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PRETTY FEET

Stanley needs money.

He goes on a cheap Tinder date with a girl who can’t keep her attention away from her phone. It’s a habit that annoys Stanley, until he finds out what she’s doing: replying to comments on a website made for lovers of feet. Stanley’s date is a foot fetish model, posting shots of her feet for men to buy online.

Stanley checks out her photos and decides it seems easy enough. His feet are petite, and with a shave, they look feminine enough. He needs the money, after all. Though he has no idea what kind of rabbit hole he’s stepping into when he posts the first shot of his pretty feet.


CHAPTER I

The date wasn’t much to remember. She was cute in her profile picture, but the moment she walked into that cafe, I knew that her profile picture was five years old, touched up with Photoshop, and taken from a very specific angle to make her face as flattering as possible.

I still gave her a chance. I bought her a latte and took her for a walk around the park. She was present at first, but about thirty minutes into the date, her attention started drifting to her phone screen. At first she apologized each time she took out her phone to see why it was buzzing. Then the phone started coming out every three minutes, and each time our conversation would come to an abrupt end. “What were we talking about?” she would ask, without even looking away from her screen.

“Your brother. You said he’s in the military,” I said.

She typed the end of her message. “Sorry, what was that?” she said.

I forced a smile. “It’s okay. If you’re busy, we can maybe plan to meet up another time.” It was my polite way of telling her that I was over the phone.

She looked into my eyes with a glazed over look, as if she still wasn’t listening—waiting for my words to ping around in her brain enough to be recognized. “Sorry,” she said. “I just keep getting these messages and I don’t want people to think that I’m ignoring them.”

I tried not to scoff. She didn’t want people to think that she was ignoring them? “Well, it’s getting late and I’ve got plans for dinner,” I said.

“No, I’m sorry,” she said. “I’m not usually on my phone like this. I’ve just been getting a lot more messages than usual.”

“Is something wrong?” I asked, trying to be as polite as possible. I was tempted to be rude, but I wanted her to regret screwing the date up—and I knew she would regret nothing if she went home thinking that I was just another asshole.

“No, it’s not that. It’s really hard to explain,” she said.

“Why’s that?” I asked.

“It’s kind of embarrassing. I guess you could say that I’m working—and I know that that’s no excuse for being on my phone through a whole date.” Had she been a knockout in the looks department, I think I would have forgiven her. But she was painfully average; she didn’t have much of an ass or much of a rack. Her skin was a bit blotchy and her hair was a bit scruffy, as if she didn’t bother to do much more than brush it back before our little meetup.

“I thought you worked at a shoe store,” I said.

“I do. I mean—that’s part time, and this is part time too. But this actually makes me more money. But like I said, it’s kind of embarrassing and I didn’t want to tell you about it, because I don’t want you judging me, or whatever.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “What? Are you selling nudes or something?”

She laughed and her cheeks turned red. Was she selling nudes? Was I on a date with some OnlyFans model or something? “Seriously?” I said.

“No, no,” she said. “I would never do that. My dad would murder me. But I am selling pictures.”

“Okay…” I said, trying to wrap my head around whatever her little scheme was. She took out her phone and started dabbling on it again. Now, I was ready to turn around and leave. She couldn’t even commit the closest thing we’d had to a real conversation without pulling out her phone.

I looked back towards me car. “I should be—”

“—Look,” she said, interrupting my escape attempt. She turned her phone to me and showed me a picture of her bare feet. I stared for a moment.

“Why are you showing me your feet?” I asked.

“I found this website where you can—I know it sounds stupid—sell pictures of your feet to men.”

“What?” I said, scratching the back of my head. “Why would anyone pay money for that? No offence.”

“None taken,” she said. “Some guys are really into feet. To them, it’s like staring at naked breasts, or a pussy or something. They’ll pay a lot of money for feet pictures.”

“You’re kidding, right?” I said.

She tapped a few more buttons before turning her phone to me again. “That’s how much I’ve made this month.” The number was close to eight hundred dollars. It wasn’t quite enough to live off of, but it was enough to make me speechless for a moment. We took a seat on a park bench.

“How much are guys paying for a picture?” I asked.

“It varies. Usually about a dollar per person.”

“You’re telling me eight hundred guys have paid to see your feet?”

She smiled and then she opened up her phone’s camera. She slipped her shoes off and lifted her feet off the ground, pointing her toes forward. She had her toenails painted pink. She played around with the camera angle for a moment before snapping a few shots. Then she went into her profile on the strange website and posted a picture. “Watch. In a few minutes, I’ll have made another twenty bucks or so.”

We both watched her screen as the sales trickled in. It was only a minute before the first guy bought the photo for a dollar. Then a few more, then a few more.

I laughed. “I should have made you pay for the coffee,” I said.

And then she was distracted by her phone again, replying to the comments being posted on the picture of her feet. I sat for five long minutes, waiting for her attention to return, but now she was fully distracted, obsessed with the strange attention she was getting from men on her bizarre website.

The date ended a few minutes later. “I really have to get going,” I said. And she didn’t even look up from her phone to acknowledge me. “Maybe we’ll hang out again.” I stood up. “See you later.”

“Bye,” she said, without fully realizing the date was over. I think it was just an automatic response to hearing the words ‘See you later’. I walked away, leaving her on that bench, replying to her ‘clients’.

And when I got home, I found that weird website and perused around it, trying to figure out if it was legitimate or some sort of weird scam. There were hundreds of profiles, and some of them had thousands of followers. A few profiles had free pictures—probably free to lure in new customers. I scanned through the website and found myself chuckling.

I have to say: I was a bit disappointed in my fellow men. Why would anyone pay money for a picture of feet? It was impossible to even tell if any of them really belonged to a woman—especially a pretty woman. A simple Google search could turn up a million pictures of feet, so why pay money?

I grabbed a beer from the fridge and looked at the site again. The featured profiles blew my mind. If they had thousands of paying customers, all paying a buck at least for a picture of feet, then how much scratch were these girls taking home? Even if they were just selling a single picture each week, that was possible tens of thousands of dollars. Even girls like the one I met earlier that day: it was no work for a decent chunk of change.

I finished my beer and then I chuckled as a silly thought entered my head. I began to wonder if I could trick a few guys into spending a few bucks on my feet. I took off my socks and looked down. They would need a shave, and probably a touch of nail polish as well. There was an old thing of nail polish in the bathroom vanity. I think it was left behind by the previous renter of the suite—I never bothered to throw it out because I never used the vanity.

I bit my lip as I thought about it, trying not to laugh at how ridiculous the idea was. Even if I only sold the picture to one person, it would be worth a laugh if nothing else.

So I went to the bathroom with another beer and my face razor, which I only used once a month because my facial hair was almost non-existent. I shaved my feet and toes and ankles, and then I spent twenty minutes carefully applying that pink nail polish to each toenail. I felt stupid and silly, but that tingling curiosity kept me going.

It was forty minutes before my feet were ready for their closeup. I stretched out my legs and extended my phone, camera turned on. I pointed my toes until my feet looked especially girly, and then I snapped a photo. Now I was laughing out loud. The feet in the photo actually looked like they could have belonged to a woman. I knew I had small feet, but I never thought that they were feminine.

I sent the photo to my computer and then I made myself an account on the website. I uploaded the photo, setting the price to a mere fifty cents, which was the cheapest option. Then I sat and waited for my first sale to come in. My profile’s name was Fae, with a little heart emoji after it.  I waited for an hour, but nothing happened. I looked down at my painted toes and suddenly felt like a complete idiot. Maybe it took more work than I thought. Maybe I was missing something—or maybe my feet were obviously not worth spending money on.

But how could anyone know? I didn’t have any free photos to entice men to buy my fifty cent photo. So I pulled my pants back up and I extended my toes again, snapping another photo—this time in my bathroom, just to change up the setting. The lighting was better in my bathroom anyway.

I posted the photo and made it free. Then I spent another hour refreshing the page and waiting for a sale. I don’t know why I cared so much. It was just supposed to be a dumb curiosity, not something I actually cared anything about.

After that hour, I was tired. I realized I was wasting my time on a dumb gag that wasn’t even enough to make me laugh out loud. So I closed the website, scrubbed the polish off of my toenails (which took a good amount of time), and I went to sleep.

It was a full week before I returned to that website. I went in for a job interview at an engraving shop at the mall. “You seem qualified,” said the interviewer. Of course I was qualified: the job had zero necessary qualifications. It was a minimum wage entry-level position. “I’m sure we can bring you on board, but first I’ll do a little background check to make sure you aren’t crazy. It’s just protocol.”

I smiled and nodded. “Sure. Sounds good.” On my way home, I remembered that website. I had a mini panic attack, suddenly worried that page would come up if my name was searched. Why didn’t I delete that stupid page that night? I started rushing home, walking as fast as I could without running.

I pulled out my phone and tried searching my own name. I scrolled through twenty pages of results, and then a car honked loudly. I looked up and saw that I was in the road: on a crosswalk with a red light. A car had slammed on its breaks to avoid killing me. “Sorry!” I yelled.

I got home and went straight to my computer. I was pretty sure that feet website wasn’t tied to my name in any way, but I wasn’t willing to take the risk. I needed to delete the profile, just to be safe. I opened the website up and logged into my account so I could locate the ‘delete account’ button—and that’s when I noticed the account balance.

I had twelve dollars, ready to be cashed out. Twenty four men had purchased my fifty cent picture, and three of them had added me to their ‘following’ list. I paused and stared at that green figure. Sure it wasn’t a lot, but twelve bucks was more than I was going to make in an hour at my new job.

I decided not to delete the account. I left it up after going through every single page of my settings, to make sure it wasn’t tied to my name or my e-mail address. Then I cashed out the twelve bucks, sending it directly to my bank account. I needed a few bucks for groceries after all.

As I was at the grocery store, buying a couple supplies, a weird tingle crept through me. I knew that my small haul was being funded by my feet. It was weird to think that I convinced enough men into thinking my feet belonged to a woman to pay for a couple dinners.

