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REAL FRIENDS SUCK

Roommates, Darren and Reg, are surprised one day when they receive a package that they didn’t order: a short satin kimono. The men are confused, but they accept the negligee as a gift from above, because they’re both broke; maybe the kimono can fetch ten bucks online. Ten bucks would go a long way…

The kimono doesn’t sell and the roommates’ financial situation is getting worse. Darren can’t afford to pay Reg’s half of the rent a third month in a row. “You need to figure something out,” he insists, but Reg just doesn’t seem motivated to apply for work.

Reg gets an unorthodox idea. Maybe the kimono isn’t selling, but that doesn’t mean it can’t make him some cash. First, he’ll have to shave his legs and dig out that old hair-metal wig from last year’s Halloween party. Tons of girls sell lewd photos online, and Reg doesn’t see any reason why he can’t do the same thing.


CHAPTER I

When the Amazon delivery guy came to the door, Reg instantly scolded me.

“I didn’t buy anything!” I said, putting up my hands to show my innocence. We were on week-three of a no-spend pact. We’d both agreed that the first person to spend one dollar on something that wasn’t food or rent had to do all of the chores for an entire month—including the other person’s laundry. And I really didn’t want to clean Reg’s laundry (especially his bed sheets, knowing that he often had girls over).

“Well I didn’t buy anything,” Reg said.

We both watched the delivery guy walk away from our doorstep, leaving that package in front of our door.

“If you didn’t buy anything, why are you getting up right now?” Reg asked with a suspicious gaze, watching me as I walked over to the door.

“I just want to see what it is,” I said. I don’t know why I felt the need to be so defensive; I really hadn’t purchased anything at all. I didn’t even have the money to purchase anything. I couldn’t even afford to buy groceries, and my credit card was maxed out. The no-spend pact was my idea (even though Reg needed it just as badly as me after losing his job).

“You can’t just buy stuff and pretend like you didn’t do it,” Reg said, rolling his eyes. “That’s cheating.”

“That’s not what I did! I’m telling you that I didn’t order anything!”

“And you can’t buy stuff and put your parents name on it, and just call it a gift.”

“I didn’t do that! Knock it off already!” I groaned. I opened the door. The door knocked the package down to the top step. I picked it up. It was light and squishy. I could tell inside was clothes. Sure enough, our address was printed on the label, but there was no name. I brought it inside.

“What is it?” Reg asked from the couch. Now, he was on his phone with his feet up on the coffee table. I wanted to think that he was looking for a job, since he’d been unemployed for three months now—but I knew that he was just browsing Instagram. I’d paid his half of the rent twice and I had a feeling I was going to be paying it again in a few weeks—not that I could afford to. He kept insisting that he was going to pay me back. My income was strained. I only had my part-time job, and they’d been cutting back on my hours.

He was supposed to be looking for a job. He promised me that he would look for a job.

“Well?” he said.

“I haven’t opened it yet. Just calm down,” I said. I took the package to the kitchen. Reg didn’t follow. He apparently wasn’t quite intrigued enough to see me open it.

I put the package on the counter and grabbed a knife, quickly slicing it open to reveal a floral piece of clothing, folded into a neat square.

“It’s clothes,” I said. I opened that plastic bag and pulled out the outfit. It had two pieces: a satin (or maybe it was silk) robe with an Asian-style floral pattern, and a long ribbon, presumably to cinch it closed. “Women’s clothes. You order something for your girlfriend?”

“I don’t have a girlfriend,” he called back.

“You did last week. What happened to Susan?”

“She broke up with me. She told me that I was too cheap.”

“You sure you didn’t order her this?” I asked, walking out into the living room, holding up the robe. It was very short, made for a petite girl—or maybe made to cover very little.

“Is that lingerie?” he asked.

“I don’t know what it is. I didn’t order it,” I said.

“You sure you didn’t order it? Because I didn’t order it.”

I sighed. “It must have been delivered to the wrong place,” I said. But it was our address on the package. I tossed it onto the back of the couch and almost instantly forgot about it as I sat down, rested my head back, and closed my eyes.

“Why are you so tired?” Reg asked without looking up from his phone.

“Unlike you, I worked last night. I begged my boss for an extra shift, and all he had was the night shift. I was there until four.”

“Shit. I didn’t even hear you leave,” he said.

I shook my head and then I looked up at him. “Have you been looking for jobs, or not?”

“I’ve been looking!” he said, suddenly with some passion in his voice. “But there’s nothing right now. Nobody’s hiring.”

“Every store I go into, there’s a hiring sign in the window.”

“I don’t want to work in a store. I didn’t spend three years in college to work in a store.”

“You didn’t graduate college, dummy,” I said. “As far as jobs are concerned, you didn’t go to college. What job are you expecting to find?”

“I’ll know the job when I find it,” he said with his chin up.

“That’s great for you, but I’m not going to keep paying your half of the rent. I simply can’t keep doing it. My bank account is empty.”

“Well maybe you should stop buying women’s lingerie,” he said with a grin. He wasn’t taking the talk seriously. He never took the talk seriously.

“Reg!” I said. “I mean it! You need to start paying your half of the rent! And you need to pay me back for the last two months. I’m struggling right now.”

“Well, I can’t,” he said with a strangely proud look on his face.

“Why not?”

“Because we agreed not to spend any money,” he grinned.

“God, you’re insufferable.” Sometimes it was hard to remember why I considered him to be my best friend. We’d been best friends since we were in kindergarten. He was the first kid I talked to when my mom dropped me off on that first day. I was scared, having never been away from my mom, and then I saw him sitting there, playing with trains. He smiled at me and said, “Want to play with me?” We’ve been best friends since.

And it was hard to forget my first breakup, when I found out that Emily Browning cheated on me after we’d been together for almost two years. We were supposed to go to prom together. I’d worked through two summers, trying to save up some money to buy her a nice ring. It was going to one of those classic high-school sweetheart stories, but then James McCulley sent me photos of her sucking another guy’s dick, and my heart was broken. Reg was there to pick up the pieces. He stayed at my place, hung out with me, took me out to meet new girls, and he spoke words of wisdom that aren’t meant to come out of the mouth of an eighteen-year-old boy.

The next year, my dad died, and Reg was there again, by my side. He went to the funeral with me, helped me write the eulogy, and he did his best to keep me distracted while I got back on my feet.

He was even there when I was renovicted from my apartment. He decided to break his lease in his one-bedroom flat so that we could move in together. At the time, he had a job and was happy to absorb some of that financial burden that I was struggling with.

So I didn’t mind picking up some of the slack when he fell into hard times. I was happy to do it, though it was starting to seem like I’d been doing it for a lifetime, even though it had only been a few months.

“Just promise me you’re going to find a new job soon,” I said. “It’s starting to feel like life is on hold until you can find a gig.”

“You’re being a bit dramatic, Darren,” he said, shaking his head. “But it’s fine—I’ll get a job. I’m going to find something. I can feel it. And in the meantime, maybe we can sell that kimono. I bet we can get at least ten bucks for it online.”

And that was just how sad our situation was: Reg wasn’t joking. The thought of getting an extra ten bucks was actually quite nice. “Sounds like a plan,” I said, and then I started to think if I had any other old outfits that might be worth a few bucks online.

I went to take a look through my closet. I found an old sweater that I loved; it was in good shape, and could probably make another ten bucks. I didn’t need it as badly as I needed to pay rent. I also had a pair of sneakers that I’d hardly worn. With a little scrub, I could make them look brand-new, and maybe they could fetch thirty or forty bucks.

This wasn’t how I wanted to be spending my day off, but at least it seemed constructive.

When I went back to the living room, Reg was standing up, wearing that kimono. He was standing in front of the mirror and taking photos of himself. “What the hell are you doing?” I said.

He didn’t look back at me. “We need to take pictures of it, for the ad,” he said. He kept making weird, feminine poses: hands on his hips, pushing his hips out.

“Why are you doing that?”

“Well it’s a women’s kimono,” he said. “I’m trying to look like a woman. I’ll blur my face.”

I laughed. I couldn’t tell if he was just trying to lighten the mood or if he was serious—but he made a good point: if we were going to sell it to a woman, we needed to market it to women. “Can’t we just take a picture of it on the table?”

“People will want to know how it fits,” he said. “I think I need to take my pants off.” And just like that, he dropped his sweatpants to the floor, exposing his hairy legs and his boxers. I looked away.

“I don’t need to see that,” I said, holding out my hand to cover the sight of his thin, pale legs. “I don’t think your leg hair is selling anything. If anything, you’re just going to repulse potential buyers.”

“Are you suggesting I shave my legs?” he said.

“I’m suggesting you just take a picture of it on the table and we’ll get what we can for it.”

“Psh!” he said, waving me off. “Just wait there. I’ll shave my legs. We’ll get some pictures. We’ll make some cash.” He went off to the bathroom.

I laughed hard, following him. “Are you actually going to shave your legs? What are you going to tell people when you’re out?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “I’ll tell them I had to sell a women’s kimono. Why are you being so weird about it? You want me to help with the finances, well this is the best I can do until I find a job, Darren. Quit being so awkward about it.” He ran the shower and got undressed. He was way too comfortable being naked around me—and it had always been that way. One time he even walked into the living room, completely naked, holding a razor. “Can you shave my balls for me? I can’t get under them.”

“No way!” I said.

But he kept pushing me until I did it. I gagged a few times as he held up his ball sack. But he assured me that I was doing him the ‘biggest favor ever’. He had a ‘hot date’ with a beautiful woman, and he was desperate to impress her. That day, he also had me help him to shave his crack. I had trouble sleeping for days after that.

