do if we were in the house alone together, with Britt all the way in LA? I wanted to tell Britt to stay, to keep me safe from her escort  friend,  but  I  didn’t  know  how  to  beg  without  sounding  pathetic  or slimy. “I—I need to go to work now. What time’s your flight?” I asked. 

“It’s at six. So I’ll have to leave here around four—no later. I guess I’ll be gone before you get home.” She gave me a big kiss on the lips. “I’ll miss you.” 

“I’ll miss you, too,” I said, staring at her with wide eyes and a racing heart. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. Maybe Krissy would behave herself. Or maybe I was in for a long four days of temptation. 

I stayed late at work, as late as I could stay, until my eyes became heavy and I started dozing off at my desk. Then I made my way home, stopping to pick up dinner on the way, even though there was plenty I could have made at home. I just wanted to delay being home as much as possible. My only plan was to stay far away for as long as possible until Krissy was gone. 

I was hoping she would be out working when I got home, but the lights were on and I could see her figure moving in the house when I pulled up. I stayed in my car for a few minutes, trying to decide if there was anywhere else  I  could  go.  And  then  I  took  a  deep  breath.  My  plan  was  to  take  a shower, watch the rest of the game, and then go to bed. Krissy was probably too busy getting ready for a date to bother with me anyway. 

I  went  inside.  She  was  in  the  kitchen,  making  a  pot  of  coffee.  “Hey there,” she said, looking back at me with a big smile. 

I smiled and nodded. “Hi. I’m going to take a shower.” I quickly slipped into  the  bathroom.  I  locked  the  door  then  started  to  undress,  and  then  I noticed something on the counter and side of the vanity: cum, and lots of it. 

It looked like she spilled a whole cup of glue! 

There was a knock at the door. “Hey!” she called out. “I meant to clean everything up in there. I was just about to do it!” 

“Don’t worry about it,” I called back. 

I grabbed a wad of tissue paper and wiped the cum up. It was still warm. 

Had  she  just  masturbated  before  I  got  in?  Was  I  now  touching  her  cum? 

Some of it got onto my finger, and instead of wiping it off, I brought it up to my lips. I closed my eyes and tasted it with the tip of my tongue, feeling like a pervert but unable to control myself. It was sweet, making my nerves tingle. That familiar guilt filled my gut. I wiped away the rest of the cum and then I hopped into the shower. 

CHAPTER VI

When I got off the phone with Britt that night, there was a knock at my bedroom door. My heart skipped a beat and I considered pretending like I heard nothing. Like a small child, I sunk down into my bed and closed my eyes, hoping she would just go away if I was still—as if she was some sort of  nightmare  boogieman.  Then  she  knocked  again  and  I  realized  I  had  to deal with her, whether I wanted to or not. 

“What is it?” I called out. 

Then  the  door  opened.  She  carefully  pushed  the  door  until  she  had enough room to poke her head in. She didn’t say anything. She just stared at me with her big grin. 

“Can I help you?” I asked. 

“Are you going to sleep? It’s only 9:30,” she said. 

“I have to work in the morning,” I said. 

And then she became silent again, staring at me with those shining eyes that seemed to almost glow in the darkness of my bedroom. “Wouldn’t you rather hang out? I’ve got the whole night free.” 

My heart pounced. “I don’t know. I’m pretty tired,” I said. 

“Just a little bit. Keep me company.” 

I  bit  down  on  my  tongue  and  tried  to  convince  myself  that  I  was  just having a bad dream. A part of me wanted to pick up my phone to call Britt, to tell her that her friend was trying desperately to seduce me. But I could already imagine Britt’s furious response; she would certainly jump to some sort of accusation or another, directed at me. But I couldn’t help but wonder if  Krissy  was  trying  to  test  me:  asked  to  seduce  me  by  Britt  to  test  my loyalty.  It  seemed  unlikely—not  at  all  something  Britt  would  do—but  I wasn’t willing to take any chances. “I’m pretty tired,” I said again. 

“Just  one  little  movie,”  she  said.  “You’re  my  friend’s  boyfriend  and  I hardly know you.” 

I took a deep breath. Maybe her intentions were good. Maybe she was over teasing me and she really did just want someone to hang out with on her  night  off.  So  I  slipped  out  from  under  the  covers  of  my  bed  and  she smiled. “I’ll go put a movie on and get the popcorn ready!” She bounced and then she turned to skip off to the kitchen. The door drifted open and I saw that she was wearing nothing but a skimpy lace bra and a pair of lacy panties. My heart fluttered back down into my gut. But now I was locked into hanging out with her. 

I carefully stepped over to the living room. The lights were dimmed and there was a movie playing: a strange movie, which looked like it was filmed on  a  crappy  consumer  camcorder.  The  sound  wasn’t  great  and  the  music was out of place: funky and almost as loud as the dialogue it was drowning out. I took a seat on the couch and watched. There was a sexy nurse bent over a counter. Her outfit was far too short and far too tight to be acceptable in  any  realistic  hospital.  And  her  top  was  buttoned  down,  exposing  the cleavage of her large, fake breasts. A doctor walked up to her and put his hand on her thigh, stroking up until he was cupping her ass. “What did I tell you  about  wearing  the  small  scrubs?”  he  said.  His  performance  was questionable. And it wasn’t until she put his hand on his crotch and said, “I thought you liked it,” that I realized Krissy had put a porno on. 

Krissy  came  skipping  over,  still  in  nothing  but  her  bra  and  panties, holding  a  big  bowl  of  popcorn.  She  put  the  popcorn  bowl  down  on  the cushion next to me and then she sat down on my lap. Instead of pushing her off or yelling at her like I should have done, I froze, holding my hands out to my sides to keep myself from touching anything I wasn’t supposed to be touching. She nestled back, resting her back on my chest and her soft bum firmly into my lap. “So, Mark, tell me about yourself. What do you like?” 

“It’s  probably  not  appropriate  for  you  to  be  sitting  on  me  like  this,”  I said. My voice cracked slightly. 

“Oh, what’s the big deal? You’re a big, warm guy, and it’s kind of drafty in here.” 

“I—I don’t think my girlfriend would appreciate it,” I said. 

“She wouldn’t mind,” she said, brushing me off. 

I took a deep breath and then I closed my eyes, trying to pull my focus away  from  her  soft  ass,  which  she  had  firmly  nestled  against  my  crotch. 

That  amazing  perfume  was  teasing  my  brain,  and  the  desire  to  reach forward and cup her breasts was overwhelming—but I resisted the urge. It didn’t help that the doctor was now undressing the nurse on the television. 

“Look—if you’re trying to seduce me, it’s not going to happen. I love my girlfriend,” I said. 

“That’s so sweet. You’re really sweet,” she said with a gentle voice, as if  she  was  missing  the  point  of  what  I  was  saying  altogether.  She  rocked gently from side to side, working those bum cheeks around the contour of my  thick  cock.  I  wasn’t  hard,  but  she  could  probably  feel  it.  Then  she giggled. 

“What’s so funny?” I asked, trying to keep my voice low so it wouldn’t crack. 

“Britt told me you were big,” she said. 

I could feel blood rushing into my face. My cock throbbed, wanting to become  erect,  but  I  bit  down  hard  on  my  tongue  to  distract  my  brain. 

“Okay. So what?” I said. 

“I just thought you would be bigger,” she said. 

Now  my  heart  was  pounding.  I  felt  suddenly  defensive.  I  had  a  long, thick  cock  and  I  didn’t  need  some  slut  thinking  that  I  had  some  sort  of micro-cock. “I do just fine,” I said. 

“I’m sure you do,” she said. “But let’s be clear. I wouldn’t say you’re big.” As she said it, she rocked herself again, feeling my cock through my sweatpants with her bare ass cheeks. 

I bit down again on my tongue. “Okay. Fine,” I said, not wanting to play into her little game. 

She looked over her shoulder at me. “If you think you’re big, why don’t you prove it?” she asked. 

“I’m  not  going  to  prove  it,”  I  said,  still  biting  my  tongue  to  stop  my cock  from  throbbing  against  her  tush.  “And  I  think  you  should  get  off  of me.” 

“Prove it and then I’ll leave you alone,” she said. 

My heart stammered. I hated the idea of exposing myself to her, and I didn’t trust her, but it seemed like my only chance to get her to leave me

alone for the remainder of her visit. “Okay, fine. I’ll do it. But once I prove it, you have to leave me alone.” 

She hopped up to her feet, spun around, and dropped to her knees. She planted  her  elbows  on  my  knees  and  then  cradled  her  face  in  her  hands. 

“Okay. Let’s see,” she said with a big, playful smile. 

I took a deep breath and closed my eyes, trying to come up with another solution. But I could think of nothing. “Okay—just a quick peek.” I grabbed my waistband and carefully pulled down my pants, exposing the length of my cock. 

She giggled. “I’m sorry, but that’s not big.” 

I quickly covered up, feeling my face turning red. “It is so. But it’s none of  your  business  anyway.  I  proved  it  to  you,  now  you  have  to  leave  me alone.  And  turn  this  porn  off  before  a  neighbour  looks  in  through  my window!” 

She stood up and grabbed her panties, pulling them down to let her long cock fall out. And my God, was it long! It hung halfway down her thigh. 

Her tip only seemed to be a few inches away from her knees. I opened my mouth to reply, but no words came out. “Stand up,” she said. 

“W—Why?” I asked, unable to look away from it. It looked so huge—

so  much  bigger  than  it  did  when  I  saw  it  swaying  between  her  legs  from behind. 

“Let’s compare. Stand up.” 

I  don’t  know  why  I  did  it,  but  I  followed  her  command.  She  reached forward and tugged down my pants. Then she stepped forward and pressed her long rod against mine. She had to stand up on her tippy toes and I had to bend my knees so that our cocks lined up. She had two full inches on me—

maybe even three. “See?” she said. “Not so big.” She giggled again. I had no way to refute my loss. She was right: in comparison, I was small. 

“Now  sit  back  down,”  she  said.  After  a  skipped  heartbeat,  I  sat  back down on the couch. I tried to pull up my pants, but she stopped me. “Leave them down. That’s what you get for losing.” She let her panties fall to the ground. She stepped out from them, leaving them on the floor, and then she turned around and sat on my lap again. 

I  was  sitting  bottomless  on  my  couch,  with  a  bottomless  shemale prostitute sitting on my lap. I could feel her soft bum cradling my shaft—

but worse, I could feel her long snake resting on my thigh. It was warm, and I swear I could feel it pulsing like it was its own living organism. 

“So, Mark. Tell me: what do you love about Britt?” she said with that grin in her voice as she nestled herself on my lap. 

Now, I tried not to think about Britt. The thought of her beautiful face filled  my  stomach  with  horrible  guilt.  “Everything,”  I  said.  “I  love everything about her.” 

“Do you love her little pussy?” 

“Yes,” I said, taking a deep breath. But now my cock was throbbing and getting  hard.  No  matter  how  hard  I  tried  to  stop  it,  it  was  too  late.  And  I knew she could feel it. 

“So you’re telling me that you don’t wish she had a big, thick cock like mine?” She reached down and pressed her appendage against my thigh. My heart  galloped  and  my  cock  started  hardening  even  faster,  making  it difficult to lie. 

“I like Britt the way she is,” I said. 

“But  still  you  make  her  fuck  you  with  that  dinky  strap-on,”  she  said before giggling. 

Now I couldn’t reply. The embarrassment was too dense in my throat. I tried coughing and biting down on my tongue. Cold sweat began to tease my  forehead.  Britt  told  Krissy  about  Lil’  Mark?  Why  would  she  do  that? 

Did she know her friend at all? Was this some sort of cruel game they were playing together? 

“I don’t make her do anything,” I said. 

“But  you  like  it,  don’t  you?  Don’t  you  like  it  when  that  small  plastic cock slides in and out of your big, manly body?” She gently began grinding her ass up and down the length of my cock, scrambling my brain and my sensibilities. I groaned and squirmed, trying to ignore the euphoria that was starting to tingle between my thighs. 

“That’s none of your business,” I said. “I should really be going to bed.” 

“Why don’t you just get it out of your system, Mark? Just get it out of your system.” 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said. 

She turned herself around with one elegant move. Now her semi-erect penis was pressed up against my abdomen. She reached down and grabbed my  shaft,  stroking  it  gently  as  she  teased  my  tip  against  her  asshole.  I became frozen—even my heart stopped beating for a long moment. “Britt doesn’t have to know,” she said. 

“I love her,” I said. 

“I know you do. And don’t you think if she loved you, this is what she would want.” She let go of my cock and began to stand up, until her shaft was  hanging  in  front  of  my  face.  She  reached  down  and  grabbed  her enormous cock, pressing her tip against my lips. “Just open your mouth.” 

I hesitated. My brain was spinning: all of my synapses firing at once. I had no idea what was happening, and I had no idea why I let my lips part. 

She pressed her cock into my mouth. One inch slid in, then two inches, then three, and then she had her tip pressed against the back of my throat, still not  even  with  half  her  cock  inside  of  my  mouth.  She  reached  down  and grabbed my head with both of her hands before gently thrusting back and forth. “Doesn’t this feel so much better than that plastic toy?” she asked. 

My heart fluttered and my body trembled. She was right: it felt so much better than the toy. I could feel her warm girth throbbing. I could feel her foreskin  pulling  back  and  forth  while  her  cock  grew  longer  and  stronger. 

When I sucked, I felt it twitch. Unlike that damned toy, it was real. 

But the guilt was now stronger than ever. I was sucking my girlfriend’s friend’s  cock.  I’d  never  sucked  a  cock  before.  I’d  never  cheated  on  my girlfriend before. But was I really cheating? Britt didn’t have what Krissy had. Was I not technically just satisfying a desire that I had that Britt was incapable of satisfying. I still loved Britt. In a way, what I was doing really was no different than masturbating to porn. 

She  was  using  her  hand  to  stroke  the  length  she  couldn’t  fit  into  my mouth,  pumping  herself  with  a  clenched  fist:  harder  and  faster  with  each passing  minute.  I  got  a  taste  of  her  sweet  pre-cum,  which  made  me  suck even harder. Now my body was relaxing and sinking down on that couch. 

The  guilt  was  starting  to  flutter  away.  I  reached  down  and  grabbed  my erection and started to stroke it while I sucked her long cock, head tilted far back as she thrusted from high up. Then she nudged my hand away from my  cock  using  her  foot,  as  if  to  tell  me  that  I  wasn’t  allowed  to  touch myself.  But  she  didn’t  leave  my  cock  unattended.  Balancing  her  weight impressively  on  one  leg,  she  began  to  massage  my  cock  using  her  foot, running her soft toes up and down my length. I groaned. She really was a pro, definitely worth the big money people were willing to pay her. 

“I’m  going  to  make  a  mess  on  your  face,”  she  said  with  a  big  smile. 

“Don’t move.” She pulled her cock out from my mouth and aimed her tip right at my upper lip. She slid her hand up to her tip and squeezed, jerking herself slightly until: BAM. A huge, warm splash connected with my face. I winced slightly, but did my best to hold still. Then another splat connected with  my  chin.  I  heard  her  moan  as  more  and  more  cum  spewed  onto  my face. My heart was racing and beaming with excitement: I’d just sucked off a hot tranny. I was able to stimulate her until she had an orgasm. In a weird way, it felt good. In a weird way, the feeling of her thick cum oozing down my face was incredible. 

She pressed her cock back into my mouth for the final few expulsions. 

Cum  pooled  on  my  tongue,  and  then  she  pushed  my  jaw  closed  with  her gentle  fingers  and  said,  “Swallow.”  I  gulped  the  cum  back,  and  then  she leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. I kissed back. When she pulled away, her cum kept our lips connects for about six inches before the gooey line broke and fell down onto my chin. 

“Come  home  early  from  work  tomorrow  and  we’ll  have  some  more fun,”  she  said,  standing  up  and  walking  away  towards  the  guest  room, leaving  me  with  a  face  covered  in  cum,  a  throbbing  erection,  and  a television playing some hardcore pornography video of a slutty nurse now taking two cocks in her tight asshole. 

CHAPTER VII

I called Britt on my way home from work the next day. “You’re on your way home? Why so early?” she asked. 

“They’re  doing  some  renovations  at  the  office,  so  they  sent  everyone home early,” I lied. “How’s California? How’s the conference?” 

I’m  guilty  to  admit  that  I  wasn’t  really  paying  attention  to  the  answer she gave for the next five minutes as I made my way home. My mind was elsewhere.  I  could  still  taste  Krissy’s  sweet  cum  as  if  it  was  still  in  my mouth. And I knew she was at the house, waiting for me. I had two more days with her: two more days for her to do whatever she wanted with me—

experiences  that  some  men  were  apparently  willing  to  pay  hundreds  of dollars and hour for, and I was getting them for free. 

Though maybe ‘free’ isn’t entirely correct. I was paying with guilt and humiliating  and  maybe  even  a  piece  of  my  sanity.  I  kept  trying  to  justify what I’d done to myself, but deep down I knew the reality: I was cheating on  Britt.  But  how  could  I  help  myself?  Britt  knew  that  I  secretly  loved taking it from behind, and then she left me with a literal trans prostitute for almost  a  week—one  that  seemed  to  have  no  boundaries  and  no  issues messing  around  with  her  friend’s  boyfriend.  I  felt  helpless.  Even  if  I  had managed to turn Krissy down the night before, I knew the torment wouldn’t have stopped. Hell, she probably would have crawled into bed with me and smothered me with her warm body until I had a mental breakdown trying to resist. 

I pulled up to the house and saw that the light in the living room was on. 

I watched as her curvy silhouette moved gently through our house. “I have to go—I need to make a quick call for work. Maybe we’ll talk again later, before bed,” I said. 

“Okay. Love you,” Britt said. 

“Love you too,” I said, and then I hung up the phone. My heart bounced and I didn’t waste any more time before heading inside. I quickly went into the  house,  heart  pounding  with  a  combination  of  excitement  and  guilt.  I threw  open  the  door  and  was  about  to  greet  her,  and  then  I  found  myself

staring  at  an  unfamiliar  woman,  dressed  in  a  short  black  skirt,  long  black socks,  and  a  tight  black  crop  top.  She  had  dark  hair  and  dark  eyeliner around her big eyes. “Hello,” I said carefully. 

“Hi,”  she  said.  And  I  knew  right  away  from  her  voice  that  she  was  a tranny, just like Krissy. 

Krissy poked her head out from around the corner. “Hey, Mark. You’re home early. I hope you don’t mind, I invited a friend over. She’s also just passing through town.” 

I nodded my head slowly. “Nice to meet you.” 

“Nora  and  I  just  finished  a  little  job  together.  I  invited  her  over  for  a drink.” 

I  nodded  my  head  again.  “That’s  fine.  I—I  was  just  going  to  take  a shower. I’ll try to stay out of your way.” 

Nora  smiled  and  then  turned  around  to  join  her  friend  in  the  kitchen, showing the bottom of her firm ass, which wasn’t fully covered by her short black skirt. My heart hiccupped. 

I slipped into the bathroom, a bit disappointed that I didn’t have Krissy all to myself for the evening—but also a bit relieved. Maybe this was my opportunity  to  slip  out  for  the  night  without  any  pressure  from  Krissy. 

Maybe this was my opportunity to get her out of my head for long enough to come to my senses. 

I  took  my  clothes  off  and  then  started  the  water.  Before  I  stepped  in, there was a knock at the door. “What is it?” I called out. 

“Can I come in for a second?” Krissy asked. 

My heart stammered and I hesitated. I was naked, but it was nothing she hadn’t seen. So I reached out and unlocked the door. She slipped in with a big smile on her face. Then she reached out a pink razor. “Here,” she said. 

“What’s this?” 

“Shave your legs and your crotch and your bum.” 

“What? No way,” I said. 

She giggled. “Do it or I’ll tell Britt what we did last night.” She put the razor down on the vanity and then she slipped out. Now my heart was really

racing. My spine tingled cold. What had I done? What had I gotten myself into? Now I was being blackmailed? 

How  would  I  explain  my  shaved  legs  to  Britt?  What  excuse  could  I possibly give her? I bit down on my tongue. I suppose I could just tell her that I was feeling curious. She knew I liked taking it from behind, after all, so seeing me with shaved legs would certainly be less shocking than being told that I sucked her friend’s cock. So I took the razor and I shaved my legs and  my  crotch  and  I  even  did  my  best  to  shave  my  backside.  It  was  a strange sensation, watching my body hair swirl down the drain. 

I got out of the shower with a towel around my body and went straight for my bedroom to put on some comfortable clothes for the evening. I was only one step into my room when I noticed the girly sweater and mini skirt lying on my bed. My stomach groaned. I knew the outfit was for me, and I knew I had no choice—though I didn’t actually believe that Krissy would tell  Britt  anything.  I  think  she  was  just  teasing  me  because  I  was  fun  to tease. It didn’t help that my whole face turned red whenever she so much as winked at me. 

The skirt was my size and so was the sweater. She must have gone out to buy the outfit just for me. The sweater was comfortable, but the skirt was nerve-racking, as it didn’t fully cover my tush. The panties were tight, but they actually felt kind of nice. 

I went to the bedroom door and grabbed the handle. I took a deep breath and  shook  my  head.  I  didn’t  love  the  idea  of  going  out,  but  what  other choice  did  I  really  have?  I  felt  like  such  a  fool,  especially  with  my  beard and my large stature. I didn’t exactly have the body for cross-dressing, but I had to keep my guest happy or risk facing the consequences. 

I stepped out. The girls were in the kitchen. They turned and looked at me and then giggled, filling me with an awful humiliation. I forced a smile, trying to pretend like I wasn’t too fazed by their little gag. 

I walked over to the living room and I put on the game, which was just starting. Then Nora came over to me. She sat down next to me and looked down at my legs. “I love your skirt,” she said. 

I answered with a smile and nothing else. I didn’t want to give the girls anything to work with. I just wanted to suffer through my humiliation while counting down the minutes until my girlfriend was home. 

“Do you mind if I sit here?” she asked. 

I  shook  my  head.  Then  she  looked  across  the  room  at  Krissy;  they shared a smile, as if they were up to something. Then Nora said, “Do you mind if I play with myself?” 

She  lifted  up  her  skirt,  exposing  her  cock.  It  was  much  smaller  than mine and certainly much smaller than Krissy’s. My heart leapt and I looked away fast. “Go ahead, I guess,” I said. She grabbed her shaft and started to stroke  it,  still  with  that  big  smile  on  her  face.  I  found  myself  imagining Britt,  if  she  were  to  walk  into  the  room  at  that  very  moment:  a  stranger jerking her cock on our couch, Krissy dolled up in lingerie in our kitchen, and me, sitting with a skirt and a woman’s sweater, looking completely out of place but not really at the same time. Thank God she was far away for her conference. 

I  tried  not  to  look  at  the  girl  to  my  left,  who  was  stroking  her  shaft, getting  bigger  and  bigger  as  she  stretched  out  her  long,  smooth  legs.  I caught myself looking over, and then she looked at me. Our gazes met for a second and then I looked away. 

She moaned. Then she sunk down, stretching her legs out further. She squeezed  her  cock  firmly  and  pumped  faster.  I  tried  not  to  look.  I  didn’t need  the  extra  temptation.  My  head  was  already  filled  with  naughty temptation  already.  “Look  at  her,  Mark.  Watch  her  pump  her  little  dick,” 

said Krissy. “Doesn’t that look nice? Don’t you wish you were jerking her little cock off?” 

I looked over, feeling my cheeks turning red. Maybe I did wish I were jerking her off. Maybe I would have enjoyed the feeling of her smooth cock sliding in my hand. “I don’t know,” I said. 

“Just  watch.  Don’t  look  away,”  Krissy  said.  “But  don’t  touch.  This  is your punishment for last night.” 

My  stomach  churned  and  my  head  throbbed.  I  felt  like  my  life  was falling  apart.  I’d  been  a  strong  man  my  whole  life,  and  now  that  was  all falling apart. I wanted to look away from her cock, but I couldn’t—not just because I wasn’t allowed to, but because I was mesmerized by the sight of her  clenched  fist  tugging  up  and  down,  squeezing  her  tip  and  making  her little hole stretch open over and over. She was squirming now and groaning. 

She  tilted  her  long  shaft  back  and  pressed  her  tip  against  her  tummy  and then she came, making a large pool of cum on her bellybutton. 

“Now stand up, bend over, and lick up her cum,” said Krissy, walking over from the kitchen in her tall heels. 

“I don’t think this is a good idea,” I said, looking at all of the windows. 

The blinds weren’t even closed! What if a neighbour looked in? What if one of the neighbours told Britt about what we were doing? There was already a good  chance  my  social  life  was  ruined.  I  was  already  overwhelmingly embarrassed  by  the  idea  of  going  out  of  the  house  and  looking  my neighbours in the eye. 

But I wanted to taste that cum. I wanted to make Krissy happy. I wanted to  submit.  So  I  stood  up,  stepped  in  front  of  Nora,  and  I  bent  forward.  I carefully  licked  her  stomach,  tasting  her  cum.  It  wasn’t  quite  as  sweet  at Krissy’s  cum,  but  it  was  thicker,  almost  hard  to  swallow.  Krissy  came  up behind me and gently pulled aside my panties. She reached into her lingerie and  pulled  out  her  long  cock,  stroking  it  a  few  times  before  sliding  it  up between my butt cheeks. “Don’t stop licking,” she said. So I took another lick, getting more warm cum onto my tongue. Now Krissy was stroking up and down, getting herself hard using my freshly shaved bum. I groaned and trembled all over. I was sandwiched between two beautiful trannies. I was worried  my  heart  was  about  to  explode  in  my  chest.  I  had  to  take  a  deep breath. 

Krissy was hard now, with her tip pressed against my asshole. I wanted her  to  fuck  me  so  badly,  but  I  was  too  guilty  to  beg  for  it,  so  I  remained silent. I took another lick of that warm cum, with my shin resting on Nora’s now-flaccid  cock.  I  looked  up  into  Nora’s  eyes.  She  smiled  and  then reached  down,  pointing  her  cock  up,  showing  me  the  glob  of  cum  on  her tip. I sucked it off without being told. Then I felt Krissy pushing into my asshole. 

She  pushed  hard  until  she  penetrated,  and  then  she  sunk  in  deep.  I groaned, and then found myself sucking Nora’s cock even more—almost as a way to distract myself from the feeling of my asshole stretching wide. I groaned again and sucked harder. Nora giggled. “He’s good at sucking,” she said. 

“Right? I told you,” Krissy said, before she pushed her cock deeper. I could  feel  her  deep  inside  of  me  now.  It  felt  like  her  tip  was  pushing  up towards my lungs, already beyond my stomach, which couldn’t be possible. 

I squirmed some more but I didn’t stand down. I managed to take her entire cock.  “Wow,”  she  said.  “I’m  impressed!  You’ve  got  a  deep  asshole  for  a sissy!” 

I nodded my head and then let my face fall down onto Nora’s abdomen, into her cum puddle. My body was pulsing with euphoria and adrenaline. 

My girlfriend’s tranny friend had her ten-inch cock inside of my body and I could feel it throbbing and twitching. She grabbed my hips firmly and then began  to  thrust.  My  legs  began  to  tremble  furiously.  “Fuck,”  I  moaned. 

Krissy  pulled  back  completely  before  each  penetration,  sliding  her  long, slick rod in and out of my deep hole. It felt good—too good—way better than the plastic I was used to. I felt so humiliated, knowing both of these girls knew all of my secrets, knowing that I was being dominated by two petite trannies. 

She pumped faster. Nora cradled my head with her hands, holding me in place for her friend, forcing me to lick up her cum like a trained dog eating peanut butter. 

“Oh God,” I groaned. Now Krissy had found my sweet spot. Her long shaft rubbed against it perfectly, making my whole body shake with intense euphoria. I’d never felt anything like it. I was no longer in control of my body.  The  pleasure  was  too  intense—so  intense  that  a  tingling  began  to grow  in  the  tip  of  my  cock.  I  moaned  loudly,  unable  even  to  control  the volume of my voice. I licked up more of that smeared cum, most of which was now on the side of my face. Krissy felt like she was deeper than ever, halfway to my throat. I could feel her throbbing. 

The  tingling  between  my  legs  became  overwhelming.  I  screamed  out, and then it felt like I was peeing. I had to look down to see strands of white cum  oozing  out  of  my  cock.  I  was  shocked.  I’d  never  done  that  before, without even touching my cock! Though I knew it was possible—I’d seen videos on the Internet before, though I never fully believed there were no editing tricks involved. Now I knew: it was a real phenomenon. 

Krissy moaned. She pulled her long shaft out of me suddenly, leaving me feeling empty. Then she slapped her cock down onto my lower back and

began  to  unload,  coating  me  with  her  hot  load.  She  made  sure  to  cover everywhere,  even  saving  her  last  few  blasts  for  my  butt  cheeks.  I  wanted her to come inside of me, but I was now too exhausted to even hold up my own  bodyweight.  I  dropped  to  my  knees  and  then  Nora  slipped  out  from under me while I caught my breath. 

“We should get going if we’re going to make our 6:00 PM,” Nora said. 

“Is it almost six already? Shit. Okay, let’s go. See you later, Mark! Be sure to stay up for me tonight. I’ll be home late.” The girls walked away, not even helping me up from my slumped position on the floor. I felt like such  a  loser:  so  humiliated  and  used,  but  somehow  amazing  at  the  same time. I could feel Krissy’s warm cum trickling down my back, and I could feel Nora’s cum drying to my face. And what if Britt had walked in now? 

Surely  she  would  have  been  too  embarrassed  to  ever  look  at  me  again.  I must  have  looked  so  pathetic,  covered  in  tranny  cum  and  unable  to  even stand up, with my asshole still gaping from the pounding of a ten-inch cock. 

CHAPTER VIII

I stayed up for Krissy. I felt awkward waiting for her, texting Britt as if nothing  weird  was  going  on.  It  didn’t  help  that  Britt  kept  asking  me, 

“Anything  else  interesting  happen  today?”  I  hated  lying  to  her,  but  I couldn’t have her know the truth. I was still trying to think of a way to get Krissy to keep her mouth shut. I already knew that she had a tendency to be open with Britt. Britt told her about my secret fetish, after all, and she told her  about  the  size  of  my  cock.  So  what  was  stopping  Krissy  from  telling Britt about our little romps? 

It was late that night when it started to dawn on me that it might be best to beat Krissy to the punch—to tell Britt about what I’d been doing before Krissy had the chance to. I didn’t want to break her heart, but I didn’t want her to think that I was some cheating liar. God, I hated lying to her—even the simplest lies made my heart hurt. “I think I’m going to go to bed,” I said when I saw Krissy’s car pull up to the house: another lie that made me feel like crap. 

“Love you,” Britt said. 

“Love you more,” I said. 

“Most,” she said. 

I sent a heart and then our conversation ended. Maybe worse than the lying  was  the  excitement  I  felt  when  the  front  door  opened  and  Krissy walked into the house. She looked at me with a smile and said, “I’m just going to take a quick shower. Feel like waiting up for me?” 

I  nodded  my  head  like  the  trained  dog  that  I  was.  I  hated  how  much power  she  had  over  me—how  quickly  I  was  willing  to  submit  to  her  just because she was a pretty face with a big cock. 

Five minutes went by, but I couldn’t wait. My heart was pounding with a lust that had grown stronger and stronger with each passing hour—since the  moment  Krissy  showed  up  on  our  doorstep.  I  went  to  the  bathroom door. It was unlocked. So I took off my clothes and then I slipped in quietly. 

I could see her silhouette behind the shower curtain. I carefully pulled the

curtain  back.  She  didn’t  jump.  Instead,  she  looked  at  me  with  a  grin,  and then I looked down at her long shaft. 

She  said  nothing  as  I  slipped  in  behind  her,  reaching  around  and grabbing that long cock. A sigh slipped out from my lips. I’d waited hours to feel that cock again. What was I going to do once she was gone? How was I going to satisfy this new, powerful craving once it was just Britt and I again? I stroked her shaft up and down, getting it hard. I held it upright with my left hand and stroked with my right, occasionally slipping my hand over her ball sack. 

“I’ve already jizzed four times today,” she said. “Really think you can make it five?” 

I  squeezed  harder,  almost  unable  to  wrap  my  fingers  around  her  thick girth. Her size seemed impossible for her frame. Even for my frame, such a cock would have been enormous. I kept stroking, feeling her getting harder and harder until she was standing upright on her own. 

She spun around and pushed down on my shoulders until I dropped to my knees. Then I sucked her tip while warm water dribbled down my face and my ears and the back of my neck. I ran my hands up her smooth thighs, fondling her firm ass, teasing her tight asshole with my fingertips. I sucked as much as I could fit into my mouth, making my lips tight and firm so it would  feel  as  good  as  possible.  Then  I  stood  up  and  pressed  my  hands against the shower wall, bending over slightly so that I could feel that cock inside of me once more. 

But  instead  of  her  cock,  I  got  her  fingers.  She  pressed  three  of  her manicured fingers into my asshole and began to finger me quickly, making my legs tremble. Her cock was towering next to me, throbbing and begging to be massaged. So I reached over and began to jerk it while she fingered my hole. “Put it in me,” I said. 

“Not until you beg,” she said. 

“Please put it in me. Please.” 

She shook her head. “Not good enough.” 

“Please, Krissy. I need your cock inside of me. I want you to fuck me—

however you want it—just fuck me.” 

She  fingered  me  harder.  “Still  not  good  enough,”  she  said  with  some strain  in  her  voice.  Her  fingers  felt  nice,  but  that  cock  would  have  been even better. I wanted it so fucking badly. “Fuck me, goddamnit! Fuck me with your big fucking cock.” 

Then she pushed me down, pushing on my shoulders until I was laying on my stomach on the shower floor, with water splashing all over me. She crouched  down  and  aimed  her  cock  directly  downwards,  against  my asshole. She entered into me by bending her legs and squatting even more. I could feel her long cock curving through me, bending upwards as it curved towards my lungs. She stood up slightly and then squatted down again. It was an interesting position—and it felt amazing. It was probably a bit of a thigh workout on her part, but she didn’t seem to mind. She kept squatting and filling me until she suddenly pulled out and came all over my back and my hair. 

Once again, I found myself wishing that cum would have been inside of me instead of on me. “Why won’t you come in me?” I asked once I had the energy to stand up. 

“Because you won’t beg for it,” she said with a big grin. She kissed me on  the  lips  and  then  she  slipped  out  from  the  shower,  wrapping  a  towel around  her  body  and  covering  her  semi-erect  cock.  She  waved  before slipping out and heading off to her room to go to sleep for the night. 

My  alarm  went  off  the  next  morning  but  I  didn’t  get  up  right  away.  I knew  it  was  a  slow  day  at  work,  so  there  was  no  sense  in  rushing  to  be early. I kept my eyes closed and gave my brain some time to wake up. And then I heard a soft creaking sound. I assumed it was coming from out in the hallway—maybe  Krissy  was  going  into  the  bathroom—so  I  didn’t  think into it too much. Then suddenly, I felt the mattress bulge out underneath me as a mass stepped on the other end. 

I turned my head and opened my eyes. She had a finger pressed against her lips. “Shh! Go back to sleep,” she said before giggling. Krissy was in my bed, under the covers with me, violating the sacred space I shared each night  with  my  girlfriend.  My  heart  pounced.  I  knew  that  the  guilt  should have been stronger than the excitement, but that wasn’t the case. 

She crawled over me after pushing me onto my stomach from my side. 

She  tugged  down  my  pants  and  then  I  felt  her  warm  shaft  resting  on  my

bum. I said nothing—not even a breath of protest. I just closed my eyes and took a deep breath while she did the rest. 

The  tip  of  her  cock  was  wet—probably  slicked  with  saliva,  or  maybe some  lubricant  she  applied  before  entering  my  room.  Her  hands  gently massaged my body and then disappeared off of me. There was a stillness for a moment, and then I felt that tip pressing between my cheeks. I did my best to relax all of my muscles, so there would be no resistance at all. 

But of course there was resistance. She was ten inches long and almost as thick as a pop can! I grunted as she squeezed her massive size into my asshole,  which  was  still  stretched  from  our  shower  fucking.  I  tried  not  to moan  too  loudly,  worried  I  would  make  my  humiliation  even  worse—

though I wasn’t sure how it could be any worse. I still had no idea how I was  going  to  handle  this  situation  with  Britt—and  Britt  would  be  home soon. Krissy probably had a mountain of evidence against me at this point. 

Even if she didn’t say anything, how was I going to explain my shaved legs and the limp I would probably be stuck with for the next week while my bum healed up? 

She  sunk  in  deep,  until  her  pelvis  was  pressed  against  my  backside. 

Then she gripped my hips firmly and began to pump. Each penetration was faster and harder than the one before it. I grabbed onto my bed sheets firmly and tried to keep the volume of my grunting low. I could feel every inch of her: every throbbing vein, and then entire contour of her bulbous tip. It felt so good. It was a shame that she only lasted five minutes before pulling out and making another mess of my back with her enormous cumshot. 

“Fuck,” I groaned as that strange, empty feeling resonated in my body. 

When she was in me, I felt so full, like I was about to pop. But when she was out of me, I felt like I was missing something big and hard inside of my body. 

“Do you have any other fantasies, Mark?” she asked. 

I shrugged my shoulders as I took a deep breath, trying to recover from the pounding. It was strangely exhausting, being pumped by a giant cock. “I don’t know.” 

“Maybe tonight we can figure something out and have a bit of fun.” She wiped a bit of her cum off of my back and put it into her mouth. She used the tip of her tongue to make sure the tip of her finger was clean. “Have fun

at work,” she said with a small giggle, and then she rolled out of my bed and skipped back to the guest room, probably to get another couple of hours of sleep before her day of whoring around started. 

CHAPTER IX

Britt came home early, to my surprise and my shock. Had I known she was coming home early, I wouldn’t have gone to the adult shop on my way home from work, to buy some slutty lingerie for Krissy. I found the perfect little outfit: a slutty cheerleading costume—and I already had my jersey on. 

Maybe  it  wasn’t  the  kind  of  fantasy  she  was  referring  to  when  she  asked what else I had—but I thought it would be fun. 

I saw Krissy’s figure in the window when I pulled up to the house. So I took  the  little  pink  bag  I  got  from  the  lingerie  store  and  I  rushed  into  the house.  “Ready  for  some  fun?”  I  said,  and  then  I  looked  up  and  saw  Britt standing in the living room, across from Krissy. I felt my heart plunge into the pit of my stomach. I opened my mouth to come up with some sort of excuse, but nothing came out—nothing but, “Y—You’re home early?” 

She looked down at the lingerie bag. “What’s that?” she said. 

A long moment went by. Maybe it was only a couple of seconds, but it felt like a gruelling hour. “It’s for you,” I said. “I picked it up for you on the way home.” 

“What is it?” she asked. 

I cleared my throat. “It’s for later—when we’re alone.” 

She  looked  up  at  Krissy  and  then  back  at  me.  I  knew  I  was  caught.  I knew I looked like a complete idiot. She nodded her head slowly with an awkward smile. I wanted to apologize. I wanted to open my mouth and tell her  everything  that  happened  while  she  was  gone,  before  Krissy  had  the chance to—or before she figured it all out on her own. But a part of me was terrified Krissy had already spilled the beans. So I just stood there, looking foolish. 

“Anyway,” Britt said, turning back to Krissy. “I was thinking we could get Chinese. I had sushi last night in LA.” 

“Chinese  sounds  good,”  said  Krissy.  She  looked  at  me.  “Mark.  You want to grab some Chinese?” 

My stomach gargled. Now Britt was looking at me with a small smile on her face, as if she didn’t suspect anything at all. Was I in the clear? Was my  little  blunder  not  quite  enough  to  implicate  me  in  the  disaster  of  a lifetime? “Chinese sounds good,” I said. “Just let me change real quick.” 

Once I was alone in the bedroom, I took a deep breath. I sat down on the edge of the bed and looked down at my hands, which were trembling. 

“Pull yourself together,” I said. I wasn’t proud of myself. Looking at Britt’s beautiful face, I couldn’t believe what I’d done—and what I had planned to do before seeing her in my living room. I’d been excited for one last night of debauchery with Krissy: one last night of a stupid affair that definitely wasn’t worth jeopardizing our relationship. 

I shook my head and took another deep breath. What was I supposed to do now? Could I just hope that Krissy would say nothing and that I would forget all about her one day? Was I supposed to just act like nothing ever happened and hope that Britt remained oblivious? Or could I come out and be honest without ruining everything? 

“Almost ready?” Britt called out. 

“Just  one  second!”  I  called  back,  and  then  I  quickly  got  changed  for dinner. 

It  was  an  awkward  dinner.  Britt  seemed  oblivious  at  times  and  then would  come  long  moments  of  silence  where  my  mind  would  race  with paranoia. Sometimes I would look up at her and catch her with an awkward smile—the kind of smile she only ever made around strangers and people she  was  uncomfortable  with.  It  wasn’t  the  same  smile  she  used  for  me throughout our relationship. 

“So  what  did  you  get  up  to  while  I  was  gone?”  she  asked  once  the fortune cookies were on the table. 

I  bit  down  on  my  tongue.  “Get  up  to?”  I  asked.  I  could  see  Krissy smirking  out  the  corner  of  my  eye.  “I  didn’t  get  up  to  much.  Mostly  just work—and I watched a few games,” I said. 

She nodded her head. 

“Tell me more about the convention,” I said. 

She laughed. “I can’t think of anything else to say that I haven’t already said. I feel like I’ve been talking all night.” 

I nodded my head, trying hard not to look over at Krissy, who was still smirking as if my agony was hilarious. “Well I’m glad you had fun,” I said. 

“I need to use the bathroom,” Britt said, stepping away from the table. 

“I’ll be right back.” 

Once she was gone, I finally looked over at Krissy, who was staring at me with a big smile. “So what was in the bag?” she asked. 

“Nothing. Never mind that.” 

She giggled. “You’re funny.” 

“Look—we messed around and I think it was a mistake,” I said. “I love Britt  and  I  don’t  want  to  ruin  what  we’ve  got.  Please  don’t  say  anything. 

I’m begging you.” 

She  extended  her  leg  under  the  table,  pressing  her  toes  against  my crotch. “Is this your idea of begging?” she asked. 

“Please don’t do this. Why are you doing this?” I asked. 

“Why don’t you just tell her what we did? Then there’s no point in me telling her.” 

My heart stumbled and my stomach groaned. I suddenly had the urge to run to the bathroom, to throw up. “Just don’t say anything. She doesn’t need to know. What we did together—it meant nothing. It was just…” 

“Fun?” she said. 

“Exactly. Stupid fun—nothing else.” 

“So just tell her that. If it really meant nothing, then she’ll understand, right?” 

I stared into her eyes while she nestled her toes gently into my crotch. “I don’t think she will.” 

“I bet she will. Just tell her.” 

“Why are you doing this?” I kept my voice low, but I wanted to scream at her. 

“I’m not going to blackmail you, Mark—that would defeat the purpose of  this  whole  thing.  I  won’t  tell  her  anything,  but  you  should  tell  her. 

Doesn’t she deserve to know?” She smiled and then she got up. “I’m going to use the washroom.” 

Now I was alone at the table with a throbbing heart. Could I trust her? 

Could I be sure that she wouldn’t say anything to Britt? 

My  heart  nagged  at  my  gut.  I  felt  dizzy  and  afraid.  I  could  see  Britt coming out of the blurred corner of my eye. What if Krissy was right? What if Britt did deserve to know? What if keeping my mouth shut just made me more evil. 

She sat down next to me. “Did you already get the bill?” she asked. 

I looked up at her slowly. My heart raced. I bit down on my tongue. “I have something to tell you and I don’t think you’ll like it.” 

She stared at me with big eyes. I couldn’t believe what I was doing, but I couldn’t stop myself. “What is it?” she asked after a terribly long silence. 

“When you were gone, me and—uh—Krissy—we messed around. She kept trying to seduce me and I kept resisting—but she kept trying, over and over,  and  then  I—I  just  caved.”  I  couldn’t  look  at  Britt.  I  kept  my  gaze down at the table, where I could see nothing. All I could do was imagine the horror on her face. “I mean—I can’t blame her. She was trying to seduce me because  she  knew  I  wanted  it—and  sadly  she  was  right.  I  told  her  that  I loved you—and I do—I love you. But I guess I cheated on you. It was my fault, not hers. I don’t know what else to say. She has something that I’ve always fantasized about—something that you don’t have—and I wanted to try it out. I don’t know how else to say it, and I’m not justifying what I did

—but that’s what happened. I tried it, and I guess I liked it because we did it a few times.” 