So when I got home, I took another picture of my feet after doing a fresh shave and a fresh coat of nail polish. This time the preparation only took twenty minutes. I posted the photo, and before I went to sleep, I had my first two sales with the new shot.


CHAPTER II

The days were long and boring at that engraving store. We only got a handful of customers each day, usually between the hours of 2:00 PM and 5:00 PM, so the first five hours of my day were spent sitting in silence, staring at a computer screen that had restricted internet access. My boss told me that I wasn’t allowed to have my phone on the floor during working hours, but by my third day on the job, I was being left alone to keep the shop by myself, so of course I took out my phone to help pass the time.

Every few hours, I checked my sales on LoversOfFeet.com. I had four pictures of my feet for sale now, and I was close to making my first hundred bucks. I still got a weird feeling inside of me every time someone purchased one of my pictures. I still couldn’t understand what they saw in my feet that they couldn’t find on Google—and I couldn’t help but wonder what they were doing with the photos. Were they jerking off?

It was an especially long and boring day. No customers were coming in and I had nothing to do; I felt like I’d already surfed the entire world wide web five times over, and I was sick of refreshing my social media pages. One of my managers came in to check on me. She was in a red dress and bright red heels, having just come from some conference brunch across town. She spent an hour in the office filing paperwork, and then she left after saying, “We don’t need to both be here. It’s pretty dead today.” I couldn’t think of a single day that more than one person needed to be there. Some days we got no business at all. I wasn’t entirely sure how that engraving store stayed in business.

Once she was gone, I got up and wandered around the shop, stretching my legs. I went over to the office and poked my head inside. I knew that I wasn’t supposed to go into the office, but I was bored and desperate for something to hold my attention for even just a few minutes. That’s when I saw my manager’s red heels by the door. She must have taken them off and forgotten them. I knew that she kept a pair of slippers under the desk, so maybe that’s what she left in.

I sauntered over to the heels. I put my foot next to them and wondered if they would fit my feet, just for a quick shot for my LoversOfFeet profile. I peeked out into the shop to make sure I was alone, then I put the shoes on. They fit remarkably well. Luckily, my feet were newly shaved from a photo I took the night before, so all I had to do was pull up my pants. But I needed some good light. I peeked back out into the brightly lit shop, making sure it was empty, then I stumbled out from the office. It was hard walking in those heels, but I didn’t need to go far. I went behind the counter and put my feet up. I angled my phone until I had the perfect shot, and then I snapped it. I took a minute to post it to my page, and then the door opened.

I quickly pulled my feet down. My heart leapt. An older man walked in and paused. He stared at me with narrowed eyes for a moment—possibly having seen me in those red heels, which was still wearing under the counter. “C—Can I help you?” I asked.

He stared at me for a moment longer before stepping up to order an engraving for his grandson’s graduation. I could feel that my face was almost as red as those shoes. I put in his order, and then I slipped my shoes off while he was turned and looking at the display wall.

Then I took his little plaque over to the engraving machine. He looked down at my bare, shaved feet, but he didn’t comment. He kept his distance, probably thinking I was a serial killer. I gave him his plaque, freshly engraved, and then he went on his way, looking back at me once with those narrowed eyes. Once he was gone, I took a deep breath and relaxed my shoulders. I felt so stupid—until I opened my online account up and saw that I already had twenty sales on my latest picture. It was a personal record: twenty sales in under twenty minutes. I was officially past one hundred dollars in total earnings, and I still didn’t even have my first paycheque from the engraving store yet.

So I kept posting pictures. I posted one each night, always of my bare feet in my apartment, and then the odd photo of my bare feet in that engraving shop, when nobody was around.

I started getting regular clients: men who were happy to buy each photo that I posted. The comments were always positive, and sometimes frighteningly dirty. “I want to fuck your feet so badly,” one man said. “I just want to cum on your toes and make you lick my load off.” But it was only a week before I started getting some less positive comments. “More of the same,” said one man. “Post something different,” said another. “Or I’m unsubbing.” My heart fluttered. Now I was close to having two hundred dollars in total earnings, in just a couple of weeks. But my new photos weren’t performing as well. I needed to step up my game. I needed to give my clients more, even though I had no idea what else they could possibly want. What else could I do with my feet to make the men happy?

I had a lot of spare time to think about it as I sat in that empty engraving shop, hoping a customer would come in just to obliterate my boredom. Nobody came in, so I was left with that dwelling thought in my head: how could I improve my feet photography game?

I decided to use a bit of the money I made selling feet photos to invest in some inspiration. I bought twenty top rated pictures from top users, a total cost of forty dollars, almost half of my earnings—but you have to spend money to make money, right?

The pictures were in a whole other league: high resolution, taken with impressive cameras, with perfect lighting (probably studio lights). The girls wore different shoes in the different photos, as well as stockings, leggings, pantyhose, and of course fishnets. Only one of the twenty photos I purchased had bare feet. Even the settings were often creative, with a bit of a theme to match whatever the style of the photo was. In one photo, the girl was kicking off her cowgirl boots, and in the background was an impressive old west town—maybe a set or maybe she drove a few hours just to get that picture.

I didn’t have the money for an expensive camera or fancy sets or studio lighting. But I knew I needed to do something, even if it was just a slight improvement.

I found a pair of fishnet stockings online for eight dollars. I ordered them, knowing I would make the money back. Then I ordered a single LED light for twenty dollars, and a new colour of nail polish, just to vary my look up a bit. I went with a glittery gold colour. And just like that, I was broke, having spent every dollar that I’d made. But you have to spend money to make money.

Three days later, all of my online purchases were at my door. I brought everything inside and set up for my newest and best photo yet: smooth feet in fishnet stockings, with a nice key light to the left, making the photo look a tiny bit more professional, nails sparkling with gold polish. I spent five minutes finding the right angle, and then I posted the photo for my small audience.

Within an hour, I sold the picture to forty different men. The new photo was on its way to paying itself off. I smiled, feeling proud of myself. The comments started coming in. I sat on my couch for the next hour answering all of them, making sure my fans remained fans. Another hour went by as I refreshed my sales and answered more comments, even getting a bit flirty with a few guys, hoping they would ‘tip’ me, which was an option on the site. I got one five dollar tip, so the effort paid off.

And then I realized it was getting dark, and I realized I was still wearing the fishnet stockings. In a weird way, I kind of liked the way they felt on my legs, hugging my skin. Though I felt kind of dumb with my legs only shaved up to the middle of my shins. I don’t know why I didn’t just shave all of my legs. I guess I figured I could still pull up my socks and appear manly while wearing shorts. But every time I went to take a photo, I was showing off a bit more leg.

Just before I went to bed, I received a new comment. “Do you have an OnlyFans I can sign up for?” the man asked.

My stomach churned at the thought of men jerking off to the pictures I was posting. I hated to think that I was getting men off, but I knew that men only used OnlyFans for one thing: getting off. “Not yet,” I said with a winking emoji.

“You should get one. I’d sign up,” he said.

The comment lingered in my gut for a while. I don’t know why it bothered me so much, but I didn’t like it. I didn’t want people asking for pictures above my shins. It was a website for feet, and that was what I was giving them. Why couldn’t they just be happy with my feet pictures?

When I woke up, that twenty dollars had doubled into forty. I wasn’t too far off of making more with the feet pictures than I was at my actual job.

My heart fluttered and my skin tingled. I knew that I was onto something. I knew that I had stumbled into the easiest side-hustle imaginable. Sure, there would be a bit of an initial investment, but I knew that each little investment would go a long way. I saw that my following was growing, and the numbers were on an upward trajectory. It was exactly the extra income I needed to get back onto my feet after my split with Fiona.


CHAPTER III

Fiona took everything when she left me—including my dog. I never found out why she decided to leave me—probably for another man, though she never posted any pictures of herself with another guy. One day I just woke up and she was gone. The note on the table said that she was moving on and couldn’t say it to my face. Her friends came by that afternoon to pick up her things. I was heartbroken. We’d been together for nearly three years and I was planning on proposing. I thought everything was going great, and then that day happened.

“I want this split to be easy and painless,” she wrote in her note. But the split was anything but painless.

It was only a week later when a couple of large men in matching uniforms came for my dog. They had some papers written up by a lawyer, apparently saying that the dog belonged to Fiona. I loved that dog. Sure, we got it together, but I was the one who had always taken care of it. I was the one who fed it and walked it and bought its treats.

I hired my own lawyer to fight for the dog. It was an expensive battle, which I lost simply because Fiona’s name was on the adoption paper and not mine. I couldn’t even remember signing adoption papers (and I guess that’s because I didn’t sign any).

And then it got worse. Fiona fought me for everything, including the television and the couch. I kept trying to meet up with her, to figure out why she was bleeding me dry, but she refused to meet and she refused to give me her address. I still think that she’d moved in with another man and was too afraid of me finding out.

The legal battle crushed my spirits and drained my bank account. I said some ugly things about women in a public Facebook post during a particularly low moment, and then my then-boss saw the post and fired me. I was broke and unemployed and heartbroken. I won’t lie: I thought about ending it. I even walked to a bridge one night and looked down at the water and tried to convince myself to close my eyes and jump; but I chickened out at the last second, as I had my foot over the railing.

Fiona destroyed me, and I never found out why. She didn’t need my money; she had a decent job at a pub. Some nights she would come home with four or five hundred dollars, just in tips. She wasn’t particularly brilliant or qualified, but she was pretty. She was the one that taught me that, as a girl, you’ll be fine as long as you’re pretty.

That split was two long years before I started dating again. I was alone and sexless for two excruciating years. I was unemployed for most of that time as well, unable to hold down a job because of my emotional instability. There were days that I would just break down. But I was better now, for the most part. Fiona’s face would come into my mind from time to time, and I would find myself in that old state of sad confusion. I hated that I had no idea why she left. In her note she claimed that it was her and not me—whatever that meant. But deep down, I knew that it was something to do with me.