But Reg didn’t care. He wasn’t the type of person to care about such things. I’d lost count of the number of times I’d walked into the kitchen only to see his bare ass as he brewed a pot of coffee.

“I can’t believe you’re actually doing this,” I said from the hallway as he shaved his legs in the bathroom. “It’s not really worth ten bucks.”

“Why?” he said. “It’s leg hair. It’s free. It grows back. It will be back by the end of the month.”

“Aren’t you going to the beach with that girl next week?” I said.

“Yeah. So what? Oh—are you suggesting I get her to wear the kimono for the picture? I guess I could do that, but I don’t really want to wait a week to post the ad. My goal here is a quick sale. Maybe we can even get rid of it today.”

“I wasn’t suggesting that. It’s just—do you really want her to see you with shaved legs?”

“I don’t care,” he said. “I don’t get why you care so much. It’s not a big deal.”

He was done ten minutes later. He walked out, strutting like a woman taking to the catwalk, heels up, toes pointed. “How do they look? Ladylike?” He had a big smirk on his face.

“This is so weird,” I said.

“Get over it. Are you going to take the picture or am I taking it myself?” he asked.

I rolled my eyes. I took his phone. We decided to take the picture in the hallway because it was the cleanest part of the house. He instructed me to keep his head out of the shot. We used a stretchy workout band around his chest to hold a couple of water balloons, to create the illusion of breasts, and I must say that the illusion was quite convincing.

We both giggled like idiots the whole time, especially once Reg started doing the classic Instagram hoe posing, grabbing his ‘tits’ and blowing kisses at the camera. After five minutes, he snatched the camera from me and looked at the shots. “Perfect,” he smiled. “We’re going to be ten dollars richer.”

He walked to the couch, sat down, and started to whip up the ad. Within minutes, it was posted. He really didn’t care that he’d just posted pictures of himself wearing what was essentially lingerie. There were now pictures of Reg in a lingerie kimono on the internet for everyone to see, but Reg couldn’t be bothered to care. I honestly admired that care-free attitude. Even now, he was just sitting in the kimono as if he was too lazy to take it off. Had that been me, I would have been ripping that thing off the second I could, before anyone saw me in it. What if another Amazon guy came to the door? He would see Reg through the window, kimono-clad, shaved legs. Reg really didn’t give a shit. Good for him, I guess.

It was an hour later when I heard Reg roaring with laughter. “What is it?” I asked.

“I just got an offer,” he said. “But it’s not what you think.”

“What is it?” I asked again.

“This guy says he’ll give me twenty bucks if I send him a shot with the kimono opened up. He wants full-frontal.”

“Jesus, that’s pathetic,” I said, shaking my head. Then I noticed him typing on his phone. “You aren’t replying to the guy, are you?”

“Of course I am.”

“Why?”

“I’m seeing if he’ll send me the money first.”

“You’re just going to steal his money?”

“No. I’ll send him what he wants. But only if I get the cash first.”

“You’re insane,” I said shaking my head. “I’m not taking that picture for you, by the way.”

“That’s what mirrors are for.”

“I’m not sure that’s what they’re for…”

The man sent him the twenty-dollar money transfer, which made Reg roar with laughter. In response, Reg went into the bathroom and took a full-frontal photo, kimono open, cock out. I didn’t see the photo but I’d seen Reg naked enough to know that he was no male model. He was a thin fellow, with some ribs showing. He had a surprisingly big dick for his size, and that long cock was probably making his admirer quite furious now.

“He’s not responding,” Reg chuckled.

“I can’t believe you actually just sent a stranger a nude picture of yourself,” I said.

“It makes no difference to me. I’ll never see the guy.”

And that was classic Reg: not even the slightest bit disturbed by something that would have given the average man a debilitating panic attack. Reg just lived his life without the slightest bit of care for what anyone thought of him. It was his best and his worst quality.

And it was a quality that was going to change both his life and my life very, very soon.


CHAPTER II

That night, we agreed to spend those twenty dollars together, on a large pizza, which we split. It was the closest thing to real food we’d eaten in weeks—far more substantial that ramen noodle packets and the odd can of tomato soup. Being poor sucked. Something as simple as a pizza is sometimes enough to pull a man out of a rough state of mind.

I went to bed with a full stomach and slept wonderfully. I literally had dreams of pizza, and those dreams turned into dreams of other foods, like pastas, sausages—and even a dream about a nice grilled chicken salad. You know that you’re truly poor when you dream about food.

When I saw Reg the next morning, the first thing I asked was, “Did the kimono thing sell?” I was hoping the answer would be yes. I was hoping we would be ten dollars richer, so we could maybe eat another half-decent meal. But Reg just shook his head and shrugged his shoulders. “No bites,” he said. “But I got at least ten emails from guys who now want to date me.”

“Well you’re a real looker,” I said, rolling my eyes. “Anyone want more nudes?”

He laughed and shook his head. “Sorry. No. One guy wants to meet me for coffee. He said he would buy the coffee, but then I would have to drive two-hundred miles, and I’m not sure the free coffee is worth the drive.”

Reg sat down on the living room couch and pulled out his phone. A few minutes later, while I was waiting for the coffee to brew, I sauntered behind him, just to see if he was possibly scanning through job listings. The night before, while I was in bed, I checked the local job listings and saw that there were tons of new jobs posted in our area. There were many that I wanted to send to Reg, but I felt like it wasn’t something I could push on him. He needed to take on that responsibility himself. As they say, you can teach a man to fish…

My biggest fear was that Reg wasn’t going to get a job. He seemed perfectly happy with his current situation. The no-spend challenge didn’t seem to bother him in the slightest, and a few days earlier, I caught him perusing the government’s unemployment-assistance webpage, using the online calculator to see just how much money he would get if he applied. Reg was definitely the kind of guy who could be happy with the bare minimum, though that’s not what I wanted.

I was ready for this no-spent challenge to be over with. I was ready to be paid back for the months of rent that I covered for Reg. I wanted to have some extra income. I stopped using Tinder because I couldn’t afford to take girls out. It was too embarrassing to tell girls that I had no money, that we couldn’t see movies, that we couldn’t go out for dinner—or even a cup of coffee. I needed this stage of my life to come to an end.

Maybe that meant moving out and leaving Reg behind. I hated the thought of moving away from him; we were best friends, even when we didn’t get along so well. Days were never boring—not even when we weren’t able to spend any money. Reg’s humor kept things interesting. And I was afraid to ditch him; if I left, there was no way he could afford that house on his own. Maybe he could find a roommate, but I had a hard time believing Reg would be able to find someone who could put up with his… quirks. Guys don’t like seeing other guys walking around naked. Guys don’t like being asked to pay all the rent. And then there was the singing: Reg was always singing, spontaneously, sometimes in the middle of the night when he was awake and playing some video game or watching some movie. It was admittedly a bit annoying, but there was also something endearing about it; he was a good singer, but nobody wants to hear random singing at 2:00 AM—even if it’s Freddie Mercury.

A couple of days went by. Reg was no closer to having a job, and it didn’t seem like he was any closer to looking for a job either. I was starting to lose my patience. Rent was almost due. It was looking like I was going to be reaching deep into my savings to cover his ass.

“Alright, buddy,” I said. “We need to talk about this.” I’d tried leaving him alone for the past two days, hoping he would muster up some initiative, but the lack of progress left me feeling less than optimistic. “We need money.”

“Well maybe if you would stop spending all your money on lingerie kimonos, there wouldn’t be a problem,” he said, once again refusing to take that very serious situation seriously.

“I mean it, Reg!” I said. “Enough is enough. I looked at my bank account this morning. I don’t have enough to cover your half of rent. We’re both broke. I don’t get paid for another week, and rent is due on Friday. We have to figure this out. No—you have to figure this out.”

And for the first time in a long time, a nervous look was on his face. His smile was gone. His skin was pale. He was quiet, and it was rare that Reg was quiet. He was clearly thinking, but the lack of a smirk made it seem like he wasn’t just trying to think of a joke… until that smirk finally emerged. “I’ve had a few ideas,” he said.

“Real ideas?” I said, trying not to groan. I was giving him the benefit of the doubt.

“Sure,” he said. “Like, hear this idea: erotica.”

“Erotica?” I said. “Like writing it?”

“Yeah,” he said. “I can sell it online.”

“Do people make money doing that?”

“I think so,” he said.

“Can you even write?” I said. “I mean—prose. Have you ever written anything before?”

“No, but how hard can it be?”

I groaned. “That’s your big idea?” I said.

“No, I have lots of ideas,” he said with his chin up. “I can bake bread. I saw someone online selling loaves of bread for eight dollars each. How much does it cost to make a loaf of bread? Like five cents at most? Imagine the profits!”

“Can you bake? I’ve never seen you bake before.”

He rolled his eyes. “I can learn, Darren!”

“Here’s an idea: get a job. Flip burgers for a few months while you look for something better.”

He shook his head quickly, crossing his arms firmly against his chest. “I can’t do that. That’s too much standing. My back wouldn’t hold up.”

I sighed. It was clear that I was going to have to scrape together the cash to pay his part of the rent once again. I couldn’t keep this up.

“Wait,” he said. “I have more ideas.”

“I don’t know if I want to hear them.”

“OnlyFans,” he said.

And then I paused, thinking for a short moment that he was actually serious. “OnlyFans?” I said.

He nodded his head. “Guys have OnlyFans pages too.”