I  waited  for  her  reaction:  for  her  rage  and  her  tears.  Maybe  I  should have  told  her  in  private,  so  she  could  have  cried  without  the  public embarrassment. Why wasn’t she saying anything? Why wasn’t she slapping me in the face? Why wasn’t she getting up to leave? “I’m happy you told me,” she said. Her voice was strangely calm—unusually calm. 

I looked up and saw that she was smiling. My heart stuttered. “What?” 

“I was kind of hoping you would ask me before you did it, but I knew that  was  a  long  shot.  I’m  impressed  that  you’re  telling  me  now.  I  was worried you would keep it a secret.” 

“W—What  are  you  talking  about?  Oh  God—she  already  told  you, didn’t she?” 

Britt  shrugged  her  shoulders.  “She  did,”  she  said.  “I  asked  her  to  tell me. It’s why she came to visit, Mark. I reached out to her for you.” 

I wasn’t sure if my heart was still beating. I felt sick, like I was about to pass out.  “What?” 

“I was looking up old friends and I found out that my trans friend from high school was an escort. So I reached out to her and she agreed to come and sleep with you, so you could experience what I can’t give you. I knew you  would  never  do  it  unless  I  left  you  alone  with  her  for  a  long  enough time.  Don’t  be  embarrassed  about  it—I  set  you  up.  I  asked  her  to  seduce you, and it honestly took a lot longer than I thought it would, so in a way I’m proud of you for that.” 

“You set this all up? Are you messing with me right now?” 

She  laughed  and  shook  her  head.  “I’m  just  happy  you  had  fun.  Now let’s pay the bill and get home.” 

I  nodded  my  head  slowly  while  my  brain  processed  everything.  I  was set  up.  Britt  staged  the  whole  thing.  And  Krissy  was  right:  coming  clean was the best thing to do. I felt the biggest weight lifted from my shoulders. I couldn’t help but sigh with relief as I stood up. 

Britt  loved  me—even  more  than  I  originally  realized.  She  wanted  to make me happy, and I couldn’t have asked for a cooler girlfriend. 

But she wasn’t finished with me. When we got home, she looked into the  pink  bag  and  pulled  out  the  cheerleader  outfit.  “I  assume  this  is  for Krissy, seeing as it’s a medium.” 

I laughed nervously. “Sorry,” I said. 

She handed it to Krissy. “Put it on,” she said. 

Krissy took the outfit to the guest room. Britt was looking up at me with a big smile. “You’re all white. Why are you all white?” she asked. 

“I’m not convinced that I’m not dreaming,” I said, forcing an awkward laugh. 

“You  aren’t  dreaming—but  I’ll  take  the  compliment.  I  am  a  bit  of  a dream, aren’t I?” She stood up on her toes and planted a kiss on my lips, making my heart bounce the same way it did when we shared our first kiss. 

“Let’s go to the bedroom and get ready.” 

We both got naked on our bed. Krissy came in a minute later, dressed like a cheerleader. Britt squeezed my hand as Krissy climbed up on the bed. 

She was coming towards me, to show Britt what we’d been up to while she was  gone—and  then  Britt  reached  out  and  gently  grabbed  her  wrist, redirecting her, pulling her away from me. Krissy leaned down and kissed my girlfriend on the lips. The kiss lasted ten long seconds: ten hot seconds. 

Britt carefully planted her hands on the tranny’s body and gently rubbed up and down. I took a deep breath. I’d never seen my girlfriend kiss another person. I didn’t feel jealous like I probably should have. I was enjoying the show. 

Then  Krissy  stood  up  on  her  knees.  She  walked  forward  a  few  steps, until her skirt was teasing my girlfriend’s face. Britt reached under the skirt and fumbled around for a moment until she found what she was looking for. 

She gasped. Now I knew I was supposed to be feeling jealous: my girlfriend was  holding  another  cock—one  that  was  bigger  than  mine.  But  I  didn’t care. 

She pulled it out from under the skirt and began to stroke it. She was staring  at  it  with  wide,  amazed  eyes  as  it  throbbed  and  grew.  Then  she looked at me with red cheeks and said, “How did you resist for so long?” 

I laughed. She looked back at the cock and leaned forward, opening her mouth  to  accept  it  onto  her  tongue.  She  sucked,  pressing  her  lips  firmly around the thick girth. Krissy reached down and gently caressed her hair for a  moment  before  pulling  her  head  in  towards  her  crotch.  Britt  gagged slightly. 

I was already hard, taking deep breaths to control my excitement. Krissy pulled  her  long  erection  out  from  my  girlfriend’s  mouth  and  then  she twisted her body towards me. She didn’t have to say a thing: I was already leaning in, grabbing the shaft and putting the cock into my mouth. I sucked while Britt caressed my back with one hand and rubbed my cock with the other. It felt nice. I forgot how gentle and smooth she was when she jerked me off. I forgot how much I liked it when she squeezed my girth with her small, feminine fingers. 

Krissy pulled out from my mouth and then commanded us both to flip onto our stomachs. Britt got the first fucking: penetrated by Krissy’s long, throbbing  length.  She  pumped  my  girlfriend  gently  while  Britt  moaned—

for one perfect minute before pulling out, stepping over, and putting it into my asshole, which was still gaping from the morning. 

Britt reached down and held my hand while Krissy went back and forth. 

She  squeezed  tight  when  Krissy  was  stretching  her  little  pussy,  and  I squeezed tight when my asshole was being pulled apart. 

Then Krissy made one last command, telling me to mount my girlfriend from  behind.  I  accepted  the  challenge,  sinking  my  cock  into  her  soaking wet  cunt.  She  moaned  and  clutched  the  bed  sheets.  Before  I  started pumping, Krissy sunk herself back into me, putting me in the middle of an amazing  sandwich.  She  pumped  me  for  a  minute  and  that  was  all  I  could take while simultaneously pumping Britt. I came in Britt’s warm cunt, and then  I  felt  the  amazing  explosion  I’d  been  waiting  so  long  to  feel:  Krissy came deep inside of me. I felt her tip fluttering as my cavity expanded to accommodate  her  huge  creampie.  I  groaned  and  tensed  up  and  squeezed Britt’s soft tits. 

And  then  I’m  pretty  sure  I  came  again,  inside  of  the  best  girlfriend  a man could ever ask for. 


THE END

SLIPPERY SLOPE

Steve  needs  money  and  it  needs  it  fast.  He’s  desperate,  but  there’s nobody  hiring.  He’s  willing  to  do  anything,  even  entering  himself  into dozens  of  ‘free  money’  contests  on  Twitter,  though  he’s  almost  certain they’re all scams. Then he finds one that seems legitimate (and a bit out of his comfort zone). It’s the Weekly Twitter Trap Contest: submit a photo of yourself  dolled  up  like  a  girl.  The  first  twenty  entries  win  ten-dollar  gift cards. The grand prize is five hundred dollars cash. 

His  female  roommate  is  out  of  town,  so  he  slips  into  her  room,  dolls himself  up,  and  enters  the  contest.  He  feels  nothing  while  dressed  up—

nothing except for a tiny bit of hope that he won’t end his week living on the streets. And then he finds himself sliding down a slippery slope as he discovers a skill he didn’t know he had, and a hungry market for that very skill. 

CHAPTER I

Twitter  isn’t  a  typical  place  people  go  to  make  money,  but  I  was desperate. My rent was overdue and my roommates were already conspiring to  kick  me  out—I  heard  them  meet  up  in  the  middle  of  the  night,  in  the basement of the house. They were whispering, but I guess they didn’t know they were right under a vent that connected to my bedroom. “If he doesn’t pay by Friday, he’s gone. I’m sick of him missing rent.” 

So it wasn’t the first time I’d missed rent. The first couple of times, my roommates had my back. They all pitched in and covered my chunk. It was only a couple hundred bucks—split three ways, less than a hundred bucks per person. “He’s going through a tough time after his breakup,” said Jolie, the  girl  who  technically  owned  the  house,  who  lived  in  the  big  bedroom upstairs. But she wasn’t there to defend me when it happened for the fourth time. 

“Can  he  not  find  a  job?  Why  is  he  so  useless?”  I  heard  one  of  them whisper during their secret meeting. 

It  sucks  when  people  talk  shit  about  you  behind  your  back,  but  I couldn’t  blame  them.  I  hadn’t  been  looking  too  hard  for  a  job,  thinking things would just ‘work out’. I wasn’t sure what ‘work out’ even meant, but for some reason, I had a feeling luck was coming my way. 

But now, I had four days to pay for my rent: not enough time to find a job, become employed, and receive a paycheque. I was doomed, about to be homeless, so I scoured the Internet for quick one-off jobs that I could do: lawn-mowing,  window  cleaning,  picking  up  dog  poop—anything.  I  found nothing.  So  after  a  long  search,  I  found  myself  on  Twitter,  making  an embarrassment  out  of  my  Twitter  account,  replying  and  retweeting  every single  post  that  I  could  find  that  said,  “One  random  retweeter  will  get  a thousand dollars!” Most—if not all—of the posts were scams, of course; I knew that. But a little glimmer of hope inside of me kept me going, praying that one would be real and I would be given money for nothing. I must have replied to two hundred Twitter scams with no luck. 

I  kept  refreshing  my  search  of  ‘giveaway’,  sorting  by  new  instead  of top, to make sure I was the first one entered in whatever I could get. I was even  entering  myself  into  book  giveaways,  hoping  I  could  sell  a  signed copy  of  some  unknown  author’s  book  to  some  old  lady  who  didn’t  know the difference between Margaret Atwood and Margot Ashley. Like I said, I was desperate. 

All  I  won  after  twenty  hours  of  tedious  clicking  was  a  free  eBook  of some  new  author’s  short  story.  It  was  unsellable,  though  the  story  wasn’t bad—I read it that night. I left a review, and then I went back to thinking about how my life would be living on the streets. 

And  then  I  refreshed  that  search  again  and  I  found  one  last  giveaway. 

‘Enter  the  WEEKLY  TRAP  CONTEST!  Post  a  picture  of  yourself  dolled up. The first twenty entrants will get a $10 Amazon gift card. The winner will  get  $500  CASH!’  I  clicked  on  the  profile  and  scrolled  through  their posts. They ran the contest every week, posting the call for entries and then posting  the  winner  the  next  day.  The  winners  were  pretty  girls:  big  eyes, nice asses, smooth bodies. Some of the pictures were slutty, some were just cute—but they were all girls, so the contest was pointless for me. 

But  I  was  particularly  taken  aback  by  one  of  the  contest  winners:  a pretty brunette with glowing eyes. I clicked on her profile and then found myself  in  a  state  of  confusion.  I  was  on  a  guy’s  profile.  Did  I  click  the wrong link? I went back and tried again, but the link brought me to the guy. 

I  assumed  it  was  a  mistake,  so  I  tried  clicking  on  another  contestant’s profile—and I got the same thing: another guy. “What the hell?” I muttered to myself. 

And that’s when it dawned on me: the contest was for men who could pass  as  women—otherwise  known  as  ‘traps’.  Now  I  felt  my  face  turning red. I’d admired many of the pictures. I’d fallen for the ‘trap’. I bit down on my tongue and suddenly felt stupid. I tried to convince myself that I could tell that they were all guys now, but even knowing, some of the contestants were still impressive. I couldn’t help but wonder if they were getting their girlfriends to pose for them, and lying by saying the pictures were of them. 

The  page’s  newest  post  already  had  three  entries:  low  effort  posts  by men  who  just  wanted  those  gift  cards.  Some  of  them  were  still  hairy,  not even bothering to shave. Some were naked, covering their dicks with their

hands, not even bothering to put on women’s clothing. Or maybe they were just delusional. 

I thought for a minute about the Amazon gift card. Maybe it was worth entering just for that. Maybe I could just do some sissy pose and claim the card,  and  use  the  card  to  buy  something  for  Jolie,  so  she  would  have  to think twice about kicking me out. It was better than the non-existent other ideas  that  I  had.  So  I  got  undressed  and  then  I  walked  over  to  my  closet mirror. I did a few poses with my hand between my legs. I snapped a few photos with my phone. I looked silly, but it didn’t matter—I just needed to enter before fifteen others entered. 

But  then  it  occurred  to  me  that  those  low-effort  posts  might  not  be enough  to  win  those  gift  cards.  Maybe  the  person  who  ran  the  contest expected more, and skimmed over those ones for people who actually put in a  dab  of  effort—otherwise  they  would  inundated  with  lousy  posts,  giving money away to people who were abusing their game. I needed more than just pictures of me looking somewhat gay in the mirror. 

So I slipped into the bathroom and used my face razor to shave my legs and my chest and my armpits. It was the middle of winter, so I didn’t have to  worry  about  anyone  seeing  my  smooth  body.  Krystal,  who  lived  in  the room across the hall from me, was away on a family vacation, so I snuck into  her  room  and  grabbed  a  few  items:  panties,  stockings,  skirt,  and  a blouse. My heart was pounding—not with excitement or any sort of taboo thrill, but because I was worried I was going to miss my chance at winning that $10 gift card. I was getting no pleasure out of pulling Krystal’s clothes onto my body. I felt a bit like an idiot, but in the moment I couldn’t care less. 

I looked in Krystal’s mirror, now wearing her clothes with my smooth body. I checked the post on my phone. Now there were eighteen entries—

maybe half were real attempts at looking feminine. 

Krystal had a long white wig from her Halloween costume that year. I put it on my head, and then I sat down at her desk where her makeup was scattered.  “C’mon—hurry  up,”  I  said.  I  wondered  if  this  was  the  same feeling  drug  addicts  feel  when  they’re  doing  anything  for  a  fix:  stealing, resorting  to  prostitution,  manipulating  people.  I  was  completely  invading Krystal’s space, but I wasn’t even phased. I couldn’t care less about Krystal

—maybe  because  I’d  heard  her  the  night  before  talking  about  how  she wanted my room when I was gone. 

I  rolled  her  mascara  on  my  eyelashes  and  then  I  brushed  some  eye shadow around my eyes. I used a bit of her lip-gloss: pink and very glossy. 

Then I brushed some blush onto my cheekbones. I had a pretty good idea of what  I  was  doing,  because  my  ex-girlfriend  did  her  makeup  next  to  me every morning while I watched the morning news. Sometimes I would look over curiously and watch as she drew on her eyeliner, wondering if all the eye poking hurt. Now, I tried applying a tiny bit of eyeliner. It didn’t hurt, though it was a weird feeling. 

And then I quickly jumped to my feet and snapped a few photos in the mirror, posing the way the winners of previous contests posed. 

CHAPTER II

I  got  no  pleasure  out  of  it.  I  didn’t  even  feel  embarrassed  about  the dolled up photo shoot that I did wearing my roommates clothes and wig and makeup.  I  just  saw  it  as  a  necessary  step  in  order  to  survive—until  I  was finished and it was time to submit the photo. I had the most convincing file uploaded and ready to be sent, and then a teaser of humiliation crept into my  body.  I  found  myself  staring  at  the  screen,  feeling  awfully  stupid  as  I was about to send the photo. 

The  picture  wasn’t  bad.  I  actually  looked  like  a  girl,  thanks  to  lots  of makeup, hair covering part of my face, and a camera angle that did wonders to hide my shoulders and jawline. But my Twitter account was tied to my name.  I  had  friends  who  followed  me—and  I  had  family  members  who followed me. I couldn’t just upload the photo and assume they wouldn’t see it. I didn’t want to be hearing from my mother, getting an earful and being accused  of  being  a  homosexual.  So  I  created  a  new  account.  I  made  up  a fake  name—Stevie  K—and  then  I  submitted  the  photo.  I  was  the  twenty-sixth reply, so I had no idea if I even qualified for the ten dollar gift card, but I’d already gone through the hassle, so there was no sense in backing down now. 

And  then  I  waited.  I  stared  at  the  screen,  refreshing  every  minute, waiting for a message to pop up in my private inbox, letting me know that I’d won ten bucks. But the message didn’t come. I refreshed the page for the next hour, feeling stupider and stupider—especially because I was still dolled  up  in  Krystal’s  clothes  and  makeup.  I  decided  to  turn  off  my computer, and then I saw my reflection in my black screen. 

I really didn’t look half bad. I was surprised by what I’d accomplished in  one  frantic  hour.  I  really  assumed  that  I  would  just  end  up  looking ridiculous,  like  so  many  of  the  people  who  entered  the  dumb  Twitter contest. But I didn’t look ridiculous. Especially when I tilted my head down slightly,  to  mask  my  Adam’s  apple  with  my  chin,  I  kind  of  looked  like  a girl. My eyes were bigger than I’d ever noticed before: and greener. 

I caught myself smirking. I turned my computer back on and looked at the photo I submitted. Then I looked at the other submissions. Maybe I was just  exhausted  and  on  the  verge  of  a  mental  breakdown  after  many  long hours worrying about becoming homeless… But I was fairly certain that my sissy  photo  was  the  most  convincing  of  all  the  photos  submitted  to  the contest. 

I  laughed,  shaking  my  head.  Surely  I  was  exhausted.  And  now  it  was late. I needed to wash off the makeup and put Krystal’s clothes back where I found them. 

While I was putting her clothes back, I found a box of jewellery. Some of the items looked valuable. I picked up a pearl necklace and felt the pearls between my fingertips. How much was it worth? Would it buy me a month of rent? Maybe two months? Would Krystal notice it missing? Would she figure out that I took it? 

I put the necklace back and went to bed with one question on my mind: could  I  sink  to  that  low  in  order  to  stay  off  the  streets?  It  was  becoming increasingly obvious that I wasn’t going to be winning any prizes on Twitter

—not even a ten-dollar gift card—so I was going to need another source of quick income. 

Krystal was rich. Her parents were wealthy oil and gas moguls. She had a  new  car  every  year—always  the  newest  model.  She  got  a  whole  new wardrobe every season: thousands and thousands of dollars worth of clothes every  year.  Her  closet  was  teeming  with  brand  name  items.  And  did  she deserve any of it? She didn’t work, so was it really fair that I had to work? 

I  squirmed  in  my  bed.  I  hated  where  my  mind  was  going.  I  hated  the justifications my brain was formulating. I didn’t want to become a crook. I didn’t want to entertain the idea of communism because it was convenient in my situation. Lots of places were hiring: coffee shops, burger joints, the waste management facility on the other end of town—I was just being too picky. So I wasn’t blessed with a rich family—that didn’t give me the right to steal from people who were. 

But damn: it would have been convenient, and I don’t think she would have ever noticed the missing jewellery. 

I  woke  up  the  next  morning  with  a  sickness  in  my  stomach.  It  was  a cold day: the coldest of the year. The Internet said that the weather was only

going to get colder and colder over the next two months. There was a news story about a homeless man dying overnight: freezing to death because he couldn’t get into the shelter, which was full. I read another story saying that he actually couldn’t get into the shelter because he kept grabbing the tits of homeless  women—but  the  story  was  still  frightening  nonetheless.  Both articles posted pictures of the local shelter, and I could practically smell the foul odour oozing off the photo. Is that where I was about to end up? 

I  went  to  the  kitchen.  My  roommates  were  still  sleeping,  so  I  helped myself to a bowl of cereal that didn’t belong to me, seeing as I had no food of my own. I made sure to grab a box that had been sitting in the cupboard for a long time, so I was less likely to be caught. And then I quietly washed my  bowl  and  snuck  back  into  my  bedroom,  feeling  like  some  sort  of unwanted pest, having to creep around the house in the early morning hours just to eat stale cereal with questionable milk. 

I started my day on Craigslist, looking through the job postings, trying to decide which ones would potentially hire me on the spot, and then offer me an advance of at least two weeks of work. None of the postings sounded too hopeful, especially with my almost blank resume. I scrolled further and further down until I found a post that seemed hopeful: WANTED:  Live  model  for  drawing  session.  TONIGHT.  Two  hours. 

Must be able to sit still. $200, paid in cash. 

It wasn’t quite enough to pay my rent, but I figured it would be enough to buy me at least a week while I tried to scrounge up the rest of the month

—and then what I still owed for previous months. I clicked on the ad and then  my  hope  fluttered  away  as  I  read  the  finer  details:  ‘must  be  female. 

Please submit full body photo to be considered.’ I rolled my eyes, and then I  found  myself  looking  through  my  photos  from  the  previous  night, wondering  if  I  could  pass  as  female  for  a  couple  of  hours.  I  sure  looked girly in the photos—even more girly than I thought the night before, after I took the photos. 

Now, with a rested mind, I was even more impressed by my face, and by my figure. I had curves. The socks I stuffed into the top helped, but my hips were all mine. And all I really had to do was convince the employer over e-mail. I could show up for the session in Krystal’s clothes, and they could realize that I wasn’t actually a chick, but it wouldn’t matter because it

would  be  too  late  to  replace  me.  And  I  could  just  say  that  I  identified  as female. People did that all the time—right? I’d just read a story about some UFC fighter who identified as female before beating the crap out of tons of chicks. She got away with it, so why couldn’t I get away with it? 

I submitted my best full-body photo and then waited for a reply. Then I checked  my  Twitter  and  saw  a  little  red  circle  next  to  my  messages.  So  I read  my  messages  and  was  shocked  to  see  the  word

‘CONGRATULATIONS’.  I  rubbed  my  eyes  to  make  sure  I  wasn’t misreading the message. ‘You have been selected to be this week’s winner of  the  WEEKLY  TRAP  CONTEST!  We  had  one  hundred  and  eighty entrants, but yours was voted as the best.’ The message went on to ask for my  payment  info,  which  I  sent  immediately.  My  heart  was  suddenly pounding, though I was still a bit apprehensive, worried I was falling for a scam.  That  worry  lingered  in  me  for  an  hour,  and  then  it  went  away suddenly  when  five  hundred  dollars  was  transferred  into  my  PayPal account. 

“Holy shit,” I muttered under my breath. Just like that, I could pay my rent: two full months of rent. Now, I was only a single month behind. 

I  deposited  the  money  straight  into  my  bank  account,  and  then  I  got dressed and went off to the bank to take the cash out, to give to Jolie. Her face was priceless as I handed her the money, just a few days before being evicted. She stared at it for a long moment and then she looked up at me with narrowed eyes. “Where did you get this?” 

“I made it,” I said. 

She was silent for another long moment. “Doing what?” 

I shrugged my shoulders. “What difference does it make?” 

“If  I  deposit  this  into  my  bank  account,  am  I  going  to  end  up  being audited? These aren’t marked bills, are they?” She seemed to think I robbed a bank. 

I laughed and shook my head. Then I showed her the bank receipt. “It’s all legal. That should cover this month and last month. I’m working on the remaining month now.” 

She nodded her head slowly, still with her eyes narrowed. “Okay,” she said apprehensively. 

I walked away with a big grin. For the first time in many months, I felt good.  I  didn’t  feel  like  a  complete  loser.  I  didn’t  feel  like  a  leech,  using other  people  for  my  own  benefit.  Soon,  I  wouldn’t  owe  anyone  anything. 

Soon, there wouldn’t be secret meetings about me in the basement, in the middle of the night. 

And when I got back to my room, I had a response from the art studio. 

“Thanks for submitting! Could you please come by the studio at 7:00 PM

tonight? The session begins at 7:15 PM.” 

“Okay. Sounds good,” I replied. And just like that, things were turning around for me. I took a deep breath and then I fell down onto my bed. I was afraid  of  closing  my  eyes—worried  that  closing  my  eyes  would  bring  an end to this dream, and then I would be back to where I was the day before, desperate for money with no idea of how I was going to survive. 

CHAPTER III

It was around 4:00 PM when some of the euphoric excitement began to wear off and the reality of my situation came rushing in. I had to get dressed up. I had to face a room full of people dressed like a girl, and all I could do was  hope  that  they  didn’t  chase  me  out  without  pay—or  worse:  go  to  the media with my pictures and make sure that my face ended up on the cover of every local paper, next to the words BEWARE: SCAM ARTIST. 

Everyone  was  downstairs,  watching  some  new  episode  of  some  big budget  TV  show.  I  snuck  across  the  hallway,  slipping  into  Krystal’s bedroom.  She  was  still  out  of  town,  but  she  was  close  with  Jolie.  Jolie occasionally borrowed her clothes, and I knew Jolie was planning on going out  later.  So  I  gathered  what  I  needed  quickly:  makeup  supplies,  the  wig, and a few different outfit options. I took the haul back to my bedroom and then locked my door before getting myself dolled up. Though I had no idea how I was going to get out of the house with everyone in the living room. 

Unless I wanted to crawl out my window and scale the wall into the garden, I was going to have to cross the living room, where everyone was sitting. 

Maybe scaling the wall wasn’t such a bad idea. 

I  was  able  to  get  my  makeup  done  much  faster  than  the  night  before. 

Now, I knew how the eyeliner went on, and I knew how to brush on the eye shadow. There was still some trial and error; I had to wipe everything off twice  to  start  over  again.  And  then  it  was  time  to  pick  an  outfit,  which turned out to be harder than expected. The dress was a little bit tight on me, making my shoulders look too broad, making me look like an ogre. Then there was the sweater and jeans, which looked too boyish. That only left me with  two  options:  going  back  into  Krystal’s  bedroom  and  risking  being caught again, or putting on the tight black leotard and short black skirt. 

The  outfit  was  tight  and  very  revealing.  Even  with  the  skirt  over  the leotard, my butt was still partially exposed, along with my recently shaved thighs.  Being  so  exposed  made  my  skin  crawl  and  my  stomach  turn,  but looking  in  the  mirror,  I  quickly  realized  it  was  probably  for  the  best.  My legs were feminine, so pulling attention to them was probably a good idea, as long as I could keep my cock from falling out of the tight panties I had

on under the skirt and leotard. And the tight leotard helped to show off my hips,  which  were  possibly  my  most  feminine  feature  (a  feature  I  didn’t know I had until twenty-four hours earlier). 

I  stared  at  myself  in  the  mirror.  I  looked  like  a  girl.  Was  that  a  good thing or a bad thing? I wasn’t sure—but I knew it was a thing that would put  another  two  hundred  bucks  into  my  bank  account,  so  I  wasn’t complaining. I looked at the clock. I was running late, so I grabbed my coat and wrapped it around my body. Then I opened my window to my bedroom and carefully scaled the wall, down to the garden. If any of the neighbours were looking, they certainly thought that I’d lost my mind: in a short skirt, a winter coat, scaling a wall like a prison escapee. 

I  ran  as  fast  as  I  could  away  from  the  house  and  the  neighbourhood, getting far away from any potential familiar faces. I went past the first bus stop,  not  wanting  to  risk  being  recognized  by  regulars  on  my  bus.  I  went another three blocks and decided to wait at that bus stop. Then, as I stood still in the cold winter wind, which was physically hurting my bare legs, I realized how insane I probably looked: dolled up and half-naked, standing at a bus stop in the dark on a winter night. I was far from home and cars were driving by. Some of them were slowing down and I could see heads turning  to  look  at  me  from  behind  wheels.  I  suddenly  felt  vulnerable: foolish and embarrassed at the same time. I tried to cower my face away, reaching down to tug on my skirt in an attempt to hide my bare thighs. But people  kept  looking.  Then  the  bus  came.  As  it  slowed  down,  I  thought about running away and forgetting all about the modelling gig. 

But I needed that money. So I closed my eyes, bit down on my tongue, and stepped onto the bus. The driver was an older man. He was staring at my legs as I put my money into his little machine. He handed me a ticket, slowly looking up at my face. I turned away before getting a chance to see his expression. I made a point of keeping my gaze down as I walked by the other  passengers.  I  could  feel  them  staring  at  me.  The  bus  was  horribly silent. My stomach groaned and turned. I wanted to get off through the back door to run home, but I needed that money. 

I kept my gaze down. When the bus stopped to let more people on, I had to bite hard on my tongue to fight away the waves of humiliation. When I left  the  house,  I  told  myself  I  was  just  doing  this  for  the  money—that  I didn’t care what anyone thought. But now, I was quickly realizing that I did

care  what  other  people  thought,  whether  I  liked  it  or  not.  I  didn’t  want people  thinking  that  I  was  a  crazy  gay  man.  I  didn’t  want  someone  to recognize  me.  I  didn’t  want  my  friends  and  family  to  find  out  about  my outing  and  think  that  I  was  living  a  secret  life  as  a  cross-dressing homosexual. 

I zipped off the bus as soon as the bus reached my stop. I didn’t look back, though I could feel gazes staring at me from the warm bus windows. 

Oh God, what a humiliating experience! I was already planning to use the money from the modelling gig to pay for a cab ride home—so I could limit my human exposure to just one judging pair of eyes. 

My  body  was  trembling,  but  not  because  of  the  cold.  The embarrassment was hard to handle. I brushed a strand of hair away from my face and hurried quickly to the art studio. And then I was horrified to see a large crowd of people standing in the studio lobby, waiting for me to arrive so they could get started on their drawing practise. 

I  stopped  before  entering,  taking  one  last  moment  to  reconsider.  I’d come so far. I’d endured so much embarrassment already. Could I endure another two hours? Did I really want that two hundred bucks? 

I needed the money. 

I bit hard on my tongue and went inside. The crowd became silent and everyone turned to me. Then a man with a grey-speckled beard and pop can glasses stepped forward. “Are you the model?” 

I  nodded  my  head,  terrified  to  speak,  realizing  I  had  no  idea  how  to make my voice sound feminine. 

He looked at his watch. “You’re late.” 

I just nodded my head again, waiting for him to realize he was staring at a  man.  I  assumed  there  would  be  five  or  six  people  in  attendance.  But looking around the room: there must have been forty people! They were all staring  at  me,  all  on  the  verge  of  realizing  they  were  looking  at  a  man  in women’s clothing. 

I put my hands behind my back, so no one would see them trembling. I bit down on my tongue again, which was getting sore now. He looked me up and down and then he turned away from me and pointed to a door. “The

studio  is  through  that  door.  Have  you  used  the  bathroom?  Once  we  start, you can’t move for two hours. Understand?” 

I nodded my head. 

“Well? Go ahead,” he said. The crowd parted, forming a path towards that  studio  door.  I  walked  slowly,  feeling  gazes  exploring  my  body.  I reached  down  and  tugged  on  my  skirt,  feeling  very  conscious  of  my exposed bum now. 

I  looked  around  the  room.  It  was  dark,  with  a  circle  of  chairs  and canvases  surrounding  a  wooden  stool.  I  stepped  carefully  into  the  room, past the chairs and towards the stood. I took a seat and then I looked to the door. Men and women began pouring in. They were mostly silent, save for a  few  whispers.  They  took  their  seats  and  then  sat  and  stared  at  me, examining  and  studying  my  body.  My  skin  tingled.  Regret  filled  my  gut. 

Why didn’t I just submit myself for a job flipping burgers? Why did I get myself into this horrible scenario? 

The  man  with  the  round  glasses  walked  into  the  room.  “Sorry  for  the tardiness this evening,” he said to his class. “But we can now get started. 

We have a lovely model joining us tonight: the blonde on the stool in front of  you.  We  will  do  four  poses,  and  you  will  have  thirty  minutes  to  draw each pose to the best of your ability. I want you all to focus on curves. Our model tonight has very nice curves, so be sure to really capture those. I’ll be walking around the room. So let’s get started.” He looked at me. “Model, could you please strike a standard one-knee pose for us?” 

I stared back at him, trying to decode what he’d just said in my head. I didn’t know the lingo. Did he think that I was a professional model? Was I supposed to know these terms? 

He  smiled.  “Okay.  Do  you  mind?”  he  asked,  walking  towards  me.  I shook my head, not sure what I wasn’t minding. Then he stepped behind me and put his hands on my ribs. He pulled me up straight and then he reached a hand down, slipping his fingers beneath my bare thigh. He lifted my leg up  until  my  heel  was  on  the  edge  of  the  stool.  “Point  your  toes  down. 

Good.” He ran his hand down to the bottom of my bum, making me flinch, becoming  tense  all  over.  His  fingers  were  awfully  close  to  my  cock.  He pushed  up,  adjusting  my  pose  before  twisting  my  torso  slightly.  “Remain like this for thirty minutes,” he said. I felt strangely violated. Some of his

‘adjustments’  didn’t  seem  to  change  anything,  but  seemed  more  like  an excuse to feel my ass. 

Could he not tell that I wasn’t a real woman? Did he think that I was the real deal? 

I remained still—every part of me unmoved, except for my heart, which pounded furiously against my ribcage. The room was silent. I wondered if the artists could hear my heart as they turned their gazes from me to their canvases and then back again. 

With my knee up, my skirt was open to four artists sitting across from me. There wasn’t much stopping them from seeing my cock: a thin strip of stretchy leotard fabric and a tiny bit of panties. I wondered if they could see my bulge, or if my cock would fall out suddenly without any warning. My heart pounded harder. The artists continued to scribble. 

Then it was time to switch poses. The instructor came back to me and moulded me into the correct position, once again putting his hands in places that made my heart flutter: places his hands didn’t belong. He was gentle—

almost seductive, making me think he was actually coming onto me. It was dark in that room—and maybe his glasses’ prescription wasn’t up to date. 

He really thought that I was a girl, and I was starting to think he really had the hots for me. 

When  he  changed  my  position  the  third  time,  he  carefully  slipped  his hand  under  my  ass.  I  heard  him  take  a  deep  breath.  Then,  he  broke  the ninety-minute silence by saying, “Isn’t our model stunning?” 

Heads nodded. I waited for someone to pipe up and tell the instructor that I was a dude—maybe one of the artists in front of me, who had been staring  up  my  skirt  for  the  better  part  of  two  hours.  But  no  one  said anything. 

“Her curves are truly stunning: an artist’s dream,” he said, looking at me with a smile. My heart pounced and bobbed. Was he messing with me? Or was he serious? 

Finally,  after  two  hours,  he  turned  on  the  light,  making  me  wince. 

“That’s it for tonight. I hope this was beneficial to everyone.” 

People stood up and packed up their drawings. I caught a few glimpses of  a  few  of  the  pieces.  The  drawings  were  flattering:  nice  curves,  elegant

lines,  and  some  very  pretty  faces.  Were  the  pictures  accurate,  or  were  the artists  trying  to  be  nice?  Was  I  really  that  pretty?  Was  I  really  that convincing? 

The instructor stood by the door while everyone left. Then he closed the door and turned to me in that silent room. “You did wonderfully tonight,” 

he said. 

I nodded my head with a smile. 

“You don’t talk much, do you?” he asked. “Shy? Is this your first time doing this? 

I nodded my head again. 

He stared at me for a long moment before walking across the room to a desk  in  the  corner.  He  opened  a  drawer  and  pulled  out  a  wallet.  Then  he came back to me, slipping two crisp bills out. “Two hundred, as promised,” 

he said. He handed me the money. I smiled and nodded again, sticking to my vow of silence. Now that I had my money, most of the pressure was off. 

I was able to let my shoulder relax, but my heart was still pounding. I still had to make it home dressed up like a girl. I still had to risk being seen by countless people—including my roommates and neighbours. 

He  was  still  holding  his  wallet,  still  carefully  thumbing  bills  in  his billfold. “Are you in a rush to get home?” he asked. 

I  stared  at  him,  looking  down  at  his  wallet,  which  still  had  a  few hundred  bucks  in  it.  Was  he  about  to  make  me  an  offer?  I  caught  the glimmer of his gold wedding band. 

“I  like  that  you  don’t  talk.  It’s  refreshing.  And  it  makes  me  think  that you won’t go telling anyone about what I’m about to ask you.” He opened up his wallet, to show me his bills. This is what I made tonight, charging twenty  dollars  per  head  for  this  session.  Eight  hundred  dollars.  Not  bad, even  after  paying  you  two  hundred.  But  maybe  we  can  split  it  fifty-fifty. 

You get another two-hundred for doing me a little favour.” 

I bit down on the edge of my tongue. I really wanted that money. It was enough to put me ahead of my rent, giving me lots of time to figure out my employment situation. 

“Suck my cock,” he said. “Just suck my cock and the money is yours. 

I’m not forcing you—it’s just an offer. The door is right there if you aren’t

interested.” 

I  tried  to  swallow  the  lump  that  had  suddenly  formed  in  my  throat.  I coughed and squirmed and bit down on the edge of my sore tongue. 

“Please. My wife—we haven’t had sex in two ears. You’re a beautiful, young  woman.  You  could  probably  use  the  cash.  I’ve  got  the  cash.  Just think  of  it  as  a  simple  business  transaction:  you  get  what  you  want,  I  get what I want, everyone’s happy. Right?” 

I took a deep breath. I couldn’t suck a cock. It wasn’t worth the money. 

I  already  had  enough  to  survive  eviction.  I  didn’t  need  to  sink  to  a degenerate  low.  So  I  shook  my  head  with  a  polite  smile.  “Sorry,”  I  said gently, almost too quiet to hear. 

“Please? Even just a handjob. Just jerk me off. I’m already hard—I’ve been staring at your beautiful body all night. Just jerk me off—two minutes and that’s probably all I’ll need. Two minutes for two hundred dollars. You can do that for me, can’t you? And then I’ll have you back on Saturday. Do you  do  nude  modelling?  Saturday  is  a  nude  session.  It’s  thirty  bucks  per person, so I can pay you more—four hundred for two hours. But just jerk me  off.  Please.  I’m  begging.  I  hate  to  beg—it’s  so  pathetic,  I  know.  Just think of it as a business transaction.” 

He  wasn’t  lying.  There  was  an  erect  bulge  in  his  pants.  He  was practically  squirming  as  he  stood.  And  maybe  it  would  only  take  two minutes. I knew how to get myself off quickly, so maybe I could just jerk him really fast. I knew where to squeeze and how to pump. He seemed like a clean man. He smelled like cologne and his clothes were freshly pressed. 

Maybe I could do it. Maybe it was worth a couple hundred bucks. 

So  I  took  a  deep  breath.  I  nodded  my  head  with  my  eyes  closed,  and when I opened my eyes, he was already unzipping his fly. His face was red and his hands were trembling. He really was desperate—and pathetic, but maybe I couldn’t blame him. Maybe his marital situation was unfortunate and he couldn’t help himself. 

He pulled his cock out. It flipped up, throbbing as if it was begging to be stroked. My heart stuttered. I felt sick. But that money was on my mind. 

Was I falling down a slippery slope? This all started with me trying to win a ten dollar gift card, and now I was about to perform an act of prostitution for  a  big  wad  of  cash.  I  reached  out.  My  hand  was  shaking.  I  curled  my

fingers  reluctantly  around  his  shaft  and  then  I  didn’t  waste  a  moment.  I wanted  to  be  done  with  this  horribly  awkward  encounter.  I  pumped  him quickly, keeping my fist clenched near his tip. I pumped faster and faster, squeezing  tighter  as  his  head  tilted  back  and  he  moaned.  “Oh  God,”  he groaned after just ninety seconds. I could feel his shaft tensing up: bloating as  it  prepared  to  spray  cum.  I  moved  to  the  side,  pushing  his  cock  away from me, just moments before it began to spew long strands of white goo through the air. 

I winced my face away, not wanted to see it. But at the same time, I was strangely mesmerized by what I’d accomplished. I made a man cum in just a  couple  of  minutes.  He  was  so  turned  on  by  me  that  he  had  an  erection before I even touched him. Was I really that convincing? Was I a beautiful woman when I was dolled up? 

Now I was blushing, watching the last strand of cum ooze out from his cock. I looked away quickly, feeling suddenly humiliated. I was literally a prostitute. How had this happened? Was I really this desperate for money? 

The  anxiety  swelling  inside  of  me  vanished  when  he  handed  me  three hundred bucks—one hundred more than promised. “That was great. Thank you. Take the extra money. I’m sorry you had to do that for me. I know it’s weird. I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable. We’ll be in touch—I have your e-mail.” 

I  nodded  my  head.  I  had  nowhere  to  put  the  money,  so  I  kept  it scrunched in my fist. I decided to call a cab—hardly taking a dent out of the giant wad of money I now had. 

In a single day, I managed to make a thousand dollars. 

CHAPTER IV

It  was  the  next  morning  when  I  handed  over  the  rest  of  the  money  I owed. All of my roommates were in the kitchen when I came down with the wad, and instead of being excited, they all looked suspicious, glaring at me with narrowed, untrusting eyes. “So you got a job then?” Boris asked. Boris lived in the windowless basement. His skin was pale and he spent his days playing video games on camera: streaming, as he liked to call it, but he had no  followers  who  watched  his  stream.  Like  Krystal,  he  was  a  spoiled  kid who grew up and continued to be spoiled, still getting a monthly allowance from his parents. 

“I’ve been doing some jobs here and there,” I said. And then I walked away,  not  wanting  to  be  asked  any  further  questions.  I  didn’t  need  them peeking underneath my door while I was making money. I didn’t need them snooping around and finding out information that they could hold over my head, or just take to my friends and family members as revenge for being so late with my rent payments. 

So just to be careful, I rolled up a towel and pressed it against my door. 

I made sure there were no cracks in my curtains, and then I went online and made  a  few  purchases:  some  of  my  own  supplies,  so  I  could  continue making  big  money  with  only  a  little  bit  of  work—and  so  I  could  stop raiding Jolie’s closet, seeing as Jolie would be home in a couple of days. 

I  bought  makeup,  a  couple  dresses,  a  few  skirts,  some  leggings,  some stockings, some nylons, some blouses, some sweaters, some lingerie, a very expensive blonde wig, a couple bodysuits, a couple pairs of high heels, and an eight pack of fishnet stockings. I went into a good amount of credit card debt making the purchase, but I wasn’t worried. I already knew I was going to make the money back. I already had people offering to throw money at me. 

On Twitter, on the account I used to submit to the Weekly Trap Contest, my follower count had jumped by three hundred in a couple of nights. I had private messages asking for my Patreon account. I had to look up Patreon, not  knowing  what  it  was.  I  was  shocked  to  see  that  it  was  a  site  where

people  post  pictures  and  their  fans  pay  to  see  them.  I  was  even  more shocked to see a number of Patreon profiles making $50,000 and more per month:  girls  posting  racy  photos—not  even  showing  their  nipples  or pussies. I even found a number of ‘traps’ with Patreon pages, making big money by posting pictures. 

So I was going to get in on the action. All I had to do was pretend like I was enjoying myself: fake a few smiles, snap a few photos. I could use the spare money from the first few months to buy new outfits, and then I could eventually  invest  in  a  better  camera,  and  I  would  be  just  like  the  other Patreon users, raking in the big money. 

I  ordered  everything  for  next  day  delivery,  so  all  I  could  do  while  I waited  was  clean  my  room:  the  room  that  would  be  the  backdrop  for  my first few sets of photos. And then I found myself watching makeup tutorials with the volume turned down low, even though I had headphones on. I was absorbing  information,  trying  to  improve  my  game  to  bring  in  as  much money  as  possible.  I  still  felt  nothing—no  emotions,  except  for  a  bit  of excitement  concerning  the  money  I  was  about  to  receive.  Occasionally  I would pull up my original photo set and stare at my shots, still perplexed by how feminine I looked—but it’s not like I was getting an erection from the thought  of  putting  on  a  skirt.  It’s  not  like  I  was  desperate  to  dress  up,  no matter  what.  If  there  was  no  money  involved,  the  clothes  would  mean nothing to me. After all, there was a closet loaded with slutty outfits across the hall from me, and I had no desire to even look through the options. The thought of trying on all those outfits was tedious more than anything. 

Though  every  now  and  then,  I  found  myself  remembering  my  fingers curled around that warm cock. I remembered how quickly the art instructor got off while staring at me with lustful eyes. For some reason, the thought made my skin tingle. It was nice to know that I looked good—that I had a skill in this world, even though it wasn’t a skill that I even thought I would want. At least it was paying the bills. At least there was demand for the skill I never knew that I had. 

I finished the day by setting up my Patreon profile and putting links to it on my Twitter account. I hung a sheet on my back wall, so I would have a nice backdrop for my photo shoots. And then I went to sleep—not feeling nervous or overly excited. I just felt normal—and maybe even a bit happier

than  normal,  knowing  that  I  wasn’t  facing  eviction.  But  that  was  the  last night that I would feel ‘normal’, ever again. 

CHAPTER V

It was 9:00 AM and I was still asleep. A knock at my bedroom door woke  me  up.  I  got  up  slowly  and  approached  the  door  carefully.  No  one ever knocked at my door—so a part of me was worried now. Was I being evicted, even though I’d caught up on my rent? It was Friday morning, the day I was apparently going to be thrown out according to the meeting that took place before I paid up. 