It was a quiet Thursday afternoon and I had the day off of work. I was trying to get a decent picture of my feet in my apartment, but I couldn’t get a shot that was any different than any of the shots I’d already posted. I was afraid of making my audience upset. I didn’t want to make them pay money to get a photo that they already had. I hated the negative comments. I hated seeing the ‘followers’ number dip on my profile page. If this was going to be at all worth my time, I had to be careful.

And while I was trying to get that shot in a new and special light, I remembered Fiona. I remembered her pretty feet, and then I remembered that I had a pair of Fiona’s panties stuffed in the far back of my sock drawer.

I felt my cheeks turning red as I remembered the red lacy panties. I stole them from her after the first time we had sex. I woke up before her and those panties were on the floor of my bedroom. I knew that David, an old friend, wouldn’t believe me that I got laid, so I kept the panties to prove it. I hid them in my sock drawer, and then I ended up keeping them there, to remind me of how lucky I felt on that morning, when I woke up next to the girl of my dreams.

I never had the courage to throw the panties away—and to be honest, I forgot about them for many months. I never dug into the back of my sock drawer.

I retrieved them now. They had a dusty smell, but it wasn’t unpleasant. I felt the fabric with both of my hands, remembering feeling them for the first time when I slipped them off of Fiona’s tight, smooth body. I closed my eyes and tried to push back the swell of emotion inside of me. Then I bent over and slipped the panties around my ankles.

Now I had a better shot: something different, with red panties around my ankles. I got my little light in close and then I snapped a picture. I posted the shot and waited for the money to come in.

Once again, the photo broke my personal record, making sixty dollars before the end of the day. I caught myself grinning in the mirror. Between that photo and all of my other photos, I made eighty dollars. It was my day off and I ended up making more money than I would have made at work. For the first time in a long time, I felt excited, even though I knew that what I was doing was silly and stupid and probably wrong. I was essentially a catfish, tricking men into giving me money. But it’s not like I explicitly said anywhere on my profile that I was a girl. It’s not like there was a rule on the website that said that the users had to be women.

I received a message right before going to bed. I’d received similar messages before, but this was caught my interest for some weird reason. “I’ll tip you one hundred dollars if you send me a picture of your asshole.” Usually people wanted tit shots or pussy shots—but this was the first asshole shot. I didn’t have tits or a pussy, but I did have an asshole. And the message got me wondering: if my feet could pass as feminine, could my asshole pass as feminine?

I didn’t love the idea of sending a stranger a picture of my asshole, but I liked the thought of having a spare hundred bucks for almost no extra work. I walked over to my bathroom mirror and turned to look at my backside. First, I needed to shave. I grabbed my razor and carefully spent the next thirty minutes removing all the hair—even carefully gliding the razor up my crack.  Then I looked at myself and laughed. Now, with my ass all shaved and my calves all shaved, I looked ridiculous, with a band of hair around my thighs. So I decided to do away with all of it. It was a small price to pay for a decent side hustle.

I had to figure out how to put my camera’s phone on a timer, because I couldn’t hold the phone and bend over at the same time—also while spreading my butt cheeks and holding the red panties away from my crack.

I paused for a moment to laugh while snapping the photo. It was definitely not a position I had ever seen myself in before. I never thought that I would be bending over and taking pictures of my butthole while wearing my ex-girlfriend’s panties. But there I was.

I didn’t have high hopes for the photo, but it seemed like a waste not to try. After taking a deep breath, I looked at my picture. I was shocked: the photo could have been a photo of a woman’s asshole. The bum cheeks were smooth and round. You could see some of my thighs, but they looked good, like they belonged to a model. And the lower back that could be seen also had a feminine quality to it—maybe just because of the way I was curving my spine.

I sent the man the picture in a private DM, and fifteen minutes later he sent me a $100.00 tip. I nearly shouted out with joy. $180.00 in a single day. It was more than I’d ever made in a single day at any job.


CHAPTER IV

I was quickly becoming a pro: motivated by big green dollar signs. I had my sights set on a camera, but it was fifteen hundred dollars and that didn’t even include the lenses—but I knew it was what I needed to push my sales into a whole new category: maybe even eliminating the need for a day job.

It was funny to think that I could end up making a living with pictures of my feet, but I knew I couldn’t just turn down a golden opportunity because I thought it was silly. I came from a long line of entrepreneurs: business men and women who were successful in the best and worst of times. I knew that I had success in my blood, and this was the card I was being dealt.

If I was going to save for that camera, I needed to be thrifty. I needed more settings and accessories to keep my game going strong.

And I was already learning lessons; I learned that it was silly to post two photos in the same day. I was starting to figure the website’s algorithm out; it was better to get one picture with lots of likes and comments and purchases than it was to get two photos with as many likes and comments and purchases spread across both. The trick was to get high in the rankings, and only photos with lots of activity rose high. Once a photo was high up in the rankings, it got more visibility, and more sales at an exponential rate. The first few pages of results on the website’s homepage were posts that went up within the past twenty-four hours. With some simple logic, I figured out that the results were sorted with a formula that went something like: likes plus comments plus purchases, all divided by days since posting.

So I couldn’t just be lazy and waste a day. Each day was important for growth. So I was nervous when I got to work and had no photo to post. I sat anxiously behind that counter in that empty engraving store. Each hour that went by was a wasted hour: an hour that someone else had my potential spot in those search results, taking my potential income away from me.

I surfed the website, buying a few of the top selling photos of the day for the sake of research. One of the top photos was of a pair of feet with streaks of glistening cum across the toes. ‘Met up with one of my fans today,’ the comment read. My heart galloped and my skin tingled. I had a feeling that the girl didn’t actually fool around with a fan—probably just her boyfriend, and she was now just putting ideas in the heads of her fans. But the photo gave me a naughty idea.

I went into the back room and pulled out my cock. I began to stroke it, knowing there was a very low chance that someone would come into the store. It had been a while since I’d had any action, so I knew it wouldn’t take long to get off. I felt stupid and exhilarated at the same time while I stroked myself in that little store.

I thought about pulling porn open on my phone, but I needed to have my camera ready to get the perfect shot before all the cum oozed off of my feet, so I kept the camera app open instead. It didn’t feel like I was just masturbating at work; I was doing business. I was imitating the pros, and they say that the best way to be successful is to imitate the pros.

I squeezed hard and tugged fast, trying to come up with sexy images in my mind. But instead of pornographic scenes, I started thinking about Fiona. It was a problem that I’d had for years, since she’d left me. I struggled to get off because her face always came into my head, making me depressed and lonely. I couldn’t allow those feelings to ruin a good business opportunity, so I opened my eyes and pushed the thought away.

I looked down at my feet. I wasn’t a foot fetish guy, but at least my feet looked feminine. I had my painted toes and my smooth hairless skin. I guess my feet did kind of look sexy. I could see why men would have believed them to be female. And my legs were pretty cute too. I pulled up my pant legs to expose my smooth skin, making the illusion a bit more convincing. Now it felt like I was staring at a woman’s legs as I jerked off, which was much better than depressing thoughts of my ex-girlfriend.

I bit down on my tongue as I moved my legs into various feminine poses. It was kind of fun, modelling for myself. I was coming up with lots of ideas of poses for future photos. And with each stroke of my cock, I was realizing more and more what some people saw in a good pair of feminine feet.

“Shit,” I moaned, grabbing my camera. Then I pushed my erection down and I pulled my feet in close. I shuddered all over and then I came on my feet. It was a big come shot. I recorded a video of the action, with my cock out of frame. I had my feet turned in a way that looked like the cum was actually coming from the side, and not from between my legs.

Then, I started snapping photos as the cum oozed down. I probably took thirty shots from different angles, making sure I got the moment covered. I felt relieved and naughty in a fun sort of way. Even as I scrolled through the shots, my heart continued to pound as if I was still fooling around when I should have been working.

I watched the video of my feet getting streaked with cum. I watched it again and again, making sure there were no reflection in the background, and making sure it really did look like someone else was coming on me. I must have watched that thirty second video fifteen times before I felt like it was acceptable to post on the website.

‘A client came into the shop and we had some fun,’ I wrote as the caption. I attached the video and two pictures, selling the action as a bundle. It seemed risky and awkward, but I knew I needed to imitate the pros if I was going to be successful.

But I still felt like I’d crossed a line. It was one thing to post public photos of my feet, but it was a whole other thing to post photos of cum.

That awkward anxiety soon fluttered away as the sales rolled in. Once again, I made more money selling pictures (and now a video) of my feet than I did while sitting around a shop for eight hours.


CHAPTER V

Two days later came new trends. All of the top girls were posting top down shots of their lower halves: on their stomachs, legs bent, heels against their bums. They were showing off a lot more than just their feet: now they were showing everything below their waists. Some of them were nude, others were in lingerie, and some were just in cute dresses.

I spent my entire afternoon getting a similar shot. I had to create a special stand for my phone using two stacks of old books and magazines and a long board that floated six feet off of the ground, and three feet above my body on my bed. Then I spent some time setting up lights (I got my newest light in the mail that morning). Then I changed my old bed sheets; stuffing my torn blue plaid sheets into my closet and putting on the inexpensive pink sheets I bought on Amazon.

Then I had to do a fresh shave. I also bought a moisturizer that had a skin tone tint in it that was supposed to hide blemishes. It wasn’t a cheap product, but I saw online that many models were using the same thing for their legs before photoshoots.

I took a few naked shots, obviously with my cock and balls tucked under my body. Then I put on those red panties and took a few more. Then I put on my fishnets and took some. And then I put on a dress that I picked up from a thrift store for eight dollars. It was yellow with short sleeves, and shockingly cute for eight dollars.