“I don’t know if that’s true. And if it is true, they probably look like action stars with big muscles and male model faces. No offense, Reg, but you passed as a girl just a few days ago for those kimono photos. I don’t think any girls are going to be subbing your OnlyFans page.”

“Well then, I’ll make one as a girl,” he said. “I can be one of those trans girls. I think that’s a market.”

I rolled my eyes. He just wasn’t taking the situation seriously. “Reg, I have to tell you something,” I sighed. “I’ve been looking into other living situations. I’ve found a few posts looking for roommates, and I might go and check them out.”

“No!” he said. “Don’t leave me here. C’mon, Darren—you’re being dramatic. Our situation isn’t so bad here. We’re best friends! You can’t go live somewhere else.”

“I can’t afford to live here with you,” I said. “I’m in a rut, Reg. I need things to change. I don’t want to be stuck like this forever.”

He stared into my eyes. He wasn’t smirking. That nervous look was back. “Alright,” he said. “I’m going to do it.”

“Do what?” I said, hopeful that he was about to tell me that he was going to take the job flipping burgers.

“OnlyFans,” he said. “I’ll sacrifice a bit of my pride and I’ll do it. I’ll get started right now. Wish me luck. I’m shipping out right away. I don’t know when I’ll be back—or if I’ll be back.” He was putting on an act, acting like a soldier being sent to war. His sense of humor was maybe his best and worst quality. I watched him march off to his room, snatching that kimono off of the back of the couch before leaving.

I groaned, feeling hopeless. I took out my phone and messaged my boss, asking if there were any spare shifts I could pick up.

I was dreading my boss’ reply, knowing that if there was a spare shift, it was going to be a night shift, and probably a night shift right before or after one of my day shifts. The thought of losing the sleep was rough, but I was desperate. And that desperation filled me with something else: a tingling anger that didn’t want to go away. Reg was putting me in this position and I was starting to resent him for it. And now, he was just messing around in his bedroom, thinking he was being funny. Maybe it was funny, but it was hard to find any humor in any of it, knowing that he was putting us both in a terrible position.


CHAPTER III

I didn’t actually think that Reg was being serious about the OnlyFans thing. I thought it was just another one of his jokes, until he suddenly emerged from his room around noon, three hours after going in. He walked over to the kitchen to pour himself a mug of steaming coffee, humming under his breath, and failing to acknowledge me sitting at the kitchen table.

He was wearing that satin kimono. He had a long black wig on his head. He had smoky eyes and rouge on his cheeks. His eyelashes were dark—and maybe they were longer too. His lips looked plumper, though that could have been whatever lip gloss he was wearing. His skin looked smoother, but that might have been the concealer.

He kept humming as he took a big sip from his coffee. He looked at me, smiled, nodded his head, and then turned to look out the window. Was this some kind of joke? “What the hell’s going on?” I said finally.

“What?” he asked, eyeing me curiously.

“Why are you dressed like that?”

“I told you why earlier. Weren’t you listening?” He took another casual sip from his drink, still with that smirk.

“You can’t be serious,” I said, letting my mouth fall open as I shook my head slowly. “You’re actually making an OnlyFans page?”

“I told you I was making one,” he said. “It’s done. I made it. Now I’m working on promoting it. Lots of work to do.”

“I can’t tell if you’re being serious right now,” I said.

“You told me to make some cash, so that’s what I’m doing,” he said, narrowing his eyes. “This is what you wanted. I already have one subscriber. Really weird guy—keeps sending messages. Wants me to film myself taking a crap, though I think that’s beyond my comfort zone.”

“This is nuts,” I said. “You’ve lost your mind.”

And I really thought that he was kidding around with me. I thought that this was all some sort of prank, and then I made the mistake of letting myself into his bedroom, to see what he was actually up to. Sure enough, he had his computer open to OnlyFans and he had his camera-phone propped up on a makeshift tripod (a stood and a pillow). He was filming himself jerking off. He stopped suddenly when he saw me, covering himself up with that kimono that was open and hanging off of his elbows. “Jesus! Can you knock!?” he gasped.

“Are you filming yourself jerking off!?” I said.

“Don’t sound so judging!” he gasped. “Haven’t you heard? Sex work is real work now.” He blushed and grinned, hardly fazed at all that I walked in on him tugging his meat. If someone caught me masturbating, I might end my own life. But not Reg: Reg hardly cared. He was already over it.

“Don’t you think this is kind of… degrading? Like, I know that you’re a free-spirited kind of guy, Reg, but… Where did you even get makeup?”

He smiled and hopped to his feet. “It’s not really makeup. It’s just that stuff leftover from that Motley Cru party we went to last year. The eyeshadow and stuff all came with the wig. I just used the kitchen scissors to make some modifications to the wig to make it look more girly.”

“These pictures and videos you’re taking are going to be on the internet forever, even after you delete this page. People are saving this stuff.”

“So what?” he said, shrugging his shoulders, staring into my eyes like he really couldn’t understand why it was a problem.

“That seriously doesn’t bother you?” I said.

“Money is money,” I said. “I’d rather people see me like this than flipping burgers at McDonalds.”

“You’re a strange breed, Reg,” I said, and then I backed out of his room, letting him go on with what he was doing. “Just don’t do anything you’re going to regret.”

He gave me the thumbs up and then I left. I didn’t agree morally with what Reg was doing. It seemed inappropriate on so many levels… but I was left wondering if he was actually making money. He mentioned that he already had a subscriber, and that seemed fast. Was this mysterious person actually paying for the content he was churning out in his room? And just what was Reg doing? Was he actually sending these strangers videos of him jerking off? How much was he selling that video for? Was this money going to cover rent before rent was due?

No—there was no way. I didn’t know a lot about OnlyFans, but I’d heard some stories about girls trying to make accounts only to make fifty bucks after months of degrading themselves for strangers. And those were girls. Reg wasn’t a girl. He was just a boy dressed up as a girl… though I had to admit that he looked pretty convincing; he had the body type, and apparently the facial features too. And maybe there was a market for guys who could pass as girls. I mean—I didn’t watch a lot of porn, but whenever I did meander over to those sites, I saw tons of links for that kind of content: shemales, trannies, traps—whatever you want to call them. Someone was watching that stuff.

I tried to go on with my day. I was happy when my boss called and let me know that one of the girls didn’t show up for her shift. “Can you be here in fifteen minutes?” he asked. I was just happy to be out of the house, making some extra cash. On my way out, I heard Reg in his room, practicing his girl voice for some OnlyFans video.

It just seemed so… sad and desperate.

And then I got to work and had one of my worst days. The shop was chaotic. The manager had the ‘brilliant’ idea of starting a permanent senior’s discount, and news had spread to the nearby retirement communities. Old folks were coming in in droves with big expectations. Many of them were being extremely rude to the staff, myself included. One older man came up to me and asked me if I could assemble his chair for him. It was an IKEA-style chair that was meant to be assembled at home. “Sorry, sir,” I said. “But that’s not really a service that we offer here, though I think there’s a program that I can set you up with. They have someone come to your residence and—” Before I could finish speaking, he spat in my face. Apparently, I was the third staff member to tell him that we didn’t assemble furniture in the store, and he’d finally had enough.

I went to the bathroom and washed old man spit off of my face.

And sadly, that wasn’t even the worst part of my day. My manager decided to shift me over to the concession stand, to sell hot dogs and fries. “I’m not trained for that,” I said.

“Well, nobody is,” he said. “The concession girl just quit and we need someone at the station.”

In the span of two hours, I was yelled at by three seniors—and I was spat on once more (by a woman who also spat over the sneeze guard and into the fries, which was impressive to say the least). My manager yelled at me when he caught me throwing out the fries. “That’s coming out of your paycheque!” he snapped.

“I didn’t spit in them!” I said.

“You shouldn’t have let the woman get so close to the sneeze guard!”

And now, I was wishing that I could have gotten a night shift. There were no customers at night: just heavy lifting and lots of coffee.

That shift ended with me having to clean the bathroom after one of the senior citizens had an accident, not quite making it to the toilet before he relieved himself. I won’t go into too many details, but as I scrubbed that bathroom floor, I thought about Reg back at the house. If he was actually making money with that ridiculous idea of his, then I was jealous--even if he was only making ten dollars.

When I got home, he was sitting on the couch, watching some old action movie. “Where were you?” he asked.

“Work,” I said. “I got called in.” I groaned as I went straight towards the bathroom. I needed to shower. I needed a few showers before I could feel like it was all off of me.

“That’s good, isn’t it? I thought you wanted to work more.”

“You know me. I just love working,” I said sarcastically while rolling my eyes.

I reached for the bathroom doorhandle, and then Reg called out, “I made eighty bucks today already. The site lets me cash it out whenever, so just let me know if you want it now or if you want everything that I owe you at once later.”

I paused, or maybe I should say I froze in a state of shock. After a moment, I managed to turn to look back at him. “Did you say eighty dollars?”

He nodded his head.

“And you just started today?” I said.

He nodded his head again.

“I don’t believe you.”

“Why don’t you believe me? It’s the truth. I shot a whole bunch of pictures and took a few videos, I posted them, and then I spent the day marketing the page. I bet that when I wake up, I have over a hundred dollars in subs.”

I bit down on my tongue. He knew that he was rubbing salt into my wound right now. He loved to brag, and I knew there was nothing I could say to knock him down a peg; he didn’t care that he was literally prostituting himself. He didn’t care that he was degrading himself to get money from strange horny men. “Well, I made my money without spreading my asshole.”

He laughed. “You gotta do what you gotta do to survive, Darren.”