I opened the door slowly and saw Jolie’s face staring back at me. She had an unimpressed look on her face. “What is it?” I asked after a moment of silence. 

“There’s a delivery guy at the door for you. He needs a signature.” 

I nodded my head and then said, “Give me a minute to put on a shirt.” 

I didn’t realize just how much I’d ordered until I was at the front door. 

There was a mountain of stuff on the doorstep: two big piles of packages. 

Jolie stood behind me as I stared at the huge haul. Maybe I got a bit carried away when I was ordering. Maybe I put more into my cart than I realized. 

The  final  bill  was  almost  fifteen  hundred  bucks,  after  all—all  onto  my credit card. 

“What is it?” Jolie asked. 

I  bit  down  on  my  tongue.  I  could  see  a  few  sticker  labels  with  store names: stores that strictly sold women’s clothing. I grabbed those ones first, before Jolie could notice them—if she hadn’t already. I turned to her with a forced  smile.  “It’s  just  stuff  for  a  project  I’m  working  on.  Nothing interesting.” 

“Why is there so much of it?” she asked. Her eyes narrowed even more. 

She probably thought I was building bombs or something for some future bank robbery. 

I  bit  down  on  my  tongue  and  tried  to  think  of  an  excuse.  She  was catching  onto  me,  which  was  the  last  thing  I  wanted.  I  knew  her  before  I moved into her house. Her parents were friends with my parents. She knew a  few  of  my  cousins,  and  lots  of  my  friends.  We  went  to  the  same  high

school  together.  So  I  really  did  not  want  her  finding  out  I  was  putting  on women’s clothing and playing the role of online prostitute. “It’s just a little business  I  started—fixing  computers.  These  are  all  parts  I  bought  second hand.” I bit down hard on my tongue to keep my smile looking genuine. “I fixed  a  few  computers  last  week  and  I  already  have  a  few  new  contracts. 

You don’t mind me working from my room, do you? I’ll be quiet.” 

She  stared  at  my  big  pile,  and  I  prayed  that  I’d  scooped  up  all  the packaged with damning labels. “I guess that’s fine,” she said. But I could tell  that  she  was  still  suspicious.  I  had  a  feeling  she  would  be  snooping when  I  left  the  house,  which  meant  I  needed  to  invest  in  a  lock  before leaving  my  bedroom.  That’s  the  first  thing  I  did  when  I  returned  to  my room:  ordered  a  two-way  door  lock  for  same-day  delivery.  Then  I  started unboxing my haul. 

So maybe I ordered more than a couple of skirts and a couple of dresses. 

Maybe I got a bit carried away, with tons of photo shoot ideas popping into my head. I pushed that rolled towel against my door again, and then I tried on my blonde wig. It was so much better than the Halloween wig I’d been using. It fit my head perfectly and it didn’t puff up at the top. The hair was beautifully  long  and  it  felt  real—probably  because  it  was  literally  real human hair, which seemed kind of gross at first, if I’m going to be honest. 

Then  I  found  myself  in  front  of  my  mirror,  putting  on  my  new  fake eyelashes, plucking my eyebrow carefully with a pair of tweezers that came with  my  makeup  supplies.  The  concealer  I  bought  was  even  better  than Krystal’s  concealer.  The  blush  went  on  way  smoother.  Everything  was better—or maybe it just seemed that way because I had practise now, and I’d watched all those videos and absorbed all of those tips. 

I opened another package, unsure of what was inside. And then I lifted up the silicone breast form that I forgot I put into my bin. I gently squeezed the silicone titties, surprised by how real they felt. Then I tried it on. It was hard  to  squeeze  into,  and  I  quickly  started  to  sweat  inside  of  it—but  it looked  incredibly  realistic.  It  was  even  hard  to  spot  the  seams,  which  I figured I could easily blend out with makeup. 

I found my excitement growing as my first outfit came together: a black bodysuit with a green plaid mini skirt. I pulled up a pair of knee-high black socks  and  then  I  squeezed  my  feet  into  a  cute  pair  of  flats.  To  finish  the outfit off, I put on one of my new black chokers and a few bracelets. I spent

ten minutes posing in front of the mirror, blushing and smiling, impressed with what I’d accomplished. It was the first time I’d seen myself in the light of  day:  sunlight  pouring  through  my  sheer  curtains.  I  looked  even  better than I looked for the Weekly Trap Contest, and even better than I looked for my modelling job at the art studio. I blew a kiss at myself, and then I got out my phone to take some pictures. 

Hours  later—many  outfits  and  many  photos  later—I  logged  onto  my computer and began posting my shots. I put a few on Twitter and many onto Patreon. Comments came quickly on Twitter. Personal messages appeared in  my  inbox:  men  flirting  with  me—some  of  them  telling  me  how  badly they  wanted  to  fuck  me—and  some  begging  me  to  send  pictures  of  my cock. I told them all about my Patreon account, and by the end of the night, I had four subscribers, signed up for a grand total of forty bucks per month. 

It was a modest starting point: something to build off. I was happy to flirt back with the guys, knowing they were paying me money. 

And strangely, their little compliments felt good, even though they were complimenting  a  character  I  was  dressed  up  as,  and  not  me  at  all.  The compliments should have come as insults, seeing as I wasn’t really a girl, and  no  man  should  be  told  he’s  a  beautiful  chick,  over  and  over.  But  I couldn’t help but smirk and blush. 

So after cleaning my face and putting away my clothes, I went to sleep feeling awkward. I kept thinking of the flirtations and then I found myself trying  to  think  of  new  outfit  combinations.  My  heart  throbbed  with excitement, but I didn’t like that excitement. It was no longer an excitement for the money. Now, I was starting to feel giddy about the clothes and the makeup. I was falling down that slippery slope that I was so terrified of. I no longer felt normal. Was there something wrong with me? Was I having a mental breakdown? 

In  the  morning,  my  subscriber  count  was  up  to  nine.  One  of  the  new members pledged twenty bucks instead of the entry ten, so I was already at one hundred bucks per month—not bad after a day of casual work. I knew I had to do better, especially if I was going to have a shot at paying of the credit  card  debt  I’d  racked  up  buying  all  the  outfits.  So  I  got  dolled  up, which took a lot longer than usual as I decided to try out a new look: smoky cat eye with some simple contouring to make my face look more petite and cute. Then I squeezed myself into a tight black dress and put on the pair of

lace  cat  ears  that  came  with  one  of  my  lingerie  packages.  I  did  a  little photo-shoot,  posted  the  photos,  and  moved  onto  the  next  look:  another hour-long makeup session and another thirty minutes getting dressed up and posing for photos. I posted those photos, and then I did another set, and then another. Then I checked my page. I had two new supporters: another twenty bucks per month. And I had something else: a private message from one of my new supporters. 

“You’re a beautiful trap.” 

“Thank you,” I replied. 

“How much for nudes?” he asked, almost immediately. I couldn’t help but  laugh.  Some  of  my  supporters  were  incredibly  horny—but  I  couldn’t complain, seeing as they were now keeping me from becoming homeless. 

“I don’t do nudes,” I told him. “But I have some lingerie shoots that I think you’ll like.” 

He replied almost instantly again. “I’ll pay you one hundred to send me a masturbation video, wearing your black bodysuit and skirt that you posted earlier.” 

My heart stammered. One hundred bucks—that was a lot of money: a decent chunk of the debt I needed to pay off. I bit down on my lip. 

“Are you still there?” he asked after only three minutes of silence. 

Then  I  thought  about  the  idea  of  masturbating  on  camera,  and  then sending  the  video  to  a  complete  stranger.  What  if  he  posted  it  on  some public  website?  What  if  someone  recognized  me?  I  looked  in  the  mirror. 

Did I even recognize myself? Would anyone be able to look at my photos and know that they were looking at me? What was the chance of a friend or family member coming across the video anyway? 

“Maybe for two hundred,” I said. 

I got an e-mail: a money transfer, from the Patreon supporter. He wasn’t kidding around, and now he wasn’t giving me a chance to bow out. “Shit,” I muttered  to  myself.  My  heart  throbbed  with  embarrassment.  Maybe  it wouldn’t  be  so  bad.  Maybe  I  could  ask  him  to  keep  the  video  private. 

Maybe he would delete it as soon as he got off and realized he was jerking off to a video of a guy dolled up as a girl. 

I changed back into my bodysuit and skirt, and I propped my phone up on my dresser, facing my bed. I opened the camera and changed the mode to video. Then I pressed record and took a deep breath before climbing onto the bed. I was suddenly tense all over, as if I was on a stage in front of ten thousand people. My skin was cold and my hands were trembling. 

Behind  the  camera  was  my  mirror.  I  looked  at  myself  to  make  sure  I didn’t look like my normal self, to make sure this tape wouldn’t be the end of my social life as I knew it. I looked pretty good. In fact, with my knees up  and  my  feet  pointed  in,  I  actually  looked  pretty  cute.  I  caught  myself smiling as I reached down between my legs, rubbing my fingers over my crotch. I rubbed gently, watching myself instead of the camera. I managed to press right against the sweet spot on the tip of my cock, sending pulse waves of euphoria through my body. 

I loved the tall socks I was wearing. They made my legs look so cute. I always  had  a  thing  for  girls  with  big  socks,  and  now  I  was  one.  I  gently pulled up my skirt, revealing my growing bulge. I stroked my cock through my panties and then my legs trembled. I looked so hot stroking myself in that cute outfit, with my blonde hair pulled over my shoulders. I pulled my dick out and clenched it with my fist. When I bent forward, the tips of my hair tickled my cock, making another pulse surge through me. I let a little whimper slip. 

Now I was stroking my erection, exposed to the camera. My heart was pounding—maybe even loud enough for the camera to hear. I clenched my cock harder and harder and pumped faster. Now I was looking at the camera lens, biting my bottom lip as the pleasure grew stronger. I pulled my knees up  higher.  With  my  free  hand,  I  reached  down  and  felt  my  smooth  thigh. 

God, I looked so hot! Now I had a weird thought going through my mind—

a thought that I wasn’t so happy about: why didn’t I start doing this sooner? 

I could have been dressing up when I was sixteen! I would have been such a hot babe. Men would have literally drooled over me. But now I was a bit older—while it showed, I was still sexy. I pointed one of my feet towards the camera as my body tensed up. Another whimper slipped out from my lips. I pumped my cock harder and then I realized I was about to come. Was I crazy? Was I really going to send a man a video of me coming? 

I instantly stopped pumping, becoming red with embarrassment. Maybe this was all a mistake. Maybe I shouldn’t have recorded this video. 

But it was too late. Even though I stopped pumping, the euphoria kept boiling.  I  shuddered  all  over  and  then  I  moaned  and  then  my  unattended cock blasted cum into the air. I gasped, shocked by how high my cum flew up before falling back down onto my body. I shuddered again, moaning a bit  louder.  More  cum  shot  up.  I  watched  in  the  mirror  as  my  face  turned dark red. I bit down hard on my lip and clenched the bed sheets with both hands. There was no sense in not sending the video now. I didn’t want to send back his money, and the video existed: I came on camera while dolled up in the exact outfit he requested. 

So  I  sent  the  video  with  the  message,  “Please  don’t  share  this  with anyone. It’s just for you.” 

“Deal,” he said. “Thank you so much. You look so hot.” 

And I blushed again before looking at my bank account to admire the money  that  didn’t  exist  that  morning.  I  was  teeming  with  excitement  and that lingering euphoria. And now, all I wanted to do was play dress up. So that’s what I did for the rest of the day, only sneaking out from my room once to answer the door when my food delivery came around dinnertime. I had to redo my makeup, having taken it all off just to answer the door, but I didn’t mind: it was a nice excuse to try out a new look. 

CHAPTER VI

I spent most of the next three weeks locked in my room, growing my followers on Patreon and Twitter. I was up to $2,000 per month, with the occasional private request fetching a few hundred extra per week. I paid off my credit card debt and ordered some new outfits. I bit down on my lip to hide  my  smile  from  myself  when  I  said,  “Gotta  spend  money  to  make money.” 

I  was  getting  messages  from  other  Patreon  girls:  some  with  huge followings. “Love your stuff,” one wrote me. “You’re super cute. How do you  get  your  eyes  to  look  like  that?”  asked  another.  I  started  casually chatting  with  the  girls  every  day,  until  I  realized  the  girls  were  becoming my friends. “We should totally do a collaboration one of these days,” one girl suggested. She was trans: male to female, though she looked better than half of the real girls on Patreon. 

“Totally,” I replied. And then I went to shoot another photo set. I had a new  camera  now,  with  a  big  lens.  My  pictures  were  getting  better  and better:  both  in  quality  and  content.  I  went  out  and  bought  a  PO  box  in  a nearby neighbourhood, and then I told my supporters that they could send me outfits they wanted me to wear. It was a suggestion made by one of my top supporters. I was shocked a week later when that box was completely filled with packages: slutty lingerie, freshly sealed in new packaging. I had a lot of work ahead of me if I was going to do a shoot in each outfit. 

One of my new girlfriends sent me a message. “Your PO box—is that really where you live?” 

“It’s close,” I said. 

“I  live,  like,  ten  minutes  away.  We  need  to  do  a  collaboration!”  I blushed  and  my  heart  fluttered  at  the  thought  of  meeting  someone  while dressed  up.  I’d  been  casually  working  on  my  voice,  because  I  was constantly asked to post videos including me talking, but I still hadn’t been brave enough to try taking on camera. 

“We should do that,” I replied, hoping she wasn’t really serious. 

“Are you free tomorrow? We can do a shoot together in my studio,” she wrote. 

“Tomorrow?” I replied. My stomach growled. “I think I’m free.” 

She sent me her address. “Great! Come around 10:00 AM. Bring some different options. You look like a medium, right? I bet we’re the same size. 

I’ve got lots of stuff we can wear too. Or maybe we can just talk. This will be great for both our brands!” 

“Sounds  good.  See  you  tomorrow,”  I  wrote.  And  then  my  heart  sunk deep into my stomach. I hadn’t gone out since the art studio incident, and now I had a day planned with a beautiful trans girl, whose photos were way better  than  mine.  I  tried  to  think  of  a  way  out  of  the  meeting,  so  I  could keep  my  dressing  up  a  secret,  within  the  walls  of  my  bedroom  where  I never  had  to  worry  about  being  caught.  But  I  couldn’t  come  up  with  an excuse  fast  enough.  It  was  an  hour  later  when  she  posted  on  her  Patreon. 

“Tomorrow I’ll be doing a shoot with the beautiful Stevie K! She’s coming to my studio. Any suggestions?” 

Instantly, her post had hundreds of likes. I started getting messages on Patreon  from  supporters  who  followed  both  of  us.  Now  I  was  locked  in. 

Now I had to get ready to take out my feminine persona, that I’d honed over the last month. I was going to find out if I passed, or if I was a complete failure. I couldn’t help but imagine her face when she answered her door: the horror as she looked down my body and realized my whole account was just clever camera angles. 

But why did I care so much about what she thought? I never cared about what anyone thought before. Was I not just doing this for the money? Was this no longer just about money? Did I suddenly have a strange amount of pride in my Stevie K persona? 

Her name was Ashley Cutlass. She had 120,000 followers on Instagram and 2,200 supporters on Patreon. I was afraid to do the math to figure out how much she was possibly making, seeing as her minimum support option was $10 per month. I was one of her followers, and often used her Patreon posts  to  get  ideas  for  my  own  posts.  I  had  no  idea  she  was  following  me back—she was one of my 150 supporters. 

Her body was perfect: thin waist, wide hips, nice breasts (which were real, made with help from hormone therapy, unlike mine). And shockingly, 

she only lived a few minutes away from me. 

I hardly slept the night before our collaboration. I ended up getting up early,  around  5:00  AM.  I  flicked  on  my  lights  and  started  doing  my makeup, taking my time to make sure everything was perfect. I curled the hair  of  my  wig.  I  waxed  my  legs  and  arms.  I  carefully  plucked  my eyebrows, getting them perfect. I packed a large suitcase full of outfits: all carefully selected based on what I assumed she would like, after scrolling through her profile. 

It  was  9:00  AM  when  I  was  finally  finished  dolling  myself  up  and happy with how I looked. For the short trip to her house I was wearing a knee-length white dress: something easy to slip on and off, with a pair of white stockings and black flats. I packed my camera, unsure of whether we were going to need it. I knew Ashley had a very expensive camera, which took  beautiful  photos.  She  had  an  amazing  studio  setup  with  expensive lighting.  A  part  of  me  was  excited  to  have  my  photo  taken  with  her professional grade equipment—and another part of me was nervous that all of my flaws would show: all the flaws I didn’t even know about, that were kept hidden by my camera’s quality and my lack of lighting (I usually used the natural sunlight through my curtains to light my shoots). 

I had to sneak out of the house. My roommates were awake, watching television in the living room, which meant I needed to scale the wall from my bedroom window. But this time I didn’t have the cover of nightfall. The sun was bright and people were out walking their dogs and shovelling away the  last  of  the  winter  snowfall.  I  stared  out  the  window  and  waited  for  a break  before  jumping  out  and  scurrying  down  the  wall  like  some  sort  of spider monkey fleeing for its life. 

I hurried away from the house, trying not to look back as I adjusted my dress. I walked by a neighbour, who looked at me for a long moment, and then  I  could  feel  him  looking  back  at  me  once  I  passed.  Could  he  tell?  I tried not to let the anxiety overwhelm me. Maybe he was just admiring me. 

The art instructor and his students couldn’t tell, and that was before I had my better wig and a greatly improved makeup routine. 

I didn’t bother taking the bus, seeing as Ashley’s house was only about a  dozen  blocks  away.  I  knew  the  bus  would  be  busy,  and  I  knew  which streets  would  be  quiet.  So  I  pulled  my  suitcase  across  a  dozen  streets, 

avoiding eye contact with dozens of people. The late winter wind was cold on my tiny bit of exposed thighs, but the breeze kind of felt nice drifting up my skirt. 

I checked her address on my phone and then I found myself standing in front  of  her  house:  a  simple  bungalow  in  a  standard  neighbourhood.  I expected more, knowing how much money she was earning. I went up to the door, took a deep breath, and then I rang the doorbell. 

It was twenty seconds later when the door opened. There she was: in the flesh. I froze, partially because I had no idea what she would think of my feminine  persona,  and  partially  because  I  was  standing  in  front  of  a celebrity, who got more likes and retweets than most Hollywood actors. She smiled and threw her hand out. “Hi, Stevie! I’m Ashley!” I’d never heard her  voice  before.  It  was  good:  well  practised  and  meticulous.  It  was  even higher  than  I  expected,  maybe  thanks  to  the  hormones.  I’d  never  taken  a hormone pill, so I could only fake it. 

“Hi,” I said softly. “Nice to meet you.” 

She already had her makeup done, and she was beaming. Her face was perfection:  so  smooth  and  clear.  Her  eyes  were  dazzling,  surrounded  by perfect  eyeliner  lines  and  the  smoothest  mascara  I’d  ever  seen.  I  stepped into  her  home,  which  was  warm  and  bright.  “Make  yourself  comfortable. 

Do you want a coffee?” 

“Sure,”  I  said,  feeling  strangely  small,  even  though  I  was  two  inches taller than her. 

“I just love your stuff. You have some of the cutest outfits—and great taste, too.” She looked at me with a warm smile. She wasn’t nervous about her identity at all. Apparently she was well beyond the stage I was at. She was  making  a  quarter  million  dollars  a  year—at  least—so  that  probably helped. 

“Thanks, but you’re really the queen,” I said. 

“Awe.  Thank  you.”  Her  coffee  maker  was  fancy,  and  probably  very expensive. It whirred and spun and gargled and then there was suddenly a fancy coffee with a heart carved out of foam. She handed it to me. “Are you ready for a fun photo shoot?” She made a little hop. She was wearing tall

socks  and  no  shoes.  She  walked  like  a  girl,  softly  with  small  steps,  feet close together. I knew I could learn a lot from her. 

She showed me her studio in her basement. It was an impressive space filled with backdrops and sets and lights. Her camera was already set up on a tripod. “Do you do everything yourself?” I asked. 

She nodded her head. “Everything. I’ve never even done a collaboration before, so this will be new for me. What about you?” 

I nodded. “I do everything myself,” I said. I walked up to her camera and  couldn’t  believe  the  size  of  the  lens.  It  was  almost  the  size  of  my forearm. It was aimed at a pink bed, which I recognized from some of her shoots. I walked over to the bed, and then a gleam of purple caught my eye. 

Behind her bed, out of the camera’s sight, were a number of sex toys: dildos and vibrators. One of the dildos was long and purple. 

“Oh shoot,” she said. “I meant to put that stuff away.” She was blushing now as she skirted by me to scoop the toys up. “Don’t judge me too hard. I do the odd private shoot for my top tier guys.” 

I nodded my head. “So do I,” I said. 

She let out a little sigh. “Okay, good,” she laughed. “I didn’t want you thinking I was a slut. I mean—I guess I sort of am—but how can I say no? I have  one  guy  who  sends  me  lingerie  and  he  pays  me  five  grand  to  shoot myself in it.” 

“Five grand?” I said. The number was almost incomprehensible in my head. I couldn’t imagine making five thousand bucks for a photo shoot. 

She  nodded  her  head.  “Sometimes  more  when  he  wants  kinky  stuff. 

Though I’ve turned him down before. He has some pretty  out there ideas.” 

My lips were open as I tried to process what she was telling me. On top of the huge amount of money she was already making, she was also making thousands doing private shoots and videos? She lived in a small house and the  car  parked  out  front  was  nothing  special.  So  where  was  her  money going? Was she just amassing a huge fortune so she could retire young? I suddenly felt jealous in more ways than one: she was beautiful, smart, and rich—everything I wished that I were. 

“He had a little request this morning, but we’ll get to that later maybe. 

First, let’s do a shoot. I had a fun idea with Easter coming up in a week. She

walked  over  to  a  clothing  rack  and  picked  up  a  Playboy  Bunny  costume, complete with ears and tail and cuffs and collar. “I’ve got two of these. That would be cute, right?” 

I nodded my head. “That could be fun,” I said. 

She handed me one of the outfits. “Let’s get this shoot done so we can sit and have coffee.” 

I  was  nervous  at  first:  tenser  than  ever  before,  desperate  to  impress Ashley, terrified of letting her down. She was a pro when it came to posing. 

The moment her camera started snapping, she was striking beautiful poses. 

I did my best to copy her. We had a few little blunders, which we ended up giggling about. The shots of us giggling together like little schoolgirls were some  of  the  best  of  the  morning.  Once  I  was  more  relaxed,  we  started getting  better  stuff.  She  grabbed  my  bum  with  both  hands  and  we  both looked into the lens. Some of the shots were funny, some were sexy. 

“Let’s get a few for some of the higher tier guys,” she said. She hopped on the bed and spread her legs. “Pretend like you’re eating me out.” 

My heart galloped, but I knew we were just getting pictures: we weren’t really being intimate. I bent over and pressed my face between her thighs, getting as close as I could to her crotch without touching. I could see her bulge  and  I  could  smell  her  amazing  perfume.  My  heart  bounced  again. 

Then I grabbed her legs and spread them wide. We did a few poses like this before she said, “Now let’s swap spots.” 

I cleared my throat. “Um, okay.” I reached down and tried to hide my erection, which wasn’t easy in that tight costume. I tried to be fast, but she noticed and giggled. 

“Sorry,”  she  said.  “I  get  excited  sometimes  when  shooting  too.  It  just happens. Don’t be embarrassed.” 

“Sorry,” I said, biting my lip. 

“Sometimes  those  are  the  best  photos  for  the  top  tier  guys.  They  love that kind of thing. Don’t worry about it. Just let it happen—if you’re okay with it.” 

So  I  climbed  awkwardly  on  the  bed  and  spread  my  legs  with  my erection stretching out my costume. I felt so humiliated when she put her face near my crotch for the photos. “Sorry,” I said again. 

She laughed. “Quit being sorry! This is going great.” 

We finished the shoot with some kissing pictures. “Just tell me to stop if it’s too awkward,” she said. Then she pressed her lips against mine. I heard the camera clicking away. My erection became harder. I took a deep breath and  tried  my  best  to  play  along.  Then  she  reached  down  and  grabbed  my bulge  with  her  hand,  stepping  back  slightly  so  the  camera  could  see.  Her grip was perfect. Her hands were so gentle and sensual. She gently stroked up  while  the  camera  fired  more  shots.  Then  she  leaned  back.  “Sorry—I should have asked first. I thought it would make a good photo.” She let go of  my  cock.  I  stuttered  and  laughed  and  blushed  and  then  I  cleared  my throat. 

“It’s fine,” I said. 

“I’m sure we got enough, right? Let’s have coffee now.” 

I went upstairs, still in the Playboy Bunny costume. She came up a few minutes later with her laptop. She put it down on her little dining room table and turned it to me. “Want to see what we got?” 

We sipped coffee and looked through the photos. I was amazed by how cute  we  both  looked.  I  couldn’t  help  but  wonder  if  her  camera  had  the amazing power to make anyone look amazing, or if we really did look that good through the shoot. 

The shots of us kissing were especially cute. The shot of her grabbing my big bulge was hot, making me erect all over again. I nodded my head with  red  cheeks.  “These  are  all  great.  How  are  you  going  to  pick  just  a few?” 

“It’s always hard,” she said. 

As she flicked through the final few photos, I noticed a bulge between her legs in a few of the shots. Did I make her hard? Was she aroused when she started fondling my cock? My heart skipped a beat and I pretended like I didn’t see anything. “We should do more shoots like this,” I said. “I had fun. And I feel like I can learn a lot from you.” 

“We should totally do another shoot together,” she said with a big smile. 

She was looking right into my eyes, making butterflies flutter inside of my body.  I  knew  I  was  technically  staring  at  a  biological  male,  but  for  some

reason  I  was  so  attracted  to  her.  Were  these  feelings  just  a  part  of  the slippery slope I was tumbling down? 

I bit down on my tongue, trying hard to look away before she got the wrong impression from me. I took a deep breath, and then she said, “That reminds me. One of my top tier supporters messaged me after I announced our little collaboration. He had a bit of a weird private request.” 

“Okay,” I said, nodding my head. 

“If you aren’t comfortable, I totally get it. This was his idea—but he is offering a few thousand bucks, which we would split, of course.” 

Now  that  tension  was  coming  back  again.  I  took  a  deep  breath  of  air into my lungs and tried to force a smile. “What does he want?” I asked. 

“He wants a video: me and you, together.” 

I  stared  into  her  beautiful  eyes.  “Doing  what?”  I  asked,  my  voice cracking slightly. 

“He just said sex.” 

Now the room was silent. My heart was pounding ferociously. I nodded my head and scratched the back of my head as beads of cold sweat formed on the back of my neck. 

“I know—it’s weird. I agree. I just thought I’d let you know the offer. 

I’m  totally  cool  to  just  have  coffee  and  hang  out  for  a  bit.  You’re  a  cool chick.” 

“I guess we can do it,” I said. 

Her eyes flashed. She was quiet for a moment before saying, “Really?” 

I shrugged my shoulders. “I mean—if it’s what you want to do, I guess we can do it. I could use the money.” 

Another long silence. “Okay,” she said. “Well, should we go do it?” 

I nodded my head, feeling that tension growing in my body. 

My mind was flashing and spinning. Suddenly, I found myself standing back  in  her  studio,  looking  at  that  bed.  Ashley  was  behind  the  camera, pressing buttons, changing it to video mode. “Are you ready?” she asked. 

Everything was happening so quickly. My heart hadn’t stopped pounding. 

My stomach was swirling with terror. I wasn’t able to reply, so I just nodded

my head. Then she pressed a button and a red light came on. “Action,” she said with a red-cheeked smile. 

Now she was walking towards me. She stopped in front of me and put her hands on my shoulders. She looked into my eyes with a smile, and then she  leaned  forward  and  pressed  her  lips  against  mine.  We  kissed  for  a minute, which helped me to relax, even though I couldn’t stop remembering that  her  lips  were  biologically  male.  Then  she  reached  down  and  grabbed my shaft through my black jumper, making me perk up. We were right back to where we left off during the photo shoot—but now, it was real. Now we were really going to end up on that bed. 

Her tongue slipped into my mouth, so I slipped my tongue into hers. I reached  down  and  felt  down  her  pelvis  until  I  found  her  bulge,  which  I rubbed  until  it  was  big  enough  to  grasp  the  way  she  was  holding  me.  I squeezed it firmly and stroked it confidently. Then I used my other hand to feel her breasts, which I’d wanted to do from the moment I showed up on her doorstep. They felt real—I suppose because they were real. I squeezed firmly and she moaned. 

Then we were on the bed. I was on top of her, gently grinding my bulge against  hers.  She  had  her  hands  on  my  sides,  moving  up  and  down, moaning  as  I  began  to  suck  on  her  neck.  We  rolled  over  and  switched positions.  She  pressed  her  cock  hard  against  my  body.  I  could  feel  her throbbing. Then she reached down and fished her cock out from her tight jumper,  letting  it  stick  straight  out  in  the  open.  I  looked  down  at  it  and gasped. It was so much bigger than I was expecting. 

She  walked  up  my  body  on  her  knees  and  then  held  her  cock  down, pointed at my lips. I opened my mouth and closed my eyes, and then she plunged herself into my mouth. I sucked and she pumped. I was being face-fucked on camera by a beautiful, famous trans girl. If any video was going to end up leaking, it was this one. 

Then I heard her whisper. “Take out your cock and stroke it.” I reached down  and  pulled  my  horny  erection  out  from  my  black  jumper,  letting  it throb for a moment while it tasted freedom. Then I grabbed it and started stroking. It felt good—too good, considering the arousal was from a cock being  plunged  into  my  mouth.  Surely  this  was  the  bottom  of  the  slippery slope. Where else could I go from here? How much crazier could my life

become,  just  because  I  accepted  the  challenge  of  some  one-off  Twitter contest? 

She pulled her big cock out from my mouth, and then she crawled back down my body, pressing her perky chest against mine. We kissed again, her tasting her own cock on my lips. I felt her hand reaching down, feeling my cock  and  then  finding  my  asshole.  She  pulled  my  jumper  to  the  side  and then  pressed  her  wet  tip  against  my  hole.  My  stomach  fluttered.  “Be gentle,” I whispered. 

She smiled, and then she pushed into me. I gasped. It felt so big. I could feel  myself  stretching.  I  groaned  and  closed  my  eyes  as  she  pressed  her forehead against mine. She pushed deeper and deeper, until her pelvis was pressed against my ball sack. Then she sat upright and looked down at me. I looked up at her. She winked and then she started fucking me. I grabbed the sheets firmly with both hands. “Oh God,” I moaned. My knees rose up. It felt good—way too good—so much better than masturbating, and so much better than fucking a woman. Was I gay? Was this whole journey just God’s way of letting me know that I liked cocks more than pussies? Or was this just the latest development in my mental breakdown? 

She pumped harder and faster, grabbing my thighs and holding my legs to her sides. I looked down my body and watched as her shaft disappeared and reappeared, over and over. I watched her face turning red as she bit her lip. “Ready?” she asked. 

I  nodded  my  head.  And  then  she  surprised  me  by  pulling  out  and pressing her tip against the base of my shaft. She groaned and then I felt her warm ejaculation on my cock. She made sure every blast ended up on my cock  before  using  her  hand  to  spread  it  all  around  my  length.  It  was  an amazing feeling, but a terrifying one. I still couldn’t figure out why I was enjoying myself so much. I wasn’t ready to accept that I was gay. If I was gay, why did I think she was so stunning, with her big, beautiful eyes and her long, amazing hair? How could a gay man be so turned on by such a perfect feminine body? 

She climbed up on me, standing my cum-slicked cock upright. Then she sat  down  on  it,  inserting  it  into  her  asshole.  She  moaned  and  lowered herself: lower and lower, until her bum was pressed against my lap. Then she started bouncing. My God, it felt so good. I could feel her cum sloshing

around  inside  of  her,  between  my  cock  and  her  tight  anal  walls.  She  was warm—and  so tight. My body began to tremble and I moaned loudly. Then I came. I filled her hole with the biggest load I’d ever made. 

To finish off the video, she got up and turned her bum to the camera. 

She spread her butt cheeks and let the cum spill out. My head was spinning with  a  combination  of  excitement,  lust,  and  terror.  What  had  I  become? 

What was I doing with my life? 

Then I remembered the money, and I found myself with a smirk on my face.  I  just  came  inside  of  a  beautiful,  famous  Internet  model,  and  now  I was about to make a few thousand extra dollars. Maybe this life wasn’t so crazy or terrible after all. 

CHAPTER VII

It was late when I finally returned home from Ashley’s house. My body was still tingling all over—my mind buzzing with a peculiar excitement. I had money: more money than I’d ever had before. I had fans: real fans who were  sending  me  messages  and  pledging  their  hard  earned  money,  just  to see pictures of me. I’d had a glimpse of what could be achieved: Ashley had a  house  all  to  herself:  no  roommates,  beautiful  furniture,  a  fridge  full  of good food, and enough spare cash to retire before the age of thirty. I was on that  same  path,  making  connections  and  friendships  that  could  potentially last  a  lifetime—and  a  career  that  was  already  blossoming  into  something fun and easily manageable. 

Yet for some reason, I was still terrified. I was still cowering my face away from people walking their dogs as I got closer to my house. Whenever I  saw  a  person  in  the  distance  coming  towards  me,  I  considered  the possibility  of  them  being  one  of  my  roommates,  and  my  blood  would suddenly become cold as my heart sunk into my stomach. It seemed like it was  only  a  matter  of  time  before  they  found  me  out.  I  was  ordering packages to the house twice a week. I always had to run to answer the door so my roommates wouldn’t see what I was buying. Sometimes I was mid-shoot, so I couldn’t leave my room when the doorbell rang, and I could only pray that they didn’t open the package for me to see lacy lingerie and heels in my size. 

When my house came into view as I made my way home from Ashley’s house,  I  saw  a  package  sitting  on  the  step.  It  was  a  pink  package,  from  a famous lingerie retailer. I knew my name was on that package, and I was relieved  the  delivery  person  didn’t  ring  the  doorbell  to  notify  my roommates, who all had the day off of whatever it was they spent their days doing. Now, I had to make a decision. I could go around back and scale the wall  into  my  room  and  spend  the  next  twenty-five  minutes  getting  out  of my feminine disguise before grabbing the package, or I could quickly grab it now, to reduce the risk of someone else getting to it before me. 

I decided to go for it, even though I could see that the light in the living room  was  on,  meaning  my  silhouette  would  appear  briefly  in  the  frosted

glass window on the door. I moved quickly. I ran up the stairs and snatched the package—a good thing too, because my name was written in big, bold letters, even though I added the note ‘please use discreet packaging’ when I placed the order. Funny enough, that note was written underneath my name, as if it was part of the delivery instructions. 

With the package in my hands, I started moving down the stairs. Then I heard the door open behind me. “Excuse me,” Jolie said, making me freeze as  I  was  about  to  turn  to  skirt  around  the  house.  I  could  feel  her  gaze tickling the back of my head. “Where are you going with that package?” 

I remained still. I thought about running, but then Jolie would definitely think that I was a thief, and she would probably call the police and turn this whole thing into a real mess. What was my other option? I thought about saying something without turning around: telling her that I was a neighbour and the package was dropped off at the wrong house—but I didn’t have that much  faith  in  my  feminine  voice.  So  I  bit  my  tongue  and  squirmed.  The only other option I had was to turn around and face the inevitable: reveal myself to her and ruin the secrecy I’d spent a whole month maintaining. 

“I’m  going  to  call  the  cops  if  you  don’t  put  that  package  down  right now,” she said. 

A cool breeze tingled up my bare thighs and up the skirt of my dress. 

My  stomach  groaned  and  my  heart  clenched.  This  was  it.  Within  twenty-four  hours,  I  would  probably  get  a  call  from  my  parents,  demanding  to know  why  I  was  leaving  the  house  dressed  like  a  girl,  and  text  messages from friends mocking me endlessly. 

“That’s it. I’m calling the cops,” she said. 

Then I turned around, biting down hard on my tongue. “Don’t do that,” 

I said. The words came out in my feminine voice—maybe on purpose, or maybe  because  it  was  the  only  voice  I’d  been  using  all  day  with  Ashley. 

“It’s my package.” 

Jolie stared at me with her classic narrowed eyes. She looked down my body and then back up at my face. “Really?” she said. “Because that’s not your name on the label.” 

I looked down at the package, which I was holding upside down. How did she know what the name on the label was? She could only know if she

went  out  and  saw  the  package  earlier.  And  could  she  not  recognize  me now? 

I  watched  as  her  eyes  widened  and  her  lips  slowly  parted.  The  pieces were coming together in her head: she was realizing who she was looking at,  figuring  out  why  there  was  a  pink  lingerie  package  addressed  to  me, figuring out why I’d been locked in my room for a month. “Oh my God,” 

she said as the realization was complete. 

I remained still, frozen in a horrible state of awkward terror. 

She looked back, towards the hallway to my bedroom. I thought about running, though I had no idea what I would do once I was gone, or where I would  go.  I  thought  she  was  going  to  call  for  my  other  roommates,  but instead  she  turned  back  to  me.  “Is  that  what  you’ve  been  doing  in  your room all month?” 

I slowly nodded my head, still trying to figure out a way to beg her to keep her mouth shut. Maybe I could pay her off—maybe I could give her part of the two thousand dollars I made that morning. 

She looked down at my body. “Are you a prostitute?” 

I  shook  my  head.  “I’ve  been  modelling,”  I  said.  And  when  I  said  it aloud, it didn’t sound as ridiculous as I thought it would. Was it really so weird? Wasn’t that all I was doing: modelling? Sure, I’d done a few special videos for special clients, but the bulk of what I was doing was modelling. 

Jolie was smirking now. She covered her mouth with her hand as if she was  stopping  herself  from  laughing.  But  strangely,  the  anxiety  was fluttering away from me now. I didn’t feel quite so stupid. She couldn’t do what I was doing. She didn’t look as good as me, and she was a real girl. If she posted photos of herself online, she wouldn’t have men begging her to start  a  Patreon  page,  just  to  see  more  photos.  She  didn’t  have  people rejoicing  to  find  out  she  was  doing  any  collaborations.  She  was  just  a spoiled rich girl with no work ethic and no skills. Her daddy bought her a house and her daddy paid for her groceries, because she couldn’t do what I could do. 

So I just smiled. “Jealous?” I said. 

“Jealous?” she replied. “What are you? An E-girl?” 

I  nodded  my  head.  “With  twenty-six  thousand  followers  on  Twitter.  I get about eight hundred new followers every day.” 

She scoffed. “Are you bragging?” she asked. 

“Yeah.  What  do  you  have  to  brag  about?”  I  asked.  Admittedly,  I  was still  nervous.  I  still  didn’t  love  the  idea  of  my  family  finding  out—or  my friends.  But  would  they  really  be  mad?  How  could  they  be  mad  at  me?  I was  making  a  good  living.  I  was  making  more  money  than  both  of  my parents combined, I had a strong following (growing stronger by the day), and I was happy. 

Her smile disappeared. “Well for one, I own the house you live in,” she said. 

“Your daddy bought it for you.” 

“That’s none of your business. You only know that because our parents are friends.” 

“Well it’s still true. And what I’m doing is none of your business. Why does it matter to you? Why are you so mad?” 

“I don’t want you working out of my house. It says in the lease that my lawyers drew up: no home businesses without my permission.” 

“Okay, then I’ll move out,” I said. 

She pressed her lips thin. I could almost see the steam coming out from her ears, but I couldn’t figure out why she was so angry. Was it something I said? All I’d done was defend myself and pointed out a real fact, but she was taking it so personally. “You look like a slut,” she said suddenly. 

I  winked.  “Jealous?”  My  heart  was  racing.  I  could  feel  the  adrenaline surging through my body. But I wasn’t embarrassed any longer. My other roommates were leaning over to look at me, to see what the commotion was about,  but  I  didn’t  care  at  all.  I  had  more  going  for  me  than  all  of  them combined. 

“Be out by the end of the week,” she said. Then she lowered her voice. 

“And don’t you dare go around telling people how I got this house. That’s nobody’s business but mine.” 

It was hard not to laugh, but I did my best. “You got it, Jolie,” I said, brushing past her on my way to my room. I smiled at my roommates as I

skirted by. It was funny to think that she was more self-conscious about her daddy  buying  her  a  house  than  I  was  about  being  caught  all  dolled  up.  I guess everyone has his or her own insecurities—I certainly had mine, until I decided  on  that  doorstep  to  accept  who  I  was.  After  that,  I  felt  so  free.  I slept like a rock at night, and I caught myself smiling whenever I was out in public. 

I didn’t even care if my parents or friends found out about what I was doing. It was inevitable that they would find out, and I just assumed they would be impressed by how much I was making. By the end of my second month in business, I was up to five grand per month, just from Patreon. I was  working  on  upgrading  my  setup,  in  a  house  that  I  was  renting  just  a block away from Ashley. 

Maybe it was true: maybe I had fallen far down the slippery slope that started when I first put on Krystal’s clothes to enter that contest for that gift card,  but  sometimes  slopes  lead  to  beautiful  valleys.  Maybe  I  wasn’t slipping down a slippery slope—maybe I was slipping up one. Maybe life was guiding me exactly where I needed to be. 


THE END

SAVAGE

Nash and Holland have been a couple for five years. They’re engaged and  things  seem  perfect—until  one  day  when  Holland  leaves  Nash  for another man: a co-worker she’d been secretly seeing for quite some time. 

Now Nash wants to get back at Holland. He’s not going to let her get away with being so cutthroat. She left behind a closet full of clothes and a cupboard  full  of  makeup,  giving  Nash  the  perfect  vengeance  idea:  seduce Holland’s new boyfriend and film the whole thing. 

CHAPTER I

I  will  never  forget  my  last  night  with  Holland—not  because  I  will forever cherish the final few hours we spent together, but because my night was completely changed after that night. 

The  night  started  out  as  nothing  special,  though  it  should  have  been special. It was our five-year anniversary—not our wedding anniversary, our wedding  was  still  four  months  away.  I  knew  it  was  our  anniversary,  but  I had nothing planned or prepared. Holland made it clear the day we started dating.  “I  hate  anniversaries  and  I  hate  the  people  who  obsess  over  them. 

Birthdays  are  pointless  too.  Why  are  we  so  concerned  with  counting  how many  times  we  go  around  the  sun?”  I  always  thought  her  hatred  towards anniversaries was strange, but it never bothered me. If anything, it was nice to not have to constantly remember a long list of dates. 

Our  first  year  together,  I  bought  her  a  big  teddy  bear  on  her  birthday. 

She stared at it with contempt and then a few days later, after I found it in our  storage  closet,  she  told  me  that  it  was  just  a  reminder  that  she  was getting old—even though she was only twenty-four. I suppose every day is

‘getting old’ when you’re a beautiful woman in your prime. And she truly was beautiful: long brown hair, a thin, curvy body, and a face that stopped men in their tracks. In our first year together, multiple men came up to her while I was holding her hand and asked her to model for them: a constant reminder that she could have any man she wanted. But for some reason she chose  me:  a  short,  thin  guy  with  the  unfortunate  inability  to  put  on  any muscle mass. 

When we first started dating, I went to the gym every day. I figured she would leave me if I didn’t bulk up; I figured she would quickly drop me for some hunk as soon as a hunk came into her life. I wanted to be that hunk. 

But even after eight months of daily trips to the gym, I wasn’t any bigger. 

By  the  end  of  those  eight  months,  I  had  girls  at  the  gym  asking  for  my training schedule. “I would kill to have a body like yours,” one girl told me, humiliating me more than I’ve ever been humiliated—so I stopped going to the gym and I let my petite body soften back up. 

It was three years into our relationship when I began to realize why she wasn’t leaving me for a hunk. She liked my short, thin body. She got drunk one night and pulled me into the bedroom. We rolled around and kissed and felt each other sensually. I was about to stick my cock into her and then she stopped me. “Put on my panties,” she said, almost slurring. She was very drunk—but so was I. 

“Do what?” I asked, not sure I heard her clearly. 

“Put my panties on. Fuck me wearing my panties.” 

I did it, though I didn’t enjoy it. Her panties were tight, riding up my ass crack and chafing along my taint. She had the loudest orgasm I’d heard in our entire relationship. We never talked about that night. But three months later, she had a few drinks again, and then she begged me to put on her bra while she rode my cock. Again, I was also a bit drunk, so I went along with it. It was a weird feeling, but she seemed to like it. 