While I was in each outfit, I also took a few shots in different poses around my apartment. They were all shots that I planned on saving for later. I only planned on posting one that day, and I hadn’t decided which one I liked best. But I’d spent some time going through the back catalogues of some of the more successful girls, and I saw that they all used photos from the same photoshoots, posting many months apart. Nobody seemed to notice that the settings and outfits were the same—as long as there was enough time between each post. And I knew that I was going to need material if I was going to keep my profile going strong. There would be days that I wouldn’t be able to take photos—maybe even entire weeks. And there would be a day that I would be too old, and my feet wouldn’t be sexy any more. Sure, that was decades away, but if I was going to turn this into a proper source of passive income, then I needed to think far ahead. I was even already trying to think of ways to automate the posting process, so that I could just let a computer take over once I had a few hundred—or a few thousand—photos. Maybe it could truly be a low-effort source of passive income.

I was averaging just over one hundred dollars per day. My follower count was growing by the day. 99% of the comments I was receiving were positive.

It was only two weeks later when my bank account had enough money in it to afford that camera and a used lens from the same store. “Great camera choice,” the man at the camera store said to me. “What kind of pictures do you plan on taking with it?”

I felt myself blushing as a smile crossed my face. It wasn’t a question I was expecting, but I wasn’t sure why. “Mountains and stuff,” I said.

“Are you sure this is the lens you want then?” he said. “This is more for closeups and portraits and stuff like that. Maybe you want to get a wide lens, like this prime fourteen millimetre lens from Rokinon.”

“No, that’s okay. I want to do all sorts of stuff,” I said, taking my new haul. “Thank you though.”

He looked at me strangely, probably wondering why I wanted a professional camera even though I didn’t even know what I wanted to shoot.

I was so excited about the new camera that I ended up spending the rest of the day taking pictures of my feet, and some pictures of my legs and bum. I put on all of my few outfits and did every pose I could think of, replacing all of my old photos with shots with my new, high-resolution camera.

The camera’s resolution was so high that I realized I needed to do a better job of shaving all of the tiny blonde hairs on the backs of my thighs and bum. I also had to learn how to colour grade photos. But it was a fun learning curve, playing around on my computer with all of my photos. It was also a great opportunity to spend some time with pictures of my feet and legs and bum, to see what looked good and what didn’t. I felt like I was learning a lot about my own body. I was definitely learning that my body was quite feminine.

And I couldn’t help but wonder if that was part of why Fiona left me. Maybe I wasn’t manly enough for her. Maybe she would have preferred a guy who couldn’t pass as a woman on the internet. Maybe that’s who she left me for: a guy with big, hairy feet, and strong, muscular legs. But that guy probably wasn’t on track to make an extra four grand in a month, with only a couple hours of extra work each day.

I posted a photo of my bare legs extended in a classic photo, lit evenly with my set of LED lights. The reception was amazing. At a dollar per image, I sold one hundred images in under an hour: another new record. “New background photo,” said one man. Another man sent me a private message of his computer screen, with my photo on his screen, and streaks of cum oozing down. He jerked himself off to my photo, and in a weird way it felt like a victory.

“Please get an OnlyFans,” another poster wrote. “I’d buy every picture you posted.”

It was a recurring comment that I was getting more and more with each passing day. And it was starting to feel more and more awkward, ignoring the comments.

“I’m sorry,” I wrote. “I don’t think I’m quite ready for that yet.”

He sent me a private message. “Send me a picture of yourself,” he wrote. “I’ll tell you if you’re ready or not. I bet you’re smoking hot and you don’t even realize it.”

I laughed and shook my head. I rolled my eyes as I replied to the flirtation. “You’re so cute. Thanks.”

“Seriously,” he replied. “Send a full body shot, with your face. I promise not to share it.”

“I think I’m too shy,” I wrote, trying to stay in my girly character, which was strangely easy and natural. “But you’re sweet.”

“I’ll tip you a hundred bucks,” he said. “And then I delete the photo right away. C’mon gorgeous, don’t be shy.”

I won’t lie: I thought about digging around on the internet for a picture of a random girl. I even did a tiny bit of searching before realizing it was too risky. It would have been too easy for him to reverse-search the photo and realize it wasn’t me. And it would involve Photoshopping my small birthmarks onto my legs.

I walked over to the mirror. It was hard to turn down a hundred bucks, especially because I was already eyeing up tripods and new lights and new lenses and tons of new outfits online. I needed a lot more money to get myself established and comfortable. One hundred bucks would have gone a long way.

I’d been meaning to buy a wig. I’d seen many pictures on that website of hair dangling down into the frame. It was one little thing that would sell me more as a woman. And I was pretty sure that I had a bunch of Fiona’s old makeup in a box in my storage locker, in the apartment building basement. I went down to look.

Sure enough, there was lots of old makeup, and there was even a couple outfits that she left behind: dresses that I bought for her that she only wore a few times. I picked up one piece of black lingerie from one of the boxes. “I forgot about this,” I said aloud to myself. I bought it for her for Valentine’s Day, and she looked amazing in it—but she never wore it again after that night. Also in the box was an old Halloween costume, with a pink bob wig; it was part of a go-go girl costume that Fiona wore one year to a Halloween party.

Also in the box was a pair of heels that she wore to a convention, and a pair of gladiator sandals that she begged for and then never wore after I got them for her for Christmas. She said that they weren’t comfortable, but I was sure now that they would be fine for a photoshoot. I took the whole box up to my apartment and started trying things on.

I put on my little yellow dress, and then I put on the gladiator sandals, strapping them all the way up my calves with the tiny leather straps. I got that wig snugged onto my head, and then I brought all of the old makeup into my bathroom, and that’s where I spent the next two hours: trying on various supplies, dolling myself up, and then washing my face so I could try again, until I felt like I actually had a look that seemed somewhat convincing.

My eyes looked huge surrounded by eyeliner. My lips looked plump and juicy with a touch of lip gloss. I had to pluck a few eyebrow hairs to get the shape of my eyebrows right, but with a bit of plucking, my face looked genuinely feminine. I felt strange staring at myself, like I was staring at completely different person, at a real woman, yet somehow I still looked like me.

“Whoa,” I said, leaning in to see how bright my eyes were. I never realized just how bright and captivating my eyes were before.

I stepped back and did a few poses in the mirror. My skin tingled. Maybe I could do an OnlyFans page if I was crafty enough. Maybe I could start a second source of passive income using this strange talent that I apparently had.

I set my camera up on top of my dresser and I snapped a full body shot. It was just too revealing for my comfort level. Maybe the guy wouldn’t be able to tell that I was really a man, but I could see that I was really me—so I needed to be more creative.

I put the camera down on the ground and I focussed it on my feet, which were stretched out towards it. You could see me in the photo, leaning back and looking into the lens, but I was out of focus and unrecognizable. But technically, it was a full body shot: you could see everything from my dress to my face to my pink hair.

I sent the man the photo. “You tease,” he said. “I’m only tipping half for this. But I can see that you’re beautiful—even though you’re out of focus.”

I caught myself blushing.

“Seriously,” he continued after seeing that I read his message. “You’re hot. I would pay five thousand dollars to spend one night with you. You don’t live near Sacramento, do you?”

I don’t know why I was blushing so much. The words shouldn’t have come across as complimentary. As a man, his flirtations should have come across as insults. But instead of feeling angry, I was smiling and biting down on my tongue like a teen girl talking to a cute boy in the school hallway.

He sent a fifty dollar tip, which still seemed worth the effort. “You’re so sweet,” I said. I was already navigating over to the camera store website to place an order for a tripod. Shots were going to be so much easier with a tripod.

The next day, I decided to post that same shot onto my profile, listed at $1.00. By the end of the day, I hit another new sales record. My audience grew and my picture made it onto the fourth page of the website’s search results: another new record. I deposited all of my account’s money into my bank and then I hit up the thrift store on my way home from work. For one hundred and fifty bucks, I got three pairs of shoes, five complete outfits (skirts, blouses, dresses, tank tops, and sweaters), and then I ordered a wig online after picking up my tripod from the camera store. I also grabbed another bigger LED light to be my key light; my other lights would become my fill light and my backlight.

My bedroom now looked like a studio, and I already had ideas on how to make it even better. I knew that the pictures would be better if I could make the room lighter, which meant painting the walls white. I needed to invest in some generic artwork for the walls and some knickknacks to put up on shelves, to make my bedroom background look more appealing. That night, I started looking into locations around the city that could serve as photoshoot locations. I had my eye on a cute boutique hotel room that would cost me $150.00 for a night, but I knew I could get tons of material there: easily enough for a week or two of posts. It seemed like a penny in the bucket, and a worthwhile penny at that, so I booked the room for the following night.

I packed a whole suitcase with my wigs, makeup, outfits, shoes, shaving stuff, moisturizers, and toiletries.


CHAPTER VI

It took three trips from my car to my room to load everything up, and then it took a good hour to set up all of my equipment: battery chargers, lighting, tripod, and so on. I turned that boutique hotel room into a legitimate photography studio.

Then it was time to do my makeup. There were many mirrors in that room, and where there weren’t mirrors, there were windows: reflections everywhere. I knew that my face would inevitably end up in the blurry background of at least one photo, so I had to make sure that I had all of my bases covered. I dolled myself for an hour, getting my eyeliner perfect, contouring my face just right, and making sure my new wig looked perfectly convincing and not at all like a wig. Then I spent a good amount of time picking out my first outfit for my long night of shooting.

I did a few standard shots, and then I started to mimic what the pro users were doing. I did shots in cute outfit after cute outfit. My personal favourite (especially with the yellow painted walls in the room) was my red gingham romper. I made a point of getting most of my body into my feet shots while I was in that romper. I did my best to pose sexy, curving my back and pouting at the camera like a bonafide model. I ended up turning myself on when I looked over at a mirror and saw myself bent flirtatiously over a bed, kicking back my feet with the camera behind me for a feet-and-bum shot. I could feel my shaft throbbing. I was getting hard and excited. I bit down on my lip and looked down. The new hardening bulge wasn’t going to help me with my photos; I knew it needed to be dealt with.