“Whatever,” I said, and then I stormed into the bathroom and turned on the shower. I just wanted to get cleaned up. My phone buzzed before I stepped into the hot water: a reminder to let me know that I had work in the morning. I groaned, knowing that it was probably going to be a repeat of today. I was already dreading it, already wishing that the work day was over, and it hadn’t even started yet.

That dread made it hard to sleep. But there was something else keeping me awake: Reg’s little scheme. I had no idea if I could believe what he was telling me—and I couldn’t help but wonder just what he was selling to people. Sure, I saw him filming his jerk-off scene—but was that really what people were buying? Did guys want to see some skinny dude dressed like a chick, tugging on his cock?

It was 1:00 AM when I got up to use the bathroom. Leaving the bathroom, I noticed Reg’s laptop sitting on the living room coffee table. I paused, stared at it, and then I approached. Quietly, I flipped it open. I knew his password, so I punched it in. I looked over at his door, making sure his room was dark and quiet. Then I went onto his browser and pulled open his history. He’d been spending a great deal of time on Twitter and Instagram. He made himself accounts on both: Tgirl-RaeRae was his handle. He’d taken dozens of pictures in that kimono, wearing that black wig. And I had to give it to him: the way he framed those photos, he really did look like a chick.

He must have watched at least a few videos on how to properly do makeup, because his face was actually ‘pretty’. If someone sent me one of those photos, I wouldn’t have known that I was looking at a guy—though I would never admit that to Reg. The wig even looked surprisingly real considering it was a cheap costume store wig for a hair metal themed party.

There were no nudes on Instagram or Twitter, just tease shots and a few shots that would have been nudes if he hadn’t blurred his private areas. They all had links to his OnlyFans page.

I caught myself laughing. I couldn’t believe Reg was up to this. It was so insane, so strange, and so embarrassing. How did he have no shame? How was he able to do this without being totally embarrassed? Sure, there was apparently money in it, but certainly his pride was worth something to him…

I clicked on the link to the OnlyFans page. He was currently logged in, so I didn’t get stuck at the paywall. He’d posted fifteen items, including three videos. I scrolled slowly; I was a bit afraid of what I was going to see. Sure enough, he was naked in the photos, and erect in many of them. He was in that kimono in all of the shots. There was one photo of him with cum all over his chest and hand. In another photo, he was licking the cum off of his fingers. “I hope that’s fake,” I whispered, squirming at the thought.

Then I came to the video that I walked in on: Reg, reclined, cock in hand, pumping himself and moaning. The video was titled, ‘Getting caught by my roommate’ and the video cut off suddenly when I stepped into the room. He was kind enough to blur my face, but I was extremely uncomfortable with the idea of being on his weird porn fetish page.

I kept scrolling, seeing the next video: ‘Fingering my tight bussy’. In the video, he had his legs spread wide, exposing his perfectly shaved downstairs regions. He used one hand to spread his cheeks apart, and then he carefully pushed his index finger into his asshole.

And again, aside from the cock and balls that were in the shot, he really did pass as a woman. He had a chick’s ass and feminine legs. Even his shaved balls and cock somehow seemed feminine in a curious way.

I clicked off of the site quickly. I’d seen enough. I had a nausea swirling in my gut and I suddenly felt like I desperately needed something to cleanse the pallet. I went to my own computer and looked up pictures of real girls, letting out a sigh of relief when my cock got hard and begged me to stroke it off.


CHAPTER IV

I had one foot out the door when Reg came running out of his room the next morning. “Wait!” he said. “You have to work again?”

“That’s how work works,” I said.

“Before you go—you know any girls with clothes?” He stared into my eyes and waited for my response, as if his question wasn’t totally insane.

“Girls with clothes? I think most girls I know own clothes,” I said.

He smiled. “You know what I mean. I need to borrow something.”

“For what?” I asked.

“What do you think? I can’t just take all these pictures in the kimono.”

“I don’t think I know anyone with clothes like that—not that they’re going to give to you.”

He groaned. “Alright, well I had to ask,” he said. “I’ll track something down. I haven’t forgotten that we’re not spending any money… even though I made another hundred bucks overnight. I could spend it on the business, but I’m not prepared to lose our wager.”

“Another hundred?” I said, stuttering for a moment. “The business? You’re calling this a business?”

“Sure, why not?” he shrugged. “It’s a business. I’m providing a service and being paid. That’s a business, isn’t it?”

“I—I guess so,” I said.

“I think I can reach a whole new demographic if I can find some new outfits. But worst-case scenario, there’s lots that I can still do with the kimono.”

“Right…” I said. “Please just stay out of my room… and don’t touch any of my stuff.”

“Yeah, yeah. Whatever,” he said, waving me off. “Have fun at work.”

I didn’t have any fun at work. It was the exact day that I was dreading, filled with angry customers. The lowlight of the day was when I had to clean up the bathroom after a homeless man used it to masturbate on the walls. As I scrubbed that gleaming white goo off the wall, I wondered if what I was doing was really less humiliating than what Reg was doing. At least he was at home. At least he wasn’t being yelled at.

On cue, I was yelled at. “What’s taking so long, Darren? We need you back on the floor!” my managed called out.

“I’m cleaning as fast as I can!” I called back.

“It shouldn’t take thirty minutes to clean a bathroom that was already cleaned this morning.”

“It shouldn’t, but that’s how long it’s taking,” I replied.

Back on the floor, the abuse continued. I was put behind the customer service desk, tasked with handling the returns. But the company had a very strict return policy and accepted very few returns. “What do you mean I can’t return this toaster? Are you fucking retarded? It doesn’t work, you stupid dumbass!”

And as the day went on, I thought more and more about what Reg was doing. I even started to wonder if I could do the same thing…

But I couldn’t. I wasn’t built like Reg. I had forty pounds and six inches on him. I had body hair that grew back fast. I had a rugged jawline that would never be able to pass as a woman’s jawline. And if I tried to sell myself as a man, I don’t think there would be an audience. Reg had tapped into some sort of niche market with his unique ‘skill’.

I couldn’t believe I was actually feeling jealous of Reg. I never loved my job, but I never hated it until now—and now I really hated it. The next moment I saw my manager, I was tempted to quit. I was tempted to skip out on giving two weeks’ notice. But I bit my tongue because I needed the cash.

Leaving work, I was tempted to stop at the liquor store. I really needed a drink. I needed something to help me feel like I wasn’t a total failure. I wanted something to wash away those desperate feelings that were stuck lingering inside of my body. But I resisted, not wanting to lose my wager with Reg. I went straight home. It started to rain halfway, so by the time I got to the house, I was drenched.

When I stepped in the door, Reg was on the couch, dolled up, in his wig, in that kimono. “Hey Darren,” he said casually, looking up from his phone for only a quick second.

“Hi,” I said, trying not to look at him. His makeup was slightly different today. It was more subtle and refined. The gloss was a softer pink color and the eyeliner around his eyes was much cleaner. He was improving.

“Fun day at work?” he said as I marched by him towards the kitchen.

“Super fun,” I said. I went into the kitchen and poured some water into a pot so that I could make my dinner: a bowl of sixty-cent ramen noodles; it was all that we had. My stomach was already groaning, dreading more salty ramen. I needed other nutrients. I would get them soon enough. Payday was coming up soon…

“Aren’t you going to ask how my day was?” Reg called out from the couch.

“I don’t really want to know,” I said.

“That’s not very nice of you.”

I rolled my eyes and tried to ignore him as he started going off. But it was hard to ignore the things that he was saying to me.

“I got four new subscribers,” he said. “One guy paid for a custom video. It took about an hour to put it together for him. Let’s just say that he’s a satisfied customer and said that he’s going to be ordering more.”

“That’s so good for you, Reg,” I said. “You should call your mom and tell her about it.”

“Don’t be rude, Darren,” he said.

“I’m not being rude,” I said. “I just don’t get why you’re so comfortable telling me about this stuff if you wouldn’t dare mention it to your own parents.”

“Because you’re my best friend,” he said, stepping into the room, leaning against the doorframe. It was still so strange seeing him all dolled up like a girl. I understood that he was just doing it for cash, but I couldn’t wrap my head around why he was so damned good at it. “I tell you everything.”

“Well maybe I don’t want to know the details of how you make your money. And maybe I don’t want to see you like that either. It’s an image that I don’t necessarily want in my head.”

“Why?” he asked with a grin. “Does it turn you on? Am I giving you a confused boner, Darren?” He started to sway his hips from side to side, putting his hands behind his head, almost looking like some sensual hula dancer. I wasn’t getting a ‘boner’ but he definitely was too good at moving like a woman. He had the dance down, making me think that he’d spent some time on TikTok, watching dance tutorial videos. And I’d love to say that he wasted his time as usual, but he was putting those skills to use with his little OnlyFans page. I’m sure there were some horny men with deep pockets willing to throw money at a convincing t-girl who could dance like that.

“Stop it,” I said. “And put on some pants.” When he raised his arms into the air, he exposed the floral panties that came with the kimono (made from the same fabric), and the bulge of his big dick.

“Oh, relax,” he said. “You used to be fun. What happened?”

“I’m still fun, Reg,” I said, feeling strangely offended by the remark. “I just hate being poor.”

“Well then you should be happy! I’m getting us out of this rut.”

“No, I’m getting us out! I’ve taken so many extra shifts at work. I literally scrubbed a homeless man’s jizz off of a wall today, and I got yelled at for taking too long to do it! I could hardly stand by the end of my shift, and you know how much money I made? After taxes, eighty-two dollars. That’s it. So don’t tell me to relax. I took the shift because I’m going on three months of covering your rent.”

