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RUB & TUG

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

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

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


CHAPTER I

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

I was born and raised in a small town, where filmmaking couldn’t have been less relevant, except for that one summer where a big Hollywood production came to town to shoot a few scenes for a Val Kilmer action flick. I was eleven when they filmed those scenes around the centre of our little town. My parents (along with everyone else in the town) brought me down to watch the filming on that first day, and then by the second day, the crowd was gone. Everyone realized that filming was a slow and boring process and all of the explosions were just being added in postproduction. Val Kilmer only showed his face for five minutes every few hours and the crew spent more than half of the day casually snacking in a cluster of big white tents.

But I was captivated. I couldn’t believe how many people it took to make a movie. I couldn’t believe how much work went into every single shot. I found myself watching the electrics setting up lights, the grips setting up flags, the camera teams changing lenses, and the sound guys putting microphones on all of the actors with single lines. By the second day of filming, I was the only one sitting on the sidelines, taking it all in. And on the fifth day, the director of the show noticed me. He walked up to me and asked if I wanted to sit by the monitor for a shot. It was just a simple shot of Val Kilmer getting out of a car and running into a building, but it was the most exciting moment of my life. He handed me his megaphone and let me yell action.

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

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

My gaze met up with a dark haired man. We shared a moment of eye contact before I looked away, feeling flustered. He was older than me by a few years. His arms were covered in tattoos and he had a piercing in his lip. I wasn’t used to seeing people with tattoos, or men with facial piercings—people like that didn’t exist in my small town. The only time I saw guys who looked like that was in movies—and they were usually the villains, so my first impression of my new classmate wasn’t great.

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

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

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

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

“Ever made a movie before?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I don’t know. Probably,” I said.

“My buddy just graduated last week. He said that there are a few professors here who never found work on sets, so they just got jobs here. He said not to listen to anything the set decorating prof says.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Alex,” I said.

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


CHAPTER II

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

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

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

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

After school that day, he caught up to my on my way to my bus stop. “Where you going?” he asked.

“Home,” I said.

“Don’t do that. Come over to my place. Let’s talk about our doc.” I hated that he was calling it ‘our’ doc, as if I had anything to do with it. I bit down on my tongue to try and hide the anger I was feeling towards him. He was taking advantage of my meekness. And maybe that was my fault for being so meek in the first place.

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

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

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

“You like girls?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said timidly.

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

I remained still and silent, standing awkwardly between his frightening kitchen and his wretched sofa. I was desperately trying to think of a polite way out of his apartment—and a polite way out of this blossoming friendship—if you could even call it that. I wanted to be with those other guys: the scruffy haired dude and the redhead—they seemed more like me. I was even eavesdropping on them earlier while they talked about Stanley Kubrick movies. Those were the kinds of conversations I wanted to be having. I didn’t want to be in a grungy apartment talking about prostitutes and drugs.

“Want to fuck a prostitute?” he asked.

I shook my head quickly. “No thank you.”

“Why not? You know they’re not like they are in movies. They’re just girls. Some of them are actually pretty cool. I dated a prostitute for a year. Though I have to admit, it was weird knowing that she was banging other dudes.”

I was wishing I could get into a time machine. I would go back to the start of that day and stop myself from looking around that room. I would do everything I could to avoid looking into Matty’s eyes. I would go straight towards the fellow in the Shining T-shirt, and I wouldn’t look back.

“It’s just not my thing,” I said.

“So tell me, Alex. What is your thing?” He was staring at me now with that fat doobie between his fingers, looking a bit like a tattooed version of Al Pacino in Scarface.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I like movies.”

“Me too,” he said with a big smile. “Everyone likes movies. Half of the world wishes they could make movies. But that’s not your thing. Your thing can’t be something that half of the world likes doing. Your thing has to be unique to you. So what’s your thing?”

I had to think about it. Until I moved away from my small town, wanting to make movies was my thing. But Matty was right: now that I was in a film city, taking a filmmaking course, there was no longer anything unique about wanting to make movies. There was nothing special about liking Wes Anderson or Edgar Wright. “I—I don’t know,” I said.

“Well we need to figure that out. It’s important to know who you are,” he said, taking another long drag from that marijuana cigarette. “Especially if you want to make movies.”

And maybe he was right.

He held the doobie out again. “You should try it. You might like it. It certainly won’t hurt you.” I stared at it for a moment as smelly smoke rose up from the tip. Then, with plenty of reluctance, I reached out and took it. I brought it to my lips and I inhaled, bringing drugs into my lungs for the first time.


CHAPTER III

I’d always been very cautious when it came to spending money—mostly because I never had much money to spend. But that evening, as I walked home from Matty’s apartment, high for the first time in my life, I decided I would treat myself.