I looked to the television and turned it on. It had all of the classic hotel movie options. Normally, I would have skipped them to watch free television, but now that I had some expendable cash, I was curious. I flicked over to the adult section. I started looking through sexy posters of girls sucking cocks thicker than Coca Cola cans. Then I noticed a category: gay, bi, and transsexual. I paused for a moment before clicking on it curiously. I wasn’t gay or bi or transsexual, but I wanted to know how the trans girls looked compared to me. I was curious to see what they were doing to make themselves look convincingly feminine. I scrolled through a few posters until I found one with a truly hot girl, who was apparently biologically male. I stared at the poster for a moment. She had a similar brunette bob and glossy lips. The video was only two dollars to rent, so I rented it, and it suddenly started.

I found myself staring at her as she flirted with the film’s first male lead. He put his hands on her and started kissing her neck. I could see her Adam’s apple bulging slightly, but aside from that, she looked perfectly convincing. And some girls have Adam’s apples, so it wasn’t even something I could really judge her on. She had a black choker on—maybe that’s what I needed. Her breasts weren’t big at all. They were B-cups at best, and I could probably muster up some B-cups using some hormones—and then I could tell people in public that I just had a bit of a chip addiction; nobody would think that B-cups were true breasts unless they were inside of a dress or a bra. People would just assume I had man boobs—and I didn’t mind people thinking I had man boobs if I was secretly making big money on the side. It seemed like a small price to pay.

I shook my head, pushing away the strange thought. Why was I considering taking hormones? Why would altering my body even be a remote option? A chill crept through my body, then I looked back down at my big erection. It was harder than it had been in a long time—almost painfully hard, throbbing intensely. Why was I so horny? Was it the transgender pornography or the fun of being dolled up? Either way, it was concerning.

On the screen, a biological girl—fully naked—was bending the pretty trans girl over. She had a big dildo, which she slid down to the trans girl’s puckering asshole. I watched for a moment with intense curiosity. I bit down on the side of my tongue and took a deep breath as the girl pushed the toy into the trans porn star. She pushed it deep and began to plunge in and out. The trans chick moaned. Her cheeks turned a shade of dark red.

“Hold it,” the girl said. “I’ll be right back.”

Then the trans girl did something curious. Instead of using her hands to hold the toy (her hands were busy playing with her own breasts), she used the heels of her feet to hold the toy inside of her body. It gave me an idea.

I looked around and spotted a shoehorn in the closet. I zipped over and gave it a wash in the little sink before sitting down on the floor with my camera now off of its tripod. I faced the camera towards me, and then I spread my knees, showing my panties and erection off to the camera. The erection wasn’t important—I knew I could hide it with my hand. I pulled my panties to the side and then I went to push the shoehorn into my asshole.

I’d never penetrated myself before, so I had no idea what to expect. I figured there would be a bit of initial pain, but nothing unbearable. I knew the pain would be worth the clout online. I twisted and pushed, but the shoehorn wouldn’t go into me, even though it was blunt and shaped like an average sized cock.

I needed lubrication. I thought for a moment before deciding to use my own saliva. I spat on the shoehorn and then used my fingertips to spread the spit around, making the black phallic object glisten. Then I brought it back to my hole and began to push again. Still, it didn’t want to go in. “C’mon,” I said. I really wanted that picture. I knew it would perform well. I knew tons of men would pay as much as five bucks for it. I twisted and groaned. “Why won’t it go in?” I said aloud. Then I leaned back a little bit and tried again.

It suddenly penetrated me and went in three whole inches before I grabbed it and stopped myself. I gasped, feeling my insides stretching. “Fuck!” I said, waiting for the pain to set in. But there was no pain. Maybe the shoehorn wasn’t quite big enough to stretch me painfully.

My heart was pounding fast. I took a minute to catch my breath before looking down. I used my hand to press my ball sack down so I could see the shoehorn, half gone inside of my body. “Holy shit,” I said. Just like that, I’d taken my own anal virginity. And for what? For a picture? Was it really worth it? Was my innocence really worth money?

I tried pushing the shoehorn in a bit deeper. Then I suddenly hit something that made a warm shiver run through my body. I perked up and gasped again. It actually felt kind of interesting, so I pushed again, pressing that dull end against that same spot. I perked up again and felt my face turning red. I looked up at the screen and saw the biological female thrusting that dildo hard and fast into that trans girl’s asshole. It was a surprisingly calming sight, seeing just how much an asshole could take. Gently pushing in that shoehorn was nothing.

So I started to pump it slowly, pressing against the little spot that made me tingle. I let a small giggle slip, then I bit my lip. I knew that I was getting distracted, but now I was curious. I turned my gaze from the screen to the mirror. I could see everything, and I looked kind of hot. I stared into my own big, stunning eyes. Then that tingle grew stronger. A whimper escaped my lips. I started plunging harder and harder. Then I realized it would make for a good video for my page, as long as my feet were prominently featured. So I placed my feet down in front of my grounded camera. I focused manually on my feet, with myself blurry in the background, and then I pressed record. I leaned back. I hide my crotch using one hand and I pumped the dildo in and out using the other. I watched my little monitor carefully, making sure there were no ‘masculine slips’.

“Fuck,” I moaned as that tingling grew into a euphoria. It was a great feeling: so relaxing and pleasurable at the same time. I pumped harder and faster, biting down on my tongue.

My knees began to tremble. My head tilted back and another loud moan slipped out. I was pumping fast: sodomizing myself like I never thought that I would. That tingling consumed me and crept up to the tip of my cock. “Shit,” I squealed, and then I felt wetness gushing between my fingers. I looked down and saw that I was coming. My cock was pulsing out giant globs of white cream, and now that cream was streaming down my fingers, towards that shoehorn.

So I pulled the thing out from my ass and I leaned forward to stop the video. I took a few deep breaths, staring down at my crotch in a state of disbelief. Did I seriously just make myself cum by fucking myself in the ass?

After a shocked moment of complete silence, I got up and got myself cleaned up. My cock finally settled down and allowed me to finish my long night of shooting. I filled up two entire SD cards: thousands of pictures to skim through. I was tired but I stayed awake, on my laptop, going through all of the photos. I was so excited to go through the shots that I didn’t even change out of the last outfit that I’d been wearing, which was actually quite comfortable: a leopard print satin romper, and a pair of black thigh-high stockings. I even still had my wig and makeup on. I told myself that I was just being lazy, but really, I was enjoying the occasional glance over at the mirror; it was almost like a pretty girl was in the room with me, firing a flirtatious look over my way every so often.

I knew she wasn’t actually a pretty girl; I knew she was a biological male dressed up while acting as a catfish online—but I enjoyed the moments between the awkward dread and swirling confusion.

Then I told myself that I was just doing it for the money: because the money was good. I posted a slightly edited down version of my ass-plunging video, selling it for $2.00 to all interested buyers. And within an hour, I made nearly one hundred dollars.

And on top of the big money that was already streaming in, I now had about sixty polished photos (from the lot of thousands) that I could use over the coming weeks and months and years to keep the content flowing on my page.

Before I went to bed, my new video had found its way onto the first page of that website. I was getting sales unlike ever before. That boutique hotel rental had already paid itself off.


CHAPTER VII

I woke up to three hundred new followers and eight hundred sales across my whole platform. I wasn’t just matching my regular job now: I was blowing my regular job out of the water. I had momentum—and I had fans. I knew that my numbers would continue to grow with a little bit of effort, so I couldn’t slow down.

I called in sick for work. I spent the day promoting myself: creating accounts of various social media websites to push people towards my profile on that foot fetish website.

One of my fans quickly found my new Twitter page. He messaged me. “You would make so much money on OnlyFans. Why don’t you have a page?”

The comment made me pause. I had an awkward moment of nervous silence before typing that website into my browser. I’d never actually been on OnlyFans before. It wasn’t something I’d truly considered before. But what did I really have to lose? Maybe I could post a few careful photos and make a few extra bucks. If nothing else, I could send a few people from OnlyFans over to my page on the foot fetish website.

So I signed up for an account. I went through the whole process of verifying my age, and then I got the green light to start uploading content. I felt awkward. I wasn’t sure what to put up, so I started by putting up a few of my racier pictures and videos that I’d already posted on the foot website. I messaged that fan to let him know the page was up, and then I made it public on my new social media accounts. My number on OnlyFans started ticking up, from zero to ten before the end of the afternoon. I made a few sales and earned a few dollars.

But I knew I couldn’t get by on OnlyFans with just pictures and videos of my feet. I needed to provide the goods. I needed to do a face reveal, which meant getting myself all dolled up once again.

It was something I was getting pretty good at. I could do my makeup in just twenty minutes now. Even shaving my legs was turning into a quick process as I mastered all of the little techniques. I knew how to set my lights up for the most flattering look, and I’d been staying on top of keeping my room tidy because it was now also my studio.

I stared in the mirror at myself. I looked like a girl. I would convince total strangers, without a doubt. But I also looked like myself. I could see myself from every angle, inside of every feature of my face. What if a relative stumbled onto the account? What if a friend found it and shared it with my other friends? What if I posted a picture that became popular? Sure, I would make some extra money, but would I be able to sleep knowing it could be a matter of time before someone I knew saw it and recognized me? What if that very someone tipped off my fans?

It was a tense moment as I got ready to take a few pictures of myself on my bed. I took a deep breath, and then I turned my camera onto self-shooting mode. I leaned back, on my mattress, and started posing. I tried my best to look sexy, but I felt so vulnerable. Now I wasn’t just aiming that lens at my feet. Now I was shooting myself, with nothing to hide.

I didn’t have tits to flash or a pussy to show off, so as the shoot got more and more racy, I started showing off my ass more. I used my hand to hide my cock and balls while using the other hand to spread my butt cheeks. I felt strange, looking back at the camera, knowing that I was now in focus and not just a blurry face lingering in the background. But maybe this was the next step. Maybe this was the last thing I needed to feel like I could quite my tedious job engraving plaques and watches.