Then, four years into our relationship, we were out for breakfast when she said, “Would you do anything for me?” 

“Of course,” I said. 

Her face became red and she bit down on her bottom lip. “I want to go to the mall but all of my girlfriends are busy today. Would you come with me?” 

“Yeah, sure,” I said. I couldn’t figure out why her face was so red. 

But for some reason, it only became redder. “Would you put on a dress and that blonde wig that I have? I’ll do your makeup.” 

I’ll never forget that dread that swelled in my stomach. I shook my head quickly.  “No.  I’m  not  doing  that,”  I  said.  It  was  the  first  time  her  strange little fetish crept out while she was sober. I was terrified, suddenly unsure of who I was dating after four long years. After that day, I started noticing the way she looked at other girls. Sometimes she would zone out while staring at chicks, and it began to dawn on me that she might be a lesbian. Now I was worried she was going to leave me for a woman—which would have been far more embarrassing than her leaving me for a thick hunk. 

It  wasn’t  until  our  fifth  anniversary  that  her  little  fetish  came  back.  I came home from work and was shocked to see that she was home early. The table  was  set  up  with  candles  and  the  lights  were  dimmed.  She  had  a

delicious smelling pasta sauce cooking on the stove, with a fragrant garlic bread in the oven. She hardly ever cooked. “What’s all this about?” I asked. 

“It’s our anniversary, Nash,” she said. 

“But you don’t care about anniversaries,” I said. Now I was nervous. I didn’t have anything, not even a cute card. 

She shrugged her shoulders. “This one feels special,” she said. 

She  sat  me  down  and  served  me  a  delicious  plate  of  food.  She  stared into my eyes while we ate. Then she revealed a homemade cake she created for dessert. “Are you hungry for dessert?” she asked. 

“Maybe in a bit,” I said. 

“Want to come to the bedroom with me?” 

I  nodded  my  head  and  then  I  followed  her  up  to  the  bedroom  like  a trained  dog.  I  quickly  got  undressed.  She  had  candles  flickering  in  the bedroom too—she’d spent the whole day making everything perfect. I knew that I was going to have to stop at a jewellery store the next day to try to even things up. She slipped out of her clothes, revealing a perfect body clad in tight lacy lingerie. 

“You look amazing,” I said. “Just as beautiful as the day we met.” 

She smiled. And then her cheeks started turning red. “Maybe you could put  something  on  for  me.”  She  pointed  to  the  nightstand.  There  was  a folded  stack  of  satin  and  lace:  lingerie  she  wanted  me  to  wear.  My  heart stammered.  Then  I  noticed  the  wig  in  its  little  slip.  In  our  en-suite bathroom, she already had the makeup set up. 

“I don’t think that’s a great idea,” I said. 

“Just do it for me,” she said, smiling. 

I squirmed. “Why do you even want it?” I asked. 

“Because I do.” 

I  groaned  and  squirmed  again.  I  took  a  deep  breath.  “Fine,”  I  said. 

“Let’s do it—just this once.” So she sat me down in front of the mirror. For the  next  thirty  minutes,  she  brushed  and  drew  on  my  face,  putting  on everything from concealer to eyeliner. She carefully put a blonde wig on my head and then she spent another fifteen minutes using an iron to make some loose curls. In her pile of lingerie was a corset, which went on first. It was

tight, almost sucking the life out of me. She already had gel inserts for the lingerie top, giving me the illusion of bouncing breasts. 

But that wasn’t all. She went into the closet and retrieved a pair of black heels in my size. “But don’t but them on yet,” she said. “First, you need to shave.” 

“Shave? I have to go to work tomorrow, Holland. I can’t shave.” 

“Please,” she said. “Just do it for me. You can wear pants for a couple of weeks. No one will notice.” 

Begrudgingly, I shaved. I shaved my legs and my crotch and my chest and my armpits and even my arms. I felt so humiliated—and so foolish. I knew  this  was  a  bad  idea.  I  knew  that  this  wasn’t  going  to  end  well.  She would see me all dolled up and lose all respect for me. Maybe that’s why our  relationship  lasted  so  long:  because  I’d  resisted  her  sissification attempts. Now, I wouldn’t be a man in her eyes. Now, I would be the guy who dressed up like a girl for her: some loser sissy who wasn’t worth her incredible beauty. 

She got me dressed up, and then she told me to hop on the bed. I wanted to scratch my stomach, but the corset was too tight—I couldn’t even get my fingertips  under  it.  She  went  to  the  closet  and  rummaged  around  for something.  I  looked  away,  awkwardly  adjusting  my  fishnet  stockings  and my tight lace choker. My God, I’d never been so humiliated. This was ten times worse than when the girl at the gym asked for my workout routine. 

My girlfriend turned around, revealing a long cock strapped around her hips, bouncing and bobbing. It was longer than me by a couple of inches—

and much thicker too. I was suddenly speechless: horrified as I watched the cock sway in the air. “Turn onto your stomach,” she said. 

I shook my head. “We’re not doing that,” I said. 

“Please. You’ll like it.” 

“No I won’t. Put it away. I put on your clothes—isn’t that enough?” I asked. 

“Please, Nash?” she said. 

I took another deep breath. Now I was filled with a mixture of horror and guilt. It was dawning on me that I would never be able to make Holland

happy. If this was what she wanted, I couldn’t give it to her. 

“Just take it off and let’s have normal sex,” I said. 

“Just try it,” she said. 

I groaned and I squirmed and I sighed. I stared at the cock and felt ill. 

This was quickly turning into one of the worst nights of my life. “Promise not  to  stick  it  all  the  way  in?”  I  asked.  “Not  even  halfway—just  a  few inches, if that will make you happy.” 

She  nodded  her  head.  And  then,  with  regret  already  churning  in  my stomach,  I  rolled  onto  my  belly.  She  hopped  onto  the  bed  as  I  closed  my eyes. I kept them closed for the next fifteen minutes. 

She didn’t stick to her promise. She pressed that lubricated tip into my asshole,  through  the  access  hole  that  was  designed  into  the  black  lacy panties I was wearing. It took her a minute to penetrate me. I moaned and groaned  as  she  entered  my  body.  Then  she  sunk  her  shaft  down  deep, making me clench all over. She was slow to enter, grasping my hips with both of her hands. I could feel her smiling: that smile was the only reason I was going through with this torture. 

A  part  of  me  wanted  to  cry,  though  I  wasn’t  quite  sure  why.  Maybe  I knew that was our last night together. Maybe I knew the last shard of my masculinity  was  being  tossed  out  the  window.  How  could  I  ever  look  at myself again? How could I ever be with a woman again, knowing that I’d been fucked in the ass by a long strap-on cock? She pushed it down: deeper and deeper, until her pelvis was touching my ass. 

Now I was angry: furious that she didn’t listen to my one request. But I was too humiliated to move or speak up. She started thrusting while I lay limp. That cock slid in and out of my body, stretching me wide. I groaned and tried to fight back the urge to cry. My future wife was plunging me with a fake cock. This was what she wanted from me all along, and it was the last thing I wanted. Our relationship was doomed from the start. 

She  fucked  me  for  fifteen  minutes,  until  I  was  completely  defeated.  I heard her giggling, as if my discomfort was amusing to her. The worst thing happened  after  ten  minutes:  it  started  to  feel  good.  A  euphoria  started swelling in me: the worst euphoria imaginable. A tingling started to grow in the  tip  of  my  cock,  and  then  I  became  erect.  I  fought  away  the  urge  to

moan.  I  was  already  embarrassed  enough.  But  a  moan  slipped  out,  and  I knew she heard it because it made her fuck me harder: ravaging me from behind. It felt so good that I nearly screamed out in pleasure. Instead, I bit down on my tongue and prayed that the act would end. Then she pulled out and spread my butt cheeks, looking down my gaping hole, which I could no longer  clench  shut.  “You  did  so  good,”  she  said.  I  wasn’t  able  to  reply. 

“What’s wrong? Didn’t that feel good? Didn’t you like it?” 

I  just  shook  my  head.  I  managed  to  roll  out  from  underneath  her.  I locked myself in the bathroom. She gently knocked on the door. “Just admit that you liked it,” she said. 

“If  you  ever  do  this  again,  I’m  done,”  I  replied  without  unlocking  the door. And then I stared at my reflection: the worst part of the whole night. I could now see why Holland liked me. I could see what she had been seeing for five years. I looked like a girl. I had the face of a girl, not so different from her own: big eyes, plump lips, soft jawline, perky cheekbones, and a small nose. Even my body was unfortunately feminine—even more so than I always suspected. 

This  is  what  she  wanted  from  me.  And  if  I  stayed  with  her,  I  knew  it would only get worse. It wouldn’t be long before this bedroom role reversal became  a  monthly  activity,  and  then  a  weekly  one—and  then  it  would  be the only sex we had. It was what she was working towards all along. 

My heart was pounding. I felt like I was going to vomit. I opened the medicine  cabinet  and  looked  for  something  to  soothe  my  anxiety.  I  knew that  I  had  an  old  Ativan  prescription  somewhere.  But  I  ended  up  finding something else: a small bottle of little orange pills, with no label. I stared closely at the pill and read the little identifier: A2-33. Later that night, when Holland was asleep, I looked the pill up online, searching ‘orange pill A2-33’. I was horrified by the result. 

It  was  a  testosterone  blocker,  used  predominantly  for  gender  change treatments. Where Holland got it—I had no idea. What she was using it for

—I  had  a  little  bit  of  an  idea.  The  next  morning,  she  brought  me  my morning coffee. I declined it. Then I left for work, and I didn’t return home, going to a motel instead once my shift was over. I spent the next week in a motel,  ignoring  her  calls  and  text  messages.  At  the  end  of  that  week,  I

returned to the house, hoping to talk with her and figure out what the hell was going on. But she wasn’t home. 

A note was left on the kitchen table. “Nash, I tried to call you but you didn’t pick up. I’m leaving you. It’s obvious that you’re not happy with me and I don’t want to be the reason for your misery. I’ve already packed my things.  A  truck  will  come  for  them  in  the  morning.”  But  her  things  were already gone. The note must have been a few days old already. 

Just like that, after five years together, we were split up. 

CHAPTER II

I tried calling her, but she didn’t pick up. I tried texting, but she didn’t text  back.  It  seemed  as  though  I’d  angered  her  by  leaving  for  a  motel without  any  warning.  Maybe  I’d  embarrassed  her  by  running  out  on  her after  she  opened  up  about  her  strange  sexual  fantasies.  Now,  I  had  more regret fluttering inside of me than ever before. Maybe I should have just let her fuck me in the ass whenever she wanted to fuck me in the ass. Was it really so bad? It was embarrassing, but it didn’t hurt. Near the end it even felt good—maybe I should have just gone with it, and I would still have a beautiful fiancée, way out of my league. 

But instead I was single and afraid and alone. I made a huge mistake, which was seeming more and more obvious by the day. I had no idea where Holland  had  gone.  Was  she  really  gone?  Did  we  have  a  chance  at  getting back together? Did she just need some space? Would she eventually answer my twenty text messages? 

It was ten days after our fifth anniversary when my heart broke into a million  pieces.  I  was  scrolling  through  Facebook,  which  I  hadn’t  done  in almost  two  years,  when  I  saw  her  name  pop  up  in  the  worst  way imaginable. ‘Armando is now in a relationship with Holland. Click here to congratulate  them!’  My  stomach  churned  and  my  head  throbbed.  I’d  met Armando a few times. He was one of Holland’s co-workers at her previous job.  I  would  see  him  at  staff  Christmas  parties  and  he  once  came  to  our house for a cocktail party that Holland put on. 

I clicked on his profile, hoping he was in a relationship with a different Holland—not my Holland. But there she was, kissing him on the lips in his profile photo: my fiancée, the girl who accepted my marriage proposal just one year before. I wanted to cry. I wanted to scream at the top of my lungs. 

But  instead,  I  just  sat  in  silence,  unable  to  produce  a  tear  or  an  ounce  of fury.  My  heart  was  shattered  and  my  emotions  were  gone.  Surely  she’d been seeing him behind my back. Surely they didn’t just suddenly get into a relationship within ten days of us breaking up. 

I tried calling her. Her number was disconnected. I tried messaging her on Facebook, but Facebook told me that I was blocked from contacting her. 

Just  like  that,  I  was  cut  out  from  her  life,  as  if  the  last  five  years  never happened. 

That night, I went into the bathroom and threw up. 

Then  I  went  into  our  bedroom  and  stared  at  all  of  our  things:  our pictures and our memories from past vacations. She still had clothes in our closet—apparently clothes she didn’t want: garbage she was hoping I would take out for her. 

One moment I was sad, the next I was furious. I threw a glass at a wall and  it  shattered  into  a  million  little  shards.  I  had  no  idea  what  I  was supposed to do. How would I ever be able to love again? How could I ever trust a woman again? 

To make matters worse, my body hair still hadn’t grown back. I still had the body of a sixteen-year-old girl. How was I supposed to find a rebound girl with shaved legs and a petite body? I fell down on our bed—which was now my bed. I wondered for a moment if she would come back for the bed or  the  TV  that  we  bought  together,  or  maybe  the  sound  system  that  she insisted we buy. And then I imagined her in Armando’s house: on his bed, watching his TV, listening to his sound system. My stomach roared and my heart wallowed. It wasn’t fair. Life was being so cruel. 

It was the next night when I couldn’t handle the stress of being in the dark, not knowing what the hell happened between us. I started doing some digging,  and  after  a  couple  of  hours  on  the  Internet,  I  managed  to  find Armando’s home address on an old resume he had posted on a freelancing artist website. The resume was five years old, so I had no idea if it was his current address, but it was my only lead, so I put on my coat and my boots and I set off, with his address punched into my phone. 

It was a long drive across town: made longer by the three stops I made, pulling over onto the side of the road, thinking I was going to vomit. An old lady stared at me at one stop while I bent over and tried to will my stomach to stop gargling. I just couldn’t understand what had happened. If she knew she  was  going  to  leave  me—if  she  had  another  relationship  brewing  with another man—why would she humiliate me with her lingerie and her strap-

on? Was all of that just to destroy my ego so I would never meet a girl as good as her? Did I do something to make her want to ruin me? 

I got to Armando’s house. He lived in a big house on a quiet, tree-lined street.  A  black  BMW  was  parked  out  front.  Holland’s  little  Honda  was parked  in  the  driveway.  For  the  first  time  in  days,  I  was  close  to  her.  I finally had hope that I could talk to her, though I wasn’t sure what good the hope  was.  I’d  already  seen  photos  of  her  kissing  Armando.  In  five  years, she never let me post pictures of us kissing. 

Armando was nothing like me. He was tall with big muscles: the exact type  of  guy  that  I  was  always  afraid  she  would  leave  me  for—before  I started  to  worry  that  she  would  leave  me  for  a  woman.  He  was  rich  and successful, already one of the top guys at the company he used to work at with Holland. I parked a few houses down, so I could have time to prepare my  speech.  But  really,  I  needed  time  to  figure  out  what  I  was  hoping  to accomplish. Did I want her to take me back? Did I want to chew her out for betraying  me?  Did  I  want  to  sabotage  her  somehow—maybe  by  telling Armando about her secret fetish of dressing guys up and pegging them in the ass? 

I  got  out  from  my  car,  still  unsure  of  what  I  was  going  to  say.  I approached the house. Before walking up the walkway, I noticed an upstairs light  was  on,  but  none  of  the  others.  Were  they  already  getting  ready  for bed? Instead of going to the door, I crept around the house, making my way into the large backyard, which was sloped upwards. From the back of the dark  yard  I  had  a  good  view  into  the  bedroom  window.  And  looking through that window was one of the biggest mistakes of my life. 

The curtains were open. Why would they be closed? Armando had large privacy  bushes  all  around  his  well-maintained  yard.  The  only  way  to  see into that bedroom was from the backyard, and he probably assumed no one would be sneaking around in his fenced yard in the middle of the night, in that nice, rich neighbourhood. 

Holland was on her knees, on his bed. He was standing up, head nearly touching his ceiling. His long cock was out and she was stroking it, leaning her head in close. After five seconds, I already felt like dying. I wanted to collapse  and  cry,  but  for  some  reason  I  kept  watching.  I  watched  as  she sunk that cock into her mouth and sucked, bobbing her head back and forth

while  he  pulled  her  long  brown  hair.  How  long  had  this  been  going  on? 

Surely longer than ten days…

She sucked furiously, making his face turn red. She grabbed his thighs for  support,  getting  his  entire  length  down  her  slutty  throat.  He  began  to thrust, face fucking my ex-fiancée. Now she was reaching one hand down between her thighs, rubbing her clit as if she liked it. “Why?” I muttered to myself. 

Then he pulled out and covered her face with a huge load of cum. She opened  her  mouth,  accepting  some  onto  her  tongue  before  swallowing—

something she hardly ever did for me. Then he grabbed her chin and tilted her  head  up.  The  worst  part  of  it  all  came  next.  I  watched  as  her  lips mouthed  the  words  ‘I  love  you’.  My  heart  was  officially  broken  beyond repair. 

Did she really love him? If that was the case, then surely they’d been together for more than ten days. Surely she’d been cheating on me, living a double  life.  It  would  explain  the  many  late  nights  at  work  and  the  ‘office parties’ that I was strangely never invited to. 

My sadness quickly fizzled into anger, and then I found myself with a hard desire to get revenge. I snuck back to my car and drove off, already inventing evil plots in my head. Some of my ideas were downright illegal. I didn’t  want  to  go  to  prison,  but  I  wanted  to  make  her  pay  for  what  she’d done to me. 

CHAPTER III

I  was  angry.  Who  could  blame  me?  Five  years  of  my  life  had  been wasted, and the girl who wasted them didn’t even seem to care. It was just a joke  to  her.  Maybe  she  had  been  seeing  guys  the  whole  time.  Maybe  she just kept me around for my money and the hope that I would one day let her fuck  me  in  the  ass.  Hell,  I  probably  even  paid  for  that  strap-on  and  that lingerie without even realizing it. 

So I felt justified when I sat in my car outside of Armando’s house the next morning, waiting for him to leave for work so I could figure out where his office was. But he didn’t go to the office. Instead, he went to a gym a few blocks away. I watched through the window as he pumped some iron and ran on a treadmill. A sexy young woman came in wearing a tight pink outfit.  Armando’s  gaze  drifted  over  to  her  a  number  of  times.  I’m  pretty sure I even saw him wink at her once—he definitely smiled. 

Then I followed him to work. I parked my car in his parking garage and then  I  went  all  the  way  the  elevator  with  him,  wearing  a  pair  of  non-prescription  glasses  and  a  ball  cap.  He  worked  on  the  top  floor,  in  a  nice corner office of the company’s new headquarters. As I lingered in the lobby, I overheard someone congratulating him on his new position as president of the company. 

I went out for lunch and then I spent the afternoon sitting in my car, in that  parking  garage.  He  finished  work  around  3:00  PM,  but  he  didn’t  go straight  home.  Instead,  he  went  with  a  few  friends  to  a  bar,  a  few  miles away. I slipped into the bar and took a seat in the dark far corner. I watched him as he had a few drinks, his gaze occasionally latching onto one of the girls in the joint. He clearly had a soft spot for young, pretty girls. 

I got an idea when I saw him staring at a stunning young blonde—who was clearly an escort. What if I paid her to seduce him? What if I got her to film the whole thing on her phone so I could send the video to Holland and humiliate her? 

I liked the idea. It brewed in my head for an hour, and then I decided to act on it. The escort got up to use the bathroom. I sprung up and followed

her,  waiting  outside  the  girl’s  bathroom  until  she  came  out.  Then  I  pulled her aside. My heart was pounding. My face was probably bone white. I had beads of hot sweat on my forehead and beads of cold sweat on the back of my neck. “I’m sorry, but are you an escort?” I asked. 

She  stared  into  my  eyes.  She  couldn’t  have  been  older  than  nineteen. 

“So what?” she asked. 

“I  was  wondering  if  I  could  pay  you  to  do  something.  It’s  kind  of weird.” 

“Weird costs money,” she said. 

I nodded my head. My heart throbbed harder. What if she was a cop? 

What if I was falling for a trap? My life was already mostly ruined—could it possibly get any worse? “There’s a guy here. I want you to seduce him, take him to a room, and film the whole thing. And then I want that video.” I was breathing quickly, probably looking like a complete lunatic. 

Her  eyes  were  wide  and  her  skin  was  pale,  as  if  it  was  one  of  the craziest requests she’d ever heard. “He your boss or something? You trying to blackmail him?” 

I shrugged my shoulders. “What difference does it make?” 

“Ten  thousand  dollars—up  front—and  I’ll  do  it.  Otherwise,  it’s  not worth the risk.” 

I bit down on my tongue. I didn’t have ten grand. I didn’t even have a spare one grand to give to her. I figured it wouldn’t cost me more than four hundred bucks. Apparently I was wrong. “I should go,” I said. I left that bar quickly,  slipping  out  the  back  without  even  paying  my  tab.  So  I  couldn’t afford  to  have  a  prostitute  do  my  bidding.  I  was  going  to  need  another strategy. 

The  next  morning,  I  watched  Armando  at  the  gym  again.  He  went  to work and he went through the same routine, going to that bar, winking at pretty girls, then going home to Holland, who would bring him straight to the bedroom, making my blood boil even hotter. 

I had to get back at her. I had to figure out a way to make her pay. 

Suddenly, I remembered my own reflection in my bathroom mirror: the dolled up version of myself, after being fucked in the ass by the large dildo. 

I looked cute, and frighteningly convincing. I had a closet filled with tight outfits, and I was pretty sure that blonde wig was still stuffed in there along with the corset and the lingerie. And I knew for a fact that there was still makeup in the bathroom cupboards. What if I seduced Armando? What if I got him into the bedroom and filmed the whole thing? 

I  laughed  nervously,  but  the  idea  didn’t  seem  too  horrible.  I  knew  I could look the part—it was the whole reason Holland wasted five years of my life. But could I act the part? Could I sound the part? Could I go through with seducing a man? What if he brushed me off? What if he didn’t want to cheat on Holland? 

I brushed the idea off, until I was home and the curiosity was tingling through my bones. Now I was beginning to wonder if I really did ever look the part—or if my memory was just misfiring and making me confused. I went to the mirror and stared at my face. I tried to remember how I looked with concealer and eyeliner and lip-gloss and blush. I puckered my legs and tilted  my  head  up.  Then  I  opened  a  drawer  and  saw  the  little  tube  of concealer. No one was around, so what did I have to lose? I dabbed some onto my fingertip and started to coat my face. 

The next thing I knew, I was carefully drawing eyeliner on my eyelids, rolling mascara onto my eyelashes, brushing eye shadow around my eyes. I got  the  wig  snugged  onto  my  head  and  then  I  primped  it  until  it  looked natural. I squeezed myself into the corset, giving me those extra curves to make my figure even more convincing. Then I found one of Holland’s tight dresses—the  one  she  wore  to  her  last  Christmas  party.  It  was  white, covering  enough  of  my  chest  while  leaving  my  shoulders  exposed.  I stepped back and stared at myself for a moment as my heart throbbed with a tinge of excitement. Maybe this would work. Maybe I really could get back at  her.  Maybe  I  could  ruin  her  little  relationship—the  one  that  ruined  our whole engagement. 

I  had  to  shave  again,  to  make  my  skin  super  smooth.  Then  I  caught myself laughing before talking aloud in a girly voice, working on the little inflections and my tone. I didn’t have to do much to make that voice work. 

People were already unsure whether I was a girl or a boy when I answered the phone. I was cursed with a higher-than-normal voice, and it didn’t help that  my  friends  in  high  school  were  mostly  female,  so  I  unintentionally picked up their little inflections. 

I had a good look. Though the sight of myself all dolled up made my stomach churn. I remembered Holland’s pretty face, all lit up when she saw me girlified. And then I remembered the feeling of her long shaft sliding in and out of my asshole. I remembered that tingling pleasure that I hated so much.  Now,  I  closed  my  eyes  and  tried  to  push  that  memory  away.  More memories  were  flooding  in:  dates  we  went  on  together,  nights  we  spent holding hands, snuggled up on the couch during rainstorms. We had good memories as well as bad ones. And where were the good ones now for her? 

Had  she  forgotten,  or  were  they  never  really  happy  memories  for  her? 

When  we  were  cuddled  together  on  those  long,  rainy  nights,  was  she thinking  about  someone  else?  Was  she  thinking  about  Armando?  Or  was she maybe thinking about being cuddled up against a girl? 

I bit down on my tongue and opened my eyes, staring again at myself in the  mirror.  I  looked  good—good  enough  for  the  job—but  I  couldn’t  just show up at that grungy bar in a white cocktail dress. I had to be smoother than that. 

I  went  to  the  closet  and  started  digging  around  for  something  more subtle. Then I found a sports bra and a pair of tight workout shorts. I caught myself smirking before slipping the outfit on. Part of my bum was out, but the outfit looked good. I didn’t even need the corset to give me curves—my body looked surprisingly good without it. 

I did a few little bounces and a few little poses, testing the outfit out, seeing  if  it  was  something  I  could  wear  out.  I  tied  my  hair  back  into  a ponytail, and it still looked good. My face still looked feminine, even with the hair pulled back. It was a high quality wig, after all—an expensive unit I bought  for  Holland  when  she  was  trying  to  decide  if  she  wanted  to  stay brunet  or  go  blonde.  It  was  made  with  real  human  hair,  costing  me  five hundred  bucks.  She  wore  it  twice.  Now,  I’d  worn  it  as  many  times.  But now, I was going to put it to good use. 

I changed out from the workout outfit. I put it aside for the morning. I thought about wiping off my makeup, and then I remembered that Holland would  sometimes  do  her  makeup  late  at  night  and  then  she  would  sleep carefully on her back, to save time in the morning. I figured I could do the same thing now. Plus, I figured it would be good to stay in character, so I wouldn’t make any flubs once I was out on the battlefield. 

To  bed—just  to  stay  in  character—I  put  on  one  of  Holland’s  old nighties: a red satin number with a lacy band around the bottom. It was soft against my smooth skin. I have to admit: it was kind of nice, having such a soft fabric against my skin while I drifted off to sleep. It also served as a constant reminder that I was going to get my revenge: on both Holland and Armando.  I  was  going  to  destroy  both  of  their  big  egos.  Holland  would forever be too scared to sneak around behind a man’s back, and Armando would  forever  be  afraid  of  women—unsure  of  which  ones  were  really women and which were actually men in disguise. 

As I fell asleep, I couldn’t help but wonder if I’d lost my mind. Had I snapped? Had I gone crazy? Possibly… Probably…

CHAPTER IV

It  was  6:00  AM.  I  was  standing  in  the  women’s  changing  room  of Armando’s gym, staring at myself in the mirror. I’d hardly slept, tossing and turning for five hours before getting up to stare at myself in the mirror of my en-suite bathroom: the mirror where I first saw myself as a girl. It was a nauseating sight, but now it was the sight giving me hope that I would get my revenge. 

I  knew  Armando  would  arrive  shortly.  He  worked  out  every  morning from 6:15 to 6:45. But would he buy me as a woman? Would he recognize me from the few parties I’d met him at? If he did buy me, would he go for me? 

“You can do this,” I said softly to myself in that large, empty space. My voice  echoed  slightly,  bouncing  off  the  many  empty  lockers  and  tile showers. I took a deep breath, then a door opened behind me. 

I  froze,  my  skin  tingling.  A  girl  stepped  into  the  change  room  and headed for a locker. She was dressed in a plaid miniskirt and a tight black top, still with her golden nametag on her left breast. She even had a pouch tied  around  her  waist:  the  one  she  used  to  collect  tips  from  drunken  bar patrons.  She  was  likely  just  getting  off  her  night  shift  at  some  Irish  pub, getting a workout in before going to bed with the morning sunlight oozing through her curtains. 

I  watched  her  through  the  mirror  as  she  went  to  a  locker,  stashed  her things, and started to change. She pulled her top off and then bent over to slide down her skirt. She had a nice bum, and a nice pair of red lacy panties. 

She was young—no older than nineteen. She even still had some acne on her face and shoulders—but she was very pretty, the kind of girl that would have reduced me to silence as a teenager. 

She reached for her bra clip and fumbled with it for a minute. Then she turned and looked back at me, so I looked away quickly, terrified she would be able to tell that I was actually a man, lingering in the women’s change room  like  a  complete  lunatic.  It  was  thirty  seconds  later  when  she  said, 

“Hey there.” 

I bit down on my tongue and took a deep breath. Then I turned around and looked into her eyes. “Hi,” I said softly—maybe too softly to hear from across the room. 

“My bra clip is stuck. Think you could help me?” 

My heart stuttered. I didn’t want to get close to her. I didn’t want to give her any reason to run to the gym manager or call the police. I wasn’t there to snoop on changing girls. I was there for Armando. I nodded my head and forced myself to break free from my paralysis. I walked towards her with a forced smile on my face. She turned her back to me. I reached for the clip. 

Her skin was tight and smooth. She smelled like flowers and whiskey. 

I grabbed the little clip and tried to wiggle it loose. It really was stuck. 

Finally, I got it. I carefully let her bra straps fall down. Then she pulled her bra off and turned to me, tits out. “Thanks for that,” she said with a smile. I tried not to look at her perfect, perky rack. 

I nodded my head, feeling my face turning red. “No worries.” 

I  wanted  to  spend  more  time  in  that  change  room,  going  over  my questionable plan in my head. But my heart was racing and pounding and stuttering.  I  suddenly  felt  sick,  standing  underneath  a  light  that  was probably  more  revealing  than  I  wanted  it  to  be.  I  had  to  get  out  of  there before she realized she was staring at a man—and I had to get out of there before  her  beautiful,  young  tits  gave  me  a  hard  erection  in  my  tiny  gym shorts. 

So I turned around and zipped through the door, into the quiet gym. And there  was  Armando,  across  the  large  space,  placing  his  towel  and  water bottle down on a chair as he prepared to warm himself up on the stationary bikes.  That  frozen  terror  was  trickling  into  my  bones  again.  The  plan  I’d gone  through  a  thousand  times  in  my  head  was  suddenly  fluttering  away. 

Was this a stupid idea? Was I wasting my time? 

Suddenly he looked over at me. Our gazes met and I became completely stiff. His lips curled into a smile, and then he winked before turning to hop onto his bike. My heart stammered and my gut churned. Maybe my disguise wasn’t so crazy. Maybe I didn’t look so bad. Maybe my plan was going to work!  Or  maybe  I  was  just  having  some  sort  of  delusional  episode  in  my mental breakdown. 

I walked over to a treadmill, pressed some buttons, and then I started to casually jog. I had to reach down every few seconds to make sure my shorts weren’t  riding  up  too  high.  I  was  terrified  my  cock  was  going  to  fall  out from my panties, out into the open where Armando and everyone else could see it. And the gel inserts in my sports bra were bouncing a bit too much for my  comfort;  would  they  pop  out  and  fall  on  the  floor,  making  me  look insane? I kept my face slow, with my eyes glued to the mirror so I could watch for any wardrobe malfunctions. 

Then, as I stared into the mirror, I watched him walk behind me on his way to the weight lifting equipment. His eyes moved down to my ass for a brief moment. He wasn’t even trying to be subtle—either that or he was too stupid  to  know  there  was  a  giant  mirror  in  front  of  my  face.  Maybe  he didn’t care. Maybe he was just trying to let me know that he was into me: putting feelers out to see if I would return the admiration. 

Five minutes later, I got off the treadmill. He was on the bench press, pushing  nearly  twice  my  bodyweight  up  into  the  air.  If  he  could  lift  that much, he could probably squash me dead without much effort. If he found out I was a man trying to ruin his relationship, he might actually try to kill me.  The  thought  was  terrifying,  but  I’d  come  this  far  and  I  had  to  keep going. I walked over to the squat rack in front of the bench press. I put a small plate on each side and then I started doing squats. There was a mirror in  front  of  me:  perfectly  aligned  to  watch  Armando.  And  it  wasn’t  long before  I  caught  him  staring  at  my  ass,  biting  his  bottom  lip  as  if  he  was fighting  the  urge  to  grab  me  and  stick  his  giant  cock  directly  into  my asshole in the middle of that gym. 

I  pretended  not  to  notice  him  watching  me.  I  closed  my  eyes  for  a moment, mid-squat, and tried to talk some sense into myself. What I was currently  doing  was  unquestionably  crazy:  squatting  in  front  of  a bodybuilder,  dressed  like  a  slutty  girl,  trying  to  seduce  him  to  ruin  his relationship with my ex-fiancée. I still didn’t know what my end game was. 

Was I just trying to hurt him and Holland? Or was I trying to get Holland back?  Did  I  think  I  could  win  her  back  if  I  proved  that  her  hunk  was actually a cheating loser? Or was this really all just about revenge? 

Or was something else going on? 

I  shook  my  head  and  pushed  the  unwanted  thoughts  away.  Then  I opened my eyes and nearly screamed as I saw him standing directly behind me,  standing  over  me  with  his  massive  body.  “Do  you  need  help?”  he asked. “You’ve been down for, like, a minute.” 

I stood up. “I’m okay,” I said softly, placing the bar back onto the rack. 

“You look good, but your technique is a bit funny. You probably won’t get  much  out  of  each  squat  the  way  you’re  lowering  yourself  down,”  he said. 

I nodded my head slowly. “Here. Take the bar again. I’ll help you.” 

I tried to swallow the growing lump in my throat. I looked into his eyes, through the mirror, and he looked into mine. My legs suddenly felt weak. 

But I did what he said, placing the bar on my shoulder blades and standing up. I took a step back, cradling myself into him. He put his hands on my sides.  “Push  your  butt  back  and  straighten  your  back.”  I  followed  his advice, moving into the funny position. Now my bum was pressed into his crotch.  I  could  feel  something—was  it  his  cock?  It  was  long  and  thick, pressed against my left butt cheek. “Dip down slowly,” he said. As I went down, I felt the length of the long thing in his shorts. Was he not wearing underwear? Was I really feeling his loose cock dangling in his pants? 

“Okay, now come up again and keep the same posture,” he said. I came up.  His  shaft  managed  to  nestle  itself  between  my  butt  cheeks.  “Down again,” he said. I went down, now stroking his shaft with my perked bum. I went up and down multiple times with his hands on my hips and his cock against my ass. It dawned on me after a minute that he was trying to get me to feel his cock. He was trying to show me how big he was. 

I felt my face turning red. I could feel him throbbing now, as if I was getting  him  excited.  “Okay,  good,”  he  said,  stepping  back  before  I stimulated any more blood flow into his cock. “That was good. If you squat like that, you’ll have a Kim K butt in no time.” 

I  smiled.  “Thanks,”  I  said  softly,  still  terrified  he  was  going  to  realize who I was at any moment. 

Now he was quiet, looking at me. The moment lasted about ten seconds: ten  very  long  seconds.  And  then  he  nodded  his  head.  “Well,  I  should  get back to my routine.” He returned to the bench press. And then I returned to

the squat rack. For the next thirty minutes, I watched in the mirrors as he watched  me,  taking  a  particular  interest  in  my  ass  no  matter  what  I  was doing. 

I looked up at the clock and saw that it was 6:42—almost time for him to finish his workout. So I grabbed my little towel and headed for the girl’s change  room.  On  my  way  out,  I  caught  him  looking  at  me  one  last  time from across the mostly empty gym. 

I went to my locker. I was sweaty, but not from the easy workout. I had to  take  a  deep  breath,  trying  to  collect  my  racing  thoughts.  I  went  to  the mirror and stared at myself again. It was strange sensation, looking into the mirror at an unrecognizable face. And that strange feeling came back each time I looked in the mirror, as if it only took a few minutes to forget how striking and convincing I was. I really looked like a woman, and Holland was able to see that long before I realized it myself. 

The changing room door opened. I assumed it was the nineteen-year-old server, so I didn’t bother to look over. I just kept staring into my own eyes, trying to understand where everything went wrong. 

Then suddenly, he was standing behind me. “Hey,” he said, nodding his head. He held up a water bottle. “Is this yours?” he asked. “I think you left it out there.” 

It  took  me  a  moment  to  free  myself  from  my  sudden  state  of  terror.  I shook my head. “No. It’s not mine.” 

“Oh. I’m sorry. I just saw you leave the gym and then I saw it on the floor.” 

He kept staring at me, almost grinning as if he knew the bottle wasn’t mine. “Okay. Thanks,” I said. 

He  put  the  bottle  down  on  the  counter.  “You  looked  really  good  out there.” 

I smiled and nodded, wishing the lights in the room were dimmer. 

“You’re hot,” he said. 

Now  I  was  speechless,  trying  to  think  of  a  way  out  of  my  own  plan, which was working too well. 

“I saw you looking at me. You like what you see?” 

Now I had to decide between saving myself and following through with my  plan.  I  thought  it  would  take  weeks  to  break  through  to  him—but apparently I only needed twenty minutes. Maybe I was the one who needed weeks, to build up the courage to go through with my own crazy idea. And what was my idea? Now that I had his attention, what was I planning to do? 

He motioned towards one of the small changing stalls, reserved for the shy girls to change. “I don’t see a ring on your finger. Want to burn a few extra calories?” 

My  heart  skipped.  I  was  terrified,  but  I  could  see  my  glimmering opportunity. “Can I meet you in there in one minute?” I asked. 

His smile grew large. He nodded his head. “Should I count?” He walked over to the stall and pulled the curtain shut. I nearly jumped up with joy—

but the terror kept me down. This was my chance! I was going to get him! 

I ran and grabbed my phone. I set it to record video, and then I propped it up behind my gym bag on the vanity, facing the little stall. My plan was to fool around with him a bit, try to subtle open the curtain so the camera could get him, and then tell him I had second thoughts. I only needed him to get his dick out for a second—and I didn’t even have to touch it. 

With  my  spy  recording  system  set  up,  I  started  towards  that  curtain.  I pulled it open all the way, making sure it was open enough for the camera to get him. Then he grabbed the curtain and pulled it shut—and that’s when I noticed his shorts were off and his erection was out. 

He  was  big—bigger  than  he  looked  from  his  backyard.  His  cock  was almost as thick as my wrist, and almost as long as my forearm. The sight of it made me still, mouth agape. He grabbed me by the wrist and pulled my hand towards it. “I know—it’s intimidating,” he said with a big grin in his voice. He was strong. I tried to resist but he probably didn’t even notice. He put my hand on his cock and squeezed my fingers around his girth. He was warm. I was touching his cock. Now, with my free hand, I reached for the curtain, hoping to push it open for the camera. But he took my other hand and brought it down to his ball sack. “Don’t be shy,” he said. “It’s all yours for the next ten minutes.” 

At least I had him talking, with that short moment of him on camera. I could  get  him  making  some  noises—surely  that  would  be  enough  to implicate him! I just had to get a few phrases from his mouth: a few dirty

words and maybe some moaning. So I started to stroke his hard shaft. It was a weird feeling—especially weird knowing he was erect for me. I knew that I looked like a girl, but I never thought I would be able to make a man rock hard: especially a man like Armando, who could get a beautiful woman like Holland. 

He  was  staring  into  my  eyes,  his  face  only  a  couple  of  feet  from  my face: far too close for comfort. Luckily the lighting in that small stall wasn’t great. Luckily he was too horny to be able to tell that I was actually a man: a man he’d met before on multiple occasions. But he was quiet—a silence that  didn’t  help  my  cause.  I  needed  to  get  him  to  speak.  I  had  to  end  his silence. 

I  pulled  my  hand  up  to  his  tip  and  squeezed,  jerking  him  quickly, knowing that it felt good because that’s what felt good when I jerked myself off. “Do you like that?” I asked. 

He nodded his head, cheeks turning red, still not talking. I took a deep breath. “Tell me how much you like it,” I said. 

“It’s good,” he said softly. 

I squeezed harder. “Tell me how badly you want to fuck me.” 

He nodded. “I want you bad,” he whispered. 

“Say it like you mean it,” I said. “Say it like you really want my tight pussy.” I squeezed hard and jerked fast, making him squirm and groan. Was the groan loud enough for the camera? Would Holland believe it to be a real groan, or would she think it was added in editing? 

“I want to fuck your tight pussy so badly,” he groaned, louder—maybe loud enough for the camera. 

“Tell me what you want to do to me,” I said. 

“I  want  to  bend  you  over  and  spread  your  tight  ass.  I  want  to  stretch your little pussy wide and then I want to pound the living fuck out of you until you can’t walk. I want to make your pretty little head spin. I want to force my cock down your throat and fill your little body with hot cum.” His face  was  dark  red  now.  Veins  were  bulging  from  his  huge  muscles.  He groaned through clenched teeth. I squeezed his cock harder. 

“What’s your name?” I asked. 

“Armando,” he said. 

“I  want  you  to  fuck  me,  Armando.  I  want  you  to  obliterate  my  tiny pussy.” 

“Bend over and let me fuck it,” he groaned. 

“Not until you beg for it.” I jerked faster: as fast as I could. My wrist began to ache from the strain. Beads of sweat trickled down my back. He reached out and grabbed my breast, squeezing hard, apparently not able to tell he was squeezed a gel pouch. 

“Let me into your little cunt. It’ll feel so good.” 

“I told you to beg, Armando.” 

He groaned loudly, and then I felt the hot wetness streaking up my arm and splashing against my exposed stomach. I looked down and saw that he was coming: blasting me with long strands of thick, sticky goo. I gasped: thrilled and disgusted at the same time. I made a man come! And not just any  man,  but  a  rich,  successful  hunk.  And  I  had  it  on  tape:  the  audio, anyway—and I would get the shot of him leaving the change room, and the shot of me covered in his warm jizz. It wasn’t perfect, but it was the best I could do—and I only needed one quick morning to get the job done. 

He pulled up his pants and took a deep breath. “That was fun,” he said. 

“Here’s my card if you ever want to meet up during the day.” 

I took the card: more evidence. “Thanks,” I said with a wink. He took off, slipping out from the changing room as if he was never there. Then I skipped over to my phone to end the recording. And that’s when my heart nearly stopped. My phone wasn’t recording. My phone was dead, showing just the logo of an empty battery. I cleaned myself up, zipped over to my car, plugged my phone into my car charger, and then I stared in horror at my video folder, which didn’t even record five seconds of that gym changing room. 

I had no evidence. I’d jerked Armando off for nothing. Now I had no way to split Holland and Armando up. 

CHAPTER V

I returned home and sat down on my couch, staring forward at the black screen of my television. I felt sick, still able to feel bits of Armando’s dried cum  on  my  body.  I  tried  cleaning  it  all  off  at  the  gym,  but  there  was  so much of it; I couldn’t believe how much cum that man produced. 

Now, I knew I needed to take a shower: the wash off the cum and the makeup, so I could rest and figure out the next step of my plan. But I was exhausted and my mind was spinning and tingling. I couldn’t stop thinking about  Armando’s  giant  erection,  which  was  all  for  me.  In  a  weird  way,  it was kind of nice to turn a man on so easily. I spent almost an entire year in the gym after meeting Holland, trying to bulk up, and not once did a girl even look over at me—but after just a couple of minutes in an almost empty gym,  I  had  Armando  drooling  over  me.  Maybe  Holland  was  right  in thinking that I made a good girl. Maybe I made a better girl than I made a guy. 

I took a deep breath and let my head rest back. I tried to force myself to think about Holland and how angry I was with her. But now, as I thought about  her,  I  could  only  think  about  that  last  night  we  spent  together:  the night that she dolled me up and made me realize how beautiful I was as a woman. I tried not to think about that night. I tried to think about how hurt I was a few days later, when I found that note on the table. But the memory of my own reflection kept coming back to me. I couldn’t convince myself to care about Holland or her stupid relationship with Armando. But I couldn’t just  give  up  now.  I’d  put  in  so  much  work.  I’d  jerked  the  man  off,  and  I wasn’t about to let that become meaningless and pointless. 

So I took my shower, letting the hot water wash away the cum and the makeup. I closed my eyes and tried to clear my head, to make room for a new plan. But what needed to happen was obvious. I had Armando’s card and I knew he was willing to meet up. I just needed to call that number and set up a sex date. I knew he was sneaking around behind Holland’s back, so I  knew  I  wouldn’t  have  to  put  up  with  formalities  like  drinks  or  dates  or courting.  I  could  offer  to  meet  him  in  a  hotel  room  and  I  knew  he  would

show up. I just needed to beat him there, to set up a hidden camera—and maybe a backup camera, in case the first one fails on me again. 