It seemed like a sign from God when I saw the camera supplies store materialize in the distance. I went inside like a child running into a candy store. I’d only ever bought camera gear on the Internet. I’d never seen so many cameras in my life—not to mention all of the lenses and tripods and sound gear and lighting equipment. The whole place smelled like fresh plastic and clean glass. My reddened eyes flashed as I looked around the magnificent place.

Then I went over to the lens counter and found myself staring at a lens I’d always wanted but never seen before outside of the Internet. It was beautiful: an 18mm 1.2 cine prime. It was the same lens Mikael Richardson used on his debut film, which won Cannes the year before. And it was on sale, down to $1,800 from $2,600—and that seemed like another sign from God, seeing as I had exactly $1,800 in my bank account. The store employee walked up and grabbed the lens. He held it out to me and said, “Want to feel it?” I held it carefully. My heart raced. Then I held it up to look at it closer to the light.

Then the lens was on the floor. It all happened so fast, slipping away from my fingers and falling glass first towards the cement floor. There was an audible gasp through the entire store. Employee eyes widened and my heart stopped beating. I looked down and saw the large crack through the glass. “Dude,” the employee said with shock in his voice. “You didn’t seriously just do that, did you? I hope you know you have to pay for that.”

It took my high brain a minute to process what had happened. I just broke my dream lens, and now I was at the counter paying for it with my bankcard. My heart was stammering and my gut was turning. Everyone in the store was still staring at me—and that went on as I was walking out of the store with a broken, useless lens. Maybe I could gut it and turn it into a coffee mug or something—an $1,800 coffee mug.

It wasn’t until I walked into my apartment that I realized I no longer had enough money to pay my rent, or my student loan payment, which was coming up in a few days. I sat down on my couch and immediately found myself thinking about Matty. This was all his fault. None of this would have happened had he not given me that doobie to smoke. None of this wouldn’t have happened without his lousy influence. If I couldn’t come up with a measly fifty bucks by the end of the week, I was going to be kicked out of film school, and on my way back to my hometown where I fit in even less than I fit in here.

I fell asleep on my couch and I didn’t wake up until my alarm was going off the next morning. It was time to go to school—possibly one of my last ever days of school.

I was a little bit late. The only seat left in the room was next to Matty, so I had no choice but to sit next to him. He looked over at me with a big grin, as if he knew exactly what happened after I left his apartment—as if he planned the whole thing as some big joke. Maybe he was the devil, and he’d crawled up from Hell just to torment me.

“Good night?” he asked me.

“It was fine,” I said, forcing an awkward smile. I turned to listen to the lecture, and then he started talking.

“We never talked about my doc idea,” he said, whispering over the professor. “We should get together and talk about it—or we’re going to lose our little advantage.”

I nodded my head, not fully listening to him.

“I’ve actually got a few ideas. I think you’ll really like them. They might be pushing the envelope of what the school allows, but I think you’ll like them.”

“Okay,” I said.

“I’m obviously open to some input from you as well,” he said. I was tempted to turn and scream at him to be quiet. Some of the other students were already starting to turn their heads, as if they wanted to tell us to be quiet. They probably thought that I was part of the problem—my fellow students were already starting to hate me and I didn’t even know their names yet.

I just nodded my head, and Matty kept talking. “Are you a big doc guy? What’s your favourite doc?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know,” I whispered as quietly as I could.

“Sorry, I didn’t catch that.”

The student in front of us turned and looked back at us. I closed my eyes, trying to will this conversation to an end. “I said, I don’t know.”

“Hey man, can you be quiet?” the student in front me said—and he said it to me, not to Matty, as if I was the problem. I had to bite down hard on my tongue to hide my rage. I forced a smile and nodded my head.

There was a minute of peaceful silence, and then Matty ruined it by leaning over to say, “At lunch, I want to take you somewhere.”

“Okay, fine,” I said quickly, hoping it would make him quiet. And strangely enough, it did. He didn’t say another word for the rest of class. Maybe he got my message, or maybe he just ran out of crap to say. I took a deep breath and tried to calm down my pounding heart. It’s not like any of this mattered anyway. I knew that as soon as my student loan payment got declined, I would be out of the school and I would never see Matty or any of the people in that class again.


CHAPTER IV

Once again, we went in the opposite direction from the rest of our classmates. I looked back at the other guys in our class before we turned around the corner. They were laughing as if they’d been pals for years. It sucked, seeing those guys getting closer and closer—knowing that my chance of being one of them was getting smaller and smaller. It was starting to seem like I was stuck with Matty, and I was truly starting to hate Matty for it. I hardly knew the guy, and I was already starting to feel intense hate for him.