It took three hours to get that perfect shot, from setting up to getting the SD card into my laptop. It was more work than I’d ever put into a single outfit shoot: taking the same shot five hundred times until I got the angle absolutely perfect. But in the end, the shots were amazing. I looked sexy, feminine, convincing, and photogenic. The lighting was perfect. I spent another three hours touching up the shots: colour grading, editing out little cat hairs and flakes of dust from my outfit. Then, after a terrifying moment staring at my computer screen, I uploaded the shots onto my OnlyFans. I put a feet shot from the same photo set on my foot fetish profile, linking it over to my new OnlyFans. Then I waited for the numbers to come in.

I waited five long, tedious minutes before clicking on refresh. Then I stared in awe at the thirty dollars I’d already made on the foot website, and the forty dollars that came in suddenly on OnlyFans. “Holy shit,” I muttered. I waited another few minutes and then I refreshed again. Now I had dozens of comments, over one hundred likes, and another fifty dollars in sales between the two sites.

The numbers eventually slowed down, but not until the two sites had combined to earn me nearly three hundred dollars. I couldn’t believe it. I felt like the luckiest guy in the world. I felt like I stumbled onto the secret of life, but I had nobody I could share the news with. My future looked bright. I was going to be well off, and I wasn’t going to have to spend my life working.

I just couldn’t believe my luck. Everything seemed like it was going perfectly. I ended up spending the entire night on my new social media accounts, interacting with my fans, promoting myself, and finding myself being consumed by a community of other content creators, all of whom seemed perfectly happy to accept a newcomer like myself.

I sent an e-mail to my boss. “I won’t be coming in tomorrow. I’m afraid I have to quit. The job isn’t for me.”

I got a reply around 6:00 AM (I still hadn’t gone to sleep because I was so excited). “You useless piece of shit,” he wrote. “Thanks for wasting my time.” He was angry, but I didn’t care. I had something better. I had something that was going to make me a whole lot of money.

And then I went over to my new Instagram page, where I posted some censored teases with links to my OnlyFans. I noticed a new comment on one of the photos. My heart stopped as I read it. It was written by Fiona, my ex-girlfriend. “Stanley? Is that you?”

I sat in frozen terror for a long moment. How did she find the profile? Was it linked to my name or something? I suddenly began to look through my settings, and that’s where I saw a little box that was checked: ‘Let people with my phone number find my account.’

I was doomed. I quickly unchecked the box, but I had a feeling it was already too late—and not just with Fiona.


CHAPTER VIII

I could feel cold sweat forming on the back of my neck. I instantly deleted her comment, before any of my fans read it and started wondering if I was a male named Stanley. I spent the next three hours carefully going through the settings on all of my different social media pages, making sure that I wasn’t being linked to anyone that I knew in real life. But I knew that the damage had been done. I knew that Fiona had seen my pictures: me dressed up like a girl, flirting with the camera. Maybe she’d even seen some of the comments: me flirting with men online.

My stomach groaned. Fiona had my parents’ phone numbers. She knew most of my friends. It was just a matter of time before she told one of her own friends about what she saw, and then everyone would find out.

I thought about deleting everything: all of my accounts on all the sites. I could start fresh, with new profiles on all the different sites. It would only be a matter of time before my old fans found my new pages, and then Fiona wouldn’t know what to search to find me… but there was a chance she would figure it out.

I had to accept it: the damage was done. I needed to confront her about it before she made my situation worse. I felt sick. I stood up and looked towards my bathroom, wondering if I was going to throw up. Then I paused.

No—I had to just ignore Fiona’s comment, which was already deleted. I had to just pretend like it never happened. Maybe she would think that she’d made some sort of mistake. I saw that I had a new comment on my Instagram page. My heart sunk into my stomach and I closed my eyes as I clicked on the notification.

“When are we getting a new picture? I just got paid at work,” said one of my fans.

I let out a deep sigh of relief, but the terror wasn’t over. I knew that Fiona was at her house right now, trying to wrap her head around what she saw—or what she was seeing. I unlinked my phone number from my account, but she probably still had the page open. She still knew my handle.

I crawled into my bed and tried closing my eyes, hoping I would open them and find myself back in reality. A part of me was convinced that I was just having a long, strange nightmare. Maybe Fiona never found my pages. Maybe I never got wrapped up in dressing up like a girl to pose for photos on the internet. Maybe I was just a normal guy applying for jobs at the mall. Maybe I never even went on a date with Fae, the amateur foot fetish model.

But it wasn’t a nightmare. I opened my eyes and I was still in my bedroom, still wearing lingerie, still under pink sheets and surrounded by inactive LED lights on stands.

I didn’t sleep that night as I waited for Fiona to message again. I looked through her Instagram profile and tried to track down any comments she made on other posts, terrified that she was telling other people about my secret. My heart wouldn’t stop pounding. I thought that I was going to pass out from the swirling nausea in my stomach.

Then sunlight started coming through my window. My phone began to ping as my fans began to hunger for new content. ‘Any new photos for me this morning?’ one man asked. ‘Hoping for a sexy pic before I head off to work,’ said another.

“I’m working on a good one!” I wrote back.  I ended up using one of the shots from the catalogue that was supposed to be for the future, when I wasn’t able to produce new content. I just didn’t have the stomach to set everything up, get myself dolled up, and pose for photos.

I made some sales, but nothing record breaking—nothing to get me onto the first page of any websites. At least it was something—something to keep the income coming and something to keep my momentum chugging along. But I knew that I couldn’t just phone it in every day. I knew that I needed to pick myself back up for a new shoot.

I just couldn’t bring myself to do the research. I needed ideas, but the only thing in my head was Fiona. She knew what I was doing. She was probably seeing every new post that I made, and every comment. I found myself being careful with what I was saying with my fans. I didn’t want Fiona thinking that I was a homosexual, even though I didn’t really have a good reason to care what she thought.

I thought about calling her, and telling her that it was just business. I thought about pleading with her, and I even considered sending her some money to keep her mouth shut. I had money now and I knew that she liked money. But I was terrified of reaching out to her, even just casually without mention of my little feminine scheme. There was a chance she dismissed my girly account and chalked it up to a case of mistaken identity; a sudden phone call would certainly set off alarm bells in her head. I had to leave her alone. I had to hope that she would forget about what she saw and keep her mouth shut around people that could destroy the whole operation.

It was a long week, constantly checking in on her various profiles. I had gone so long without thinking about her, and now I couldn’t go ten minutes without thinking about her. I was more nervous than ever at every moment of the day—even more nervous than when I stuck a shoehorn into my ass to get a video for a foot fetish website.

I needed something to take my mind off of the new stress. I needed a distraction. I was pacing around my apartment when I got a new message from one of my original fans.

“Your latest post—I think we live in the same city,” the man said.

My heart stuttered. I went back to my latest post: a shot of me next to my window. It was a cute shot, showing off my bum as I stood profile to the camera.

“That’s Victoria, right?” he wrote.

I bit down on my tongue before writing my reply. “It is!” I wrote. “Small world.”

“We should meet,” he said.

My heart fluttered again. “I’d love to,” I wrote before really thinking about it. “I’m just so busy right now.”

“Busy with what?” he asked.

I thought for a long moment. “Everything,” I said. “Photoshoots, networking stuff, and life in general. Plus my boss has me working every day this week.” None of my fans knew how much money I made, so I had them thinking that I still worked a crappy nine to five job—the pity helped rake in a few extra dollars.

“I’ll pay you,” he said. “We can spend an evening together.”

“That’s sweet,” I wrote. “But I really don’t know if I can get the work off.”

“Call in sick,” he said. He was persistent—almost annoyingly persistent, but it was kind of warming to think that he was this devoted to meeting with me.

“I only get so many sick days a year,” I said.

“Use one of them. It will be fun—I promise.”

Now I was trying to think of some excuse to brush him off without scaring him away. He was a good client. He bought all of my photos and always left a nice tip.

“A thousand dollars for an evening. Tonight. I’ll pay you in cash. And I hope you don’t think that I’m treating you like a prostitute. The cash can just be a tip, for all of the great work you do. I think you’re beautiful and I’d love to spend an evening with you.”

I felt sick. I knew I needed to turn him down, but I also wanted that thousand dollars. I could upgrade my equipment in a big way with a thousand dollars. I could get a fancy new lens for my camera. I could buy a whole month worth of lingerie for photoshoots—nice lingerie, not just crap that was made for a fraction of a penny in some Chinese sweatshop.

“I don’t know…” I wrote.

“Two thousand, and I’m not taking no for an answer. I’ll even book the room. The Historian Hotel, downtown. I’ll send you the room number once I know it. We’ll meet at nine tonight.”

“I’m not promising sex,” I said.

“I’ll leave that up to you,” he said. “But you might struggle to resist me. The money is yours either way.”

Two grand was more than I had in my bank account. I had no idea what I would do with that kind of money. I couldn’t turn it down. I was already drifting over to the fancy lingerie sites to peruse the new releases. I wanted all of it—and I was going to get all of it, assuming the man was real.

I got myself dolled up to take a shot for the day. I went with a cute cat-eye look, wearing my classic leopard print romper and a pair of black swede boots that touched just above my knees. I took a few dozen shots before finding myself in front of the mirror, closely examining my face. I cleared my throat and started practising some lines. “How are you today?” I asked in my best girly voice. After forty minutes, I took out my computer to record myself. Then I started tweaking my tone.

Then, after another hour, I started watching YouTube videos on how to do a perfect girl voice. I did some more practise. My throat was starting to hurt from talking so much, so I took a short break, and then I started again. My voice was already naturally higher than the average male’s voice. I often had people mistake me for a girl over the phone, so it was an easy feat, making myself sound like a chick. It wasn’t exactly a skill I was proud of, but it was about to make me two grand, so I wasn’t mad about it.

Before I knew it, it was almost nine. I had to get going or I was going to be late for my two thousand dollar date. I stared at myself in the mirror for a long moment, even though I’d spent the better part of the day staring at myself in the mirror. Was I really going to try to fool a man—in person—that I was a woman? Was this horrible stress really worth an extra two thousand dollars?