Once I was cleaned up, I spent a few minutes practising my voice. Then I called the number on his card. I got through to his assistant: a girl with a young, ditsy voice. I wondered if he was fucking her as well. “Can I speak to Armando, please?” I asked. 

“He’s working right now. Can I pass along a message for you?” the girl asked. 

“Just  tell  him  it’s  the  girl  from  the  gym,  and  I  want  to  talk  to  him,”  I said. 

The girl was silent, maybe finding out her boy toy was fooling around behind her back. Maybe I was doing some extra damage to Armando, even though he wasn’t my primary target. The girl said nothing else. The phone rang for a moment and then Armando came on the line. “I didn’t think you were going to call,” he said, without even a hello. 

“Why not?” I asked, suddenly speaking softly and quietly, even though I’d  practised  my  voice.  For  some  reason  the  sound  of  his  deep,  muscular voice made me feel weak and intimidated. I was afraid that he would figure me out, afraid he would want nothing to do with me, ruining my plan. But was it really my plan that I cared about? I shook my head and forced myself to stay on track. 

“You were shy at the gym. I thought maybe I scared you a little bit. I can be a bit scary.” 

“You don’t scare me,” I said. I thought about his big, thick cock; it was a bit scary—I have to admit. 

“No?” he said. “So then we should meet again. Maybe for a drink after work today. I get off at 2:45.” 

“What if we skipped the drinks?” I asked. “There’s a motel on 5th Street. 

Want to meet there?” 

He was quiet for a moment. “5th Street? I think I know the one. I can be there by 3:30.” 

“Good,”  I  said,  smiling.  He  was  almost  too  easy  to  manipulate—too easy  to  set  up.  I  couldn’t  help  but  worry  that  I  was  setting  myself  up, 

putting myself in a position that would compromise my own life (or what was left of it). It would be so easy for him to take my own video and release it  to  the  world—or  just  snap  a  picture  of  me  all  dolled  up  to  send  to  my friends and family. 

But I knew I had to go through with it. I just had to get him in the room, naked and erect, unsuspecting of the camera recording him. I could come into the room and stroke his cock for a minute, and then I could run off. I didn’t have to go any further than I’d already gone. 

I  had  a  few  hours  left  to  figure  out  the  finer  details.  I  made  sure  my phone was plugged in and charging. Then I grabbed an old phone and got it charged as well. It didn’t have data, but the camera worked just fine—fine enough to be a backup camera. 

Then  it  was  time  to  find  an  outfit.  I  went  into  the  closet  and  began digging through Holland’s old outfits. In the back of the closet was where she  kept  her  lingerie.  I  sorted  through  sheer  lacy  options  and  tight  latex until I got to the loose satin: the only option that could conceivably hide my cock. But even the satin didn’t do a great job of hiding my bulge. It was so light that my bulge couldn’t stop it. But I did find a pair of lacy panties that were tight enough to hold me in place. And I found a skirt that was able to hide the bulge that was leftover: a gold and black cheerleading skirt that I never knew Holland owned. It had a matching halter-top, which was perfect to hide the fact that my breasts weren’t real. So only my arms, mid-section, and legs were exposed: all of my most feminine assets. 

But I wanted to perfect the finer details. I found a bottle of black nail polish.  I  spent  thirty  minutes  painting  my  fingernails  and  toenails.  Then  I found  one  of  Holland’s  old  lace  chokers:  a  small  touch  to  help  hide  my subtle Adam’s apple. I spent a good forty minutes putting on a pair of fake eyelashes:  the  same  ones  Holland  used  to  wear  when  she  went  out  to  her parties—the ones I was never invited to. The eyelashes felt strange, but they looked  nice,  making  my  big  eyes  look  even  bigger  and  brighter.  I  caught myself smiling. 

I had to admit it to myself: dressing up was actually kind of fun. There were  so  many  different  looks  to  achieve.  Holland  had  so  many  different outfits that were all sexy in their own way. And what did I have as a man? 

Suits? Dress shirts? Everything was so boring, and no matter what I wore, I

never turned a single woman’s head. Now, I knew I could go out and make jaws drop to the ground. I knew I could seduce any man with enough effort

—or maybe no effort at all. I stepped back from the mirror to get a full view of my pretty body. 

God, I was cute. I did a little spin, letting my skirt lift into the air. Then I caught  myself  giggling,  but  I  didn’t  stop  myself.  I  was  having  fun,  in  the privacy of my own home. Was I not allowed to have fun? Was it really such a  big  deal?  Was  it  the  end  of  the  world  to  dress  up  like  a  girl?  What difference did it even make? 

I  shook  my  head  and  gave  myself  a  light  slap  on  the  face.  What difference  did  it  make?  What  kind  of  nonsense  was  going  through  my mind? Why was I trying to justify dressing up like a girl? Why wasn’t I just throwing  all  of  Holland’s  clothes  in  the  garbage  and  calling  enough  more than enough? Why was I even trying to get back at her? 

I looked in the mirror again. Sure, I looked good, but that wasn’t normal or  okay.  How  was  I  going  to  forget  about  this  sight  once  my  plan  was finished?  How  could  I  ever  form  a  normal,  healthy  relationship  with  a woman  knowing  that  I  could  put  on  her  clothes  and  possibly  look  even better than her? 

Maybe I really was having a mental breakdown. I checked the time. It was time to go: time to rent a room and set up my trap. 

The motel wasn’t far from my house: walking distance, but I still drove. 

I wore one of Holland’s long coats over my skimpy cheerleading outfit. The attendant working in the lobby kept staring at my body. The motel probably got  lots  of  prostitutes,  and  I’m  sure  he  thought  that  I  was  one  of  them. 

Technically, I was one of them. I was using my sexuality as a means to an end—and isn’t that what a prostitute does? 

I set up my cameras: both pointed at the bed. I hid them carefully, set to record  with  tons  of  space,  so  they  wouldn’t  fill  up.  Then  I  dimmed  the lighting by tossing sheets over the floor lamps and unscrewing the overhead light  bulbs.  I  wanted  to  make  it  moody—and  I  also  wanted  to  make  it  so Armando wouldn’t be able to see that I was actually a man. 

I took a deep breath, once again standing in front of the mirror. I smiled. 

If Holland could see me now, she would be so jealous. This was what she always wanted: the dolled up version of me. And in a way, that made me

happy:  this  was  what  she  always  wanted  and  now  I  was  doing  it  without her.  When  she  saw  the  video,  she  would  be  squirming  with  frustration—

maybe  even  begging  for  me  to  take  her  back.  I  couldn’t  wait.  Armando couldn’t  show  up  soon  enough  so  I  could  record  the  footage.  Maybe  I would even look straight into the camera and smile, just to tease her, just to make her regret leaving me for another man. 

There was a knock at the door. All of my confidence suddenly fluttered away and that frozen terror came back, along with the reality of what I was doing. Was I really in a motel, waiting for a man to come and fuck me? Was I  seriously  that  insane?  I  cleared  my  throat  and  then  I  ran  to  the  door, pressing my face against the peephole to see if it was really him. There he was: standing with an expensive bouquet of flowers and a nice suit. 

I took a deep breath and opened the door. His eyes lit up and he looked down  my  body.  “Look  at  you,”  he  said,  his  lips  parting.  “That  skirt  is…

unbelievable.” 

“Are those for me?” I asked, looking at the flowers. I knew how florists charged for bouquets like that one. I was looking at three hundred dollars—

maybe  more.  I  took  the  bouquet  and  smelled  the  flowers.  “They’re beautiful.” 

“Not as beautiful as you,” he said. 

Now I was flustered—a feeling that I wasn’t expecting at all. My nerves were buzzing and I couldn’t stop smiling. What was happening to me? Why did I like this? I was staring into his eyes now, feeling the strangest urge to lean  forward  and  kiss  him  on  the  lips,  to  know  what  rich,  successful, handsome lips feel like. And then reality snapped into my brain. “I need to use the bathroom. Maybe get yourself ready—I’ll be right out and we’ll get started.” 

He nodded his head with a charming smile. Apparently he knew what he  was  doing  to  me.  He  knew  how  powerful  a  nice  suit  and  a  handsome smile were. But I’d met men with nice suits and handsome smiles before—

why  did  they  never  have  an  affect  on  me  like  this  before?  Why  was  I suddenly a mindless puddle? Why couldn’t I get the thought of his cock out from my mind? Was it because there was more to that smile? Was that smile more than just a charming grin? 

I took a deep breath and stared at my red face. “Get a hold of yourself,” 

I whispered. Then I imagined him getting naked on that bed, pulling out his long,  smooth  erection.  But  what  if  he  was  snooping  around?  What  if  he could see one of my camera setups? What if I came out from the room and he grabbed me by the throat and choked me until I was dead on the motel floor, humiliated and dressed like a girl. 

I  couldn’t  let  him  see  those  cameras.  I  had  to  distract  him  before  his gaze  discovered  one  of  the  small,  glistening  lenses.  I  zipped  out  from  the bathroom and hurried back into the main area. He was on the bed, down to his  boxers.  He  looked  at  me  with  wide  eyes,  his  fingers  around  the waistband of his undies. “Is everything okay?” he asked. 

I nodded my head, strangely out of breath. “I’m fine,” I said. And now I could  see  his  big  bulge.  He  wasn’t  erect—not  yet—but  he  was  almost naked, ready for me to do the rest. I looked at his bag hands and his thick arms. What if he held me down and tried to fuck me? What if he discovered my cock and became outraged? 

He  slid  down  his  boxers—slowly—revealing  that  long  snake  that  he kept tucked away throughout the day. And even flaccid, it really was long. I could make out the dark blue vein that would soon be filling that cock with blood, making it hard and ready to be stroked and sucked. I already wanted to grab it—to squeeze it and jerk it and make it spray warm cum up into the air. I wanted to taste the cum. I wanted to feel it in my mouth. 

I bit down on my tongue. No—I just wanted to get him on video with another woman, and then I wanted to be done with all of this feminization nonsense.  I  couldn’t  let  these  strange  temptations  lure  me  away  from  my goal. 

“Well?” he said, waving me over. 

Maybe I could stroke it for a minute. Maybe I could try sucking it, just to get the temptation out from my system. I didn’t want to spend the rest of my life wondering what it would have felt like in my mouth. So I walked over and crawled onto the bed. I took a deep breath and looked down at his shaft. Then he reached out and grabbed my shoulders. Without much effort he pulled me up, until I was on top of him. Then he put his hands on my back and leaned in for the kiss. I closed my eyes and let it happen. It was a strange feeling: his stubble against my soft skin, his tongue penetrating my

lips. I didn’t like it, at least at first. For some reason I wasn’t pulling away. 

For  some  reason  I  was  letting  it  happen:  maybe  because  I  could  feel  his large  cock  throbbing  against  my  thigh—getting  bigger  and  harder.  I  liked that feeling. I liked that it was getting bigger for  me. 

I  started  grinding  my  body  against  it,  feeling  it  crawling  up  my  leg: warm  and  slick.  I  pushed  my  body  down  harder,  moaning  slightly  as excitement tickled my bones. It was close to my crotch, towering high as it went up my skirt and tried to touch my ball sack. I reached back before it was too late, repositioning it so that it was cradled between my butt cheeks. 

Then I started to bounce slightly, massaging it while it got even harder. 

“Fuck. You’re such a little slut,” he said. 

“I like your cock,” I said. 

He  started  to  kiss  and  suck  my  neck.  Then  his  hands  squeezed  my breasts. He tried to lift up my top, but I stopped him. “It’s part of the outfit,” 

I said, my heart pounding. And luckily, he was okay to leave the top. 

“You’d better do a cheer for me then,” he said with a grin. 

“I can do better than that.” I pushed him down playfully and then I slid down  his  body,  feeling  his  hard  cock  against  my  abdomen  and  then  my chest and then my chin. I lifted his hard cock up and teased his tip against my  lips.  I  gently  licked,  giggling  while  he  let  out  a  deep  sigh  of  relief.  I squeezed his shaft and pumped slowly, watching as his foreskin pulled back over his bulbous tip. “You’re so hard,” I said. 

“You’re so hot,” he replied. 

I smiled, and then I put his cock in my mouth. I began to suck as lights flashed in my brain. My heart walloped with excitement. I liked sucking his cock. I felt so sexy and so strangely fulfilled. Maybe this was how Holland felt  when  she  was  with  him—maybe  that’s  why  she  left  me  for  him, because she knew how good it would feel to make him hard and horny. 

I pushed my head down, sinking his cock into my throat, trying to get all of him in my mouth—which turned out to be impossible. He was too big to fit into any reasonable mouth. Maybe a sword swallower could do it—

maybe. 

So  I  kept  my  attention  around  his  tip,  sucking  and  teasing  with  my tongue. I used my lips to make him squirm, puckering them up and down

the length of his shaft. He groaned loudly before saying, “You’re going to make me come.” 

“That’s the idea,” I said with a smile. 

“Don’t you want me to fuck your tight pussy?” 

My  heart  pounced.  “I  was  thinking  of  something  a  bit  more  fun  than that,” I said. I slid back up his body and then I reached down for his slick cock.  I  felt  the  wetness  of  my  own  saliva  up  his  shaft  as  I  pulled  him between my butt cheeks. I used my other hand to pull aside my panties so that I could align him with my asshole. Then I started to push down while his eyes widened and his mouth fell open. 

“Shit,” he muttered before biting his lip. 

I felt my hole stretching. I groaned and squirmed and tried not to clench. 

It was a minute before I felt him penetrate me. I tried not to squeal. I pushed down harder and harder, sinking him deeper and deeper. I groaned more and he did the same. Now I didn’t need to hold his shaft up. I put both of my hands  on  his  chest  to  hold  myself  up.  He  put  his  hands  on  my  sides.  His face  was  dark  red,  as  if  he  was  trying  to  hold  back  a  strong  urge.  After another minute, he caved to that urge, letting out a roar, squeezing my body tight and thrusting upwards, piercing my asshole with his cock. It hurt a bit, but  it  also  felt  good.  I  moaned  loudly  and  then  he  started  fucking  me, sliding his long, thick shaft in and out of my body. 

And then I remembered the cameras. I remembered Holland would be watching this footage. Was I getting back at her? Or was I just making my situation even more humiliating? I closed my eyes and wished I had done something  else  to  get  my  revenge.  Why  did  I  turn  myself  into  a  martyr? 

Why couldn’t I just move on with my life and let her do whatever it was she wanted to do? Was this healthy? Was I now sliding down a slope I never wanted to be on? 

I  could  feel  his  shaft  swelling  inside  of  my  body.  He  was  groaning loudly, clenching my sides firmly. “I’m going to fucking cum in your ass,” 

he said. 

“Do it,” I begged. “Fill me with your hot cum. I want it so badly. Fill my slut hole with your load, Daddy.” I don’t know where the words came

from.  It  was  almost  like  an  alien  had  taken  control  of  me:  a  very  slutty, horny alien. 

He groaned again, and then he pushed in deep. I screamed, and then I felt  it:  his  cock  fluttering  as  hot  goo  filled  my  insides.  I  gasped  and squirmed.  Then  I  realized  my  own  cock  was  hard,  but  thankfully  it  was being awkwardly squashed down in my panties, unable to pop loose. 

I rolled off of him. His cum quickly rushed down towards my puckering hole. I ran over to the bathroom before he could notice my throbbing bulge. 

“Are you okay?” he asked. 

“I’m fine,” I said. “I just remembered I have a thing to get to and I’m running late.” 

I felt so embarrassed. I no longer needed to trick Armando. I had what I needed. But now I was wondering if it really was what I wanted. Would I send that footage to Holland, or was it better kept to myself? Did I really want my ex-fiancée watching a video of me being fucked in the ass by her well-hung hunk of a boyfriend? What if she became angry with me in her state of betrayal? What if she decided to send the video off to my friends and  family  members?  Why  didn’t  any  of  these  possibilities  occur  to  me before I showed up at that gym in that skimpy workout gear? 

He  left  while  I  was  in  the  bathroom.  “Call  me,”  he  shouted  before slipping out the door. 

“I will,” I said, but I had no intention of ever seeing him again. 

When I emerged from the bathroom, the room was empty. My cameras were still recording. I stopped the recordings and then I skimmed through the  videos.  I  considered  deleting  them,  especially  when  I  got  to  the  part where  I  was  riding  his  cock  with  my  skirt  bouncing  up  and  down.  But  I decided to keep them, just in case I wanted to go through with my plan. 

CHAPTER VI

At home, I watched that video over and over, watching my petite body bounce up and down on his cock while his face turned redder and redder. 

The video ended with a black screen as I smothered the lens with my body while turning the recording off—and in that black screen, I would catch my own reflection, still dolled up, and grinning. I would replay the video and find myself getting lost in a strangely euphoric memory. 

And it wasn’t until the fifth or sixth watch that I even remembered why the video existed, and why I was dolled up in the first place. I went through all  that  trouble  to  pry  Holland  and  Armando  apart.  Now  I  needed  to  go through with my plan. There was no sense in letting them both win after all that  I’d  gone  through—particularly  the  affects  that  my  revenge  plan  were having on my brain (affects that were starting to seem permanent). 

I found myself at the closet, pulling out outfits for one last hurrah. Once I showed the video to Holland, I would no longer have any reason to dress up. So for some reason, it seemed to make sense to dress up one last time, before my duty was done. 

I  tried  on  a  tight  green  dress,  which  was  open  at  the  back.  The  dress went  perfectly  with  a  pair  of  knee-high  gladiator  boots  (they  were  a  bit tight, in Holland’s size, but very cute). To finish the outfit, I put on some gold  bracelets  and  a  gold  necklace.  I  smiled  and  twirled  in  front  of  the mirror. Then I tried on another outfit: this time digging from the back of the closet,  where  she  kept  her  lingerie.  I  found  a  black  lace  teddy  that  went amazingly with a pair of thigh-high black fishnet stockings. I tried on some heels, but ultimately decided the outfit was cuter with just the fishnets over my feet. I pranced around my house for a bit, and even sat and watched a few  TV  episodes  in  the  outfit,  simply  enjoying  the  tight  lace  against  my skin. 

Then  an  ad  came  on  the  TV.  It  was  a  pharmaceutical  ad  for  a testosterone enhancer: something for men looking to put on muscle. At first the  ad  reminded  me  of  my  own  issues  putting  on  muscle,  and  then  I remembered  the  bottle  I  found  in  the  bathroom:  the  bottle  of  testosterone

blockers  that  I  suspected  Holland  had  been  secretly  feeding  me.  Was  that why I was never able to put on muscle? Were those pills the reason I was now  having  so  much  fun  prancing  around  my  house  in  lingerie?  Did Holland meddle with my brain using drugs? Did she slip me more than just the testosterone blockers? 

I went to the bathroom and found that bottle in the medicine cabinet. I stared at the pills while my heart fluttered. I had two options: dump the pills down  the  drain  and  forget  they  ever  happened,  or  take  them  again,  to  see just how far they could take me into my new little venture. 

I  put  the  pills  down,  pushing  those  thoughts  out  from  my  head.  Why was it even a consideration in my mind? Why would I ever willingly take a pill that would make me less of a man? Why was I still dolled up in tight lingerie and makeup and a wig? 

I  took  my  wig  off,  and  then  I  ran  my  fingers  through  my  hair.  Now  I was wondering how long it would take to grow my hair out, so I wouldn’t need the wig. I’d seen many men with long hair. Were they dressing up at night, when nobody was around? Maybe I could wear a man-bun during the day.  Or  maybe  I  could  get  so  good  at  being  convincing,  I  could  just  start being a female, full-time. 

The  thought  brought  a  grin  to  my  face,  which  I  quickly  wiped  away, shaking my head. I took a deep breath. I couldn’t let Holland win. I couldn’t let her five years of manipulation ruin my manhood completely. I had to go through with my plan and then I had to get rid of everything: the wig, the makeup, the clothes, the videos, and somehow I had to get rid of the strange urges that kept pulsing through me. 

I  opened  up  the  video  with  the  intention  to  send  it  to  her.  Then  I remembered that I no longer had her phone number or her e-mail address. 

She’d  changed  everything  after  leaving  me.  The  only  way  I  had  of contacting  her  was  by  showing  up  at  Armando’s  house,  where  she  was living. 

So the next night—after a full night of sleep and a cloudy day at work—

I  got  ready  to  go  to  Armando’s  house  with  my  evidence.  It  was  4:00  PM

when  I  pulled  up  to  the  house.  I  was  surprised  to  see  the  BMW  in  the driveway.  Holland’s  car  was  nowhere  to  be  seen.  Was  she  out?  Would  I have to come back? 

I  got  out  from  my  car  and  I  carefully  approached  the  house,  trying  to peek  through  the  windows—but  the  sheers  were  pulled  closed.  I  caught  a glimpse of Armando walking by the living room window. He was wearing a bathrobe and his hair was wet, as if he’d just come out from the shower. I started  backing  away  from  the  house,  and  then  the  front  door  opened.  I froze as Armando stared at me. “Can I help you?” he said. 

I remained frozen for a moment, terrified he was about to recognize me and  realize  he’d  stuck  his  cock  into  a  man’s  asshole  just  the  day  before. 

“Um,” I said, clearing my throat. “I’m looking for Holland.” 

It dawned on me that I was wearing sunglasses and a ball cap: enough of a disguise to keep me unrecognizable—unless he got close enough. 

Armando  shook  his  head  and  continued  staring  at  me  for  a  long moment.  “She’s  gone  for  the  night—away  for  a  conference.  What’s  this about?” 

I  took  another  step  back.  “It’s  nothing  important.  I  can  come  back another  time.”  I  took  yet  another  step  back,  trying  to  get  as  far  back  as  I could to lessen the chance of being recognized. He nodded his head slowly. 

It seemed like he was getting ready to go out for the night. And if Holland were out of town for a conference, that meant the house would be empty. I could  sneak  in,  plant  the  evidence  somewhere  Holland  would  find  it,  and then I could take off—my job would be done. 

So  I  went  home  and  waited.  While  I  waited,  I  got  myself  dolled  up: curling  my  wig,  applying  my  makeup,  putting  on  my  fake  eyelashes,  and squeezing my body into Holland’s old corset. To be extra safe, I was going to show up at Armando’s house dressed like a girl. If he was still home, it was the only way I would be able to get into the house. And if any of the neighbours  saw  me—or  caught  me  on  their  patio  cameras—I  would  be unrecognizable, and I wouldn’t have to worry about policemen showing up on my doorstep. 

I put on black tights under a black skirt. I found a dark grey sweater and a pair of black flats that I was able to cram my feet into. It was the darkest and slickest outfit I could come up with—and it was surprising cute. I had fun doing my eye makeup dark: smoky eye with kitty cat eyeliner flicks. I looked a bit like a sneaky villain from some comic book—the one that all

the nerds would stop to jerk off to before reading on. I wished I had a black wig to go with my outfit, but the blonde looked dashing too. 

It was 9:00 PM when I made my way to Armando’s house again. His BMW  was  gone  and  the  lights  in  the  house  were  off.  I  had  both  videos loaded up onto my old cellphone—the one without the plan. I knew where I was going to put it: in Holland’s makeup bag, which she used to keep under the bathroom sink. She opened that bag every morning. I had a sticky note attached to the phone, which said, ‘Watch the first video’. I just had to find that makeup bag and the rest would come together on its own. 

I  crept  around  into  the  backyard.  I  tried  the  door  handle,  but  the  door was locked. There was a keypad lock, and I had a feeling I knew the code. 

When Holland moved in with me, the very first thing she convinced me to do  was  change  all  of  my  codes  to  the  one  that  she  knew  and  used frequently: 1345. If Holland really were living with Armando, the code to the back door would surely be the same one she always used (especially if they’d been seeing each other behind my back, like I suspected). 

The  code  worked.  The  door  unlocked  after  a  single  attempt.  I  smiled and shook my head. Then I crept into the house. I had a feeling Armando had hidden cameras set up, to film potential intruders, but I wasn’t worried. 

I  was  unrecognizable  to  everyone  except  for  Holland,  and  I  had  a  feeling she wouldn’t rat me out once she saw the video. Besides, I wasn’t planning on  stealing  anything,  so  Armando  would  have  no  reason  to  review  his cameras’ footage. 

I made my way to the stairs, knowing that their bedroom was on the top floor.  I  crept  up  slowly  and  found  myself  staring  down  a  long  hallway.  I walked  towards  the  bedroom.  Holland  had  surely  claimed  the  en-suite bathroom  as  her  own.  I  entered  the  bedroom  and  spotted  the  door  to  the bathroom. I walked towards it, and then I heard her voice. “Who the hell are you?” 

A lump sat up in the bed. I froze in my place, my heart sinking into the pit of my stomach. 

“Well?  Who  are  you?  What  are  you  doing  in  here?  I’m  calling  the police.” It was Holland. She was reaching for her phone on the nightstand while my heart clenched with terror. 

“Stop,” I said. For some reason the word came out in my female voice

—maybe because I’d been using it far more than my male voice, including when I talked to myself in the mirror. 

“Don’t move!” she said. 

“Wait! It’s me!” I said. “It’s Nash.” 

And  then  she  stopped,  her  finger  hovering  over  the  final  1  in  her  911

call. She stared at me for a long moment while her mouth parted open. Then she reached for the table lamp and flicked it on, making me wince my face away. “Nash? What the hell are you doing in here?” 

“I thought you were at a conference,” I said. 

“A conference? What conference?” 

“That’s what Armando said,” I said. My heart was pounding. A familiar humiliation was filling my body: the same humiliation I felt when she first stuck that giant fake cock into my asshole. 

She shook her head. “I have a cold. He was probably just lying so you would leave me alone. Why are you here? What the hell are you doing in our house?” 

My  heart  stung  hearing  those  words:  our  house.  In  just  a  couple  of weeks,  Armando’s  house  had  become  her  house.  She  was  over  me—so easily. 

“And why are you dressed like that?” 

I thought about giving her the phone and running away. But now, staring at her face, I couldn’t help but remember all the fun times we had together. I didn’t  want  to  crush  her,  even  though  she  was  crushing  me.  If  she  was happy with Armando, who was I to ruin that? Why couldn’t I just move on? 

I bit down on my tongue. “Armando cheats on you,” I said. 

She was silent for a long moment. “How do you know?” 

“I caught him,” I said. 

“Caught him? How?” 

I bit down hard on my tongue and squirmed slightly in my place. “What difference does it make? Can’t you just take my word?” 

“I’m  not  taking  you  back,  Nash.  I’m  sorry.  You  can  lie  all  you  want about Armando.” 

“I’m not lying. He cheats on you.” 

“Okay,  Nash.  Sure  he  did.  Now  get  out  of  our  home  before  I  call  the cops.” 

I took a deep breath. Maybe I didn’t want to crush her—or maybe I did. 

I didn’t really know. But I did know that Armando didn’t deserve her, and she  probably  deserved  some  sort  of  punishment,  even  if  she  hadn’t  been cheating on me (which seemed highly unlikely). So I pulled out my phone and opened up the video. I handed it to her and watched her face turn white as she watched it. “I—Is that you?” she asked. 

“It  is,”  I  said.  “And  that’s  your  new  boyfriend—just  yesterday.  Great guy.” 

She  wiped  tears  from  her  eyes.  “I  can’t  believe  this.  This  has  to  be fake.” 

“It’s not.” I pulled out Armando’s card. “He gave me this, so we could hook up in the future. He has no idea I’m not a girl.” 

“Did you seduce him? Why would you do this?” she asked, pressing her lips thin as her eyes narrowed. 

I couldn’t help but laugh. “Well, first, he came into the change room and begged me to suck his cock—that was at the gym where he hits on every girl who comes in. Then he gave me the card, and we met at a motel.” 

“Why  would  you  do  this  to  me?”  she  asked,  wiping  more  tears.  “I should call the cops on you. Maybe that would teach you to mind your own business.” 

“Why would you slip pills into my coffee in the morning? Surely that’s a felony, right?” 

Now she was silent, her eyes wide. She was caught. Her lips parted but no words came out. “Just go and let’s pretend like nothing ever happened,” 

she said. 

“Pretend like five years never happened?” I asked. 

She was staring at me now, her eyes glistening with tears. Suddenly, she started crying, burying her face into her hands. She wept and a guilt filled

my  stomach.  Maybe  I  was  too  harsh  on  her—or  maybe  I  wasn’t  harsh enough. But now, I went to comfort her. I put my arm over her shoulders and  I  pulled  her  close.  “You  need  to  spend  some  time  soul  searching,”  I said. “You’ve got issues you need to fix.” 

She  shook  her  head  and  then  she  looked  at  me  for  a  brief  moment before burying her face in her hands again. “It’s not fair,” she said. “Why couldn’t you do that with me?” The comment took me by surprise. 

“What?” I asked. 

“That’s all I ever wanted: for you to be  my girl.” 

She  stared  into  my  eyes.  The  room  became  silent.  Then  suddenly,  we were  kissing.  She  put  her  hands  on  my  body  and  I  put  my  hands  on  her body. We fell down onto the bed and made out, rubbing ours hands up and down. I squeezed her soft breasts and she clenched my ass tight with both of her hands. She sucked my neck and I caressed her hair. I pulled off her top, and then I slid down her bottoms. I went down on her and she moaned louder than she’d moaned in five years living together. I pressed my tongue deep into her cunt, making her wetter than I’d ever felt her. 

Then  she  went  down  on  me,  licking  my  taint  as  if  she  was  licking  a pussy.  It  actually  felt  kind  of  nice,  making  my  crotch  tingle,  making  my cock erect. She slowly moved to my asshole, penetrating me with the tip of her tongue. I giggled, and then we started kissing again. 

She sprung to her feet and managed to retrieve a strap-on in less than ten  seconds.  It  was  quickly  around  her  hips,  and  I  was  quickly  on  my stomach.  She  mounted  me  and  penetrated  me.  I  didn’t  clench  or  resist:  I gave her exactly what she wanted. I moaned and groaned and bounced and giggled.  We  switched  positions:  missionary,  doggy-style,  cowgirl: everything  she’d  always  secretly  wanted.  Her  face  was  glowing  with  an intense smile. I smiled back. She reached down and stroked my cock while I was bouncing on her lap—until I came and made a white, sticky mess of her chest. She rubbed my cum all over her breasts before pulling the strap-on out from my asshole. 

“Let’s  go  back  to  your  house.  Let’s  get  back  together,”  she  said, fingering  a  bit  of  cum  off  of  her  chest  and  bringing  it  to  her  tongue.  Her cheeks were dark red. She looked happier than ever before. 

I leaned forward and kissed her on the lips. “Not a chance,” I said. Then I stood up and pulled my tights back up, over my panties. “Have a nice life, Holland.” I smiled and waved and got one last look at her face as it turned bone  white,  her  eyes  shimmering  with  tears.  The  real  revenge  wasn’t  the video or breaking up her relationship with Armando. The real revenge was the look on her face now as she realized she would never have exactly what she wanted—what she had for five years. And after I left that house, I never thought about her or Armando again, not even when I got myself dolled up in the morning, and not even when I put on her old lingerie before having dates over at my house. 

THE END

GIMME SOME SUGAR

For years, Mickey has endured a friendship with Aro: a rich young man, used  to  getting  everything  he  wants.  As  thanks  for  putting  up  with  their difficult son, Aro’s parents have paid for Mickey to go on vacations, bought him brand new video game consoles, and now they’re even going to pay for his  college…  That  is  until  Mickey  makes  the  mistake  of  calling  Aro  a spoiled brat during a spat. Now Aro wants nothing to do with Mickey, even going to lengths to make sure Mickey is cut off from Aro’s rich parents. 

Mickey was relying on that relationship for college. Without Aro, he is destined for a life of flipping burgers. But he has one other option: getting involved with Aro’s sister, Skylynn. She’s offbeat, bubbly, adventurous, and very promiscuous: the perfect girl if it wasn’t for the fact she was a boy just a few years before. 

CHAPTER I

Platinum  blonde  bob,  big,  fake  eyelashes,  always  wearing  thigh-high stockings  and  short  dresses  and  skirts:  Aro’s  sister,  Skylynn,  was  an interesting  character.  She  was  in  the  grade  below  me,  always  sticking  out from the hallway crowds in her bright white outfits, with her almost-white hair. She would twist while she walked, maybe just to make her skirt dance around her. It almost seemed as though she always had some candy sucker in her mouth, between her red lips—and those lips were always red. 

She really was a character, in every sense of the word. I suspected she modelled herself after an actual character, maybe from some anime cartoon that I didn’t know about. Her outfit didn’t vary much, but when it did, the variations didn’t go unnoticed. One December morning, she came to school in  a  pair  of  thigh-high  black  boots  instead  of  her  normal  white  stockings and  white  heels  combination.  The  boots  were  heeled,  with  tall  platforms, making her a few inches taller than normal—but still shorter than most of her peers. 

One  spring  afternoon  I  saw  her  outside  of  the  school  during  lunch, eating alone but looking far from lonely. She was sitting up on the retaining wall built to hold up the parking lot. Her legs were dangling over the ledge and she was kicking them playfully, the way a toddler would kick her legs. 

She had big sunglasses—comically big, as if she was making her debut on the Real Housewives of Saskatoon or something. 

I never saw her with friends. She was always by herself, always sitting alone  during  lunch  and  walking  home  alone  after  school.  But  she  didn’t seem to mind the isolation. She certainly wasn’t friendless because she was shy.  She  was  anything  but  shy.  She  was  always  teasing  boys,  always giggling and winking and flirting, making my friends red in the face. It was a  few  days  before  the  summer  break  when  she  looked  at  me  with  that sucker in her mouth and she winked, making my heart stutter, even though I’d  never  thought  of  her  in  any  romantic  capacity  before.  She  seemed  to know what made guys tick, and what made them squirm. 

Her  brother,  Aro,  was  my  friend.  Was  he  a  good  friend?  Not particularly.  Did  I  want  to  be  his  friend?  Not  particularly.  Was  his  family incredibly rich? Definitely. 

Aro,  like  his  sister,  was  short  and  thin,  with  platinum  blonde—almost white—scruffy hair. He was a bit weird, always laughing at comments that weren’t jokes, always jittering as if he’d just finished his ninth coffee of the morning.  His  mom  and  dad  were  the  president  and  vice-president—

respectively—of a massive oil and gas company. They lived in the biggest house  in  the  entire  city,  but  you  wouldn’t  know  it  existed  because  it  was surrounded by acres of trees. Before I met Aro, I assumed that plot of land was  a  city  park.  It  wasn’t  until  I  was  invited  to  his  ninth  birthday  that  I realized it was private property—which explained the iron gate around the thirty inner-city acres. The house was four stories tall, nestled within a tall, private  forest.  They  had  a  heated  swimming  pool,  which  remained  heated through  the  winter  months.  They  had  a  gigantic  jungle  gym:  four  levels with three ball pits and a dozen different slides. They had a bouncy castle that  was  always  running,  always  inflated,  always  ready  to  be  bounced  in, even though the kids were now on the verge of graduating high school. 

Aro was a good friend to have, especially later into our schooling years. 

His parents let him drink, and they let him throw parties every few weeks while they retreated to their little three-story guest home on the far side of their  property.  His  parents  even  paid  for  the  liquor,  apparently  not  caring that the people drinking the liquor would be underage. 

Skylynn was always present at the parties, even though she was younger than all of Aro’s friends. She would just sit and watch with a smile on her face  as  guys  got  drunk  and  partied  and  splashed  around  in  her  pool. 

Sometimes guys would try hitting on her. She was cute, after all. Aro hated it, so of course there were guys who would hit on her just to get under Aro’s skin. I never dared to go near her, knowing how protective he was. I didn’t want  to  lose  Aro  as  a  friend,  because  being  friends  with  Aro  came  with other perks. 

His parents brought others and me on vacation with them. In the tenth grade,  they  took  me  to  an  expensive  resort  in  Columbia.  Brad  Pitt  was there. In the eleventh grade, I got to go to four different European countries. 

For Christmas, Aro got the new PlayStation, even though it wasn’t out in stores yet. To make sure Aro had friends to play with, I also got the new

PlayStation.  Aro  would  show  up  to  school  with  a  stack  of  video  games, handing them out to his friends so he would have partners to play with. And that wasn’t all: Aro’s parents would often talk to me about paying for my college—something my own parents weren’t prepared to do. “We want to make sure Aro’s friends are well educated,” they said. “It’s important.” 

I failed an important test once. My parents were mad at me, because I needed that grade for my college application. Then, the next week, I got a call from my teacher. My grade had been changed; the test result had been dropped. When I saw Aro’s parents the next weekend, they both winked at me, as if to let me know they pulled some strings. 

So that’s why I put up with Aro’s strange personality. That’s why I put up  with  his  seemingly  random  temper  tantrums  that  should  have  ended around the age of four. That’s why I went to his house after school every now and then, just to watch him paint his figurines while being told, “Don’t touch  anything,  Mickey.  Just  watch.”  He  was  a  bit  of  a  spoiled  brat,  but with a bit of endurance, I got to be a spoiled brat too. 

It  seemed  like  a  great  deal,  but  it  all  came  crashing  down  one  March afternoon. “You coming over after school?” Aro asked me during our final period class. 

I shook my head. “I think I’m going to head home,” I said. 

“What’s at home?” 

“I’m just tired,” I said. “Didn’t sleep much, studying for that test. I think I’m just going to take it easy—maybe play some League of Legends.” 

“Why don’t you come over and play?” he said. In his room he had four computers  in  a  line,  all  loaded  with  the  most  popular  games,  all  with expensive  headsets  and  special  gaming  keyboards  and  mice  and  giant monitors, so he could have the occasional gaming party. 

But I lived on the other end of town. I didn’t want to have to take the bus home afterwards, and I didn’t want to feel guilty when his parents had their driver take me home. So I politely said, “I think I’ll pass today.” 

And Aro’s eyes narrowed. “What’s the matter? If you’re just going to be playing League anyway, why not come over?” 

I  shrugged  my  shoulders.  “I  just  don’t  want  to  today.  What’s  the  big deal?” 

“You  have  a  problem  with  me?”  He  seemed  to  be  on  edge—more  so than usual. I forced a smile and shook my head. 

“I just want to go home, man. That’s it.” 

“Just  say  it.  You  don’t  want  to  hang  out  with  me.  You’re  just  a  fair weather friend.” 

I bit down on my tongue. The comment was rude. Maybe I was a fair weather friend, but I put up with a lot of his nonsense on a regular basis. I’d lost count of the number of times I sat in his room and watched him paint his  expensive  miniatures.  I’d  lost  count  of  the  number  of  times  I’d  lost competitive League of Legends games because he had a stupid strategy and I had to pretend like it was a good idea. 

“Just admit it, Mickey. You’re only using me to get closer to my sister.” 

The  comment  took  me  by  surprise,  making  my  skin  crawl.  His  sister?  I never even thought about his sister. She was cute, but she wasn’t my type. 

She was far too quirky for me. I’d never been able to understand how her mind worked, and I always assumed she was just like her brother: spoiled and difficult to handle. 

“Quit  being  a  spoiled  brat,”  I  said.  And  as  soon  as  the  words  left  my mouth,  I  regretted  them.  I  watched  as  his  face  turned  white  and  his  eyes became wide. I knew he hated that word: ‘brat’. I knew how that word was able  to  crawl  under  his  skin.  There  were  others  before  me  who  made  the mistake of using the word, and now those men were no longer in Aro’s life. 

“What did you just say?” he asked softly. 

“I just think you’re overreacting. I’m just tired. I want to go home for the evening. It’s not that big of a deal.” 

“I  said:  what  did  you  say  to  me?”  His  lips  were  pressed  thin  and  his tongue was shifting from cheek to cheek. 

“I  called  you  a  brat.  Whatever,  man.  It’s  not  a  big  deal.  You’re  just being a bit of a spaz.” 

He shook his head. “Forget it,” he said, and then he turned and walked away. 

“Aro. C’mon, man,” I said. But he didn’t turn back to look at me. And the next day, he still wouldn’t look at me. I tried talking to him, but he just

walked away. I figured it was just one of his extended tantrums, but this one didn’t  end.  For  the  next  week,  nothing  changed.  He  stopped  inviting  me over. Two weeks later, it was the same issue. He started hanging out with different people. If I tried to get close to him, he would look at me with his narrowed  eyes.  I  tried  messaging  him  on  Facebook—and  that’s  when  I discovered  that  I’d  been  blocked,  not  just  on  Facebook  but  also  on Instagram, SnapChat, and even on our messaging client. I tried to reach out to  him  on  League  of  Legends,  but  he’d  even  deleted  me  there.  Our friendship  was  over.  My  free  ride  was  done.  Now,  a  few  months  before graduation,  I  had  no  rich  oil  and  gas  moguls  to  pay  for  my  college,  or  to pull strings to ensure that I got into the best possible school. 

I’d made a massive mistake. I should have never called him a spoiled brat. 

CHAPTER II

I  was  panicking.  I  could  hardly  sleep.  I  had  no  much  invested  in  my friendship  with  Aro,  and  now  that  was  all  crumbling,  just  weeks  before  I needed it the most. What was I going to do? How was I going to pay for college?  I’d  been  tentatively  accepted  to  one  of  the  best  schools  in  the country—and one of the most expensive. It wasn’t an issue before. I had a way to pay for it before. Now, I had nothing. Now, it was looking like I was going to have to call the school and pull myself out. The early acceptance I got  probably  would  have  been  revoked  once  the  school  got  in  touch  with Aro’s  parents  anyway—once  they  stopped  inflating  my  grades  with  their powerful connections. 

My  mom  asked  me,  “What’s  wrong  with  you?  Why  have  you  been acting so funny lately?” 

I forced a smile and shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said. But I felt like I was about to drop dead. I could feel my blood pressure rising steadily, reaching danger zones. I couldn’t handle the stress. I couldn’t handle the uncertainty. Was it time to start looking into trade schools? For years I’d assumed I would get a top-notch degree with an amazing university: something to take me through law school. Now, I was wondering how I would pay for a year at the technical institute, so I could learn how to be a plumber. 

I  tossed  and  turned  and  groaned  and  I’ll  admit:  I  even  cried.  I  kept trying to reach out to Aro. I finally got close to him three weeks after our friendship  split.  “We  should  talk,”  I  said.  Then  he  pointed  to  the  nearest door and yelled, “Get away from me, you faker!” 

My  heart  swirled  into  my  stomach.  His  new  friends  stared  at  me, looking afraid and hopeful. So I just turned around and accepted my fate. I was doomed. My free ride truly was over, and now I had to face the reality of life. It was time to start accepting a reality that was within my means: the reality of debt and hard work and longs days without much sleep. I would never  live  on  the  nice  side  of  town.  I  would  be  lucky  to  one  day  have  a

condo on the poor end of town, where I now lived with my poor parents, with three locks on every door because crime was always on the rise. 

I  was  slumped  over  my  desk  one  afternoon,  unable  to  listen  to  my teacher.  She  was  droning  on  about  something  to  do  with  history,  but  it didn’t matter what she was saying because history wasn’t a prerequisite for any trade program. I was going through the options in my head: carpentry, plumbing,  welding,  or  solar  panel  installation.  The  brochure  for  the  solar panel  program  suggested  it  was  going  to  be  a  big  industry  soon—but  it wasn’t one yet. Was it worth the risk, or was it better to be safe and go into carpentry?  I’d  nearly  failed  shop  class  the  year  before—mostly  because  I just joked around the whole time, thinking it was a waste of time because I was obviously going to be going to college and not trade school. 

Now, I imagined myself pushing a piece of wood through a band saw. I imagined my fingers getting stuck in the blade, flying off in every direction while I screamed and sprayed blood all over my co-workers. I should have paid attention in that class. 

Then I looked up and saw Skylynn staring at me. She had a smirk on her face. She winked and then she looked away. And then my heart skipped a beat. 

It  wasn’t  an  unusual  gesture.  Skylynn  was  always  acting  flirty  and offbeat  with  everyone.  But  now  I  couldn’t  help  but  wonder  if  I  could  use her.  Maybe  my  free  ride  wasn’t  lost  just  yet.  Maybe  I  could  convince Skylynn to take me into her home and into her parents’ financial safety net. 

Maybe I could be her boyfriend for a few years, until school was paid off and I had my law degree in my back pocket. 

The bell rang. I watched her as she sprang up from her seat, her little skirt bouncing and exposing her pale thighs. She was the only student in the school allowed to wear skirts that were shorter than knee-length—probably because the faculty was afraid of her parents. 