“Okay, okay, okay,” he said, holding out his hands. “Just take it easy. I was trying to cheer you up.”

“I don’t need cheered up. I just need to eat and sit.”

“Go sit down. I’ll finish your noodles,” he said.

I hesitated, thinking that he was teasing me. Then he shuffled in front of me, taking the wooden spoon. “Go sit!” he said.

“Why do you smell like that?” I asked. He smelled like women’s perfume.

“I went to Carla next door and borrowed a few things.”

Carla was the cute girl who lived next to us. She had two roommates. They were all girls our age, but Carla was the only cute one (no offense to the other girls). “You borrowed her clothes?”

“No,” he said. “I asked to borrow some makeup, and she gave me a box of old stuff. There was perfume in the box.”

“What did you tell her you needed it for?” I asked, worried that Reg told Carla what he was doing. I didn’t want her thinking that I had anything to do with Reg’s embarrassing little scheme.

“Calm down, Darren! I told her that my sister was visiting and they lost her luggage at the airport. What? You think I told her that I was making content for my t-girl OnlyFans page? I know you think I’m crazy, Darren, but I haven’t lost my mind completely.”

“Right…” I said.

“You don’t have to be so weird about this stuff. You’re supposed to be supportive. You’re my best friend.”

I stared into his eyes for a long moment, letting what he said settle. It was a rare comment spoken with a straight face. Maybe I did need to be a little bit more supportive. Maybe I didn’t need to be so judgmental; it’s not like what I was doing was so much better: cleaning cum off of walls, scrubbing poop off of toilet seats, being screamed at hourly…

“Alright,” I said. “Well, I guess I’m glad you’ve figured something out. But you’re still looking for work, right? You’re not trying to make this your career, are you?”

He waved me off. “Of course not,” he said. “I’ll probably lose my value by thirty-five.” That was still ten years away.

I laughed, trying to see the humor that he saw in the situation. “I just don’t want you going too far down this rabbit hole. I’m glad you found a way to make money, but you have to put a bit of value on your pride as well.” And maybe that was advice I needed to take as well. I had another work shift coming up in two days and I was already dreading it: another day of being berated and forced to clean things that I didn’t want to be within a mile of.

Reg sprung to his feet. “Who knows?” he said suddenly. “Maybe we can make this a business together. We always talked about starting a business together. I really need someone to handle the social media stuff while I make the content.”

I laughed before realizing he was serious. “Wait. Actually?” I said.

He shrugged his shoulders. “It’s honestly most of the work, posting photos, doing all of the hashtags, finding the forums, messaging users. It’s exhausting.”

I bit down on my tongue and pretended to laugh his offer off. But it was a bit tempting, especially when he added, “We could split the money, fifty-fifty.”

“You’re essentially asking me to be your pimp,” I said, shaking my head.

“Don’t be so weird about it.”

“You’re crazy,” I said, turning to go to my bedroom. Then I paused. “But, if you want, I can, uh, maybe just help you with the Instagram stuff. I’m pretty good with it.”

He had a bit devilish smile on his face. I’m not sure why he was happy that I was agreeing to help him. If I were in his shoes, I wouldn’t want anyone to even know about what I was doing; I definitely wouldn’t want my best friend looking through the pictures I’d taken.


CHAPTER V

I regretted making the offer as soon as Reg handed me his hard drive. “Here’s all of the content I have so far,” he said. “Your job is basically just to make posts—like six a day seems to be standard. You have to blur the naughty bits, come up with long captions and hashtags, and then figure out a way to reach new eyes with it.”

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” I said. “I know how Instagram works. Just leave it with me.”

“If you have any questions—”

“—I said I’m good. I used to manage my cousin’s photography account for her. We got her up to twelve thousand followers.”

“Thanks, Darren. I’ll flip you half of what comes from all the new subs.” He winked at me, making me feel awkward, and then he made me feel even more awkward when he told me that he was going to his room to film a video for one of his fans. It didn’t help that the wall between our room was thin and I could hear every little groan and moan.

I tried to ignore those sounds as I connected that hard drive and opened up Reg’s folders. I winced away as soon as the photos came on the screen: shots of Reg posing in that kimono, often with his cock out. But I really did have to give it to Reg: the makeup was done well; he actually looked like a girl, and that made scanning through the pictures much more palatable. As long as I kept my gaze off of his big, fat dick, I was able to pretend like I was working with pictures of a girl.

I scanned through about fifty before finding one that stood out. I created a system, tagging the chosen photo to mark that it had been ‘used’, and then I pulled it into Photoshop, just to brighten it up and make it livelier. I was impressed by the quality of the photo. Reg’s phone’s camera was much better than mine. I was able to zoom in close without losing much quality, so I was able to reframe the shot to make a nicer composition.

This really was feeling more like a job than something weird. But it was a tolerable job—so far. Nobody was yelling at me and I wasn’t trying not to gag while cleaning unmentionable things in unmentionable places.

I put a black box over Reg’s genitals, and in white text I wrote, “Subscribe to Tgirl-RaeRae on OnlyFans.” I went through about forty fonts before picking one that I thought could be a good ‘brand’ font.

I logged into the Tgirl-RaeRae Instagram page and made the post, complete with a long caption and the maximum number of hashtags (after spending an hour researching relevant tags). I was thrilled to see the post getting lots of action as soon as it went live: a dozen comments and close to a hundred likes in an hour. Within a couple of hours, it was his top post. There was something satisfying about achieving that small achievement, proving that I actually had a bit of an idea of what I was doing. I spent some time doing some grunt work, messaging users who had commented on similar content, coming up with flirty things to say, slowly building up that follower count. I got access to the Tgirl-RaeRae Twitter account and mirrored the post there, doing some similar work there.

I lost track of time, feeling determined to make a real splash, though I’m not sure why. Was I trying to prove something to Reg, or was I just desperate to get out of my soul-crushing job? Or maybe I was just addicted to the chiming notifications, as if it was some sort of addicting video game. “You going to take a break?” Reg called out from the hallway. “Can I come in? Or are you getting off to my pictures?”

“I’m just doing what you asked me to do!” I called out, and then I went to open the door, not wasting a moment so he didn’t think that I was doing anything weird with his photos. “Quit being a weirdo.”

“You’ve been in there for five hours,” he said.

“Really?” Had it been that long?

“Whatever you’re doing is working. We got three new subs—all top tier. That’s thirty bucks a month.” In a way, it seemed defeating, finding out that I only made half of thirty dollars: fifteen dollars for five hours of work. But on the other hand, it was money that I ‘earned’ from my bedroom, without having to degrade myself beyond looking at a few photos of Reg’s cock (which he didn’t even care about). It was money that would continue to come in monthly as long as those users stayed subscribed. It was growth and it opened my eyes to some real potential.

“You need more outfits,” I said. “You already got a comment from someone asking why you only wear the kimono.”

“I like the kimono,” Reg said, turning up his chin.

“Sure, but every single post is in that kimono. I just think it would be a good idea to switch it up.”

“Well we’re not spending any money and it’s all we have,” Reg said. “Unless you want to break the wager and do all the chores.”

“What if we used the company money? That wouldn’t be breaking the wager, would it?” I asked.

Then he grinned.

“What?” I said.

“The company money,” he laughed. “I like the way that sounds. We really are starting a business together! It’s funny: we’ve talked for so many years about going into business together. Who would have thought that this would be our business?”

I groaned. “I never said that we’re in business together. I’m just helping you so we can have enough cash to pay rent. It’s just… circumstantial.”

“Yeah, yeah, whatever,” he said. “Just take a break, have something to eat, and then we can go back to work. We can figure out new outfits another day.”

We had dinner together, and it wasn’t until halfway through that dinner that I really realized he was still dolled up, wearing that kimono, that wig, that makeup. And now, he had his fingernails and toenails painted. His arms and legs were freshly shaved and moisturized to give him a youthful sheen. And sitting across from him at that small table, it must have looked like we were on some sort of date. I found myself feeling suddenly uncomfortable every time he looked up and gazed into my eyes—maybe because he looked a tiny bit like a crush I had in high school.

“What’s the matter?” he asked. And that’s when I noticed that he was using a girl voice. He’d been using it all evening, but it only really dawned on me in that moment.

“Why are you talking like that?” I said.

“Like what? Oh—am I still talking like a girl?” He laughed. “It’s surprisingly hard to get out of the character once I get in.”

“Well cut it out already. It’s weird.”

He giggled, sounding even more like a girl. “But I still want to shoot a thing or two before bed.”

“Whatever,” I said, looking away, feeling a curious amount of redness flushing into my cheeks. I tried to focus on eating. I didn’t like all of the unwanted thoughts that were passing through my mind.

“It’s just business, Darren,” he said.

“I know. And speaking of, I should probably get back to it.”

I was happy to be back in my room, alone, away from his piercing gaze. I looked back to make sure my door was closed before opening up one of those picture folders. Then I zoomed in on Reg’s face. I stared for a long moment, trying to wrap my head around what I was seeing. Did he really look like a convincing woman or was my mind playing tricks on me? How did he make his face look so flirty? How did he get his lips to look so plump and pouty? And his cheekbones and jawline: had they always been so soft and rounded?

I scrolled down his body, looking at his abdomen, which had that feminine curve: the slight definition of abs, but not at all in a masculine way. The way he pointed his fingers seemed so practiced. He kept his toes pointed out like a professional dancer. And his legs were just a downright mystery, looking exactly like the legs of some magazine model. This wasn’t something that any guy could pull off; it almost seemed like Reg’s body was specifically designed by God for this purpose. But then there was that cock.