We were five blocks away from the school when he pulled out a doobie and started smoking it on the street. He offered it to me, and for some stupid reason, I accepted, not wanting to offend him. Or maybe I didn’t want him to think that I was still a dweeb. The doobie hit me hard. His weed was strong—maybe it wasn’t just weed. “You’re not so bad, Alex,” he said. And I had a feeling he wanted me to compliment him back, but the only thing I wanted to say to him was: ‘Please leave me alone from now on.’ But I was too much of a coward to say it.

Then he said, “You seem down today. Everything okay?”

I nodded my head. I didn’t want to tell him about the broken lens. I knew he wouldn’t help me feel better about it. I knew that he would just laugh at me, or give me some sort of twisted life lesson.

“We probably shouldn’t get too far from the school,” I said.

“We’re almost there.”

We were in the dingy corner of Chinatown, where all of the sketchy homeless people lingered—and probably where Matty bought his powerful drugs. We turned down a grimy street and then we stopped in front of a shop that was simply called ‘MASSAGE’.

“What’s this?” I asked.

“What does it say?” he said. “You’re so tense that you’re starting to scare me. You need to relax. This place has the best rates: thirty bucks and you get twenty minutes—that’s more than enough time.”

“Why don’t we just go eat? I don’t need a massage,” I said. We only got one hour for lunch, and I’d skipped breakfast that morning—so the last place I wanted to spend my short amount of free time was at a massage parlour.

“Just do it, man. Trust me—it will make you feel better.”

I took a deep breath and looked towards the sketchy structure. “I don’t even have thirty bucks. I’m kind of broke at the moment.”

He laughed and shook his head. “Then it’s on me. C’mon, Alex. I insist.” He started walking towards the door. I looked around and saw the dark gazes of experienced bums staring my way. I’d seen this part of town on the news many times, and I didn’t want to be the next story, so I ran after Matty and stayed close.

The inside of the parlour was dark. The walls were a deep red colour and the floor was covered in a forty-year-old red carpet, complete with more stains than any sane person could count. There was an older woman standing behind a small counter. Her skin was loose but shiny, as if she kept a constant lathering of moisturizer all over herself. “Two massages?” she asked.

“Wait here,” Matty said to me. So I remained close to the door while he went to deal with the woman. I assumed he was going to haggle, to get the cost of our massages down. I’d never had a massage before. The idea of being rubbed by a stranger made me uncomfortable—but I knew that people enjoyed them, so I was doing my best to keep my composure. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. Maybe I would like it—and maybe it really would help me to relax. I could use some relaxation time—just to get my mind off of that broken lens.

Matty came back to me and pointed me towards the glistening woman. She was walking towards a long hallway. “Go ahead, Alex. Follow her,” he said. My heart galloped and my skin tingled. I started following her. I only looked back once, just for a second—just for long enough to see the smirk on Matty’s face, letting me know that something was up. But I was too naïve to figure out exactly what was going on. I was too inexperienced to know that Matty had just set me up with a cheap prostitute.

* * *

The air in the small massage room was damp. There was no door between me and the hallway—just a red curtain (a slightly different shade of red from the walls—though I think they were likely the same shade at one point in time). The room was small, but empty. Aside from that creaky massage table, there was only a little side table crammed with massage oils. The older woman told me to lie down and remove all of my clothes. “Even my boxers?” I asked.

She smiled as if she was about to laugh. Then she nodded her head. “Everything.” She left to give me some privacy. As I took off my clothes, I considered leaving my boxers on. I didn’t understand why I needed to be completely nude for a massage. It’s not like they were going to be massaging my upper thighs or ass—right?

I was under the sheet when I pulled my boxers off and tossed them over to the pile of my clothes. That sheet was so thin. Even my small, flaccid penis made a noticeable bulge. I tried to reposition it in many ways before finally pushing it down between my thighs. Once there was no bulge, I started to worry that the masseuse would look towards my crotch and think that I was some sort of weird micro-penis guy, so I pulled my cock back out and hoped that my slight bulge wouldn’t make my masseuse uncomfortable.

At least five minutes passed and no one came into the room. I looked around for a clock but could spot nothing. I was tempted to stand up and pull my phone out from the pocket of my jeans, but I was terrified my masseuse would come in the moment I slipped out from under that sheet, so I remained still and started to accept that I might be late for my next class—not that it mattered anyway, if I was just going to be kicked out of the school by the end of the week.

Finally, there was a tap on the wall outside the curtain. The curtain opened and a young woman walked in. I only caught a two second glimpse of her face before she reached out and dimmed the light until it was almost black in the room. She was blonde, with a tiny nose and big eyes. She couldn’t have been any older than me, which seemed surprising. Don’t masseuses need to go to special schools? Don’t they need certification? Maybe this particular spot didn’t hire registered massage therapists.