I  followed  her  out  of  the  classroom  from  a  distance.  I  watched  her  as she skipped down the hall, minding her own business, occasionally turning her head to smile at random boys. Then I watched as the faces of the boys turned red, their shoulders tensing up to their ears. I heard her giggle, as if she  enjoyed  making  faces  turn  red.  She  seemed  to  like  being  a  flirtatious oddity. 

She retrieved her childish lunchbox from her locker and then she went outside, to sit on the retaining wall over the parking lot, dangling her feet in the air as she enjoyed her alone time. My heart was buzzing as I watched her from behind, trying to think of how I could weasel myself into her life and into her parents’ bank account. I took a deep breath and started towards her. As I got close, I heard that she was humming a tune. 

“Hey, Skylynn,” I said. 

She turned and looked at me with a smile, peering over the top of her big sunglasses. She said nothing back, as if she was waiting for me to get to the point. 

“How are you doing today?” I asked, forcing an awkward smile. 

She nodded her head. “I heard what you said to my brother,” she said. 

I  bit  down  on  my  tongue,  quickly  realizing  I  probably  had  lost  my chance of being a friend of her family. I nodded my head and shrugged my shoulders. “Right. I—uh—it kind of just came out.” 

She  giggled.  “It’s  true.  He  acts  like  a  brat,”  she  said.  “I’m  glad  you finally told him. I think he really believed it, coming from you.” She turned back around and continued to kick her legs, as if our conversation was over. 

So I stepped forward and took a seat next to her, looking down at the parking lot, which now seemed very far down: far enough that the fall could mean broken legs. “I didn’t mean to offend him. I was just tired.” 

She looked over at me. “So did you mean it or not?” she asked. 

I  shrugged  my  shoulders.  I  thought  about  lying,  hoping  the  message would get back to Aro, but I knew that the truth was obvious on my face—

even  to  a  girl  who  was  steeped  in  a  fantasy  world  where  she  was  free  of consequences and suffering of any kind. “I guess I meant it,” I said. 

Her lips curled into a big smile. “Good,” she said. “I like your honesty. 

He’s a brat.” 

I  nodded  my  head.  Maybe  they  weren’t  as  close  as  I  thought.  Maybe ragging on Aro was my way into Skylynn’s heart. “So, Skylynn—what kind of things are you into?” 

“Call  me  Sky,”  she  said.  “I  like  lots  of  things.  I  really  like  people watching. Do you ever watch people?” 

I shrugged my shoulders. “As much as anyone else, I guess.” 

“The  trick  is  to  really  watch  them—stare  at  them,  and  don’t  worry  if they  stare  back.  It’s  fun.  The  game  is  to  try  and  figure  out  what  they’re thinking. Here—look at this guy.” A man came out from the school, holding his backpack at his side. His gaze was glued to his feet and he seemed to be walking slowly. “What do you think he’s thinking?” 

“I don’t know. Maybe he just failed a test he needed to pass to get into college.” 

Sky  shook  her  head.  “No,  no.  You  can  tell  that  he’s  thinking  about  a girl. He’s too afraid to ask her out to prom, and maybe someone else beat him to it, even though he’s been telling himself for weeks that he’s finally going to man up.” 

I laughed. “I can see that,” I said. 

“Now he’s going to call his cousin and ask her to be his date—but he’s going  to  ask  her  to  pretend  like  she’s  not  his  cousin,  but  just  a  girl  from another school.” 

“How  can  you  tell  that?”  I  asked,  watching  as  the  guy  pulled  out  his phone. 

“I can’t,” she said. “But it’s fun creating little stories. You create one.” 

I  looked  at  the  guy  and  thought  for  a  moment.  He  looked  nervous, pacing  back  and  forth  now  as  he  waited  for  the  person  he  was  calling  to pick up. He scratched at the back of his neck and kicked a random rock on the ground. “Maybe he’s calling some gangster guy that he knows, to have the other guy beaten up—the guy that asked his crush out on a date. He’s been saving up his lunch money for months. He was going to spend it on the girl, but now he’s going to spend it on some muscle.” 

Sky giggled. “That’s good. I can see that,” she said, now looking at me again. 

“So who are you going to prom with?” I asked. 

She bit her lip. “My prom isn’t until next year,” she said. 

“Right. Of course,” I said. 

“Why?  Do  you  want  me  to  go  to  your  prom  with  you?”  she  asked, smirking. My heart fluttered. I’d known Sky for years, but I’d never talked

to her before. If people saw us together, I knew Aro would be livid. Other people would think that I was a weirdo, going out with the chick who likes to  dress  up  like  strange  characters.  But  how  else  would  I  get  into  her family’s money? What other option did I have? 

“Would you go to prom with me?” I asked, clenching my teeth together in a desperate attempt to keep a smile on my face. 

“Why don’t we hang out first? Come over to my place after school—

and see if you really even like me.” She giggled, but the comment sat funny in my stomach. What was she inviting me over for? Was she suggesting we have sex before committing to prom? I’d never had sex before—I’d never even kissed a girl before. Was I willing to let Sky be my first, just so I could have a chance at getting into her parents’ money? Did I really want Sky to be my sugar momma? “Okay. I’ll meet you here after school,” I said. 

She  smiled  and  went  back  to  her  lunch,  kicking  her  legs  playfully, bouncing them off the cement barricade. 

CHAPTER III

She was sitting in the same spot when I stepped out from the school. I walked around and sat down next to her and asked, “Ready to go?” I looked around for the car. Aro was always being picked up by one of his parents’

drivers.  I’d  always  assumed  Skylynn  had  her  own  driver,  but  now,  there were no shiny black cars in sight. 

She  hopped  up  to  her  feet,  precariously  on  the  edge  of  that  barricade. 

“Let’s go.” I got up and followed her as she skipped and swayed, letting her skirt dance around her. She seemed to like being animated, making heads turn, making people wonder if she was completely sane. I have to admit: I felt a bit embarrassed walking with her, knowing people were staring at us, knowing my classmates were wondering what I was doing with her. 

But I couldn’t let her think that I was just using her. I didn’t want to end up in the same place I ended up with Aro, being called a fair weather friend and being dumped in a fickle instant. So I reached down and I grabbed her hand, slipping my fingers between hers. She looked down at my hand and then up at me. “You worried I’m going to fall or something?” she asked. 

I  could  feel  the  blood  rushing  into  my  cheeks.  “I’m  just  holding  your hand,” I said. 

“Why?  Do  you  love  me?”  she  asked  with  a  teasing  voice.  Now  the blood was really rushing into my face. 

“Can’t a guy just hold a girl’s hand?” I asked, letting a nervous laugh slip.  She  squeezed  my  hand  tight  and  began  to  sway  it  back  and  forth.  I could feel my body tensing. “Where are we going?” I asked. 

We stopped walking suddenly. “Here,” she said. It was a moment before I realized we were standing at a bus stop. The bus came a minute later, and we got on. She flashed her bus pass, I had to pay the fare: only a couple of bucks. Then she sat down, acting as if it wasn’t strange. She had access to personal drivers and all the money in the world, but there she was, sitting on the bus with her bus pass. Aro didn’t have a bus pass. Aro wouldn’t have been caught dead riding the bus. 

“Are we going somewhere?” I asked. 

“Home,” she said, looking at me strangely. 

I’d always assumed Skylynn was just as rotten as her brother. Maybe I was  wrong.  Maybe  she  was  grounded,  somehow.  Maybe  she  grew  up watching her brat of a brother and decided to go in the other direction. It was a twenty-minute bus ride. We were dropped off a few blocks from the gate of her property. This time she grabbed my hand. She swayed it back and forth while we walked. Then we reached her gate and she looked up at me with a smile. “So how much do you know about me?” she asked. 

“I don’t know. I guess I don’t know a lot,” I said. 

“Do you know anything?” she asked. 

I had to think about it. I really knew nothing about her, aside from the fact that she was Aro’s brother. “I assume you’re into anime,” I said. 

She giggled and shook her head. “No. Why would you assume that?” 

“You look like an anime character,” I said. 

“I don’t know anything about anime. Don’t you like my fashion sense?” 

I  bit  down  on  my  tongue,  feeling  more  embarrassed  than  ever.  “You look cute.” 

“Awe. That’s sweet.” She did a little twirl, making her skirt lift up into the  air,  showing  off  her  firm,  perky  ass  for  a  brief  moment.  I  tried  not  to look,  not  wanting  her  to  think  that  I  was  some  sort  of  creep—but  it  was hard not to look. 

We walked down the long pathway to her house: a pathway I’d walked many times before with Aro. We went into one of the side entrances of the house,  down  a  hallway  I  didn’t  know  about,  and  into  Sky’s  room,  which wasn’t  where  I  thought  it  was.  Her  room  was  large  and  pink,  but  mostly empty,  unlike  her  brother’s  room.  Aro  had  computers  in  his  room,  and  a large theatre screen for watching movies, with two couches across from it. 

In the back corner of his room was another television screen, so he could have friends over to play multiple games at once. And then, of course, there was  his  table  of  miniatures,  with  shelves  of  paints  and  glues.  But  Sky’s room looked like a normal girl’s room: she had a bed, a big dresser, a closet, 

and that was it, except for the camera that sat idle on a tripod in the corner. 

Maybe she was into photography…

She  jumped  onto  her  bed  and  let  her  body  bounce  while  she  giggled. 

Then she looked at me and said, “Aren’t you going to ravage me?” 

My heart skipped a beat. “R—Ravage you?” I asked. 

She nodded her head. “Spread my legs and take me,” she said, lifting up her skirt to show me the white of her panties. 

Now there was a lump filling my throat. I was terrified. I’d never been with a woman. I’d only held one girl’s hand before hers. I nodded my head slowly. “Um,” I said as I thought. Then she started laughing. 

“I’m screwing with you, Mickey,” she said. “Get a grip.” She sat up and bounced  her  legs  against  the  side  of  her  mattress.  “What  do  you  want  to do?” 

“I don’t know,” I said. “What do you normally do?” I was still trying to fight away the redness that was filling my face. 

She had a big smirk on her face. “I do lots of things. So you never told me what you know about me.” She was staring into my eyes now. 

I  shook  my  head.  “Like  I  said—I  don’t  really  know  much  about  you. 

Aro never talked about you. He always just told us to stay away from you or he would beat us up.” I laughed. 

“Is  that  why  you  stayed  away  from  me  for  so  long?”  She  was  still staring into my eyes, making my heart tremble. 

I didn’t want to lie to her, but I didn’t want to tell her that I thought she was weird—though I had a feeling she wouldn’t find the term ‘weird’ at all offensive. In fact, I had a feeling she was going to be hard to offend, unlike her brother. She seemed to think everything was funny. 

“Do you like me, Mickey? Or do you just like my family’s money. And be honest.” She leaned closer, still smirking. 

I nodded my head and laughed nervously. “I like you. I mean—I don’t really know you, but I’ve always had a thing for you.” My heart stuttered and I bit down on my tongue painfully. 

“And Aro never told you about me?” she said. 

I shook my head. “What about you?” 

“That I used to be his brother.” Now her smirk was bigger than ever: a hilarious joke. She was waiting for me to crack, so I cracked. I laughed and shook my head. 

“You’ve got a good sense of humour.” 

“Who said I’m joking?” she said. 

Now my skin was tingling. The back of my neck was ice cold as I stood in the middle of her big, empty room. “What do you mean?” I said. 

“I used to be a boy. That doesn’t bug you, does it? My parents are cool with it—they’ve always been cool with it. They even pick up my hormone pills from the pharmacy for me.” 

I nodded my head slowly. She was so offbeat that it was hard to know if she  was  messing  with  me.  She  didn’t  look  like  a  boy.  In  the  years  she’d been  going  to  my  school,  there  had  never  been  any  rumours.  So  surely  it was  a  joke.  Surely  she  was  trying  to  get  me  to  feel  nervous;  she  was successful. 

“You’re cute,” I said, letting out another nervous laugh. 

“Want me to prove it?” she said. 

I laughed with no comment. 

Then  she  lifted  up  her  skirt,  showing  me  her  panties.  She  slipped  her fragile fingers underneath the thin cotton, and then she tugged her panties aside,  revealing  a  smooth,  flaccid  cock.  I  stared  at  it  for  a  long  moment, trying to decide if it was real or a prank. It wouldn’t put it past her to buy some  realistic  penis  online.  But  when  could  she  have  slipped  it  into  her panties?  She’d  only  been  away  from  me  for  a  couple  of  hours  at  school between me asking her out to prom and this moment in her bedroom. 

She  grabbed  it  and  pulled  back  her  foreskin,  proving  that  it  was  real. 

Then she put it back into her panties and dropped her skirt. “You don’t care, do you?” she said. 

I  was  speechless,  suddenly  understanding  of  why  Aro  didn’t  want anyone going near his sister. He didn’t want them to find out that she was trans. He didn’t want to be known as the guy with a trans sister. He wasn’t protecting  her  from  creeps—he  was  protecting  himself  from embarrassment. 

“What?” I said, trying to let the thoughts settle in my mind. 

“You  don’t  care  about  the  dick—do  you?  I’ll  understand  if  it’s  a  deal breaker. I probably wouldn’t date a guy with a pussy—nothing personal if that’s what you’ve got.” 

“It’s not,” I said. 

She smiled, nodding her head. Now I was trying to figure out a polite way  to  leave,  without  offending  her.  How  could  I  get  out  of  this  horrible situation, before her secret spread around the school and I became known as the guy who was going to prom with a tranny? 

I opened my mouth to tell her I’d forgotten about some made up plan, but then she spoke. “My parents would be so happy if they found out I had a boyfriend.” 

Was  she  bribing  me,  or  was  that  just  a  random  comment?  Her  words festered  in  my  head.  Money  signs  flashed  in  my  eyes.  My  college  dream suddenly came back into the picture. Maybe no one would ever find out that she was trans. She kept it a secret for this long—and there were only a few months left before graduation. Even if I could use her parents to get into a good  school  and  pay  for  my  first  year—maybe  I  could  figure  the  rest  out with loans and a part-time job. 

So I forced a smile. “It’s really not a big deal,” I said. 

She bit her bottom lip. “Great,” she said. “Want to float in the pool with me?” 

I  didn’t  have  a  pair  of  swim  shorts,  but  she  went  to  get  a  pair  of  her brother’s for me. Thankfully he was out at the movies with his new friends, so I didn’t have to worry about him screaming at me to take off his shorts. 

We went down to the pool. She pulled a large two-person floatie out from the pool shed, and then we spent the afternoon floating on the large pool. 

She  reached  over  and  grabbed  my  hand,  slipping  her  fingers  through mine.  But  now  that  I  knew  those  fingers  were  biologically  male,  my stomach  didn’t  sit  right;  it  churned  and  gargled  while  my  heart  fluttered awkwardly. But I did my best to keep a smile on my face, and I did my best not to look down at her bikini bottoms, where she had her cock tucked back and  her  ball  sack  pushed  into  her  body—it  was  the  only  way  that  her package wasn’t spilling out from her tight bottoms. 

She  asked  me  about  college  and  I  asked  her  about  college.  We  talked about our goals and then we talked about the kinds of things we got up to as kids. She talked a lot about playing in the woods, and I couldn’t help but imagine the little boy version of herself, running in the forest. That boy was grown  up  now  and  I  was  holding  his  hand,  struggling  to  make  him  think that I was romantically interested in him. It had only been an hour and I was struggling. How was I going to keep this up for years? 

Her father came home from work. He walked through the courtyard and looked over at us on the floatie. “Hi dad!” Sky yelled. 

“Hi sweetie,” he called back. He took an extra moment to look at me, realizing  who  I  was  and  what  I  was  doing  with  my  hand  in  her  hand.  I caught  him  smiling  before  he  went  into  the  house,  and  then  those  money symbols started flashing again in my mind. Maybe I could keep this up for a few  years.  Maybe  I  could  keep  holding  that  hand  and  entertaining  her offbeat conversations. 

But  what  would  I  do  when  she  wanted  to  take  things  further?  What would  I  do  when  she  wanted  that  first  kiss?  What  would  I  do  when  she wanted to fool around in the bedroom? I had a lot to figure out, and a lot to endure to do if I was going to get my free ride through a good university. 

CHAPTER IV

I only had one class with Sky: third period, three times per week. So I didn’t  see  her  until  the  end  of  the  day  the  next  day.  Admittedly,  I’d  put some effort into avoiding her in the hallways and during lunch. I even tried to slip out of the school before she got to her usual spot up on the cement barricade. But she was there when I emerged, so I had to engage. 

I smiled and waved, and then she asked me if I wanted to hang out. I remembered the sight of her penis, firmly tucked in her panties. But I also remembered  that  college  was  only  a  possibility  through  her—unless  I wanted  to  spend  half  a  decade  saving  up  money  while  flipping  burgers, missing out on every decent party while living in my parents’ basement in an attempt to save a few bucks every month. 

“Let’s do it,” I said. 

It  was  hard  to  believe  that  my  true  motives  weren’t  obvious.  She  was smarter than her brother. She was more down to earth than her brother. It was even hard to believe that she came from the same parents. She grabbed my hand while we walked towards the mall, and I let her slip her fingers between mine, still with the image of that penis on my mind. 

I tried to push that image out when that familiar question began to nag in my mind: what would I do once she wanted to get intimate? How long would it be before that desire for intimacy came up? Could I at least make it until the end of the summer, once I was settled in a good university? Maybe I could apply to a university on the other side of the country. Maybe I could get far away from Sky, so the risk of intimacy would never be an issue. 

Though  I  knew  her  parents  had  a  private  jet.  I’m  sure  they  would happily  ship  Sky  off  every  week  to  see  her  boyfriend.  And  if  she  was visiting,  that  meant  sleeping  in  the  same  bed  with  nowhere  to  run.  My stomach tossed and turned, and then I realized we were at the mall. 

She wanted to try on clothes. I stood holding her purse, watching as she emerged and disappeared into changing rooms. She had a seriously strange fashion  sense,  picking  the  most  peculiar  outfits  off  of  racks.  She  found  a bright yellow raincoat; it seemed normal enough, until she referred to it as a

‘dress’.  She  took  it  into  a  changing  room  and  then  she  came  out  wearing nothing but the raincoat. It didn’t even cover her entire bum, but she loved it. “Do you think it’s too small?” she asked. 

“I think it could be a bit longer,” I said, trying not to look at her smooth thighs,  which  were  nice—but  I  knew  that  they  were  male.  Sure,  she  was taking hormone pills, which made her skin softer and her body hair thinner (before  she  shaved  it  away).  The  pills  gave  her  breasts  and  a  convincing voice. But those legs were still the same legs she had when she was a boy. 

Those pills weren’t doing anything to those legs. So was it gay to admire her legs? Her face was feminine—it didn’t seem gay to admire her face—or her hair, which was long and soft and styled nicely. Her chest literally had breasts,  and  surely  no  one  would  consider  admiring  any  pair  of  breasts

‘gay’… But what about her legs? 

She bought the raincoat, and then she bought a few more outfits. It was getting  late  and  we  were  on  our  way  out  of  the  mall.  I  thought  it  was  all over,  and  then  she  tugged  my  hand  towards  the  lingerie  store.  “Pick something out for me,” she said with a big grin. She pulled me beyond the silk  pyjamas  and  the  sports  bras,  into  the  intimate  area,  filled  with  lacy garments and tight sex apparel. My heart stuttered and clenched. I forced an awkward smile and said, “I don’t really know what I’m looking at.” 

She laughed. “What do you mean? You’ve never seen lingerie before?” 

I shrugged my shoulders. “I mean—it’s all just fabric in a pile.” 

“Well  duh.  I  have  to  try  it  on  first.”  She  picked  up  a  few  options  and then she skipped over to the changing room. “Come on,” she said with her bubbly smile. 

So I stood by the curtain and listened as her clothes hit the floor. Putting on the lingerie took time. I stood silently and awkwardly for what felt like an  hour  before  she  finally  pulled  back  the  curtain.  I  turned  to  her  slowly, expecting  the  worst,  expecting  to  see  a  manly  body  stuffed  into  feminine lingerie. But that wasn’t the case. 

My face became hot. I stared at her curvy figure, now clad in tight lace, with black lines running over her bare hips and around her smooth thighs. 

Now I couldn’t look away from her thighs. When she did a little spin, my heart throbbed at the sight of her bum. My head was filled with confusion. 

My throat swelled, leaving me speechless. How could she be so hot? She

looked like she belonged on the cover of Playboy magazine—but it didn’t seem possible. She was still a biological boy, was she not? 

“Well? Do you like it?” she asked. 

I nodded like a hungry dog. 

She tried on three more tight outfits, all of which made my skin tingle. 

After the second one, I was already trying to hide my erection. In her third outfit,  she  jokingly  bent  over  and  said,  “Don’t  you  just  want  to  take  me right now?” She giggled—but a part of me did want to grab her and bury my  face  between  her  perky  butt  cheeks.  I  wanted  to  stick  my  tongue  into her tight asshole and then fuck her senselessly with my rock-hard cock. 

And then I forced myself to look between her legs where that bulge was hardly hiding. I had to remind myself that I just wanted her family’s money and power. I didn’t actually want to sleep with a tranny. I couldn’t live with myself knowing I’d slept with a tranny. Or could I? 

We took the haul back to her house. When we were in her bedroom, my heart swirled, being pulled in two directions. A part of me wanted her to put the new lingerie on. I wanted her to force herself on me, so I could have no choice but to sleep with her. Another part of me wanted to run before the idea of putting the lingerie on even crossed her mind. I needed to get home to  splash  some  cold  water  on  my  face.  I  needed  to  clear  my  head  and remind  myself  that  I  was  straight—under  all  circumstances.  If  Aro  found out I slept with his sister, he would surely tell the whole school her secret, just to ruin my life. It was bad enough already. I was already losing sleep, worried Aro would find out I was seeing his sister behind his back. Maybe that was already enough for him to blab to the school, to ruin my reputation along with his sister’s reputation. 

She  didn’t  put  the  lingerie  on,  but  she  teased  me.  I  sat  down  on  her beanbag  chair,  and  then  she  sat  on  my  lap,  nestling  her  bum  against  my crotch.  It  was  her  bare  bum  too—her  skirt  was  short,  hanging  over  my thighs. She leaned her back against my chest and said, “Don’t you ever just want to sit and do nothing? Activities are overrated.” I closed my eyes and focussed  as  hard  as  I  could  on  willing  away  the  excitement  between  my legs.  I  didn’t  want  her  to  feel  me  getting  an  erection.  I  didn’t  want  her getting the idea to make a move on me. I didn’t want anyone to know that I was attracted to a tranny—not even the tranny who was flirting with me. 

CHAPTER V

It was a few days later when Aro saw us together, sitting by the pool in the  courtyard.  He  stopped  and  stared  at  me  for  a  minute  with  narrowing eyes.  Then  he  pointed  at  me  and  yelled,  “What  the  hell  are  you  doing here?” 

“Calm down, Aro,” Sky called back. 

“Don’t tell me to calm down. Did I not tell you about him?” 

“Mind  your  own  business,”  Sky  said,  without  sitting  up  from  her comfortably reclined position. 

Aro stood in silence for a moment before storming off. I didn’t see him again  that  afternoon,  but  he  remained  in  my  thoughts.  I  found  myself  on Facebook,  refreshing  my  newsfeed  constantly,  worried  he  was  about  to make a new public post: ‘My sister is actually a boy and she’s sleeping with Mickey!’  Sky  didn’t  seem  at  all  worried.  She  continued  lounging,  even reaching  over  casually  to  hold  my  hand.  I  was  nervous  taking  that  hand, nervous Aro would come back out and see our hands locked together. As far as he knew, I was just friends with his sister. I didn’t want him knowing that his sister thought we were something more. 

I saw Aro at school the next day. He glared at me with dark eyes, and he even shook his head slowly, as if to tell me that I’d broken a serious rule. 

Then I watched from across the room as his lips curled into a smile. He had a plan in his head and I knew I wasn’t the beneficiary. 

My stomach growled. I tried to act calm. I was good at talking my way out  of  awkward  situations.  If  he  started  gossiping,  I  could  easily  settle tensions. After all, I hadn’t slept with Sky. We hadn’t even kissed. And no one needed to know about the handholding. 

Sky jumped on my back when I was at my locker at the end of the day. 

She  wrapped  her  arms  around  my  neck  and  filled  my  nostrils  with  her amazing  perfume—a  perfume  that  was  probably  worth  more  than  every allowance I’d ever received, combined. I could feel the heads of my fellow students  turning  towards  us.  I  could  almost  hear  them  gossiping.  Our

relationship  was  quickly  becoming  a  public  affair,  with  just  a  couple  of months before that graduation finish line. 

“You  coming  over?”  she  asked  with  her  flirty  voice,  insinuating  sex, talking loud enough to make me blush. 

“Sure,” I said. 

She hopped off my back. “Sure? Don’t sound  too excited,” she said. 

I laughed, trying to pretend like I didn’t notice the faces still turned our way: my friends trying to figure out what was happening. 

She reached down and grabbed my hand. “Then let’s go,” she said with a big bubbly smile. Now it was a matter of time before the rumour spread through  the  school.  Soon,  everyone  would  know  that  we  were  an  item. 

Now, my fate was in Aro’s hands. Would he tell the school that Sky had a cock or would he keep his mouth shut? Did he hate me more than he loved his sister? 

We  went  to  the  bus—no  mall  strolling  or  park  wandering  or  people watching—we were heading straight to her house, even though it was a nice day. “What do you want to do?” I asked. 

She replied with a smile, making my nerves tingle. 

I laughed nervously. “Just want to hang out?” I asked, playing dumb. 

She giggled. “You’re cute,” she said. It seemed like no time at all before we were at her stop. And then we were suddenly walking up to her house, in  her  hallway,  standing  in  her  bedroom.  My  mind  was  twirling  in  fast circles. My stomach churned and groaned. I managed to force a smile while she skipped over to her closet. 

“You want to hang out at the pool?” I asked. 

“Aro  told  me  your  secret,”  she  said  with  a  big  grin  in  her  voice.  Her back was to me now as she dug through her closet. 

“My secret?” I asked. 

She nodded her head. “But don’t worry. It’s nothing we can’t fix.” 

“What’s my secret?” I asked. 

Then  she  suddenly  turned  to  me  holding  that  tight  black  lacy  jumper. 

“You’re a virgin,” she said. 

I felt the blood drain from my face. I laughed and opened my mouth to tell  her  that  it  was  a  lie,  but  no  words  came  out.  It  wasn’t  a  lie:  I  was  a virgin, but I didn’t want her knowing that. And I certainly didn’t want her

‘fixing’ it. I wanted to lose my virginity to a girl. Everyone says that you always  remember  your  first  time.  I  didn’t  want  to  spend  my  life remembering  a  cock  that  didn’t  belong  and  a  girl  I  didn’t  actually  have feelings for. 

She got changed in front of me, keeping her back to me, so I couldn’t see her cock or ball sack while she squeezed her body into the tight jumper. 

I got to see her tight ass and her long, perfect legs before she turned to me, now with her cock hidden away. My legs trembled. She was beautiful, but that didn’t make my situation any better. If anything, it made everything so much worse. I laughed again, not sure what else to do. 

“So first, we’re supposed to kiss,” she said, stepping towards me. I held my hands out to stop her. 

“Wait,”  I  said,  fighting  words  past  the  lump  in  my  throat.  “Isn’t  this moving kind of fast?” 

She shook her head. “You’ll never feel ready, Mickey. Let’s get it out of the  way—get  it  out  of  your  system.  You  know—not  to  make  you  feel embarrassed—I  could  tell  that  you  were  a  virgin.  It’s  really  obvious,  in  a cute way.” 

Now redness was filling my face. I bit down on my tongue. “I just don’t think I’m ready.” 

“Put  your  hands  on  me,”  she  said.  She  reached  out  for  my  wrists  and pulled my hands onto her sides. Her body was warm and soft. I let another nervous  laugh  slip  as  she  put  her  hands  on  me.  “Do  you  want  to  feel  my boobs?” she asked. 

I  bit  down  hard  on  my  tongue,  almost  drawing  blood.  “Maybe  we should wait until prom,” I said. 

“You’re silly,” she said. She took my hands and brought them up to her chest.  I’d  never  felt  breasts  before,  but  hers  felt  amazing.  They  were  soft and  squishy  and  she  moaned  gently  when  I  squeezed  them.  I  even  let  a moan slip in my tense nervousness. “Just relax,” she said. 

I  kept  thinking  about  her  family’s  money:  their  mansion,  their swimming pool, their private jet. I imagined the college campus, I imagined having  a  bank  account  without  red  numbers  everywhere.  All  I  had  to  do was entertain Skylynn. 

So I squeezed her tits and made her moan. Then she turned me around and pushed me onto her bed. She sat down on my lap and pressed her lips against  mine.  Her  tongue  penetrated  my  mouth.  Her  lips  were  plump  and soft—maybe from the hormones, maybe from an injection, or maybe that’s just  the  way  her  boy  lips  were.  I  tried  not  to  think  about  the  masculine possibility, but I couldn’t shake it from my mind. My hands were trembling now  as  I  felt  her  perky  nipples  against  my  palms.  Oh  God,  what  was  I doing? Why was I allowing this to happen? 

She reached down with both hands and managed to do away with my belt, unzipping my fly with a quick tug. She giggled as she reached into my pants and wrapped her fingers around my stiff cock. I hated that I was erect, and I hated that she was feeling my aroused member. Now she knew that I was attracted to her—she knew that I was weak. 

She  pulled  it  out  and  stroked  it  while  giggling.  She  couldn’t  stop giggling, as if my cock was hilarious. “What is it?” I asked. 

“I’m  bigger  than  you,”  she  said.  And  I  felt  my  face  turn  the  darkest shade of red—maybe the darkest shade it had ever been. I felt like I was on the  verge  of  fainting—not  entirely  sure  I  wasn’t  stuck  in  some  strange dreamlike  nightmare.  She  let  go  of  my  cock  for  a  short  moment—just enough time to spit into the palm of her hand before reaching back down to coat  the  length  of  my  shaft.  She  spread  her  spit  up  and  down  before reaching to pull her lingerie to the side, to expose her asshole. It was really about to happen: I was really about to lose my virginity, and I was doing nothing to stop it. 

Maybe I wanted to lose my virginity. Maybe I wanted to feel my cock inside of her asshole. But how could I live with myself? What would I do if Aro  found  out?  Would  I  have  to  beg  him  not  to  tell  anyone?  Would  he become furious and determined to ruin me at all costs? 

She stood my cock up and nestled my tip between her butt cheeks. She giggled  again  and  looked  into  my  eyes.  “Want  to  know  something?”  she asked. 

“What’s that?” I said. My voice cracked. I could hardly speak. 

“I’m  a  virgin  too,”  she  said  with  another  giggle.  Then  she  sat  down, penetrating  herself  with  my  cock.  She  gasped  and  her  eyes  widened,  and then she giggled once more. “Not anymore, I guess.” 

I couldn’t help but let a laugh of my own slip, though my stomach was still churning with a combination of terror and confusion. As she lowered herself  down,  I  felt  her  bulge  press  against  my  pelvis.  I  could  feel  the squishiness  of  her  cramped  ball  sack—or  maybe  it  was  her  folded  back cock. I tried to focus on another part of her body, grabbing her tits with my hands and feeling her perky nipples. But I even knew that her nipples were technically  male  nipples,  unless  she  had  some  sort  of  rich  person  nipple transplant—which seemed unlikely if it was even possible. 

She  sunk  down  until  her  bum  was  pressed  against  my  lap.  Then  she started to bounce. She didn’t start slow: she went straight into hopping like a bunny, giggling while she moved up and down, putting her hands on my shoulders  for  support.  But  the  giggling  was  slowly  turning  into  moaning. 

Her  legs  would  tense  up  and  tremble  and  then  she  would  continue bouncing. 

“Fuck, that feels good,” she said. She let out a soft whimper. Then she looked down and her cheeks turned red. I looked down to see what she was seeing,  and  it  wasn’t  hard  to  see:  she  had  an  erection  bulging  against  her tight lace bottoms. 

I looked away quickly, pretending like I noticed nothing. My plan was now to just pretend like I was fucking a girl. I would keep telling myself that she was a girl, and pray that in ten years, I would remember my first time as being with a girl. I kept squeezing her tits while she bounced up and down. 

“Oh  God,  it  feels  so  good,”  she  groaned,  speeding  up  her  bouncing, which hardly seemed possible. She planted her knees down next to me and started  twerking  her  ass  to  make  each  penetration  faster.  “Oh  God!”  she screamed, apparently not worried anyone in the house would hear. I closed my eyes and hoped Aro wasn’t home. 

Then I felt something warm and wet. I looked down and saw white goo oozing  out  the  sides  of  her  lingerie.  It  was  coming  down  onto  my  lap. 

Somehow I made her cum, without even touching her, without even seeing

her cock. She was unloading a big load, and now it was on me, making it very difficult to think of her as a fully biological woman. 

The  cum  should  have  been  a  turnoff,  but  instead  it  made  me  more aroused than ever. I found myself clenching her by the sides and thrusting up  into  her  tight  asshole.  My  cock  was  tingling  all  over:  bloating  and getting  ready  to  explode  inside  of  her  body.  I  clenched  and  groaned  and then I came inside of her, letting out my own little battle cry. She squirmed and moaned and then she stood up and tried to clench her hole shut so the cum wouldn’t spill out all over me and her bed. She reset her lingerie and then stumbled slightly. Her cheeks were red. 

“That was… amazing,” she said. 

I nodded in agreement. 

“I  guess  you  don’t  need  a  big  dick  to  be  a  great  fuck.”  She  giggled, leaving me curious to know how big she was. I’d seen her flaccid cock. It looked normal—maybe a bit bigger than normal—but now I was thinking that she was hiding a massive cock: something that could grow far beyond what I thought was possible. The thought of her cock was intimidating, but I kept telling myself that I would never see it. It would remain out of sight until our relationship was over. 

“Want to go to the pool?” she asked. 

“Sure,” I said. 

I had a pair of my own swim trunks in my bag, which I now brought to school with me every day, so I didn’t have to use Aro’s swim trunks. Aro came out while we were by the pool. He glared at me while I was holding his sister’s hand. My heart stumbled. The thought of being outed at school was still a very real terror in my mind—and it was starting to seem like an inevitability.  I  needed  to  find  a  way  to  make  Aro  think  that  I  wasn’t sleeping  with  his  sister,  and  that  I  would  never  dream  of  sleeping  with  a tranny. 

CHAPTER VI

I was in the bathroom the next day, running late for my second period class, when Sky came up behind me. She wrapped her arms around me and said, “I found you!” 

My heart stammered. “You shouldn’t be in here,” I said. 

“Why not? I’ve got a penis,” she said with a giggle. Then she reached down and pushed her fingers down the front of my pants. I became frozen, trying to figure out a way to politely tell her to let go of me so I could get to class. But what was more important? Entertaining her or getting to class? I needed  the  good  grades,  but  the  only  way  I  was  going  to  get  them  was through Skylynn. 

She  grabbed  my  cock  and  squeezed  it.  “I’m  horny,”  she  said.  “Don’t judge me.” She pulled my cock out and started to massage it, getting it hard as we stood in front of the mirror. I looked over at the door. The door wasn’t even  locked.  Anyone  could  come  in  that  door  and  see  her  giving  me  a reach-around. But her hand felt good: she knew just where to rub, probably because she had her own tool to practise on. 

She  pumped  and  stroked  until  I  was  rock  hard,  and  then  she  started beating me quickly. “Come for me, Mickey,” she said. “Let’s make a mess of this counter.” 

I squirmed. It felt so good, but my heart wouldn’t stop pounding. I was late for class and we were in a bathroom that was dab in the middle of the school. This was a recipe for disaster. 

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. Then the tingling in the tip of my cock became overwhelming. I came, groaning loudly. Cum spewed all over  the  counter.  She  didn’t  finish  me  off.  Instead,  she  let  go  of  me  the moment  cum  started  coming  out.  She  backed  up  and  giggled  while  I squirmed in a strange state of pleasure and discomfort. It would have felt so much better had she just held on. I put my cock away and I grabbed a wad of paper towels to clean up the mess. “I’m so late,” I said. 

“Me  too.  See  you  later.”  She  slapped  me  on  the  ass  and  then  skipped off, leaving me alone with my mess and my pounding heart. But that wasn’t the only time that afternoon that she put me in a terribly awkward position. 

During  lunch  she  came  up  to  me  and  whispered  in  my  ear,  “I  came while thinking about you.” 

I  smiled  and  nodded.  “Really?”  I  said,  worried  she  wasn’t  whispering quietly enough, seeing as people were around. 

She nodded her head with a big grin on her face. Then she wiped her hand on the middle of my chest. It was a moment before I realized she’d wiped  cum  on  me.  “If  anyone  asks,  just  say  you  spilled  your  lunch.”  She covered her mouth while she giggled. And it really was cum—I could smell it. During my next couple of classes, I got a few weird looks. I could feel my face turning red when I told people that I accidentally spilled my yogurt on  myself.  I  felt  so  humiliated  whenever  anyone  looked  over  at  me.  And when Aro looked at me, my head would become light and I felt like I was about to pass out. 

I  changed  the  moment  I  had  a  shirt  to  change  into,  and  then  I  found myself standing in front of the mirror, staring at myself, trying to figure out what the hell I was doing with my life. Technically—biologically speaking

—I was in a homosexual relationship. Sky couldn’t have kids and she had a penis. She wasn’t shy about coming and making jokes about her anatomy. 

Aside from the fact she looked and sounded like a girl, how was I not just in a gay relationship? What would my parents think if they found out? 

She  sent  me  messages  that  night,  casually  at  first.  We  chatted  about school  and  then  we  made  plans  to  go  to  the  mall,  and  then  we  started getting  a  bit  flirty.  Then,  out  of  nowhere,  she  asked  if  I  wanted  to  see  a picture  of  her  cock.  I  squirmed,  pretending  to  have  not  received  the message while I thought of the right answer: the answer that would get me out of seeing her cock. But I couldn’t think of anything. “How’s about you send me a picture of you,” I said. 

It  was  a  moment  later  when  she  sent  me  a  picture  of  a  watermelon.  I stared  at  it  for  a  long  moment,  laughing  quietly  to  myself  while  trying  to figure out why she sent a picture of a melon. And then I noticed the flesh-toned shaft at the bottom of the screen: her pelvis and the base of her erect cock. She’d carved a whole in the melon and she had her cock inside of it. 

My  heart  stuttered.  Either  the  melon  was  small  or  her  cock  was  thick—

almost as thick as a pop can! 

I didn’t reply, but that didn’t stop her from sending a follow-up message five minutes later: a picture of the watermelon now without a cock. There was white goo billowing out from the hole she’d just finished fucking. And I couldn’t help but imagine my own asshole. Is that what she wanted to do to me? Was it just a matter of time before she wanted to switch positions? 

Would I be risking our relationship if I made it clear I only wanted to be on top? 

She winked at me in the school hallway the next day. I thought about that  watermelon  and  my  heart  stammered.  I  managed  to  smile  back.  She found me during lunch. “Why don’t you ever come out to our spot? Trying to ditch me?” she asked. 

I  looked  into  her  eyes  and  found  myself  closer  to  telling  her  I  just wanted  her  family’s  money  than  ever  before.  Did  I  really  want  to  go through this game? Did I really want to continue dangling my reputation on the line? Aro still hadn’t said anything, and maybe that mercy period was about  to  end.  Every  time  he  looked  at  me,  I  could  tell  he  was  closer.  His grin  was  getting  bigger  and  bigger,  as  if  the  wheels  of  my  demise  were already in motion. 

But  it  was  hard  to  turn  Sky  down.  I  could  tell  when  she  was  horny.  I knew what that glimmer in her eyes meant, and she had that glimmer now. 

“Let’s  go  back  to  my  place,”  she  said,  taking  my  hand  and  tugging  me towards  the  bus  stop.  I  followed  her,  filled  with  excitement  and  terror.  I wanted to get her alone in her bedroom so I could relieve myself in her rear end, but I knew my day was coming. I knew I would soon be feeling her long shaft in my rear end. 

She was feeling extra frisky that afternoon. She opened her curtains and took  off  her  top  and  her  skirt  and  her  bra.  Now,  she  was  only  wearing panties, which had a hole in the ass, designed for anal fucking. She walked over to her window, which looked down on the courtyard, and she pressed her chest against the glass. “Go ahead,” she said. “Fuck me.” 

“But your parents are home,” I said. “What if they look up and see us?” 

“That’s  the  whole  fun  of  it,  silly,”  she  said,  perking  out  her  bum  to entice me over. My God, she really did have a nice ass: firm and perky—the

type of ass girls spend months in gyms trying to get. I walked over and put my hands on her soft, warm, bare sides. I looked over her shoulder, down at the courtyard. What if Aro came out? It was a nice day: perfect for lounging by the pool, which was one of Aro’s favourite activities. What if he came out with his friends and they all saw Sky pressed against the glass with an erection bulging out from her panties? 

“You really think this is a good idea?” I asked. 

“No—it’s a terrible idea. That’s what makes it fun. Now fuck me,” she said. 

I was already getting hard. The risk really did make the arousal much more  intense,  though  I’m  not  sure  why.  Maybe  she  was  turning  me  into some  sort  of  adrenaline  junky.  Maybe  we  had  more  in  common  than  I thought.  Maybe  the  thrill  of  possibly  getting  caught  was  exactly  what  I wanted. 

I took out my cock and I slicked it with my saliva. I rubbed it between her butt cheeks and then I pressed it into her body. She groaned. Then she reached  down  and  pulled  down  her  panties,  pressing  her  cock  against  the glass.  I  only  saw  a  glimpse  of  flesh  before  looking  away.  “What  are  you doing?” I asked. 

“Make me come on the glass,” she said. 

I ran my hands down her smooth body. She was practically naked. Her hair  was  tied  up,  so  I  was  essentially  looking  down  at  a  man’s  body.  Yet still, my cock was rock hard and throbbing. I was aroused and trembling all over with excitement. Maybe I was a little bit gay. She wasn’t clad in pretty lingerie to create any illusions. She was a canvas of smooth skin with a tight hole for my pleasure. 

I  started  pumping  her.  She  was  tight.  She  groaned  and  squirmed, squeaking  her  warm  skin  against  the  glass.  “Fuck,  that  feels  good,”  she said. I kept pumping: harder and harder, faster and faster. I looked over her shoulders.  Her  father  was  down  in  the  courtyard.  He  was  on  the  phone, pacing  up  and  down  the  length  of  the  pool.  All  he  had  to  do  was  tilt  his head up to see us—and that would probably be the end of my free college tuition. I wanted to pull Sky away from the window, but I also didn’t want the  pleasure  to  end.  I  wanted  to  keep  my  cock  inside  of  that  tight  hole.  I

wanted  to  keep  pumping.  I  wanted  to  cum  inside  of  her  and  I  wanted  to watch her white load stream down the glass. 

I sunk my fingertips into her, making her moan louder. How could her father  not  hear  her  moaning?  How  was  he  not  looking  up?  My  heart fluttered.  I  managed  to  pump  even  harder,  groaning  loudly.  She  was screaming now, clenching all over. Her thighs trembled. “Oh my God,” she said. “It’s happening.” I had to look down to see it for myself: and there it was, her cock spewing cum onto the glass. 

I couldn’t look away. My gaze was fixed: shocked and mesmerized. Her penis  was  long  and  smooth:  certainly  longer  than  mine,  yet  somehow strangely  feminine.  It  looked  so  pristine,  so  slick,  with  the  perfect,  even curve throughout the whole shaft. Even her cum was strangely perfect: the perfect thickness and consistency, streaming down the glass at the perfect speed. My legs trembled and I groaned. Now I was coming, still unable to look away from her hard cock. 

I was so mesmerized that I didn’t even notice her grabbing my hand. I didn’t notice she had grabbed me until she was curling my fingers around her shaft so that I could feel her warm, throbbing member. I groaned again. 

It felt nice. It was hard for me. As I stroked up, a glob of perfect cum slid onto my finger. My heart fluttered and a whimper slipped out from my lips. 

Then  I  remembered  her  father  was  fifty  feet  away  and  seconds  away from  catching  us.  So  I  pulled  Sky  back,  away  from  the  window.  We stumbled onto her bed. She giggled while the terror inside of me fluttered away. Then Sky rolled over, pressing her bare erection against my body as she looked into my eyes. “That was fun,” she said. 