I found myself looking at it: thick, long, veiny. His uncut foreskin was pulled back in that photo, revealing his huge, swollen tip. There was a drop of fluid coming out from his little hole, dribbling down his monster cock; maybe it was pre-cum, or maybe the shot was taken right after he got off, and the drop was just the final drop of a fat, gooey cumshot.

My pants were getting tighter. My face was getting redder. I realized after a moment that I wasn’t doing much breathing as I stared at my screen. My heart was pounding ferociously. Where were these feelings coming from? Why were they getting stronger?

I opened another photo: a picture of Tgirl-RaeRae with her cock clenched in her fist, cum oozing down her knuckles. Her cheeks were dark red. Her eyes were narrowed and lethargic, and her lips were pouty and bee-stung. I let my hand slip down the front of my pants. I couldn’t help myself. I just had to touch myself…

No—I couldn’t do it. I had to stop myself. This just wasn’t right. It was plain wrong. Reg was my roommate. He was my best friend. He wasn’t actually a woman. These photos—they were just business.

I had to keep reminding myself that this was just business. I had to stay on target. I needed money. I didn’t need these weird feelings. I didn’t want these weird feelings.

I forced myself to work. I went through the steps, blurring a photo, coming up with the caption, researching new hashtags. But it was hard to focus, hearing Tgirl-RaeRae in the other room, working on the content for her page. Every time she let out a little moan, my mind would start spinning. Why could she moan like that? Why was she able to produce those sounds? Was this something she’d done before or was she just a natural?

No—I had to focus. I put on headphones. I put my music up loud. I forced myself to keep on target, staying on Instagram and Twitter, trying to convince one person at a time to join the OnlyFans page.

By the end of the evening, we had eight new subscribers. Rae went down to the basement to fetch a bottle of champagne that was given to her years earlier, when she graduated art school. She’d been saving it for a special occasion. “This seems like the perfect occasion. To new business partners.” We clinked glasses.

“Aren’t you going to shower and change?” I said after taking a sip.

“In a few minutes. I just want to relax for a minute.” She settled into the couch and let out a deep sigh.

“Well at least stop using the voice.”

She eyed me and I looked away quickly, worried I was going to expose my blushing cheeks. I didn’t want her to see me all flushed like that.

I didn’t want her to know that I had some sort of weird crush on her.


CHAPTER VI

Within twenty-four hours of joining Rae’s little operation, we’d gotten the page up to three-hundred dollars in monthly subscriptions, and a number of the new subscribers were already asking Rae for private content, which they were willing to pay for. I tried to stay out of that side of the business, letting her handle the private stuff herself, mostly because a lot of it was quite gross and I wanted to pretend like it wasn’t happening. Rae, on the other hand, didn’t care at all. She would just take her phone into the bathroom, film the video in a few minutes, and then send it off, whistling and humming as if it never happened.

To her, it was just business. At least that’s how she made it seem. I was really starting to envy that mindset. Nothing could make her anxious. Nothing bothered her. She just went about her day with a smile on her dolled-up face.

And she really was dolled up from the beginning of the day until the end, fully committed to this new role. Before I woke up, she was in her makeup, and she wasn’t showering it away until I was slipping into my bed after working for what felt like sixteen straight hours.

I expected to see her dolled up again the next day, but when I came out of my room, she was Reg again, casually sipping coffee in his pajamas. “Hey Darren,” he said, back to his normal voice.

“Where’s the kimono?” I asked.

“It’s Saturday,” he said. “I’m taking the day off. I think I’m going to go for a bike ride, maybe watch a movie. What are you up to?”

“I have to work,” I said. “I start in thirty minutes.”

“Work?” he said. “I thought you were done with that? I thought we had a business together.”

“I can’t just quit my job to promote your porn page, Reg,” I said.

“Why not?” he said, genuinely perplexed. And it was strangely not such an easy question to answer.

“It’s not that simple,” I said. “I need a paycheque. I can’t put your OnlyFans on my resume. I’m a couple of promotions away from being a manager, and if I can be a manager for a few years, then I can apply to business school.”

“A couple promotions and a few years?” he said, raising his eyebrows. “Sounds like a lot of work. But I guess if that’s what you want to do, go for it.”

Hearing him repeat it back to me send a cold shiver down my spine. Could I suffer through years of cleaning public bathrooms? Could I endure years of being yelled at by angry seniors who were under the impression that they deserved the world to bend over for them? I bit down on my tongue. “It will get better,” I said, though I don’t think I was trying to convince him as much as I was trying to convince myself.

I worked the next two days straight, and it did not get better. In fact, it got worse—not because I was put into worse situations, but now I knew that there was another option: working from home, comfortably, in my bedroom, with nobody as a boss, unless you count Reg, but I don’t think even Reg considered himself to be a boss. And with Reg, we’d made a good chunk of money—more money than I was making at that soul-destroying job. I begged my boss to put me on the next night shift, instead of the day shift, but the night shift wasn’t any better. They needed me on the floor for ten hours, and those ten hours crept by so painfully slowly. I almost fell asleep multiple times while operating the forklift. I pulled a muscle in my leg trying to lift up an unassembled chair. One of the other guys ate my lunch from the staff fridge. And then our manager decided to count our first two hours of the day as ‘training hours’ because they were spent learning to use new equipment that the shop recently acquired. So those two hours actually cost me money: ‘training fees’ they called it.

I was so fed up. I wanted to throw my uniform down and quit on the spot—and I was very, very close to doing it. I had the words ‘I quit’ on the tip of my tongue when I was leaving and the sun was just coming up.

But I was scared. I couldn’t just quit and rely on Reg’s OnlyFans scheme for income. There was a good chance that all of our subscribers would just unsubscribe at the end of the month, and all of that work would be for next than nothing.

Or maybe the page would just grow bigger and bigger. Maybe that growth would be exponential. Maybe we would never have to properly work another day in our lives and we could retire in ten years.

But then what would I tell my family? Would I just lie and say that I won the lottery? When I eventually meet a woman that I want to make my wife, what was I going to tell her? ‘Oh, I just made my fortune by selling pornographic pictures of my roommate dressed like a girl.’ No woman wants to be with a man who does that. Or maybe they do; maybe a girl would just be happy to be financially supported, and maybe it would be clear that it was strictly business and that I got nothing else out of it.

Did I get nothing else out of it? If I got nothing else out of it, why did I have a couple of those photos saved into a private folder on my phone? Why did I keep going over to that Instagram page whenever I was on a work break, sometimes not even checking for new activity—just looking at those pictures, with her cute smile, her sultry lips, her long, smooth legs…

I couldn’t quit my job. I needed that job because it was a normal job and I needed something to remind me that I was normal. I wasn’t a weirdo. I wasn’t attracted to my male roommate.

I went home and showered for a long, long time, letting the hot water trickle down my naked body while I forced all of those unwanted thoughts out from my mind. I came to a conclusion before the end of that shower: I needed to tell Reg that I wasn’t going to take part in his scheme any longer. If that’s what he wanted to do, he could do it in the privacy of his bedroom. But there were going to be ground rules: outside of that bedroom, he was going to be Reg. I didn’t want to see him in lingerie and makeup. I didn’t need him dressed like that the day my parents decide to make an impromptu visit. If he wanted to have his weird job, then he needed to make the living situation as normal as possible.

I was going to tell him in the morning, when we were both in the kitchen, drinking our coffee. I was going to tell him as soon as I had a couple of sips, just enough to wake my mind up. I wasn’t going to let it wait because it needed to be said before he went off to work. He was already dolled up, already prepared to get his first set of shots for the day. His plan was to shoot content in the backyard, and I thought that was downright inappropriate. I wasn’t okay with our neighbors seeing him like that. I was just about to tell him—I really was—but then he said, “I have a huge favor to ask of you.”

“What is it?” I asked.

“It’s big,” he said. “I need you to maybe sit down.”

“I don’t need to sit down. Just tell me what you want.”

“Do you promise to keep an open mind? No judging?”

“Reg, just tell me what you want,” I said. Though it was weird calling him Reg when he was dressed like that, when he was talking in that soft, high-pitched girly voice. He didn’t look or sound like Reg. In my mind, he was Rae.

“You promise not to get weird about it?” she asked.

“Just come out with it already!” I said.

“Will you let me suck your dick?” she said, raising her voice to match the volume of mine.

I gasped. She turned dark red, biting her bottom lip. I stared into her eyes and stuttered for a moment, then the room became horribly silent. “What did you just say?” I finally managed to say.

“It would be for a video—just business,” she said. “You’re clean, right?”

“You seriously have lost your mind,” I said, shaking my head.

“Just think about it, Darren!” she said. “We have fifty subscribers. We can put the video up as bonus content: three dollars to unlock it—and that will go for all future subs as well. That’s one-hundred and fifty dollars for a five-minute video.”

“It’s a hell of a lot more than just a five-minute video.” I shook my head and shivered. “There’s no way you actually want to do that.”

“It’s just business,” she said. “I’ll make you take a shower first, make is super-clean. I’ll brush and use mouth wash before we start. Then we’ll shower and brush again afterwards.”

“You’ve actually lost your mind,” I said. “I think this whole thing needs to stop. You need to start looking for real work.” My heart was racing. She was staring into my eyes. Once again, she’d improved her makeup skills, getting a little bit more detailed, highlighting those extra-feminine features just a little bit more. And she was using that voice, which was starting to sound just like the voice of a real girl… or maybe I was just getting used to it. My brain was spiraling. In the back of my head, I was actually considering the offer. I knew that it would feel good. She had those plump lips and that long tongue. I saw the video she made a couple of days earlier, sucking the cucumber sensually for a few minutes. She knew how to work it, how to make extra-hot. And maybe I could just play along and call it business.