I looked down at my red dress, which I’d recently bought but hadn’t had a chance to wear until that moment. It had a long slit down one side, almost showing off my matching red panties. It had a low cut top, which nearly showed off the padded bra I bought online.

“You’re insane,” I said to myself, and then I turned to the door to go and meet my date.


CHAPTER IX

He was already at the hotel waiting for me, with a bottle of wine already open. He poured the wine into the glass as soon as I stepped into the room. “I’m so glad you made it tonight,” he said with a surprisingly charming smile. I had been expecting a total creep: the kind of man who can’t get laid unless he pays thousands of dollars. But he was shockingly normal—and even a bit handsome. He had a stubble beard and thick, muscular arms. He was wearing an expensive suit, so I could only assume that he was rich (the room was also an expensive penthouse suite, which was probably costing him a thousand bucks for the night).

“You look beautiful,” he said to me.

I smiled. I still hadn’t opened my mouth. A part of me wanted to try to get through the whole night without saying a word, but I knew that was likely impossible.

“Don’t be shy,” he said. “We’re going to have fun. Here. Have some wine. It will help you relax.”

I took the glass from him. I caught a whiff of his cologne, which was like a combination of expensive scotch and cedar wood. “You’re even more beautiful in person,” he said. I still hadn’t said anything. I forced another smile and sipped from my drink. Now my silence was starting to feel awkward. I apparently had him fooled with my looks. I didn’t want to spoil it with my voice. I had no idea whether or not my voice would pass his boy-or-girl test.

“Thank you,” I said softly.

He walked over to the window and looked out. “When I saw that you were in Victoria, I knew that it was a sign. You might not believe me, but you’re the only girl I follow on that website—on any of those websites. Your profile came across me by incident.” He looked over at me with that warm smile. “It’s actually a long story—for another time. But I was just shocked by your beauty. Even when I just saw your feet—I’m not even a foot guy; though I do like a nice pair of feet.”

I took another big sip from my wine before trying to look around the room for a clock. Exactly how long was I expected to stay before I could have that money?

“You have a beauty about you—something special that I just can’t put my finger on. Did you bring your camera?”

“My camera?” I asked.

He laughed. “Your profile makes it seem like you bring your camera everywhere. I thought maybe you wanted to get a shot with me—for your page.” And that’s when I remembered seeing one of the top girls on the foot fetish site posting a picture of an erect cock between her pretty feet. It wasn’t a bad idea—that picture was on the front page for four straight days, and it probably made her a few thousand dollars. Maybe I could do something like that. Maybe I could get a quick shot that would make this night even more profitable.

“It’s okay,” he said. “I brought my own camera. Don’t worry, I won’t share these photos. Only with you—if you want them.” He leaned over and picked up a very expensive camera. I saw it when I was doing my research—the body alone was nine thousand dollars. I didn’t recognize the lens, but it was big and shiny and probably worth about the same as the camera body.

“That’s a nice camera,” I said.

“Is it? I know nothing about cameras,” he said. “It takes the occasional nice photo though.” He chuckled. Then he walked over to me. “You don’t mind if I take a few photos of you, do you? If it creeps you out, please tell me.”

It did creep me out, but I didn’t want to turn him down. Besides, if he wanted to send me the photos, then I wasn’t going to be mad. I’d never had someone else taking my photos. I was always stuck using a tripod and a timer. Maybe this was a good opportunity to get shots that I could never get before.

“What do you want me to do?” I asked softly, praying that my voice sounded girly enough.

“Why don’t you go to the bed. Bend over and look back at me.” He raised his camera up. I paused for a moment before walking over to the bed. The room was silent—I hated that silence.

I heard his camera snap a shot. “Look right into the lens,” he said. I didn’t realize I was signing myself up for a photoshoot. But it was his money and his time—I suppose he could do what he pleased. “Pull your dress up a little bit. Tease me.” He let a small laugh slip. I grabbed the bottom of my dress and pulled up very carefully, making sure not to reveal too much, because I had stuff down there that I didn’t need him seeing.

“Beautiful,” he said, snapping a few more shots.

“Now get on the bed. Crawl on all fours for me,” he said. I followed his directions. He snapped a few dozen photos from every angle. He had me roll on my back and then onto my stomach, and then onto my side.

He asked me to show him some skin. I gently pulled up the skirt of my dress to show him everything but my crotch; I used my hand to keep my bulge covered. And that’s when I noticed a bulge in his own pants. It was big and stiff and pointing upwards. I paused, staring at it. It was big—too big for his frame. Was it a joke? Had he slipped something into his pants to try to freak me out? It must have been nearly a foot long.

He looked down and laughed. “I’m sorry about that. You just turn me on in a way that I’ve never been turned on. I can’t put my finger on it.”

I could feel my face turning white. “It’s okay,” I said. I cleared my throat. “It’s hot.” I forced a smile. I needed to stay in character. Online, I was a flirty slut. I didn’t want him thinking that I was actually a shy shut-in.

He stared at me for a long moment before lowering his camera. He walked forward and brushed my hair off of my face. I had the wig clipped on with nearly a dozen bobby pins, so I was confident that it wasn’t going to budge.

“You’re so beautiful,” he said.

His compliments should have been insults, but for some reason they made my lips curl into a smile. I felt my cheeks becoming warm. “You’re sweet,” I whispered.

He reached down and unzipped his fly. “You can do what you want with it,” he said. “No pressure.” He reached into that opening and fished out a thick appendage: a meaty, foot-long cock. I gasped as it throbbed. I could see a vein pulsing right down the base. It was too big to be true.

He aimed his camera at me and snapped a photo before I even looked up at his face. “Is that real?” I asked with a lump growing in my throat. I’d never seen another man’s erect cock in person before. I didn’t like the weird feelings that were now swirling inside of me. I was too in character. I needed to take a step back, but I couldn’t seem to gather my thoughts in a coherent way.

“It’s real. You can hold it,” he said.

I wanted that money, and I didn’t want to disappoint my highest paying customer. So I reached out, bit hard on my tongue, and wrapped my fingers around that impossible girth. I gasped again. “You like it,” he said with a grin in his voice. It was warm. I could feel it throbbing intensely. He aimed his camera and snapped a few more shots.

Then I looked up at him. “Can I rub it with my feet?” I asked.

He laughed. “I would love that.”

So I leaned back and clasped both of my feet around that thick slab of hard meat. “Take a photo,” I said. He snapped a few shots as I jerked up and down, pulling back his foreskin to reveal a tip that was too big to exist on a white man.

“That feels good,” he said.

“Keep taking photos,” I said. I wanted to make sure a great photo came out of the set. I wasn’t willing to take any chances.

“Want me to come on your feet?” he asked.

“Maybe,” I said.

“Why don’t you suck me?” he said. He pushed my feet off of his cock and then he climbed up on the bed, on top of me, before I had a chance to tell him that I didn’t want to suck his cock. Now the lump in my throat was huge—blocking my words from escaping my mouth. He dangled that massive cock over my face. I really didn’t want a cock in my mouth. I was straight. I liked women. But for some reason I just couldn’t look away from that thick piece of cock. It was so big and so impressive. Why couldn’t I look away? Had I let myself becoming my online persona? Was I turning into the girly slut that I pretended to be online?

He grabbed his shaft and aimed it down. “Open your mouth,” he said. I hated being pinned under him. I couldn’t even reach for my own crotch. I had no way of pulling down my dress, which felt like it was riding up. “It’s okay. You’ll like it,” he said.

I closed my eyes and parted my lips. Then I felt that warm tip pressing against my mouth, forcing it to open wider. I groaned and tried to turn my head away, but now his cock was stopping me, pushing into my mouth.

“Suck it, beautiful,” he said. I pressed my lips around the cock and began to suck. It was a weird feeling: hard and warm, in my mouth. I no longer felt like the straight man that I knew I was. I hated the weird feelings inside of me: especially the feeling that I liked the way the cock felt as it slid along the length of my tongue and pressed into the back of the throat. I liked that it was throbbing so hard—for me. It was like a weird compliment. And now that he was groaning with pleasure, I felt even better about it.

I began to bob my head to the best of my ability, stuck underneath him. I could feel him getting even harder, which seemed impossible. I was determined now to get him off: partly because I knew that I could bring the night to a swift end if I got him off, and partly because I wanted to know if I could do it: I wanted to know if I could make a man so horny that he came in a matter of minutes.

“Fuck, that feels so good,” he said.

“Film me,” I said, muffled by his cock. He lifted up his camera and aimed it down at my face and started to film. I couldn’t believe I was asking a man to film me sucking his cock, but it seemed like a wasted opportunity not to have the footage to post online. I liked the feeling of that camera rolling. Maybe I kind of liked being a slut and an exhibitionist. Maybe I’d stumbled onto a little hidden passion.

“Don’t stop sucking,” he said with another deep groan.

I kept sucking. I bobbed hard and pressed my lips thin. That throbbing got harder and harder, and then I was just about to tell him how much I loved his cock when he groaned loud and came hard in my mouth. I gagged and used my tongue to block my throat. I tried to squirm but his cock was gagging me and pinning me in place. I could feel giant blasts of hot cum filling my mouth. He held that camera still the whole time.

He came so much that it started billowing out of my mouth, falling down my cheeks and ruining my makeup a bit. But it was okay—definitely worth the footage. That footage was going to make me more money than I’d made on any photo or video.

He finally stood up, letting me roll over to spit the giant load of cum out so I could take a breath of air.

“Fuck, that felt good,” he said.

I was still wiping cum off of my lips, and I could feel some trickling down my throat. I felt weird, like I’d been violated—like I’d violated myself. But at the same time, I felt strangely giddy, like I’d accomplished something.

I wanted to be upset with myself over what I’d done, but I couldn’t help but feel anything but a strange sense of pride. Sure, I knew I was going to make money with the footage he took, but there was something else: a strange sense of belonging, like I was finally being recognized. 

We spent the next three hours taking photos and chatting casually. We had a few more glasses of wine, and then he sent me on my way with the money: two thousand dollars to spend on whatever I wanted to spend it on.