I wasn’t able to reply. I was only able to nod my head. “Yeah. It was,” I said. And I meant it—though I wasn’t sure how I felt about it. Was it wrong that I liked fucking her? Was it bad that the it was the sight of her cock that pushed  me  over  the  edge  and  made  me  come  like  a  teenager  discovering masturbation  for  the  first  time?  Now,  my  cum  was  oozing  out  from  her butthole and dribbling down her thighs. She didn’t seem to mind. She even seemed to think it was a pleasant feeling, though I didn’t quite feel the same when it started to dribble down onto me—even dripping at one point with a big glob: my own cum that had been deep inside of her anus was now on my body. 

She was staring into my eyes with a grin on her face, almost as if she was trying to read my mind—and maybe she was reading my mind. “What is it?” I asked. 

She  shook  her  head.  “Nothing,”  she  said.  Maybe  she  didn’t  want  to admit that she could read minds. Maybe she didn’t want to admit that she knew that I was terrified of the feelings that were now swirling around in my  heart.  I  wanted  to  fuck  her  again  and  I  wanted  to  kiss  her  again.  I wanted  to  feel  her  tongue  wrapped  around  mine  while  our  noses  nestled together and her slick erection pressed against my abdomen. A few seconds later, that’s exactly what we were doing, making me even more nervous that she could read my mind. 

There was a knock at the door. We both perked up. She rolled off of me and grabbed a silk kimono from a hanger on her closet door. I yanked my pants  up  and  quickly  fumbled  with  my  belt  buckle  before  she  opened  the door. 

And  there  was  Aro,  staring  into  the  bedroom  with  narrowed  eyes  and nothing to say. He looked from his sister to me and then back to his sister. 

He  looked  down  at  her  body,  which  was  only  being  covered  by  that  thin kimono. “Mom wants to know if you’re going to be home tomorrow night,” 

he said with a scowl in his voice. 

“Probably not,” Sky said. 

He was silent for a moment, looking back at me. It must have been so obvious that we’d just fucked. I could feel redness filling my cheeks. 

“Why not?” he asked. 

“I  think  we’re  going  to  go  out,”  Sky  said,  even  though  that  wasn’t something we’d talked about. 

Aro’s  eyes  narrowed  further.  He  looked  at  me  and  suddenly  smirked, and then he turned and walked away, leaving me with a rumbling in my gut. 

Sky closed the door and skipped back over to me. She dropped her kimono onto the ground and then threw her naked body back on top of me. I liked the  feeling  of  that  naked  body,  but  I  didn’t  like  the  feeling  that  was  now swelling inside of my chest: a feeling I could only describe as  dread. 

CHAPTER VII

I did my best to pretend like I didn’t notice Aro staring at me all day. 

Out of the corner of my eye, I could see that little smirk whenever he was around. He was planning something and I knew I wasn’t going to like it. So naturally,  I  wasn’t  paying  attention  during  any  of  my  classes.  Instead,  I found myself trying to think of a way to beg him to spare me, to beg him for  forgiveness.  Though  I  had  a  feeling  he  would  never  forgive  me  for calling him a spoiled brat. 

Just how evil was Aro? Would he really ruin his sister’s reputation just to attack an enemy? Was ruining me really worth ruining a member of his own family? 

I tried slipping out of school early that afternoon so that I could avoid Sky, so I could get home where it was quiet, where I could clear my mind and come up with a solution to a problem that was growing bigger by the second. But somehow, Sky knew I left early, even though we weren’t in the same  last  period  class.  She  caught  up  to  me  as  I  was  just  about  to  pass through the school’s front doors. She grabbed me by the arm, making me jump. “Where you going?” she asked. 

I couldn’t help but think that she was stalking me. It was very possible that she was borderline crazy—though in a weird way I liked that about her. 

“I got out of class early,” I said. 

“I though we were going to hang out this afternoon,” she said. 

And  now  I  was  locked  in.  I  failed  to  escape,  so  I  was  stuck  with  her: with  her  beautiful  body  and  her  aggressive  horniness.  I  loved  that  beauty and  I  loved  that  horniness,  but  I  needed  my  alone  time.  I  needed  time  to figure  out  a  survival  plan.  That  plan  was  going  to  have  to  wait.  We  left school early together. We got on the bus and went to her place. She took my hand  as  we  approached  her  front  door,  and  then  she  led  me  down  the hallway: the opposite direction from her bedroom. “Where are we going?” I asked. 

“Aro’s room,” she said. 

“Why?” 

She shrugged her shoulders. “Just for fun.” 

Now I could see his door: a door I hadn’t seen since our big fight. It was closed  and  the  room  was  quiet.  Sky  pushed  it  open  and  skipped  inside, leaving me standing in the doorway, afraid to walk in. “Is this a good idea?” 

I asked. 

“It’s  a  great  idea,”  she  said.  She  was  already  taking  off  her  clothes: pulling off her shirt, slipping down her panties, and throwing herself onto Aro’s bed. “Why are you just standing there?” 

“Aro will be home soon,” I said. 

She giggled. “Exactly. So why are you just standing there?” 

My heart stammered and my legs trembled. I could see up her skirt: her long, smooth cock waiting to be rubbed and stroked and stimulated. I could see  her  plump,  perky  butt  cheeks,  pressed  together,  waiting  to  be  spread apart  and  slapped  and  jiggled.  And  I  could  see  Aro’s  computer,  where  he always went right after school to play video games—where he would be in a matter of minutes. Aro already wanted me dead and he had the money and power to accomplish his goal—I didn’t need to give him one more excuse to want to ruin me. 

“Well?”  Sky  said,  raising  up  her  knees  and  spreading  her  legs  wider. 

She  reached  down  and  grabbed  the  base  of  her  skirt,  pulling  it  up,  even though  I  could  already  see  everything  from  my  vantage  point  in  the doorway. 

Now  my  heart  was  ferociously  pounding  against  my  ribcage.  I  had  to act  quickly.  I  reached  down  for  my  belt  and  noticed  my  hands  were violently  shaking.  My  face  was  probably  a  dark  shade  of  red—nearing purple. A part of me was worried that I would have a sudden heart attack and drop dead on Aro’s floor with my cock out. 

I pulled down my pants. I climbed up on top of Sky and then I looked back at the doorway. “Are your parents home?” I asked. 

“I  don’t  know,”  she  said.  Her  parents’  bedroom  was  further  down  the hall.  If  her  mom  decided  to  make  a  trip  to  her  room,  she  would  see everything. 

“I’ll just close the door,” I said, standing up. 

“No. Leave it open. That’s half the fun,” she said, grabbing her cock and pulling on it: stretching it long with a clenched fist. I watched as her ball sack swelled, and then I climbed back on top of her. 

She  reached  down  and  tugged  my  pants  down  to  my  knees.  Then  she put  both  of  her  hands  on  my  ass  and  spread  my  cheeks  wide.  I  laughed nervously. “What are you doing?” I asked. 

“I thought we could try something different,” she said, suddenly with a fingertip pressed against my asshole. My body froze and my skin became cold. I stared into her eyes as she grinned and pressed that finger into my hole. Then I gasped. 

“I—I don’t want that,” I said. 

“You’ll like it,” she said. She was using her free hand to stroke her cock now: getting herself erect so that she could stretch and humiliate me. I tried to swallow the lump in my throat. 

“Seriously. I don’t think I want that.” 

“You’ll never know unless you try it.” 

She  was  already  erect,  already  pressing  her  throbbing  tip  between  my butt cheeks. And for some reason I wasn’t putting up a fight. I just remained frozen on top of her, staring into her eyes like a startled doe. I was about to be  fucked  in  the  ass.  I’d  never  been  fucked  in  the  ass  before—I’d  never even stuck as much as a finger up my bum. 

Her  parents’  wealth  flashed  in  front  of  my  eyes.  Just  how  badly  did  I want to go to a good college? Just how badly did I want to have a bright future? When I fucked her in the ass, she moaned and squirmed and spewed cum all over a window; so maybe it felt good. Maybe I just needed to relax and take her advice: give it a try before dismissing it. 

But what if Aro walked in? What if he saw his sister’s long cock sliding in and out of my asshole? Was my scenario not bad enough already? 

I  closed  my  eyes  and  took  a  deep  breath.  I  heard  her  giggling  as  she reached down, clasping her cock and guiding it into my butthole. I tried to relax, which was hard once her tip was inside of me. I groaned and strained and  clenched.  But  I  knew  clenching  was  just  going  to  delay  matters.  I

needed  to  relax  if  I  was  going  to  have  any  chance  of  getting  out  of  that room before Aro was home. 

So  I  took  a  deep  breath  and  forced  my  anus  to  relax.  Suddenly,  she penetrated  me.  Her  cock  was  inside  of  me,  sliding  in  deep,  stretching  out my hole. I gasped and clutched at Aro’s bed sheets. Sky giggled and then let a  soft,  elated  whimper  out  from  her  lips.  “You’re  tight,”  she  said,  as  if  I couldn’t tell. 

I nodded my head, trying my best to remain relaxed, so there would be no  delays.  She  sunk  deeper  and  deeper  and  deeper.  I  didn’t  think  she  had any length left to insert into me, and then somehow she pushed even deeper. 

Now I was groaning loudly, squirming on top of her body. 

“You’re doing good,” she said before giggling again. “Just relax. Calm down.”  She  waited  for  me  to  be  still,  and  then  she  started  to  gently  pull back and push in, over and over. She was staring into my eyes with a gentle smile. There was something soothing about that smile: something calming and  refreshing.  Maybe  it  wasn’t  so  bad.  Maybe  it  did  kind  of  feel  nice—

almost like a massage that was happening inside of my body. I managed to relax my muscles. I let my body sink down on top of her. Then she took one of  my  hands  and  brought  it  to  her  chest.  I  squeezed  her  tit  and  felt  even calmer. 

“It’s nice, right?” she asked, sliding her long shaft in and out and in and out and in and out. 

I nodded my head. A strange euphoria was brewing between my legs. 

That calmness washed over me and I allowed myself to moan. Her hands slid up and down my body, making my skin tingle warm. We kissed. Our tongues  wrapped  together.  Her  plump  lips  explored  my  face  and  then  my neck. She started pumping faster. I groaned louder. 

“Just like that,” I said as she began to hit my sweet spot. Now my cock was  erect  and  tingling.  I  remembered  her  coming  on  the  glass  and  I wondered if I would be able to do the same thing. “Don’t stop,” I said. 

She giggled and took a deep breath. Her forehead was glistening with sweat now. I grasped the bed sheets firmly and continued to focus on that amazing euphoria swelling inside of me. “Oh God, it feels so good,” I said. 

“I’m going to come. I can’t hold on much longer,” she said. 

“Just one more minute. Please,” I said. I was so close. I could feel my cock  twitching  and  bouncing.  I  squirmed  and  moaned  loudly,  and  I  could feel her shaft bloating up inside of me. Oh God, I was so close! Was I going to come? Was I about to experience the amazing experience of coming from anal stimulation alone? 

Then she came. I felt her warmth sputtering inside of me. I groaned and trembled as that euphoria pulsed intensely through me. She held me tightly, pulling  me  firmly  against  her  body.  A  jolt  ran  through  me  and  then  I realized I was lying on top of wetness. I looked down and saw streaks of cum across her flipped skirt and her exposed torso. 

I  came!  Now  my  head  was  spinning.  It  felt  so  good,  but  what  did  it mean? What did that cumshot say about me? Was I gay? Did I like being with Aro’s tranny sister? 

Then I heard a door slamming across the house. Sky’s eyes widened and I froze. “What are you doing?” she said. “Get up!” 

After  five  more  seconds  of  horrible,  tense  silence,  I  sprung  to  life.  I pulled up my pants and then Sky took my hand. She was still topless, still dripping with my cum. “There’s no time,” she said. We ran out of the room half naked. She had her clothes in her right hand and my hand in her left hand.  We  giggled  as  we  ran  through  the  house,  down  hallways  I’d  never explored  before.  We  went  up  a  flight  of  stairs  and  then  down  a  flight  of stairs, navigating around the rooms that were occupied by Sky’s parents and her parents’ staff. Finally, we ran into her bedroom and she shut the door. 

We both started giggling like little kids. 

“That was close,” I said. 

She  winked  at  me  before  going  to  her  closet  to  find  a  new  outfit.  I watched her as she stood up on her tippy toes to reach for a top on her top shelf.  She  was  so  cute,  wearing  nothing  but  her  skirt,  with  her  tight,  firm body. I realized in that moment that I had real feelings for her. She wasn’t just a fun person to be around and she wasn’t just a fun hole to fuck. She was so much more. I was pretty sure that I was falling in love with her. 

CHAPTER VIII

We spent the rest of that afternoon together, laying on the bed, talking while staring into each other’s eyes. It was around 6:00 PM when we ended up fooling around again. I reached down and massaged her cock until it was hard,  and  then  I  sunk  down  to  suck  her  off  until  she  came  in  my  mouth. 

Then she went down on me, swallowed, and we went right back to talking as if nothing strange had happened. And it didn’t seem strange at the time, even  though  there  was  nothing  normal  about  what  we’d  done.  She  was technically  a  man  dressed  up  as  a  woman,  and  I’d  just  sucked  that  man’s cock  and  allowed  him  to  suck  mine.  So  why  wasn’t  I  feeling  anxious  or regretful of filled with dread? Why was the only though on my mind how obsessed I was becoming with her beautiful face? 

“I  should  probably  head  home,”  I  said,  holding  her  hand  for  one  last minute. 

“We should do this again tomorrow,” she said. “And don’t try to sneak away this time.” 

I  laughed.  “Okay.  Sounds  good.”  We  kissed  one  last  time,  and  then  I was on my way out. I slipped out the back door and began walking down the  long  driveway  towards  the  big  iron  gate  at  the  front  of  the  property. 

Then I heard her running up behind me. Maybe to give me something I’d forgotten, or maybe to give me one last kiss before we parted for the night. 

I  turned  around  and  then  found  myself  shocked  to  see  Aro  jogging towards  me.  “Stop!”  he  called  out.  I  hesitated  for  a  moment,  not  sure whether to stop or to run away as fast as I could. Just a few hours earlier I’d taken a cock in my ass on his bed. What if he knew? What if he went into his room and could tell that we’d fooled around? 

“W—What  is  it?”  I  asked.  He  stopped  five  feet  short  of  me.  I  wasn’t sure what to do or say. It was the closest we’d been since our falling out. 

“You  can  stop  using  my  sister  now.  I’m  sick  of  it.”  His  eyes  were already narrowed and his face was tense, as if we were picking up our fight right where we left off. 

“I’m not using your sister,” I said. 

“Oh really? So you wouldn’t be coming over every day if my parents weren’t still going to pay for your college?” he asked. 

I  wavered,  trembling  awkwardly  for  a  moment.  Was  it  really  so obvious? “I don’t care about that,” I said. 

“Really?  So  it’s  just  a  coincidence  that  you  went  years  without  even looking  at  my  sister,  and  a  few  days  after  I  tell  you  to  get  lost  you’re suddenly  her  boyfriend?  You’re  so  full  of  it.  Do  you  really  think  that  my parents will pay for your college just because you’re dating my sister? They know what you said to me, and they’re even madder about it than me. They aren’t  paying  for  shit—whether  you’re  pretending  to  be  her  boyfriend  or not.” 

“What do you want, Aro?” I said, inching away from him as the steam rose higher and higher from his head. 

“I just want to make it clear: you’re getting nothing from my parents.” 

“Got it. Is that it? Can I get going now?” I said. I didn’t know whether or not to believe him. Surely his parents would make sure their daughter’s romantic  interest  was  well  off,  right?  If  they  really  believed  that  we  were going to end up together, they wouldn’t want me flipping burgers to support her, would they? 

“One  other  thing.  If  you  don’t  break  up  with  her  tonight,  then  I’m telling everyone about you two tomorrow—first thing in the morning.” 

My heart stumbled down into my stomach. “W—What do you mean?” I asked. 

Now he was grinning. “You know exactly what I mean. I wish I didn’t have to do it, but I can either protect her from being made fun of or I can protect her from  you. I’ve spent a lot of time thinking about it, and you’re definitely worse.” 

“Don’t do it. That’s a cruel thing to do to your sister,” I said. I had the urge  to  grab  him  by  the  throat  and  squeeze  the  life  out  of  him—but  I resisted that urge. 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders.  “She’ll  survive.  She’ll  probably  move schools—maybe to a private school where no one knows about her secret. 

She’ll  have  to  get  new  friends,  but  she’ll  survive.  As  for  you—I’ll  make sure that reputation follows you around wherever you go. Got it?” 

I  nodded  my  head.  My  legs  were  trembling—maybe  from  the  sudden drop  in  temperature  or  maybe  from  the  terror  brewing  inside  of  me…

Maybe there was no actual drop in temperature. 

“So go ahead. Take out your phone and text her. Break it off.” 

I wavered again, and then shook my head. “I can’t do that.” 

“Why not?” 

“I don’t want to.” 

He took a deep breath. “Do it or I’ll end you—I’ll even do it tonight. 

You’re one Facebook post away from being the laughing stock of the whole school.” 

I shook my head again. “I just can’t do it.” 

He took another deep breath as his face turned to a darker shade of red. 

“What do you want from me? I don’t want to do this to my sister. You want me  to  take  you  back?  You  want  to  be  friends  again?  Fine.  Then  we’re friends  again.  I’ll  tell  my  parents  that  I  lied  about  what  you  said  and  I’ll make sure they pay for your school. Is that what you want? Just break it off with my sister. Quit getting her hopes up.” He held out his hand. I had to admit: the deal was a good one. It was my chance to get back on his family policy, back into his parents’ deep pockets. It was exactly what I wanted: exactly what I set out to accomplish from the start. 

But was it really what I wanted now? Was the money and the college worth losing Skylynn over? I stared into Aro’s eyes. I bit down on the edge of  my  tongue  and  I  squirmed.  “I’ll  pass,”  I  said.  I  didn’t  take  his  hand.  I turned  around  and  walked  away,  and  then  last  thing  I  heard  him  say  was, 

“You’re going to regret this!” 

Maybe  he  was  right:  maybe  I  was  going  to  regret  walking  away  from his sweet deal: free college, free vacations with his family, no debt as long as I could stop myself from using the term ‘spoiled brat’… What else could a young man want? 

I wanted love. I was in love with Sky, even though I knew it meant the last few months of school were going to be painfully awkward. I wanted to

be with her no matter what. I wanted to hold her hand, even if people were going to laugh at me. 

I didn’t log onto Facebook that night to see if Aro really went through with it. Sky didn’t text me—either because she was dealing with the fallout of  her  nasty  brother’s  deed,  or  because  she  was  tired  from  fucking  all afternoon and she was asleep. I couldn’t sleep. Not because I was worried about what my life had in store for me—what people were going to say to me in the morning, and what I was going to do with my life—but because I couldn’t  stop  thinking  about  her.  I  couldn’t  stop  thinking  of  her  beautiful face.  I  couldn’t  stop  remembering  the  feeling  of  her  soft,  warm  skin.  I wanted to be with her and I couldn’t wait to see her again. 

She  was  consuming  so  much  of  my  mind  that  I  actually  forgot  about Aro’s evil intentions when I walked into the school the next day. It took me a few minutes to remember what Aro said he was going to do, and then I realized  why  people  were  staring  at  me  with  big  smirks  and  wide  eye.  I looked  around  and  knew  that  Aro  made  his  Facebook  post.  My  heart stammered: not because I was afraid of what people would say to me, but because I was afraid of what they were going to say—and do—to Sky. 

I continued towards my locker, feeling the gazes of all my peers. I tried to ignore them, but they were hard to ignore—especially once I was sitting in the classroom, with twenty-five faces turned towards me. 

Someone  poked  my  left  arm.  I  looked  over  and  saw  one  of  my classmates staring at me with a grin on his face. “What?” I said. 

“I heard you’re dating a tranny,” he said with a snicker. 

I nodded my head. “So what?” 

Then I watched as his grin faded. His eyes narrowed and then his lips parted. Maybe he’d planned to say something else: some sort of punch line, but I didn’t provide him with the set up he was expecting. So he just looked away,  flustered  and  confused.  Then  it  happened  again,  ten  minutes  later. 

One of the girls said, “Do you suck her cock?” 

“It’s none of your business,” I said, hardly feeling even a tiny bit fazed. 

And her reaction was the same: confused and flustered, as if it wasn’t the reaction she was expecting. 

The looks continued until lunch, along with a few comments that failed to  resonate.  Then  suddenly,  the  looks  began  to  stop.  The  comments  dried up, and by the end of the day, nothing seemed unusual. The bell rang and I hurried outside to see Sky sitting up on her usual perch. She had a smile on her face. I walked around and took the seat next to her. We got a few looks as we sat together, but they didn’t seem to matter. 

“My brother was lying to you,” she said. 

“About what?” I asked. 

“My parents. I talked to them last night. My dad’s already sent an e-mail to dean of admissions for you, along with a blank cheque. My brother is just trying to scare you.” 

My head was suddenly light as my chest fluttered. “Actually?” I said. 

“Yeah. When my brother told my dad about your conversation outside, my  dad  told  my  brother  to  go  to  his  room.  He  grounded  him  for  the  first time in fifteen years.” She started laughing. “You should have seen the look on his face—it was priceless.” She leaned over and kissed me on the lips. 

“My parents like you, Mickey. But I think I like you more.” 

I blushed and let a smile slip. “I like you. Actually, I love you.” 

I stared into her eyes and watched her reaction to the words that had just left  my  mouth.  Her  eyes  widened  and  her  lips  parted.  Then  her  cheeks started to turn red. “You don’t mean that, do you?” 

“Of course I do,” I said. 

“You’re not just saying that?” 

I shook my head. She bit down on her bottom lip and then she leaned forward and kissed me. “I love you, too,” she said. 

I reached down and took her hand. We watched from our little perch as students filtered out from the school, looking up at us with confused faces

—not  sure  how  to  process  what  they  now  knew  and  what  they  were  now seeing.  Then  Aro  came  out  and  stopped  as  he  looked  up  at  us.  The confusion on his face was even more staggering than the other faces. In that moment  he  looked  defeated,  as  if  he’d  just  been  proved  wrong,  but  he wasn’t upset about it. 

We shared a kiss in front of him, and then he cracked a smile. Maybe he was happy to be wrong. Maybe he’d learned something from all of this: that he  was  a  spoiled  brat,  but  he  didn’t  have  to  be.  Maybe  he  could  just  be happy for his friend and for his sister while being grateful for the amazing life that he had. I was grateful—I’d never been more grateful in my entire life. 


THE END

WHAT'S HAPPENING TO ME? 

Roommates,  Farrell  and  Kylen,  have  been  struggling  to  meet  girls. 

They’re getting no help from their thin, scrawny frames, so Kylen comes up with the idea of a Bulk Up Challenge: who can put on the most muscle in a year? To keep the motivation high, the men agree to putting a few hundred bucks on the line. 

Farrell wants to win that money, so he comes up with a naughty scheme, stealing hormone pills from his menopausal mother and slipping them into Kylen’s  protein  powder.  For  the  next  few  months,  he  watches  with amusement as Kylen struggles to put on weight while trying to figure out the  other  changes  happening  to  his  body.  But  Farrell  is  having  similar issues: unable to bulk up, finding himself with strange lumps on his chest, softer skin, and hips that no longer fit into his jeans. It’s six months into the contest  when  he  finally  asks  himself  in  the  mirror,  “What’s  happening  to me?” 

CHAPTER I

I was sore all over: every single muscle in my body was aching, and had been  aching  for  nearly  five  months.  Yet  for  some  reason,  I  wasn’t  any bigger than when I started. 

How was it possible? I was following the training schedule I paid a lot of  money  for—a  schedule  that  was  designed  specifically  for  me,  by  a professional, so that I would put on muscle mass, so I could win our Bulk Up  Challenge.  I  was  told  that  I  might  drop  in  weight  a  little  bit  before  I started to gain, but now we were almost halfway through the contest and I had nothing to show for my daily workouts and hundreds of dollars spent on gym fees and training clothes. 

I  stood  in  front  of  the  mirror  and  stared  at  my  body.  Sure,  there  was more tone than I had before, but where was the mass? I’d downed a large protein  shake  every  morning  for  nearly  six  months—so  where  was  that protein going? 

I brought my hands to my chest and cupped my pecs; they were bigger, but they weren’t firm like they were supposed to be. In fact, I couldn’t even flex  them,  which  seemed  odd.  They  actually  felt  a  bit  like  tits,  but  how could that be possible? I’d heard of men getting tits after stopping steroid use, but I never touched any steroids. Maybe the muscle was just exhausted from my chest workout the day before. Maybe the pecs would firm up and flatten out soon enough…

But  the  pecs  weren’t  my  only  concern.  Since  I’d  started  working  out, my facial hair had stopped growing. At first it was just thinning out. I read online that some people’s facial hair thins out slightly when they regularly workout, so I wasn’t too worried. But now, I had nothing. I hadn’t shaved in over a month and there was nothing to be seen. Even the hairs on my arms and  legs  seemed  to  be  thinner.  My  ball  sack  seemed  smaller,  which apparently happens occasionally after long sessions at the gym (according to the Internet), and strangely, my nipples seemed bigger—not just a little bit bigger, but significantly larger and certainly perkier. 

But possibly most concerning of all was the fact that I was pushing the same  amount  of  weight  as  when  I  started.  How  was  that  possible?  There were men at the gym who were pressing fifty pounds more after a couple of months,  but  I  wasn’t  even  pressing  twenty  pounds  more  after  nearly  six months.  In  fact,  I  was  struggling  to  press  twenty  pounds  more,  and beginning to think I needed to dial back how much weight I had on my bar. 

Maybe I’d been pushing too much all along. Maybe my technique was bad, and that’s why I wasn’t putting on weight. But why was nobody telling me? 

The gym was always busy and guys were always helping each other out. If my posture was so bad, why was nobody speaking up? 

I  couldn’t  figure  out  what  was  happening  to  me.  My  only  theory  was that God was punishing me for what I was doing to my roommate, Kylen. 

Kylen was my competition for the Bulk Up Challenge. It was his idea, betting me four hundred bucks that he could put on more weight in a year than I could. We were both scrawny guys to begin with, both struggling to get  girls.  Kylen  was  convinced  that  we  would  have  better  luck  with  the ladies if we were ripped, and maybe he was right, so I agreed to the contest. 

But I wasn’t prepared to lose, so I did something naughty. 

My mother was going through menopause, so our medicine cabinet was filled  with  hormone  replacement  pills,  which  were  supposed  to  keep  her

‘feminine’. Her doctor was prescribing her way more than she needed, so after a couple of years she had five untouched pill bottles. I read online that male-to-female transgenders used the same pills for their gender transitions. 

The first effect listed online was ‘decreased muscle mass and strength’. The other symptoms were just hilarious, like increased breast size, widening of the hips, reduced penis size. According to the website I looked at, all of the symptoms  were  reversible,  so  it’s  not  like  I  was  doing  any  permanent damage when I emptied all of the capsules into a bowl of vanilla powder I bought  at  the  grocery  store.  I  mixed  everything  together  and  then,  in  the middle of the night, I dumped out his protein powder and replaced it with my own mix. For five months, he’d been taking estrogen and testosterone blockers instead of muscle-building protein. 

Maybe it was a cruel trick. Maybe God was punishing me for being so nasty—but  our  other  roommate,  Quincy,  egged  me  on.  When  I  told  him about  the  idea,  he  said,  “You   have   to  do  that.  That  would  be  the  most legendary prank—maybe ever.” And it should have been a sure-fire way to

beat  Kylen  in  the  Bulk  Up  Challenge…  But  after  five  months,  I  was  still about the same size as Kylen. 

I  was  worried  that  I’d  gotten  my  protein  powder  mixed  up  with  his protein powder when I made the swap. Maybe I grabbed my own tub and given myself hormone replacement drugs. But I could remember that night clearly: I grabbed the big black tub, which was vanilla flavoured. My tub was chocolate flavoured, and it was in a distinct, red container. 

I spent a lot of time on the Internet, trying to get to the bottom of my situation. Users on a particular bodybuilding forum suggested that I wasn’t hitting  the  gym  hard  enough,  and  I  wasn’t  consuming  enough  protein powder. “I have three protein shakes every day,” one user said. “You have to go way beyond the suggested amount on the bottle if you want to see real gains.” It was the only advice that made any sense to me. It was the only theory  that  didn’t  involve  an  angry  God:  I  just  wasn’t  consuming  enough protein. So starting that afternoon, five months into the Bulk Up Challenge, I decided to start doubling my protein intake. 

CHAPTER II

It was a late March evening and Kylen didn’t know that I was watching him through his bedroom window. His curtains weren’t quite closed all the way and I was just coming home from a night at the gym. I still hadn’t put on  any  weight,  and  for  the  first  time  in  six  months,  I  was  seeing  that  he hadn’t put any on either. 

He was standing in nothing but his boxer shorts, staring at himself in his full-length closet mirror. The perplexed look on his face was priceless: wide eyes, tilted gaze, and parted lips. He was cupping his chest and lifting up a pair of B-cup breasts. And my God, they really did look like breasts. Even his  hips  looked  like  feminine  hips!  I  had  to  cover  my  mouth  so  I  would laugh out loud and give away my cover. When I used my hand to block out my view of his face, it really seemed like I was looking at an almost-naked girl, wearing a pair of men’s boxers. 

He shook his head slowly, running his hands down his body, trying to understand  what  was  happening  to  him.  I  will  admit  that  for  a  moment,  I felt  guilty.  He  was  so  desperate  to  find  himself  a  girl,  and  now  he  was turning  into  one—and  it  was  my  doing.  But  the  Internet  insisted  that  the effects  were  reversible,  and  it  would  only  be  a  few  months  before everything reversed once he stopped taking the pills. So really, I was only setting him back a year—or two at the most. It’s not like he wasn’t doing anything to me. I’d showed up at the gym many times just to find out my gym pass was no longer in my wallet. One time I showed up and the lock on my locker was changed. He rubbed garlic all over my deodorant once, which I didn’t notice until I was finishing my second pit. His plan was to embarrass me out of going to the gym that morning, and his plan worked because  I  didn’t  have  time  to  shower  and  still  make  it  to  the  gym  before school. 

We  were  in  a  battle.  We  both  knew  that  there  would  be  shenanigans before  we  agreed  to  the  contest.  We  were  college  roommates,  after  all—

college roommates play pranks on each other. It wasn’t my problem that my prank was better than his lousy pranks. 

Now, Kylen was reaching down for his boxer shorts. He shimmied them down slowly. I knew it was probably my cue to take off, so I wasn’t caught peeping on my naked male roommate. I only wanted to see his lack of gains

—I didn’t want to see his private parts. But I was curious to see what the hormones had done to the rest of his body. 

He had a long cock but his ball sack was small. He slipped his fingers under the sack and lifted it up gently, clearly perplexed by its small size. He shook his head before letting his boxers fall to the floor. He turned profile to the  mirror  and  looked  at  his  curvy  body,  which  hadn’t  been  curvy  six months before. He tried flexing his arms and then he shook his head again. I covered my mouth to muffle my snickering. 

But  at  least  he  had  an  excuse.  His  body  was  looking  more  and  more feminine by the day because I was slipping him hormone drugs. What was my  excuse?  Why  were  my  hips  starting  to  widen  but  my  arms  weren’t getting  any  bigger?  Why  were  my  abs  actually  going  away  instead  of becoming more defined? Why did my pecs look suspiciously like tits? 

I  snuck  away  from  the  window  before  he  noticed  me.  I  went  into  my own room, closed the curtains (and made sure they really were closed), and then I stripped down to see myself in the mirror. I was maybe starting to see some gains: mostly in my thighs and my ass. Maybe all the hours spent on the  leg  press  were  finally  paying  off.  But  why  weren’t  my  calves  getting bigger? When would my abs begin to sprout? What about my chest and my arms?  Were  my  tit-like  lumps  ever  going  to  flatten  out  and  harden  into pecs? 

I cupped my chest now. The lumps were definitely bigger, but they felt less like muscles than ever before. They were soft and light. When I jumped up  and  down,  they  bounced  slightly.  My  nipples  had  always  been  flat before,  but  now  they  were  puffy  and  erect  all  the  time.  I  even  considered investing  in  a  chest  band  so  that  there  wouldn’t  be  nipple  lumps  pressing against my shirts. I couldn’t wear tight shirts without looking like I had tits. 

Maybe I was taking the wrong kind of protein powder. Maybe I cheaped out and bought a lousy brand. 

I went online and started looking into pricier options. Some tubs were five hundred bucks: more than I was hoping to make from winning the Bulk Up Challenge. I couldn’t afford that. But I couldn’t help but wonder if they

were  more  expensive  for  a  reason.  Maybe  the  expensive  protein  powders were  more  effective.  Maybe  the  cheap  ones  had  ill  effects,  like  muscle formation  in  weird  places  and  none  in  other  places.  Maybe  there  was estrogen  in  the  cheap  products—it  would  explain  the  soft  pecs  and  the decreased testicle size I was experiencing. Or maybe, like the people on the Internet said, I just wasn’t taking enough and I wasn’t hitting the gym hard enough. 

So  after  that  six-month  line—the  halfway  mark  of  our  competition—I decided to up my protein dose from two to three cups per day. 

It was around this time when Quincy’s girlfriend moved into our house. 

She was Quincy’s high-school girlfriend. They’d split up for a while, while she was travelling, but they recently decided to give a relationship another try,  and  they  were  going  to  take  it  seriously  this  time:  living  together, sharing a bank account, and spending each night talking about marriage and kids  and  future  careers—and  these  conversations  would  always  lead  to fights. 

So I started spending more time up in my room while Quincy and his girlfriend bickered in the living room. Kylen was also spending more time in his bedroom, probably staring at himself in the mirror, perplexed by the changes happening to his body. It had been a month since I’d seen him with his clothes off. I couldn’t help but wonder what else had happened to him: if his boobs were getting bigger, if his balls were getting smaller, if his hips were getting wider, and so on. It was a late March evening when I slipped out from the house and walked around to his bedroom window. Once again, his curtains were open a slit, and I was able to peer in by standing up on an old folding chair. 

And then I found myself in a state of shock. I couldn’t see Kylen but I could  see  a  girl.  She  was  putting  on  lingerie:  pulling  fishnet  stockings  up her long, smooth legs with her back to me. As she bent over, I got a perfect view of her curvy bum. How was it possible? How did Kylen get a smoking hot  girl  with  his  scrawny,  estrogen-filled  body?  Where  did  he  find  a knockout babe who wanted to sleep with him? 

Her hair was long and blonde, tied into a beautiful braid that extended down  to  her  bum.  She  stood  up  straight  in  her  tall  high  heels  and  she stretched  her  back.  I  was  waiting  for  Kylen  to  come  out  from  around  the

corner, to embrace her from behind before fucking the living hell out of her; that’s what I would have done. I wouldn’t have been able to keep my hands off the blonde bombshell. 

She  turned  around.  I  ducked  down  out  of  sight,  into  the  bush,  but  I could still see into the room. The girl had a pretty face: big eyes surrounded by dark eye makeup. Her lips were plump and juicy. She had a black lacy collar  around  her  throat,  which  made  my  heart  stutter.  She  stepped  back from the mirror and then did a few poses. Kylen still wasn’t coming out to fuck her brains out, making me think that he was occupied in the bathroom, or maybe he couldn’t get his cock up because of the hormones—apparently that was a possible side-effect. 

She  ran  her  hands  down  her  body  and  smiled  with  red  cheeks  as  she looked at herself in the mirror. Then she started to seem familiar. Had I met this  girl  before?  Had  Kylen  brought  her  around?  Was  she  one  of  his classmates—or maybe one of mine? Why did she look so familiar? 

Suddenly my heart stopped and my jaw dropped open. I was staring at Kylen. He was wearing tight black lingerie and makeup and a wig. My cock was now rock-hard from staring at my male roommate, who was apparently into cross-dressing. 

I  ducked  down,  completely  out  of  sight,  and  then  I  covered  my  face with my hands. I was so embarrassed. Thank God no one saw me peeping in!  I  bit  down  on  my  tongue  and  shook  my  head.  I’d  spent  nearly  ten minutes ogling a man! But in my defence, he had a feminine body, which was  even  more  feminine  than  ever  because  of  a  daily  dose  of  female hormones and testosterone blockers. 

I stood up slowly to peek into the room again. Now I was looking at his breasts, which were nearly C-cup sized. He’d shaved his legs and his crotch and his armpits. And his makeup was well done, suggesting to me that this wasn’t  the  first  time  he’d  done  this.  I  covered  my  mouth  to  stop  myself from snickering aloud. It was one of the side effects I’d read about online: a desire to wear women’s clothing. Researchers weren’t sure if it was a side effect or just something that was common in the people who generally took hormone replacement drugs. And now I wasn’t sure either: was Kylen just dressing  up  because  the  pills  I  was  slipping  him  were  messing  with  his head, or was this something he did often in private? 

I  watched  for  another  ten  minutes  as  he  finished  dolling  himself  up. 

Then I watched as he grabbed a Sharpie from his desk. He walked over to the mirror, turned away from it, and then he bent over his bed. He took the Sharpie, sucked on it for a moment, and then he reached it back. Then he began to press it into his bum. I gasped, sinking down again, terrified I was going to be caught. He pushed it deep and then he began thrusting it in and out.  I  could  see  that  he  was  moaning  but  I  couldn’t  hear  him  through  the glass. 

He really looked like a girl, bent over the bed like that. He could have gone  out  into  public  and  nobody  would  have  ever  known  that  he  was actually a boy. Or maybe I was just telling myself that because I spent ten minutes  admiring  his  body  before  realizing  I  was  staring  at  a  boy.  My stomach was still swirling with humiliation from the incident. But I couldn’t look away. Had I done this to him? Did I take my little prank too far? Was Kylen  currently  sodomizing  himself  with  a  Sharpie  while  dressed  like  a high-class escort because I slipped some pills into his protein powder? 

I snuck away and went back to my room. Though even in my room, I couldn’t push the curiosity from my mind. I went to our shared wall and I pressed  my  ear  against  it.  I  swear  I  heard  a  few  subtle  moans.  I  couldn’t stop  imagining  that  Sharpie  penetrating  that  tight  asshole.  I  couldn’t  stop thinking about those newly formed boobs pressed flat on his mattress while he was bent over. I looked down and noticed my cock was still erect, filling me with a confused anxiety. I wasn’t attracted to my roommate—I was just confused and tired from a long day of work and the gym… At least that’s what I kept telling myself. 

CHAPTER III

It  was  strange  seeing  Kylen  the  next  morning  in  the  living  room:  no makeup,  no  wig,  no  lingerie.  He  was  just  in  a  pair  of  sweatpants  and  a baggy sweater. He looked at me with a smile and nodded his head. I smiled and nodded back, and hoped that he wouldn’t think anything of the redness that was filling my face. 

He was getting his morning protein drink ready: scooping from the large tub that was now nearly empty, which contained hundreds of estrogen pills and testosterone blockers. If I was going to keep my prank up, I was going to need to get a new batch ready, as he had already purchased his new bin of protein  powder,  which  was  only  a  week  away  from  being  opened  now. 

“Going to the gym?” I asked him. 

He nodded his head. “Yeah. You?” 

I nodded my head. We went to different gyms in different directions, but they were both equal distance from our house. I felt guilty now as I watched him drink his protein shake. It didn’t help that he was mixing it with milk, which already contained estrogen. I’d always assumed that he used water. I was also worried that I put way too many pills into the mix: maybe even enough  to  make  a  menopausal  woman  fertile  again.  I  bit  down  on  my tongue as I watched that glass go from full to empty. I thought about telling him: coming clean so that the guilt would stop nagging at my gut. But I was terrified  of  his  reaction.  And  I  was  especially  terrified  that  the  effects weren’t  actually  reversible,  like  Wikipedia  said  they  were.  I  did  more research overnight, after watching Kylen fuck himself with a Sharpie. Some new research suggested that many of the changes brought on by hormone replacement drugs were permanent: the wide hips, the breast enlargement, and the fertility. Apparently only the facial hair loss was temporary, and the softening of the skin. 

Had  I  given  my  roommate  and  friend  a  pair  of  permanent  tits?  Had  I ruined his life? Now I felt like I needed to keep what I’d done a secret. I needed to make sure Quincy kept his mouth shut as well. 

“See  you  later,  Farrell,”  Kylen  said  as  he  grabbed  his  gym  bag  and headed out. 

“Bye,” I said. I watched him go. I looked down at his legs. He walked in a feminine sort of way: straight legs, one foot in front of the other. Had he always  walked  like  that?  Was  that  gait  a  result  of  the  drugs  I  was  giving him? My skin crawled. 

Instead of going to the gym that morning, I went to Kylen’s gym. I put on a ball cap and a big pair of sunglasses. I got a coffee at the café across the  street,  and  then  I  sat  at  one  of  the  small  tables  across  from  the windowed  gym.  I  watched  for  a  while,  looking  for  Kylen.  He  wasn’t showing up, making me think that he hadn’t been going to the gym at all. 

Maybe that’s why he wasn’t putting on any muscle. 

Then,  as  I  was  about  to  leave,  I  noticed  a  familiar  girl  with  familiar blonde hair. She had her makeup done up and she was wearing a tight sports bra and leggings. She was riding the stationary bike, and there were at least four men behind her admiring her ass. But she wasn’t a she at all—she was Kylen. 

Somewhere between our house and the gym, Kylen had changed outfits and done his makeup. He’d slipped into his female guise before arriving for his  workout—and  he  didn’t  even  bother  to  touch  the  heavy  weights.  He worked out like a girl: lots of biking, small dumbbells, lots of lunging and butt exercises before ending his session with twenty minutes of yoga. How was  he  planning  on  winning  the  Bulk  Up  Challenge  with  a  workout  like that? Had he already given up on the challenge? Was he more interested in doubling down on the feminization that I’d started? 

I  followed  him  out  of  the  gym  from  a  distance.  He  went  to  a  nearby park and slipped into the girl’s bathroom. It was twenty minutes later when he came out, dressed like a man, and dressed for work. He walked off to the nearest bus stop and got on the first bus headed downtown. 

I pulled out my phone and called in sick for work. I knew I wouldn’t be able to get any work done anyway—not with the anxiety and curiosity that was now festering in my mind. I went home, which was now empty. Kylen was at work, Quincy was at school, and Quincy’s girlfriend was out of town for  some  bachelorette  party.  It  was  rare  that  I  had  the  house  to  myself.  I usually used the rare opportunity to watch movies and play video games in

the living room, but now I didn’t want to waste my chance. I slipped into Kylen’s bedroom and I began to sneak through his things. 

I found the lingerie in the back of his closet. The wig wasn’t there—he obviously  had  that  with  him,  as  he  wore  it  at  the  gym.  But  I  found  other outfits: more lingerie and a few more appropriate outfits, including a pencil skirt  and  a  cute  white  dress.  In  Kylen’s  desk  was  a  box  full  of  makeup supplies. I curiously opened a tube of eyeliner and brought the little pen to my eye. 

I  was  curious  to  see  if  I  could  look  anything  like  Kylen.  We  had  the same body shape, after all. 

I  carefully  drew  lines  around  my  eyes,  and  then  I  pulled  out  the  eye shadow. I used a brush to wipe it around my eyes. My heart was suddenly pounding. I kept jumping at every little noise: every little creak and groan in the house. My heart nearly stopped when I heard a car door slam outside. 

I ran into my room and slammed the door shut, and then I peeked through the curtains to see that it was just a deliveryman dropping off a package. So I went back to Kylen’s room and continued getting myself dolled up. 

I  felt  something  strange  inside  of  me:  a  tingling  that  was  getting stronger and stronger. It felt like excitement, even though I certainly wasn’t excited  to  be  doing  something  as  degenerate  as  cross-dressing.  Maybe  it was the thrill of doing something taboo—something I knew was wrong. I brushed on some blush and then I put on a touch of lip-gloss. I ruffled up my shaggy hair and I squeezed my body into Kylen’s satin lingerie. It was comfortable,  though  tight  around  my  crotch.  The  fishnets  I  pulled  up  felt itchy, but that was probably because of my leg hair. I looked in the mirror and caught myself smirking, looking surprisingly like a girl, especially with my soft pecs, which really looked like breasts in the cups of that satin slip. 

I ran to the bathroom and I used my face razor to shave my legs. The hair  had  become  so  thin  and  blonde  that  I  had  a  feeling  nobody  would notice it missing if I wore shorts—and I almost never wore shorts anyway. I did away with my hair and then I pulled those fishnets back up. I squeezed my feet into Kylen’s heels and I posed in the mirror. 