“I’ll obviously split the cash with you,” she said. “That’s basically what you make in a day, just in five minutes… or ten minutes. However long it takes you to get off.”

“I don’t like you talking like that!” I said. “It’s gross. We’re friends. You—You’re not really a girl. This is weird.”

She sighed and rolled her eyes. “If you’re uncomfortable with it, just forget about it; it was just an offer. But if you want to make some extra cash and have more content to lure in new subs, then you can just close your eyes for a few minutes and we’ll get it done with.”

I shook my head and watched her as she went back to her room. That chill remained in my spine: lingering, pulsing, sending dread into the rest of my body.

I quietly slipped into the shower. My heart didn’t stop pounding hard against my ribcage. I cleaned myself thoroughly. I carefully used my trimmer to manage my pubic hair. I looked in the mirror and saw that my face was dark red. Why was I doing this? Why couldn’t I stop myself? “It’s just for money,” I whispered to myself, but I knew that it wasn’t true; it’s what I was going to say to Rae, but it wasn’t true.

I knew that I should have stopped and jerked myself off: gotten that sexual energy out of my system, but my brain was in a fog. I couldn’t think straight. I didn’t want to lose this opportunity, even though it scared the hell out of me. I sprayed myself with a touch of cologne. I wrapped a towel around my waist. I looked in the mirror once last time, staring at my reflection, trying to make the redness leave my face.

Then I found myself at her door, with my hand on the knob. The room was silent. If she was filming a scene, she was doing it quietly. I had a feeling she was between shoots, working on the promotion end of things. I knew that it was best to knock, but for some reason the idea of just letting myself in seemed less embarrassing. I just wanted to get this over with. I didn’t want to stretch it out. So I pushed open the door.

She was sitting on her bed with her laptop on her thighs. Once again, she was in that cute kimono, with that ribbon around her waist. Her smooth legs dangled off the end of her bed, toes pointed like they always were. She looked at me with raised brows. I tried to come up with something to say, but couldn’t think of anything. My silence was apparently enough to let her know why I was there. She suddenly turned dark red and her eyes became glossy.

“I—I’ll set up the camera,” she said softly.

I nodded my head, too overwhelmed to even say ‘okay’. I just stood there while she carefully trotted through her room, grabbing her phone and that chair that she used as a tripod. It was a rough setup, but it did the trick. It only took her a couple of minutes to get the ‘scene’ set, propping that phone and then moving a lamp in as her lighting source.

“You can just stand here,” she whispered, not looking into my eyes. I carefully walked to that position. My head was racing with thoughts—and regrets. But the regrets weren’t strong enough to stop me. I remained in that position. Now, Rae was sinking to her knees in front of me. She looked up into my eyes and smiled. I looked over at the phone and saw the frame, which cut off around the middle of my chest. The camera was recording. There was no director there to call action or cut. We were just getting right now to business.

She took a few deep breaths, looking forward at my towel. I wanted to use that opportunity to tell her that she didn’t have to do this if she didn’t want to, but the lump in my throat was too big; I couldn’t push any words out. I tried to hide my hands from the camera’s view, so the horny strangers wouldn’t see them trembling as Rae reached out and grabbed the front of my towel. Her meek fingers gripped the edge of the towel and carefully shimmied it apart, opening it until it was wide enough to fall down—but she held it for a moment, maybe afraid to see my cock. I’d seen her cock a thousand times before, but I’d never exposed myself to her.

Was she acting shy or was she actually shy? I’d never seen her shy before. She was always so outgoing and carefree. She didn’t even care when she handed me a hard drive filled with nude photos of her, complete with erections! But now, she was red in the face, breathing deeply, eyes shimmering. She finally let that towel fall, leaving me naked in front of her. She gasped when she saw my semi-erect cock. I was already aroused at the thought of her using her plump lips to suck on my cock. I took a deep breath. Her gaze tracked up to my eyes. I stared down at her, frozen, terrified, full of both regret and excitement. I wasn’t sure what to do.

I guess there was nothing to do, but stand there.

She reached out and grabbed my cock, lifting it up, clenching it gently, pulling back my foreskin. Her bottom lip quivered and her chest heaved. She let out a soft whimper before leaning in, parting her lips, and letting my cock onto her tongue.

I closed my eyes and turned my head up, pointing my face at the ceiling. This was really happening. I was actually going through with this. It was just for money. I had to keep reminding myself: it was just for money.

But I made the mistake of opening my eyes. I made the mistake of looking down to see her face as she pushed forward, sinking more of my cock into her mouth. I made the mistake of watching her as she began to bob, and I could feel her tongue moving in an amazing way, sliding side to side. It felt good—too good. Now, with my eyes open, I couldn’t look away. I was in some sort of strange state of hypnosis, fixated on her plump lips, which were pressed firmly around my girth. “Shit,” I muttered, and that made her smile.

Was it a real smile, or part of the act? Her eyes looked up for a moment and our gazes connected. Why was she looking into my eyes? I felt a coldness clenching my heart. The air was pulled from my lungs. I finally managed to pull my eyes away, looking up and then shutting them, feeling a sudden bead of sweat tickling my forehead.

I didn’t like this one little bit; I didn’t like how good it felt. Now, my cock was rock hard and inside of her mouth. She was actually sucking me, bobbing her head back and forth. She apparently knew what she was doing because it felt so, so good. Why did it feel so good? She was a man, and men aren’t supposed to feel like this. Her lips felt uniquely feminine. Her tongue moved in a very girly way. The moans seeping out from her mouth were undeniably womanly. But she wasn’t a woman—it was just an act.

This is just business, I reminded myself. I kept reminding myself. I had to remind myself, even though it wasn’t true and I knew it wasn’t true.

I looked down at her again. Now her eyes were closed. She was bobbing deeper, sucking harder. She had a hand around the base of my cock and she was using it to pump what she couldn’t get into her mouth. My God, it felt so good! I didn’t want it to end, but I knew that it was coming to an end. I knew that I wasn’t going to last long in that beautiful mouth, with that long black hair occasionally teasing my thighs.

“Oh God,” I moaned. I was supposed to last five minutes, but I don’t think it had been half of that time; I was already close to finishing. I wasn’t sure I could hold back. It just felt… too good. Nobody could hold back inside of that mouth.

I noticed something when I was on the verge of my orgasm: a tinge of skin-tone peeking out from her kimono. It was big, thick, and it had a pink, throbbing tip. It was her cock. It was erect. It was out and throbbing in the open, on camera. But why was she hard? Did she take a little blue pill before we started filming? Or was she aroused? Did she like sucking my cock? Was she attracted to men?

Was she attracted to me?

“Oh God,” I moaned again. Now there was a strong tingling between my legs. She was sucking my tip hard, bobbing her head fast, massaging with those beautiful lips. My legs trembled. My knees buckled. I groaned loudly and watched as she leaned back. She gripped my cock and aimed it at her face. She opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue, beating my shaft fast. She wanted a messy facial and she was about to get one.

“Fuck!” I screamed, and then she got the money shot for her video. I splattered her face with a massive cumshot: blast after blast of sticky white goo, streaking across her cheeks, her chin, her forehead, her eyelids, and those plump, beautiful lips. Her face was a mess by the time my cock was dripping. She gasped and slowly brought her hands up to feel what I’d done. Even she was shocked by just how much I’d unloaded.

We were both shocked. The room became silent as my body filled with the same shame that I’m sure she was currently being filled with. She grabbed a cloth and wiped her face. Without looking up at me, she grabbed her phone and stopped the recording. “That’s all we need,” she said. “I’ll get it uploaded after I take a shower.”

“Okay,” I said softly, watching her as I picked my towel back up. She refused to look at me. Shame was finally getting a grip on her. She’d finally taken her little scheme too far. And now, I had a feeling that I’d ruined the friendship by agreeing to that blowjob. I’d crossed a line—we both crossed that line. There was probably no coming back from that. There was no way we’d ever be able to look into each other’s eyes again.

I slipped out and went into my room, closing my bedroom door and sitting down on the edge of my bed. In that moment, I wished that I had a time machine. I wished I could go back and get those ideas out of my head before I stupidly acted on them.


CHAPTER VII

After a sleepless night, I determined that things had gone too far. I came to the conclusion that my friendship with Reg was over; we would never be able to hang out as buddies again without the memory of that blowjob making things awkward. This was probably the end of us being roommates, because that awkward tension would always be there, and eventually, it would become unbearable; it already seemed unbearable. I was terrified of leaving my room after I heard Reg getting up. I wanted to get a coffee, but I was afraid of looking into his eyes… her eyes. I had no idea if I would see Reg or Rae, but it didn’t matter; my heart would flutter anxiously at the sight of either.

But I had to keep living my life. To start, I needed to tell Reg that it was time for us to part ways. If he really wanted to commit to this OnlyFans thing (and at this point, it was too late to go back as far as I was concerned), then I couldn’t live there. I couldn’t relax knowing my sister might show up at the door at any moment. My friends often let themselves in without knocking; what if they came in while Rae was filming a scene?

And how could I live with Rae in the house, seeing her dolled-up face every day, eyelashes fluttering? I had to face the reality: I don’t think I could control myself around her. She was pretty. She had a sexy body. When she looked at me in the eyes, I stopped being myself: reasoning flew out the window. It seemed so foolish to allow my male best friend to suck my cock, but I did it anyway because I just couldn’t help myself.