And before I went to bed, I perused that foot fetish website, which I was spending less and less time on now that my OnlyFans was where all of my fans seemed to be congregating. I scrolled through a couple dozen pages of new posts, until I found a familiar username.

It was Fae’s account. She was still posting pictures, but her photos were getting fewer and fewer likes—probably because she wasn’t being creative enough to keep up the momentum. She had links to an OnlyFans page of her own, but she only had a couple of followers there. I felt a bit bad for her, but it’s not like she was making no money. She was probably still making some decent side income—but seeing her profiles did make me realize something: this wasn’t just something that anyone could do. It wasn’t even something that any girl could do.

I had a special skill. Maybe I was prettier than I realized, or maybe I was just better at marketing, or maybe it was something else.

I hadn’t just stumbled into some easy money. I was earning my money with a skill that I was working hard to perfect. I had a talent, and I couldn’t just write my talent off as luck. I was fortunate and blessed. I went to sleep with a smile on my face after posting the video that my date sent me. It was weird watching myself sucking a cock, but it was also kind of hot. I watched the video a few times, and I even jerked myself off while watching it (still wearing my cute dress).

I slept with a smile, but I woke up in a nervous panic. I still hadn’t figured things out with Fiona, and now she had probably seen that video—or at least the teaser that I put up for free. She was probably shocked, seeing her ex-boyfriend sucking a cock while dressed like a girl.

And maybe I was thinking about her because she was thinking about me. Maybe there was some strange energy connecting us, because as I sat up, my buzzer went off. I went to the intercom with a pounding heart. “Hello?” I said, rubbing the sleep from my eyes, even though it was nearly noon.

“Stanley? It’s Fiona. I think we need to talk,” she said.

A sickness trembled inside of me. I was terrified of what she had to say, or of what she’d already said to other people. I had a terrible feeling that my easy ride was now coming to an end.


CHAPTER X

It was surreal seeing her in my apartment. I was as tense as a board, looking around every few seconds to make sure all of my gear was put away. I only had a minute before she reached my door to stuff all of my camera gear and my outfits into my bedroom. All of my makeup (a lot of it was her makeup) was crammed into a bathroom drawer, but I had a feeling that there was still a hint of perfume in the air.

“What brings you over this way?” I asked.

She looked into my eyes and smiled. “It’s been a long time,” she said.

“Yeah. Sorry—I haven’t had a chance to tidy up yet today. It’s a bit of a mess.”

“It’s not a mess. It’s cleaner in here than it ever was when we were together,” she said with that soft smile that I’d almost forgotten. I hated that she was back in my life now. I spent so much time trying to push her out of my head.

“I have to get ready for work,” I said. “Did you want to talk about something?”

“Where are you working now?” she asked.

“The engraving shop at the mall,” I said, biting my tongue.

She smiled. “Why are you lying?”

“What do you mean?”

“I could always tell when you were lying,” she said. “Your face gets so red so quickly. You would be a terrible poker player. Where do you actually work?”

My heart sunk down into my stomach. “Did you come here to ask me where I’m working, Fiona?” I said.

She shook her head and looked down at her feet. “No. I was just in the area and I thought I would swing by. I wanted to make sure that you were—um—okay. Are you okay?”

I shrugged my shoulders after a moment of silence. “I’m fine, I think,” I said, biting hard on my tongue to stop my face from turning red. “How are you?”

“I’m okay. I’m recently single actually. Living alone again. I’ve been thinking about you a lot. We had a good thing back in the day. I’ve always regretted leaving you the way I did.”

I nodded my head. I wanted to tell her that it was alright, but it wasn’t alright: almost committed suicide because of her. “That it?” I said.

She stared into my eyes again. “Stanley, I came across something a bit worrying online. I don’t want to embarrass you, but I worry about you. I worry about your mental health.”

“What?” I said. Now I could feel my fingers shaking. Cold beads of sweat dripped down my back.

“I found pictures of you,” she said. “Dressed like a girl.”

I nearly fainted on the spot. If I was near that bridge now, I would have definitely jumped. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“C’mon, Stanley. You’re wearing my old clothes in some of the shots. And I recognize the apartment. What’s going on? Do you need help?” She asked with a gentleness that sounded genuine, but somehow it felt like a horrible insult.

“I’m fine, Fiona. I—I just think you’re mistaken.”

“You think?” she said with a small laugh. “Do you need me to pull the pictures up?” She pulled out her phone.

“No—don’t do that. What I do here is none of your business, okay?”

“I worry about you, Stanley. I left you, but I never stopped loving you. I think you need help. I want to get you help.”

“I don’t need help. I’m doing better than ever.”

“You need to see a therapist,” she said. “Come with me. I’ll take you to a place.”

“Fiona, no,” I said, stepping back. “You need to leave. Please just forget about all of this. Delete that stuff off of your phone and leave me alone. I’m really fine.”

“I don’t want to have to tell your family. I’d hate to have to do an intervention.”

My stomach turned and that faint sensation came back. “Why can’t you just leave me alone?” I asked.

“Because you’re disturbed, Stanley. I was worried about you after we broke up. I’ve been watching you on your social media accounts. I’ve talked to your friends. They say they don’t hear from you much anymore.”

“Because I don’t talk to them because I know that you still talk to them!” I said, getting defensive.

“Let’s start by getting rid of all my old stuff. Let’s get the women’s clothes and makeup out of here.” She marched over to my bedroom.

“Don’t. You can’t do that,” I said, but she opened the door anyway, revealing my room with my pink sheets and all of my outfits and camera equipment.

“My God,” she said.

“It’s none of your business, Fiona,” I said. “Just drop it and go.”

She shook her head. “I think I need to call your parents. We need to get you help.”

I closed the door of the bedroom and stepped in front of her so she couldn’t attempt to touch any of my things. “You need to leave and you need to get out of my life. You ruined the last two years of my life by running away with another man, and now you’re just trying to ruin me again. Just admit it: you’re upset because your boyfriend left you and I’m over here thriving without you.”

Her eyes became wide and her lips parted. No words came out.

“That’s what I thought,” I said. “I’m sorry you don’t agree with what I’m doing, but this is who I am now. I’m happy doing this. It might not be something I talk about with my friends or with my family members, but I’m doing well and I’m happy and I’m not hurting anyone, and that’s all that matters. Now you made the decisions that you made; you’re responsible for your own life. Don’t try to ruin mine because you don’t like it. I suppose I can’t stop you from telling people about this, and maybe you already have told people. Maybe I should give you some money so you’ll keep your mouth shut, but something tells me it wouldn’t even make a difference. So just go do whatever it is you’re going to do and I’ll figure out a way to live with the consequences. Maybe my parents will disown me. Maybe I’ll lose all of my friends. But at least I’ll still be here feeling happy about myself, and not feeling like anyone controls me.”

She stared at me with big, frightened eyes. Her ego was being shattered for the first time, maybe ever. “But this isn’t right, Stanley. You can’t just dress up like a girl unless you are a girl.”

“Why not? And maybe I am a girl—inside—if that makes any sense. I don’t know. Maybe that sounds stupid, but I don’t care how it sounds. I like doing what I’m doing and you aren’t going to stop me no matter how hard to try to destroy all of my relationships.”

She looked at the floor and then she turned away from me. She started walking towards the door. “Fine,” she said. “I’ll just drop it and I’ll forget all about this.” She walked to the door, and then she paused. She looked back at me. “This is why I left you, by the way.”

“What do you mean?”

“I wanted to be with a man, but you were always just so… feminine,” she said. “The way you talk and the way you walk and the way—the way you do everything; you’ve always acted like a girl. It was awkward for me. I loved you, but I didn’t want people thinking that I was with some transgender or something.”

“Why didn’t you just tell me that?” I asked.

“I suppose I didn’t want to offend you. There wasn’t another man. I was alone for eighteen months after we split. I met a guy and lived with him for a few months, but we just broke up. It didn’t work out. I guess it’s good that you’re happy, though I’m still going to keep an eye on you, to make sure you aren’t having a complete mental breakdown.” She smiled.

I laughed. “Well then don’t look at my OnlyFans post from last night.”

“I already did,” she said. She took a deep breath. “I have to admit that you looked pretty cute. Just be careful you don’t get hurt.”

She turned around and walked to my door.

“Fiona, wait,” I said.

She looked back at me.

“I loved you. Maybe I still love you in a way,” I said. “I almost killed myself after you left me.”

Her smile disappeared.

“But we weren’t meant to be together. I always knew it and was too afraid to admit it. It’s better this way. You’ll find a guy—I’m sure of it.”

“Thanks, Stanley,” she said with a little smile. Then she turned to leave.

She never did tell anyone about my secret, and I was fairly certain that she was the only person who knew about it.

My accounts continued to grow. I woke up the morning after Fiona left with a strange sense of freedom. I was no longer worried about censoring myself. I no longer felt like I needed to be too careful about what I was posting. I felt like a giant weight had been lifted from my shoulders. And on top of that, I felt inspired. I spent the rest of the week doing shoot after shoot, populating my profile with great material that helped to grow my audience and my bank account.

I was on track to becoming one of the top users.

And it wasn’t too long after my encounter with Fiona that I decided to go out as a girl: not just in an Uber to a hotel, but out during the day, around people. I wore that yellow dress that I loved so much and I turned a few heads. A week later, I decided to announce on my OnlyFans account that I was a transgender. I lost a few followers but gained a few more shortly after. My fans were mostly supportive, which was better than I was expecting.

As the weeks went by, I started going out more and more as a girl. I started thinking about coming out as trans in my real life—though I couldn’t help but wonder how many people already knew. Fiona’s comments made me think that people already thought that I was a girl trapped in a boy’s body (although my body wasn’t all that manly). A part of me was nervous, but another part of me was excited for the reactions I would get.

I wasn’t just ready yet, but I was getting there. For the time being, I was just happy to share my feminine persona online with my thousands of fans. And to think that it all started with a picture of my pretty feet.

THE END
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