My  heart  was  throbbing  with  that  peculiar  excitement.  I  didn’t  feel satisfied.  I  ran  to  Quincy’s  room  and  I  dug  through  his  girlfriend’s  things until  I  found  more  cute  outfits.  For  the  next  hour,  I  tried  on  everything:

bodysuits, dresses, skirts, and lingerie. My body fit everything perfectly, as if it was designed to fit me. My face was red with embarrassment and joy. 

Why was I enjoying this so much? Was Kylen’s weird fetish starting to rub off on me? 

I found myself wondering if I could pass the way Kylen passed, out at the gym. Would guys stare at me and ogle me for an hour while I bent over and did lunges? 

And  then  I  opened  a  drawer  and  saw  the  Sharpie.  I  didn’t  touch  it, knowing  where  it  had  been.  But  now  my  heart  was  pounding  with  a  new curiosity:  did  it  feel  good?  Was  it  something  he  did  often?  Would  it  feel better  than  normal  masturbation?  I  had  a  Sharpie  in  my  room,  but  I  was afraid of giving it a try. I was worried it would hurt—but I was even more worried that it would feel nice. What if I liked it? What if I liked it as much as I was currently liking being dolled up? 

I turned and looked into the mirror. I had a huge erect bulge between my legs. I bit my lip as I reached down. I rubbed my tip through the satin slip. I giggled  as  a  tingle  pulsed  through  me.  My  legs  trembled  and  I  rubbed  a little bit faster. Then I moaned and shook and a big wet spot started forming at  the  tip  of  my  erection.  White  goo  began  to  ooze  out  the  sides  of  my lingerie,  running  down  my  legs  towards  my  fishnet  stockings.  I  reached down quickly to stop the fishnets from getting soiled. 

“Shit,” I gasped. I only rubbed myself for ten seconds—but apparently that  was  enough.  Apparently  I  was  so  aroused  that  I  only  needed  ten seconds to come, which was shocking because it had been taking me a long time to get off lately. I would yank on my cock for fifteen minutes in the shower,  and  sometimes  I  wouldn’t  be  able  to  come.  It  had  never  been  an issue before, so it was nice to know that I could still get off quickly, as if I was a twelve-year-old discovering masturbation for the first time. Or maybe it  wasn’t  something  to  be  excited  about.  Maybe  I  shouldn’t  have  been  so happy that I could get off so easily while wearing women’s clothing. 

My heart stammered and I looked at myself in the mirror again. What was I doing? What was happening to me? Why was I dressed up? Why did I put on makeup? 

I quickly pulled everything off and put it all away. After washing off my makeup, I ran the satin slip through the wash and put it back where I found

it. I couldn’t believe I took work off for this! What the hell was I thinking? 

I sat down on my bed and stared at myself in the mirror, now without makeup or lingerie. This was the real me: not that dolled up slut with the glossy lips. I had to slap myself on the cheek to bring myself to my senses. I couldn’t let that happen again. I couldn’t let those strange urges overpower me like that—urges I’d never had before. Where did the urges come from? 

Why was I getting them? How could I get rid of them? 

CHAPTER IV

It was three nights later, in the middle of the night, when I heard Kylen moaning  through  the  wall.  This  time  he  was  loud—loud  enough  that  I didn’t  have  to  press  my  ear  to  the  wall,  though  I  did  once  I  realized  the moaning sound really was him. 

I  could  hear  something  else:  a  grunting  that  sounded  different,  as  if someone else was in the room with him. The grunting was certainly male. 

Was Kylen gay? Did he have a man in his room with him? 

I  quietly  slipped  out  from  my  room  and  went  outside,  moving  around the  house  to  his  bedroom  window.  As  per  usual,  the  curtain  were  open  a crack. They were always open a crack because of the air vent on the floor below the window, which pushed air up and separated the pair of curtains just enough for me to see in the room. And sure enough, there was a man on top of Kylen: naked and thrusting a long cock in and out of Kylen’s asshole. 

Kylen  was  clad  in  lingerie:  the  same  black  lacy  number  he  wore  with  his Sharpie date. But this man’s cock was much larger than the Sharpie. 

My  mouth  fell  open  as  I  watched.  Guilt  swirled  in  my  stomach  as  I wondered  if  I  was  responsible  for  what  Kylen  was  going  through.  Maybe the  hormones  weren’t  causing  permanent  damage,  but  surely  that  cock would stretch him out permanently. Though he was looking cute: cuter than ever. His makeup was even better now, as he had more practise. His body looked curvier, though it was hard to be sure as there was a man mounting him. 

It must have been a man from Kylen’s gym. He was thick and ripped, with  dark  veins  running  up  his  muscles.  Beads  of  sweat  formed  on  his forehead and dripped down onto Kylen’s tight body. Did the man know he was fucking another man? I sunk down as I watched. 

It  was  a  minute  later  when  they  swapped  positions.  Kylen  got  on  top, facing away from the man. He aimed the cock into his butthole and then he sat down. He bounced up and down with red cheeks and a bright smile. His cock was out and erect, pointing up and bouncing along with his body. The man reached out, around Kylen’s body, and grabbed the long erection. He

squeezed it and pumped it until Kylen’s cum shot up into the air, all over the man’s legs and Kylen’s bed. Then the man groaned loudly and the act came to a sudden stall. 

Kylen  rolled  off  of  the  man,  lying  on  his  side  as  they  chatted  about whatever  they  chatted  about.  His  bum  was  facing  me  and  I  could  see  the cum  oozing  out  from  between  his  firm  cheeks.  The  man  had  ejaculated, bareback,  inside  of  Kylen’s  body.  Maybe  Kylen  had  always  been  gay. 

Maybe  he’d  always  wanted  to  be  a  girl.  Maybe  I  was  just  doing  him  a favour by slipping him the pills, which I’d already slipped into his newest batch of protein powder. Maybe Kylen would thank me once he found out

—or maybe he would have me arrested and sentenced to prison. 

My  heart  fluttered  into  the  pit  of  my  stomach.  I  still  had  Kylen’s original  protein  mix  in  a  large  plastic  bag  in  the  basement.  Maybe  it  was time to put the original mix back into the bin, to see if Kylen’s homosexual and transsexual urges came to a halt. 

But  the  image  of  Kylen  bouncing  on  that  long  cock  didn’t  leave  my mind  that  night.  That  man  hardly  touched  his  shaft  and  he  exploded  with cum. It looked so pleasant—so euphoric—so beyond any pleasure I knew from  masturbating  with  pornography  and  a  tight  grip.  Maybe  it  did  feel good and maybe I would be missing out if I didn’t give it a try. 

I had an old bike in my room that I’d been meaning to repair. The bike had a loose handle with a rounded end, which was about the same length and width of my cock. I grabbed that handle and rubbed my hand up and down it to get it warm. Then I made sure my curtains were closed and my bedroom door was blocked with a chair, in case anyone decided to barge in. 

I took off my clothes and I got onto all fours on my bed. I reached the handle  back  after  spitting  on  the  tip,  and  then  I  began  to  press  it  into  my hole. It felt weird: no pain, but a strange stretching sensation, which worried me. Would my hole remain stretched open? Would I have to plug my butt so I wouldn’t have accidents? No—lots of gay men have anal sex all the time, and surely they don’t have to keep their assholes plugged. 

I pushed the handle into me. I gasped and clenched. The sensation was very  strange,  but  there  was  still  no  pain.  I  squirmed  slightly  and  then  I pushed the handle deeper, making sure I had a good grip so I wouldn’t lose it in my ass and have to make an embarrassing hospital visit. I pushed it a

bit  deeper,  and  then  I  began  to  pump  it.  It  was  an  exceptionally  strange feeling: a hard rod poking my organs. But it didn’t hurt—at least it didn’t hurt. I kept going, trying to figure out what was so special about anal sex. It was just a weird feeling and nothing else—until I hit the spot. 

Suddenly  I  perked  up.  A  warm  tingle  shot  through  my  body  and  a whimper slipped out from my lips. I froze for a second, letting the moment process through my brain. Then I resumed the pumping, pressing the dull tip against that spot, over and over. It felt good: really good. I groaned and continued, pumping fasted and harder. My legs began to tremble. My cock was suddenly erect and throbbing. I pumped and pumped and pumped until I couldn’t hold back the loud squeal: and then I was coming. 

Long white streaks blasted across my bed, making a mess of my sheets. 

My eyes nearly rolled into the back of my head as my body shuddered with pleasure. And then I fell forward as my arms and legs gave out. My chest was  smushed  into  my  own  cum  while  my  cock  continued  to  ooze  out  the final  ounce.  I  let  go  of  the  handle  and  let  it  slide  out  from  my  asshole naturally. I couldn’t move as the euphoria tingled inside of me, lingering for another  two  minutes  before  the  realization  of  what  I’d  just  done  came rushing back. 

I looked back at the rod, suddenly filled with humiliation. I quickly put it  away  and  got  my  clothes  back  on.  Once  again,  I’d  allowed  myself  to succumb to my unwanted urges: urges that never existed before, but were now popping up unannounced constantly. Was I on the path to become just like Kylen? Was it just a matter of time before I invited some stranger from my gym over to fuck me in the ass? Would I like it? 

I  shook  my  head.  “What’s  happening  to  me?”  I  whispered  to  myself. 

Something was happening and I didn’t like it. At least Kylen had an excuse: he  had  the  hormone  pills.  What  excuse  did  I  have?  He  was  turning  gay because  of  my  naughty  prank.  I  was  turning  gay  because  I  couldn’t  help myself.  Maybe  that  meant  that  I  was  just  gay,  or  bisexual,  or  trans,  or something  that  wasn’t  straight.  If  I  were  just  a  normal  straight  guy,  there would never be any cross-dressing urges, or anal sex impulses. 

CHAPTER V

I kept my urges away for a week, but Kylen didn’t do the same. Each morning, I made a point of passing his gym and looking in the window. He was always there: dolled up with his long braid hanging over his shoulder. 

Men  were  always  ogling  him,  unaware  of  the  fact  he  wasn’t  actually  a woman.  He  always  had  his  protein  shake  at  his  side:  the  potion  that  was responsible for everything he was going through. 

But it was a week later when I showed up at my gym and found myself with  urges  that  weren’t  so  easy  to  contain.  The  men’s  locker  room  was closed after a pipe burst and flooded the area. “The girl’s change room is a co-ed  change  room  today,”  said  the  staff  member  at  the  front  desk.  “If you’re shy, you can change in the staff bathroom.” 

I didn’t mind sharing the changing room. I didn’t think it would make any difference, and then I opened a locker and saw a female outfit dangling from a little hook: a cute dress. On the locker floor was a pair of heels, a pair of black panties, and some scrunched up nylons. My heart pulsed and my body trembled. I closed the locker quickly and went to another. 

I got changed and then I went out to the gym to workout, focussing my mind on the little television in the corner, which was playing the morning news. It was ten minutes later that I noticed something strange: there were no  women  in  the  gym.  In  fact,  I  was  alone  in  the  gym  with  two  other regulars. So who owned the little number in the locker? Was it accidentally left behind on another day? Was there a lady out looking for it? After my workout I returned to that locker and found myself staring at the outfit. I did a casual walk around the gym, to see if there was a woman around that I’d missed. Then I went to that locker while the changing room was empty and I stuffed the outfit into my gym bag. I rushed home and went straight into my room, blocking the door with a chair before shutting my curtains. 

My  hands  trembled  and  my  heart  fluttered  against  my  ribcage.  I couldn’t get the dress on fast enough. I nearly fell over while trying to pull the  panties  up,  and  then  I  caught  myself  smiling  in  the  mirror  when  I realized  the  heels  actually  fit  my  feet.  The  outfit  seemed  like  a  gift  from

God:  everything  fit  magnificently.  The  dress  hugged  my  curves  and  gave me the perfect feminine look, and the nylons made my legs look long and irresistible. I did a little spin in the mirror and then I giggled, covering my face with the palm of my hand. 

I wasn’t even in makeup or a wig, but somehow I looked girly. There was something different about my face: something I’d been noticing more and more, as if my skin was becoming softer and fuller. It almost seemed like I was putting an even layer of fat on, from head to toe. I couldn’t help but  remember  sex  ed  class  in  high  school,  when  they  told  us  that  women have  an  extra  thin  layer  of  fat  on  their  bodies.  Maybe  I  was  just  being paranoid,  but  it  seemed  like  I  was  transforming  into  a  woman,  just  like Kylen. 

There was a knock at my bedroom door. I froze, unable to even turn my head towards the door. The ensuing silence seemed to last forever, and then another knock made me jump, nearly falling over in my heels. “Farrell, you in there?” a voice called out. 

It  was  Quincy.  Why  was  he  home?  Didn’t  he  have  class?  I  remained still, staring now at the chair blocking my door. It wasn’t the heaviest chair: certainly  not  enough  to  stop  a  man  from  entering—maybe  enough  to  buy me ten extra seconds at the most. If I didn’t respond, would he let himself in? Did he need something from my room? I cleared my throat as the door began to budge. “I’m in here,” I called out. 

Then the door stopped. “Oh. Can I come in?” Quincy called out. 

“Just give me a minute,” I said. But the dress was tight against my skin. 

It wasn’t easy to squirm out of, and I had to be careful with the nylons, not wanting  to  rip  them  as  I  desperately  wanted  to  wear  them  again—so  I decided to leave them on, planning to slip my jeans over them. I nearly fell over  taking  off  the  heels.  The  seconds  ticked  by  fast.  Quincy  probably thought that he caught me masturbating—and maybe that was for the best. 

Maybe that was better than the alternative. 

I turned to my bed, so I had something to hold onto while I took off my left heel. Then I heard the voice behind me. “I just need to grab a…” He didn’t finish the sentence. He’d gone ahead and let himself in. I turned to him in a state of frozen terror. My dress was on the bed, I had one heel on my foot, and I was standing in nylons and panties. 

“Why are you in my room?” I managed to say before the lump in my throat grew to be the size of my whole throat. 

“What are you doing?” he asked. 

“I’m just—it’s nothing. I’m just joking around. Get out.” 

He  nodded  his  head  slowly  before  cracking  a  little  snicker.  I  felt  my heart plunge into the pit of my stomach. I closed my eyes, unable to tell if my face was dark purple or if it was bone white. “Please get out,” I said. 

“Okay. Sure,” he said. Though it didn’t make a difference. He’d already seen enough. I could already never look him in the eye again. I heard him snickering as he left. Then I realized I was losing my opportunity to set the record  straight.  If  I  waited  to  come  up  with  an  excuse,  he  would  never believe it. So I chased him out of the room, kicking my remaining heel off. I felt  so  foolish,  running  into  the  hallway  wearing  nothing  but  nylons  and panties. 

“Wait!” I said. 

He stopped and turned to me. Now he was staring at me, waiting for my excuse, which I didn’t yet have. I had to think fast. 

“It was a joke,” I said. 

He nodded his head. “Yeah. You said that.” 

“But  it’s  true,”  I  said.  “I—uh—saw  Kylen  doing  it  and  I  thought  it would be funny to do it too—to make fun of him.” 

Quincy  nodded  his  head  again.  “Right,”  he  said.  And  that’s  when  I noticed he was staring down at my chest, where my soft pecs were—which were looking more and more like tits, no matter how hard I worked on my chest at the gym. They especially looked like tits now with my legs and hips clad in nylons and panties. 

I  had  the  strange  urge  to  cover  them  up,  having  never  shown  them  to anyone before. 

“Those are, like, real,” he said, still looking at my chest, which I kept covered with my hands. 

“It’s just muscle that hasn’t finished forming,” I said quickly. 

“What does that even mean?” he said. 

I shook my head and closed my eyes. “I—I don’t know. It’s what I read online.” 

“They look like tits. Do they feel like tits?” 

I felt blood rushing into my face. I shook my head again. “Why do you care?” 

“Look at them. You have them squished down just like tits. They look soft. Can I feel them?” 

My  stomach  groaned.  This  was  the  worst  imaginable  humiliation.  I rolled my head from side to side and let a groan slip out from my lips. “It’s just muscle,” I said, uncovering my chest. I felt them fall slightly as I let go of them. Pecs don’t ‘fall’ with gravity. Maybe it was time to face the truth: the lumps on my chest were tits. Quincy stepped forward and reached out his  hands.  He  cupped  both  of  my  breasts  and  squeezed  gently,  sending  a strange, warm pulse through my body. I opened my mouth to let a breath of air out, but it came out as a whimper. He squeezed again, making that tingle pulse through me once more. 

“Wow,” he said. “No kidding.” 

“Okay, so you caught me putting on women’s clothing. I’ll admit it: I was curious,” I said. My heart was pounding and he could probably feel it, with his hands still on my chest. “But I don’t know why I was doing it. And I don’t know why I can’t put on muscle, and I don’t know why my pecs are turning into tits. I need help. Something’s happening to me.” 

He  looked  up  into  my  eyes  with  a  smirk  on  his  face.  “Maybe  you’ve been taking the wrong protein.” I’d almost forgotten that Quincy was with me when we swapped the protein mixes. 

“It’s impossible. My tub is red—we put the pills into the black one. And look  at  Kylen:  clearly  he’s  been  changing;  clearly  he’s  been  taking  the hormone pills. So what the hell is happening to me?” 

Quincy shook his head and shrugged his shoulders. “What else has been happening?” he asked. 

It felt nice to finally open up to someone. It was nice not having to carry my secret all alone, even though I could tell Quincy was trying hard not to burst  into  laughter.  “I  don’t  know,”  I  said.  “Lots  of  weird  stuff.  It’s embarrassing. I don’t even want to talk about it.” 

Quincy gave my tits a bounce before squeezing them again. “I just can’t believe these,” he said, as if he wasn’t listening to me at all. “They’re like real tits.” 

“Stop  touching  them,”  I  said,  brushing  his  hands  away.  “Is  God punishing me? You think this is karma for what I did to Kylen?” 

Quincy shrugged his shoulders. “That sounds like as good a theory as any,” he said. He looked down at my mid-section. “Are your hips bigger?” 

I  bit  down  on  my  tongue  in  an  attempt  to  fight  away  the  humiliation. 

“Yes.  I  can’t  even  fit  into  my  pants  right  now.  It’s  embarrassing.  I  don’t know what’s happening to me.” 

Quincy shook his head. “I don’t know what to tell you. Do a spin for me.” 

I  stared  at  him  for  a  long  moment  before  spinning  slowly.  “Why?”  I asked. 

“You really look like a chick,” he said before snickering again. 

“Fuck  off,”  I  said.  “Do  me  a  favour—don’t  tell  anyone  about  this.  I know you think it’s funny, but it’s not funny to me. It’s scary and I don’t know what’s happening.” 

I  turned  and  started  towards  my  room.  I  could  feel  his  gaze  moving down to my bum, which I wasn’t at all comfortable with. I was about to slip into my bedroom when he said, “Do you want to try on Nancy’s clothes?” 

I  stopped.  My  heart  fluttered.  Nancy  was  Quincy’s  girlfriend,  and  she was  still  out  of  town  for  her  bachelorette  party.  I  looked  back  at  Quincy, wanting to scream in his face, to tell him to forget about what he saw. But another part of me wanted to have access to Nancy’s outfits. She had good taste, after all. She was always wearing cute skirts and short shorts and tight bodysuits with lacy embellishments. Sometimes I would stare at her from across the room, admiring her clothes and wishing I could feel those tight fabrics against my own skin. 

“You  promise  you  won’t  tell  anyone?”  I  said.  My  legs  were  shaking. 

My heart was pounding. I knew I was falling for some sort of trap but I just couldn’t  help  it.  There  really  was  something  wrong  with  me:  something wrong  inside  of  my  brain.  My  wiring  had  gotten  mixed  up,  and  it  was getting worse and worse as the Bulk Up Challenge went on. Why couldn’t I

help myself? Why was I standing in Quincy’s bedroom, staring at the open closet  filled  with  his  girlfriend’s  outfits?  Why  was  I  feeling  the  soft  lace with  my  hands  and  practically  salivating  like  a  starving  dog  with  its  nose against a fresh steak? 

Quincy stood in the corner while I put on the first outfit: a tight green dress,  which  was  tight  on  my  breasts.  I  matched  the  outfit  with  a  strappy pair of black heels before doing a little spin. Then I tried on a long cocktail dress, made from the softest fabric I’d ever felt in my life. I wished I could live in that outfit, but there were so many more I wanted to try on. I tried on a schoolgirl mini skirt and tight white blouse. My ass looked fantastic in the outfit. 

Then I took a break from the clothes and found myself at Quincy’s desk, putting on Nancy’s makeup. Quincy went into the closet and pulled out a long  braid:  real  human  hair  designed  to  clip  onto  a  bun:  a  poor  woman’s wig.  I  tied  my  shaggy  hair  into  a  top  bun  and  I  clipped  the  braid  on.  “It looks good,” Quincy said. And he was right: it did look good. I pulled the braid over my shoulder and let it rest on my chest. I played with the hair for a moment before turning my attention back to the clothes. 

I felt like a recovering drug addict diving back into hard drugs for the first  time  in  so  long.  My  craving  was  insatiable.  I  needed  to  try  on everything. I had to feel all of those fabrics against my skin. I had to see my amazing legs in every short skirt. I worked through all of the dresses and got to the lingerie. Nothing could stop me. 

I  squeezed  my  body  into  a  tight  corset,  with  a  matching  lace  top  and lacy bottoms. I found a tall pair of five-inch heels, which made my ass look even better. I bent over to do up the little buckles on the heels, and then I felt  his  warm  body  behind  me.  Quincy  had  moved  in,  and  now  his  hands were on my hips. 

My  heart  stuttered.  I  knew  everything  about  what  was  happening  was wrong:  me  dressing  up,  me  enjoying  the  embrace  of  a  man,  Quincy cheating on his girlfriend—but I needed to feel him. I nestled my bum back, into  his  lap,  feeling  his  erection  in  his  pants.  My  heart  fluttered.  That erection  was  for  me!  He  got  hard  from  watching  me  prance  around  in lingerie. I twerked my bum slowly up and down, feeling the length of his cock in his pants. Then I heard myself moan. 

He  moved  his  hands  up  and  down  my  sides.  Then  I  stood  up  straight and he brought his hands back to my tits. He squeezed, making me moan again.  He  took  his  hands  away,  but  only  for  ten  seconds:  enough  time  to undo  his  belt  and  pull  his  pants  down.  Now  his  bare,  warm  cock  was pressed against my ass. 

“Are you going to fuck me?” I asked. 

“I think so,” he said. His voice was trembling. 

“Okay,” I said. I let him squeeze my chest again, eliciting yet another moan. 

I  knew  I  was  doing  something  very,  very  wrong  and  very,  very regrettable—but I was doing nothing to stop it. 

CHAPTER VI

He pulled aside my lingerie and pressed his throbbing erection between my  butt  cheeks.  I  took  a  deep  breath  of  air  into  my  lungs  and  closed  my eyes. I could feel his hot breath on my shoulder and I could smell his warm musk in my nostrils. “Be gentle. I’m a virgin,” I said. 

He laughed with that nervousness still in his voice. Then he started to push  in.  It  was  a  strange  feeling:  his  hard  veins  sliding  against  my  anal walls,  pushing  in  deeper  and  deeper  and  deeper.  He  squeezed  my  chest again,  sending  another  pulse  of  euphoria  through  my  body.  Maybe  this whole being a girl thing wasn’t so bad. Maybe being a girl had its perks. I’d spent years trying to get laid as a guy, but I was spotted for one minute as a girl and now I was in a man’s bedroom, feeling a man’s erection slithering inside of me. 

“It feels good,” I said. I clenched a few times, trying to pull him deeper. 

He laughed again with that nervous laugh before running his hands down my curves. One of his hands went between my legs to get a firm grip on my package.  My  heart  skipped  a  beat,  worried  he  would  feel  my  cock  and remember that I wasn’t a woman. But the feeling of my growing erection didn’t  seem  to  stop  him.  In  fact,  it  was  the  motivation  he  needed  to  start thrusting. 

He  was  big:  a  lot  bigger  than  I  was  expecting.  His  cock  was  thick, stretching me wide. I groaned as he slid back and forth. I repositioned my hips slightly so he was pressing his tip into that sweet spot: that spot that made my body tremble with euphoria once before. It wasn’t hard to get him into the right position. His cock almost seemed like it was designed to hit that perfect spot. My legs trembled. “Don’t stop,” I said. 

He pumped faster and harder, gripping me firmly by the hips. I took one of  his  hands  and  brought  it  back  to  my  chest.  I  liked  the  feeling  of  him squeezing my breasts—it made everything feel so much better. I didn’t have to  tell  him  to  squeeze;  he  squeezed  hard,  making  me  moan  louder.  He pressed my nipple between his thumb and pointer finger and rolled gently, making  the  stimulation  even  more  intense.  Now  my  legs  were  almost

buckling together as I trembled. I was hardly able to stand upright in those tall heels. I bit down hard on my tongue. I could hear his cock slurping in and out from my asshole. 

“Please don’t stop!” I cried. The tingling was intense between my legs, working its way down my erect shaft, which he reached down to massage. 

Now  my  eyes  were  rolling  into  the  back  of  my  head.  This  was  so  much more  intense  than  any  masturbation  session  I’d  ever  had.  This  was  so  far beyond coming as a straight man. This was so much better. 

“Oh God,” he groaned. I felt something warm gushing down my legs. I looked down to see my own cum streaming out from my tight lingerie. He could  see  it  to  from  over  my  shoulder,  and  it  was  the  sight  he  needed  to come closer to coming. Now he was gripping both of my tits with both of his  hands.  He  squeezed  hard,  almost  hurting  me—but  I  liked  it.  Then  he thrusted his cock forward and began to fill me with his hot load. I screamed and fell forward against his wall. He stepped forward, making sure his cock was as deep inside of me as possible while he unloaded. 

Then  he  pulled  out  quickly,  stumbling  back  while  taking  deep,  heavy breaths. I slid down to the floor, unable to support my own body weight as the  lingering  euphoria  pulsed  through  me.  Cum  was  streaming  down  my legs: both his and mine. Some was dripping onto the floor. My asshole was open: left agape, no matter how hard I clenched. It would take time before it closed up. 

He started getting dressed after a long minute of recovery. “You’d better get  yourself  cleaned  up  before  people  get  home.”  By  people  I  knew  he actually  meant  his  girlfriend—and  I  didn’t  blame  him.  I  didn’t  want  his girlfriend finding out about what we did. I didn’t want anyone finding out. 

Hell, if it were possible, I would have erased his memory and mine along with it. 

We said nothing else as we went out separate ways. I got myself cleaned up and he got his room cleaned up. Then I went into my room and stayed there  as  Kylen  came  home  from  school,  and  Nancy  came  home  from  her trip out of the province. 

For  the  rest  of  that  evening,  I  sat  naked  on  my  bed,  staring  into  the mirror, staring at my chest and my feminine curves. Now I was sure that I had  breasts:  and  they  were  nice  breasts  too—perky  and  soft  and  nicely

round. I had the hourglass figure that so many women strive for: wide hips, thin  waist.  My  legs  were  perfectly  long  and  smooth.  Why  wasn’t  I embracing this gift that was being given to me, seemingly by God? Kylen was embracing his gift—the one that I’d given him—so maybe it was time for me to do the same. 

I  went  onto  my  computer  and  found  myself  on  a  popular  women’s clothing  website.  I  filled  a  cart  with  clothes:  almost  a  thousand  dollars worth of clothes. I bought skirts and dresses and blouses and makeup and leggings and short shorts and bodysuits. Then I went to another website and dropped another four hundred bucks on a blonde wig. Then I spent another three hundred on a few pairs of shoes: flats, heels, ankle boots, and knee-high boots. I ordered everything for express delivery. Some of the order was expected to be at my door the very next day, and I couldn’t wait. I had a smile plastered on my face as I paced my room, wishing twenty-four hours would fly by. I was even more excited than the child version of myself on Christmas Eve. This was so much better. Not only would I get to have fun, but  I  would  get  to  feel  free  as  well.  I  never  got  a  Christmas  present  that filled me with a sense of amazing freedom. 

As  I  closed  my  computer,  I  heard  a  gentle  moaning  coming  from  the next room over. I put on my pyjamas and I snuck outside, going around the house  to  Kylen’s  bedroom  window.  I  looked  through  that  crack  in  the curtains and I saw her bouncing up and down on a new cock. Her erection was out and throbbing and her tits were bouncing. Her tits were bigger—

maybe a whole cup size bigger than the last time I spied on her. She looked so happy and euphoric, and I couldn’t wait to join in on the fun. 

I kept watching until Kylen came, spewing cum directly up into the air, making  a  mess  of  her  own  chest  along  with  the  man’s  chest  beneath  her. 

Like  a  slut,  she  reached  down  and  spread  the  cum  all  over  him,  wiping some  up  with  her  finger  and  tasting  it  for  herself.  I  had  a  feeling  I  was looking  at  my  future,  seeing  as  I’d  got  to  experience  everything  else  I’d seen through that curtain slit. 

CHAPTER VII

I fought my urges for the next month, occasionally slipping when I had the house all to myself, and Nancy’s closet all to myself. The urges didn’t seem fair. Nancy’s clothes and shoes were a perfect fit: how was that fair? 

How could I possibly resist when I had so many adorable options to choose from? 

But I knew I was sliding down a slippery slope. Every week I would I find  myself  spying  on  Kylen,  following  him  out  of  the  house  from  a  safe distance.  He  always  changed  into  his  female  persona  in  the  same  public bathroom,  in  the  park  three  blocks  from  our  house.  Then,  as  a  girl,  she would go to the gym, downtown for a stroll, and sometimes to bars to get lavished with free drinks (and occasionally to pick up a horny man). I went into a club with her once and watched as boys flirted with her. She ended up going home two of the men, back to our place. I followed in my own cab and then I watched through that curtain slit as the men took turns plunging her asshole. 

I never figured out when she told them that she was actually a boy—or how  she  told  them.  It  certainly  wasn’t  obvious,  and  it  was  becoming  less and less certain as the weeks went by. Even when she wasn’t dolled up, she was starting to look like a girl. Even when she was just in a pair of jeans and  a  loose  hoodie—no  wig  and  no  makeup—she  looked  like  a  chick. 

Though  she  was  growing  her  hair  out  and  it  was  nearly  touching  her shoulders now. Even her voice was starting to change: just a tiny bit every day—not  quite  enough  that  she  could  notice.  But  I  could  notice,  only talking to her every few days. 

My heart floundered as I thought about leaving the house dolled up like a girl: going to the gym in a tight workout outfit, going to a club to get free drinks. I thought about it a lot—more and more as the days went by. I even got ready to go out a few times, getting dolled up in front of my bedroom mirror,  putting  out  cute  outfits  that  I  bought  in  case  I  ever  gathered  the courage. I would practise my voice for hours. I’d mastered walking in high heels. But the thought of being recognized was too terrifying to handle. A part of me wanted to ask Kylen how he mustered the courage. I even found

myself in the living room with him one evening, both of us clad in our male clothes, sitting quietly as a hockey game played on the TV. I wanted to tell him that I knew everything so that I could find out some of his secrets: how he was able to be so convincing as a girl. But the thought of ‘coming out’

was horrifying, so I kept my mouth shut. 

Nancy’s wardrobe was fun, but after another month, Kylen’s was more fun. He’s acquired so many new outfits: a whole closet packed with tight, slutty dresses and skirts and lingerie beauties. All of Kylen’s spare cash was going  towards  buying  new  clothes.  And  he  seemed  to  have  a  lot  of  spare cash. I couldn’t help but wonder if he was turning tricks on the side. Maybe that would explain all of the nightly fucks: the moaning and the thumping and  the  men  slipping  out  from  our  house  late  in  the  night.  It  would  also explain all the lingerie: so much lingerie! 

I  would  wait  for  Kylen  to  leave  for  the  clubs  and  then  I  would  sneak into  his  room  to  try  on  his  many  outfits.  I  tried  on  everything,  practically skipping  through  the  room  like  a  child  in  a  candy  store.  I  loved  that  we were the same size. I loved that our feet fit the same. Kylen’s breasts were larger than mine, but I was able to make up the difference using a pair of gel pads that I ordered in the mail. 

I found Kylen’s boy of sex toys. I felt my face turn red as I lifted up the various  options.  There  were  toys  for  boys  and  toys  for  girls:  all  of  which Kylen used on himself. It was a large, realistic cock with a suction cup base that caught my attention. I ran my fingers down the long shaft as my heart skipped a beat. Then I stuck it down on the floor, with the tip aimed straight up. As I let go of the cock, it began to vibrate, taking me by surprise. I had no idea that it was a vibrator. 

I was nervous and excited—also worried that the buzzing sound could be heard through the walls. I knew Nancy was home, in her room and on her  computer.  I  normally  waited  for  the  house  to  be  totally  empty  before dressing up, but I couldn’t help myself. I couldn’t wait another four or five days just to play with Kylen’s things. 

I pulled aside my lingerie, pulling the strip of fabric from my crack to my  cheek,  exposing  my  asshole.  Then  I  sat  down  on  the  long,  vibrating shaft.  I  kept  my  hole  unclenched,  taking  a  deep  breath  as  it  slid  into  my body.  I  swayed  my  hips  slowly  until  I  found  that  sweet  spot,  and  then  I

started  bouncing.  The  toy  was  amazingly  pleasant  and  fun  for  the  next fifteen minutes. I nearly came, and then I stopped myself. I wasn’t ready to come yet. I wanted to have more fun. So I stood up and I clenched my cock hard,  stopping  it  from  unloading.  I  took  a  few  deep  breaths  while  the euphoria  settled,  and  then  I  started  digging  through  more  of  Kylen’s  toys and more of his outfits. 

I found a giant dildo: four inches wide and twelve inches long. It was appropriately black and complete with a thick tip and thick veins. The sight of it scared me, but I couldn’t help but wonder how it would feel inside of me. I got up onto Kylen’s bed, on my stomach, and then I covered the tip with  lubricant.  I  reached  the  shaft  around  back  and  I  began  to  nestle  it between  my  butt  cheeks.  I  was  already  stretched  from  the  vibrating  floor dildo, but I wasn’t nearly stretched enough. I could feel my hole widening. I groaned and tried not to clench as I pushed it in. I had to use both hands to keep the wobbling specimen steady. 

In  front  of  me  was  Kylen’s  mirror.  I  stared  forward  and  watched  as  I humiliated myself. But damn, I looked hot. My eyes were stunning: big and bold  and  bright.  My  lips  looked  so  plump,  like  a  cock  belonged  between them. I couldn’t look away from myself. I was so pretty, so convincing, and so  sexy.  I  pushed  the  thick  cock  into  my  butthole  and  I  gasped.  Then  I closed  my  eyes  as  I  used  both  hands  to  bury  it  deeper.  I  groaned  and squirmed. Maybe it was too big. Maybe it was over the top. But I couldn’t help myself. 

I  took  a  series  of  deep  breaths,  feeling  all  of  the  big  veins  rubbing against  my  anal  walls.  I  felt  a  smile  on  my  face  as  that  blunt  tip  pressed against  my  sweet  spot.  I  groaned,  and  then  I  opened  my  eyes  to  see  how sexy  I  looked.  And  that’s  when  I  saw  Kylen  standing  behind  me,  dressed like a girl, with wide eyes and parted lips. 

I  froze,  consumed  with  humiliation  and  terror.  If  he’d  just  caught  me dressing up, it would have been bad but not disastrous. Now, he was staring at me while I pressed a massive dildo into my bum. I had an erection so I couldn’t flip over, making my situation even worse. 

“Who are you?” she asked with a perfect female voice. 

I  wasn’t  able  to  reply.  It  didn’t  help  that  I  could  feel  the  tip  of  that monster dildo in my throat. 

I  closed  my  eyes  and  wished  the  nightmare  would  end  quickly.  Why was this happening? Why was she home so early? Or was she home early? 

What time was it even? How long had I been in her bedroom, trying on her clothes? 

“I’m  so  sorry,”  I  said.  My  voice  was  hardly  a  whimper.  I  couldn’t believe my heart was still beating. I couldn’t believe I hadn’t dropped dead from humiliation. Surely a person can only handle so much embarrassment. 

I closed my eyes again, hoping to open them and be staring at the ceiling of my own bedroom. But when I opened them, Kylen was still standing there. 

At least it could have been worse. It could have been Nancy—or even Kylen in boy clothes. Or was this as bad as it could be? 

“Farrell?” she said. 

I bit down on my tongue, wanting to say ‘no’, but I knew she wouldn’t buy it. 

“What are you doing in my room? Why are you in my clothes?” 

“I said I’m sorry,” I said. 

“I didn’t ask if you were sorry.” 

I pulled the dildo out from my bum and I placed it down on her bed. I flipped  over  with  two  hands  between  my  legs,  hiding  my  erect  bulge.  I stared into her eyes, this time without the mirror between us. The shock on her face was obvious. 

I bit down hard on my tongue. “I don’t know what’s happening to me—

okay?  I  just…  I  couldn’t  help  myself.  I  knew  you  had  these  outfits  and  I wanted to try them on. Then I found the toys. I know it’s creepy and weird, but  I  just  couldn’t  help  myself.  Something  is  wrong  with  me  and  I  don’t know what.” 

She nodded her head slowly, still with those wide eyes. 

“Well, at least you look good,” she said. 

The comment took me off guard. It buzzed through my veins and then wobbled in my head. “You look good too,” I said. 

She smiled. “Have you done this before?” she asked. 

I nodded my head with shame. 

“Please tell me you cleaned my toys when you were done,” she said. 

I laughed, feeling a slight tinge of relief. “I just found them now,” I said. 

“I was going to clean them.” 

“I love your eyeliner. Is that my eyeliner?” 

“No—I have my own. It’s a liquid eyeliner pen from Mac.” 

“It looks so smooth. You’ll have to show it to me.” 

My heart stammered. “Okay,” I said. 

“Flip back over,” she said. 

“What?” 

“Flip over, onto your stomach.” 

I was slow to follow the command, too embarrassed not to. I wasn’t so fond of showing her my bum, which was only covered slightly by that thin strip of lacy lingerie. She climbed up onto the bed, sitting her warm body down  next  to  me.  I  was  suddenly  overwhelmed  by  her  amazing  perfume. 

“What is that?” I asked. “That smell—what perfume are you wearing?” 

“I can’t remember the name. I bought it yesterday. Do you like it?” 

“It’s amazing,” I said. 

I could feel her smiling. “Thanks.” She reached next to me and picked up the big black dildo. She slid it playfully down my back and between my butt cheeks. She let a little giggle slip, and then I let a little nervous laugh slip. 

“What are you doing?” I asked. 

“What  do  you  think  I’m  doing?”  she  asked.  She  grabbed  my  lingerie and  exposed  my  asshole,  which  was  probably  still  agape  from  my  solo playtime. I felt another wave of embarrassment as my roommate stared into my  open  asshole.  But  the  excitement  was  growing  and  overwhelming  my negative feelings. 

She nestled that tip against my hole. I closed my eyes. “Wait,” I said. 

“Why?” 

I paused for a moment. “I have to tell you something.” 

“What?” 

“In  October,  when  we  started  this  contest—the  Bulk  Up  Challenge—I did something bad. You’re going to hate me.” 

“What did you do?” she asked softly, suddenly frozen. 

“I got some pills from my mom,” I said. Then I paused, realizing I was about  to  admit  to  committing  what  was  likely  a  felony.  “I  put  the  pills  in your protein: hormone pills that I thought would stop you from putting on muscle.” 

She was silent as my admission sunk in. I was suddenly sick. I thought I was  going  to  throw  up  on  her  bed,  making  my  position  even  more humiliating. Then, she took me completely by surprise by saying, “I did the same thing.” 

“What?” I said. 

“When we started the contest, I thought it would be funny to slip you hormone pills. I got them online.” 

“Wait.  What?”  My  heart  stammered.  “No—it’s  impossible.  I  switched protein powders twice. And I’ve been keeping my newest bin in my room, because I was worried someone was tainting it.” 

She giggled. “I was putting them in your coffee.” 

I stared at her through the mirror, still with that big tip pressed against my butthole. My mouth fell open but no words came out. She shrugged her shoulders  and  giggled  again,  and  then  she  pushed  the  dildo  down, penetrating me, making me gasp. 

“I guess I have you to thank, then,” she said. 

“Likewise,” I said. 

She  pushed  the  dildo  deeper,  making  me  squirm.  Then  she  pushed  it even deeper and I groaned. I could feel it inside of my whole body, filling me up completely. I took a deep breath in as euphoria tingled through my nervous system. Then I looked at her through the mirror and saw that she was beautiful in every way possible. Why had I been so embarrassed about following  her  in  her  footsteps?  How  could  I  not  want  to  be  just  like  her? 

How could there be any shame in wanting to be beautiful and confident and happy? 

She started to pump the dildo in and out. My body sunk down, relaxing as if I was lying in the sun on some tropical island. A long groan slipped out from my lips. I turned my head to the side, looking away from the mirror for  a  moment.  And  that’s  when  I  saw  a  face  looking  through  the  curtain crack:  the  face  of  Quincy.  He  ducked  down  quickly,  the  same  way  I  did when I watched sexual acts through that same window. 

My  heart  stammered.  I  was  in  too  much  pleasure  to  do  or  even  say anything about the peeping tom. If he wanted to watch, I suppose I had no problem with that. It’s not like he was watching because he thought I was an  entertaining  embarrassment.  I  knew  that  he  was  attracted  to  me,  and probably to Kylen too. He probably had his cock out and he was jerking off to the sight of us, because we were hot and convincing. 

After five minutes, Kylen pulled the dildo out from me, leaving me with a strange empty feeling inside of my body. It only lasted a short moment: the time it took for Kylen to pull out her erect cock and mount me, sticking her long shaft into that gaping hole. Her cock obviously wasn’t as large as the dildo, but it still felt amazing—maybe even more amazing as it throbbed warmly  inside  of  my  body:  veins  pulsing  in  all  the  right  spots.  She  knew how to hit my sweet spot. I didn’t have to move or squirm for her to make my  body  pulse  with  intense  ecstasy.  She  only  pumped  me  for  a  minute before my cock was soaking her bed sheets with warm cum. 

“Come on my face,” I said after I finished unloading on her bed. 

“One  minute,”  she  said  between  deep  breaths.  It  wasn’t  even  a  full minute before she pulled out and told me to roll over. She quickly moved over my body, planting her knees next to my chest while aiming her cock down towards my face. I opened my mouth and closed my eyes, and then I felt and tasted her warm cum. She sprayed my whole face with the biggest cumshot imaginable—certainly more than I’d ever seen in a pornography, and more than I’d ever produced myself in a single session. 

I  had  to  wipe  my  face  before  I  was  able  to  open  my  eyes.  I  saw  her looking down at me with a big smile. I returned the smile, feeling a warm buzzing deep in my body. “That was fun,” I said, gently biting the corner of my bottom lip. 

She nodded her head. “You don’t look very big,” she said. 

“What do you mean?” I asked. 

She looked down at my body. “If I had to guess, you’ve probably lost more weight than you’ve put on in the past eight months.” 

I looked down at her body. “And you haven’t?” 

“I think we need to change the rules of the game,” she said. 

“To what?” 

She smiled and then I caught myself smiling too, as if I could read her mind. “How’s  about,  whoever  can  be  more  convincing  by  the  end  of  the contest? That’s four months.” 

I nodded my head. “How will we judge that?” 

“Quincy can be the judge.” 

I smirked, already knowing that I already had Quincy’s interest piqued. 

“Deal,” I said. “Then I guess there’s no way I’m showing you my eyeliner.” 

I giggled. 

“Fine. Then there’s no way I’m letting you have access to my closet.” 

I gasped. “You wouldn’t!” 

She jumped up to her feet with a big smile on her face. “Now if you’ll excuse me, I bought a few pairs of heels I want to try on.” 

I  had  to  bite  down  on  my  tongue  to  contain  my  excitement.  I  had  no idea  where  that  excitement  came  from:  the  drugs  I’d  been  unknowingly taking,  or  maybe  the  excitement  was  just  natural.  Maybe  the  drugs  were only having physical effects and the sudden feminine excitement was just a coincidence. Regardless, I knew I had to keep taking the pills to make sure nothing changed. I couldn’t wait to see how much further my body would go in another four months, and then how far it would go in a year. 

“Let the new game begin,” I said with a little wink. 
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