“Reg?” I said, leaving my room, approaching the kitchen. “You in there? I think we need to talk.”

“I’m in here,” he said—or, I should say, she said, because she was using that voice. I knew I was going to see her in her makeup, her wig, and that satin kimono.

“We need to talk,” I said again.

Then I saw her with a big, proud smile on her face, not at all disturbed about what transpired the previous evening. And that was just like her: nothing fazed her, nothing stopped her from feeling perfectly content and confident at all times. She was unshakable. But that didn’t help my situation; even if she couldn’t feel the tension, I still could. “We need to talk about what happened last night,” I said, hiding my trembling hands behind my back.

“Yeah, we do,” she said. “We need to talk about how well it did! We cleared two-fifty overnight. Fifteen new subs, and every single one bought the bonus content. All the comments are positive—and it will just keep earning money as the subs roll in, so we should really get on promoting it.”

I paused for a moment. “Did you say two-fifty?”

She nodded her head.

And then it was like all of my anxieties vanished from my brain. I forgot what I was so worried about. I forgot what I came in to say to her. I hadn’t forgotten that blowjob, but I did suddenly forget that I was worried the memory of it would tear our relationship apart.

“That’s a lot of cash,” I said.

She nodded her head again.

“That’s not even including the new subscriptions,” she said. “You don’t work today, do you? I could really use you on the social media front. We need to keep this momentum going.”

“No work today,” I smiled. “I—I’ll get right on it.” I quickly poured myself a coffee and then I darted off to my room.

I will admit that I was very much motivated by money. Or maybe that was just a convenient excuse to latch onto: an excuse to continue working with Rae, to see her new set of photos that she took the day before when she was in her room. Now, those photos were on her laptop, which was sitting on her desk. She was fine with me taking it for the morning, fine with me looking through those photos, fine with me staring at her dolled-up body. And I have to admit that I stared at those photos for a long, long time.

I even got a little carried away, breaking the wager we made. I went online and ordered her some outfits: lingerie and costumes that I thought would look cute on her. I spent more money that I should have, given our financial situation, but I decided that it was essentially an investment. That kimono was great, but we needed more to really make a business out of this… and I really wanted to see her in some of those other outfits, like the Japanese schoolgirl outfit, and the tight black mini dress.

I tried to shake those thoughts from my head, but they wouldn’t go away. It didn’t seem to matter how hard I tried. Maybe I didn’t want them to go away. Maybe I just wanted to enjoy those thoughts, pretending like they weren’t problematic until they were actually a problem.

After checking out, I realized that I wasn’t on my own laptop. I was on Rae’s laptop. “Shit,” I said, realizing I was signed into her Amazon account. I rushed over to the orders page to cancel the orders, so I could sign into my own account and order the outfits with my own money. That’s when I noticed a familiar item: the satin kimono.

There it was in Rae’s order history, paid for by Rae’s credit card. I paused for a moment, wondering if she had gone ahead and ordered a backup for some reason, and then I saw the date. It was definitely the original, meaning she ordered it—meaning she lost the wager.

And did that mean that this crossdressing thing wasn’t just some random idea that came to her head one afternoon while trying to think of ways to make some cash? I saw that the local classified website was in her bookmark tab, so I clicked it. I saw the ad she posted for that kimono, and then I saw all of the unanswered inquiries, dating all the way back to five minutes after she made the post. She never actually tried to sell it.

So was this just some impromptu money-making scheme? Or was this something more?

I tried to focus on the task, promoting that webpage, but now my brain was swirling with questions. And that curiosity got the better of me. I decided to do some hunting on Rae’s laptop, looking through folders, not minding my own business at all. It took some searching, but I found more photos: photos that predated the arrival of the kimono: Rae wearing women’s undies (and I recognized the undies—Rae showed them to me after a girl left one day. She told me he kept them as a sort of prize). She was wearing tall stockings in the photos, hiding her unshaved legs.

And was she trying to sell those photos? They weren’t anywhere on her OnlyFans page. Now I was convinced: Rae wasn’t just doing this for cash. The business was just a front for something else.

“Did you order stuff with my Amazon account?” her voice said behind me, making me jump.

“You scared me.”

“Did you? Because that counts as losing the wager,” she said, leaning against my doorframe. “Though I saw the outfits and I think they’ll be cute… assuming they’re for me. Or are you thinking of starting your own page? Either way, you lost the wager.”

“No, I didn’t,” I said, shaking my head and then looking down at her kimono. “I know that you ordered that. It’s in your order history.”

Her cheeks suddenly turned red. The smile vanished from her face. It was one of those rare glimpses of humility on Rae’s face: a rare moment when her intense confidence was shaken. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she said softly.

“And I saw the old photos, of you in the panties,” I said. “Just admit it. You want to be Rae. This isn’t just about money.”

Now, her face was dark red. Her eyes were starting to shimmer, as if she was about to cry. She pressed her lips firmly together. “You weren’t supposed to look through my laptop,” she said.

“Well I did.”

“Why!?” she gasped, sounded so hurt, so betrayed. Now I was feeling guilty. Since knowing her—for so many years—I’d never seen her like this. I’d never seen her so rattled, right down to the core. “Those are personal!”

“I—I just looked,” I said.

“You must have looked for them. They were hidden.”

I had a lump in my throat now. Did I cross a line? “I… I couldn’t help myself,” I said. “I just had to know. I saw that you ordered the kimono. Just tell me: is this who you are inside?”

She looked like a wounded doe as she stood in that doorway, arms crossed, eyes glimmering, legs pressed firmly together. “So what?” she whispered.

“I don’t care, Rae. You can tell me anything. You’re my best friend. I’m your best friend. Just tell me.”

Now she was staring into my eyes. I could practically see her heart pounding against that exposed section of chest between her flat breasts. “Okay,” she said. “I like being like this. I feel more comfortable like this. I—I think this is who I am.”

I smiled. I watched her for a moment, looking so vulnerable, maybe for the first time in her life. At least it was the first time she’d ever shown any vulnerability, though now I was starting to think that the over-confidence she normally touted was more of an act, a way to hide the vulnerability that was now showing, which was probably always there. She wasn’t comfortable as a man so she acted carefree as a guise. I always thought that she was so free; I always envied that carefree attitude. But I was realizing that she was only starting to feel free now, in that little kimono. It probably took every ounce of real confidence she had to order the thing, and then she felt like she had to create an intricate lie to make me think that the kimono arrived accidentally.  “It suits you,” I said.

She smiled. It was a real smile, maybe the realest smile I’d ever seen.

“Thanks for the clothes,” she said softly, and then she slipped out from my room. She probably needed some time to process the moment. She just came out. I felt bad; maybe I forced her out. Maybe I put her in an awkward position where she felt like she had no choice; that wasn’t my goal. But now that she was out, I knew that she was going to be happy.

And I found out later that day that she wasn’t mad at me. It was around lunch when she came into my room with a blushing smile. “Want to shoot another bonus scene for the site?” she asked, looking down at my crotch, biting down on her plump bottom lip.

We set up the camera in her room and got right to it, but this time we went a lot further than just a blowjob. Sure, it started with a blowjob. Then she stood up and I went down, experiencing something new: sucking a long, thick, hard sissy cock. I was afraid to do it, but it turned out be strangely… normal. It wasn’t yucky or awkward. It was actually really satisfying, feeling her throbbing in my mouth, knowing that I was making her aroused. With a woman, you never really know if you’re ticking the boxes. A girl can fake a moan easily enough. But you can’t fake a rock-hard erection, and you can’t fake a cumshot.

I tried to swallow, but the whole sucking thing was new to me. Some went down, some was spat out in a moment of panic. We both giggled. Maybe it didn’t make for the best pornographic video, but we were having fun. I turned her around and licked out her hole. Then I stood up and mounted her, penetrating her, taking away her anal virginity as she moaned and clutched handfuls of her bedsheets.

It felt right clutching her hips, holding her still as I pushed into her, making her legs kick slightly as she fought away an initial pain, which was probably more shock than anything. She found her footing and took a moment to catch her breath, and then I pushed deeper.

I knew she could take it. I knew that she wanted it. I gave her every inch and I didn’t hold back. I wanted to make sure that her first time was as memorable as possible.

I gripped her as firmly as I could and drove into her, grunting as I pumped her tight ass. My pelvis slapped loudly against her butt cheeks, making them red. The red marks would make for good photos later.

She clenched her tight hole. I pumped faster. I watched her head as she tilted it back, letting out a loud scream of pleasure. I spanked her hard on the ass, making her giggle, making her moan. I spread her butt cheeks wide so that I could watch my cock plunging her anus.

I can’t say that I lasted as long as I would have liked. I would have liked to last all day, until we were both dripping with sweat, sapped of energy. But a man can only take so much arousal. I pulled out and coated her back in my cum: a nice ending for the camera, for the growing audience that was willing to pay a lot of money to see Rae in her prime state. I couldn’t blame them; she was truly a sight to behold, and she was just getting better and better by the day as she learned to better do her makeup, to better style her hair. And now there were more outfits on the way.

There was so much to look forward to.

She looked back at me and smiled, blushing. “That felt so good,” she said softly.

“Good,” I said. “Because we’re going to film another scene in a couple of hours.” I winked at her and she giggled.

So maybe our friendship wasn’t ruined after that impassioned blowjob. Maybe that was just the start of the next phase in our friendship, the first phase of something like a relationship. We had a lot to figure out—more than most couples, I’m sure of it—but we were going to figure it out together.

THE END
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Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.
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