She said nothing as she went to the small table of oils. She squirted plenty of oil into the palm of her hand, and then she walked over to me. Using her free hand, she grabbed my side and gently pushed, as if she was trying to tell me to roll over. So I rolled over, onto my stomach, carefully holding the sheet so it didn’t fall off of my naked body. Then she gently pulled down that sheet, until my whole back was exposed, and possibly the top of my ass. She rubbed her oil between both of her hands and then she touched me. I became tense. The oil seemed hot. My heart stuttered and then I suddenly relaxed. It dawned on me in that moment that I’d never been touched by a girl before—unless you count my mother. A woman had never caressed my adult body.

Her hands were so soft and gentle. She rubbed with the perfect amount of pressure, pushing down the muscles of my back, and then up from my hips. I took a deep breath and then I felt my body melting into that mattress. My eyes started to become heavy—possibly from my lack of sleep. When she started to rub her hands in sensual circles, I nearly dozed off. Maybe Matty was right—maybe this was exactly what I needed. I heard myself groan, and then I felt embarrassed, but she didn’t say anything or even react. When she got to my neck, I nearly told her that I loved her. I could feel my neck muscles transforming into soft butter. She worked her fingertips into my skin as if she’d been doing this for forty years—but she couldn’t have been a day older than nineteen.

“That feels good,” I said.

“Shh,” she whispered. And then my heart stuttered. Was I not supposed to speak? Was I supposed to keep my mouth shut?

“Sorry,” I whispered quietly. She continued to rub, sending me back into that state of pure relaxation. Then her hand slipped underneath me and she began to pull, as if she was trying to flip me over. So I went ahead and flipped myself over, once again carefully holding that sheet to keep my cock covered up.

She started with my neck, standing behind me while rubbing my neck muscles deeply. Then she pushed her hands down my chest and started to rub my scrawny pecs. She leaned her torso over me, so her tits were nearly pressing against my face. I wasn’t sure if I was supposed to keep my eyes closed, but I found myself peeking them open, trying to see if I could get a glimpse up her crop top as she reached all the way across my torso to rub my abdomen. Her fingertips were getting awfully close to my crotch. Her perfume was intoxicating.

Then she stood up. She walked around the bed and then she grabbed the sheet, pulling it down to my knees and exposing my cock. My body became terribly tense, but I didn’t move. I wanted to reach down to cover my cock, but I didn’t want to ruin her little ritual—whatever that ritual was. Maybe she was going to rub my thighs. Maybe she didn’t care about my cock. It’s just part of the human body, right? Her job was to massage the human body. So I just closed my eyes and pretended like I wasn’t terrified.

Her hands moved up and down my thighs, pulling in closer towards my crotch. Then she squirted some extra oil into her hands before reaching down and slipping both of her hands around my whole package. I twitched and clenched. She grabbed my cock and ball sack firmly with both hands, and then she pulled one of her hands up the length of my shaft. Once that hand had slipped off of my tip, the other hand was coming up. She kept that rhythm going, pulling up, one hand after the other. I bit down hard on my tongue, trying not to get an erection. Was this just part of getting a massage? How can a man stop himself from getting erect? A tingling was quickly growing between my virgin legs.

“I’m sorry,” I said as I felt my cock beginning to throb in her hands.

“Shh,” she whispered. I could feel my face reddening with humiliation. And then, after a moment, I realized what was happening: Matty hired a prostitute for me. This wasn’t just some scuzzy massage parlour—it was a Rub and Tug.

She had a firm grip on my erection now. She was beating it slowly, using her other hand to massage my ball sack. She was twisting her wrist every time she pulled up, and then when she pushed down, she was making a point of stretching my foreskin back as far as it would go. I could hear the massage oils squishing through her feminine fingers. I bit down hard on my tongue, worried I was going to come in a matter of seconds. I didn’t want her to think that I was a premature ejaculator, even though I knew she didn’t know me at all and would never see me again.

I kept my eyes closed and worked on controlling my breathing. I couldn’t decide if I was thankful for Matty or if I was furious at him.

The beautiful blonde leaned down and hovered her lips near my ear. “Do you want a regular ending or the special package?” she asked.

My heart skipped a beat. I opened my mouth to speak but I was too afraid to conjure up words. I took a deep breath and then I remembered that Matty was paying. And as far as I was concerned, he owed me. “The special package,” I said. My voice cracked embarrassingly.

Without letting go of my cock, the girl carefully climbed up onto the massage table with me. She kept beating while she lifted up her skirt and pulled her panties to the side. It was too dark in the room to see much detail, but the area between her legs was dark, as if she had a large mane of pubic hair—or maybe it was just a dark shadow. Was I about to lose my virginity? Is this how I wanted it to happen? I tried to take back my request, but there was a lump the size of a grapefruit now in my throat, preventing me from speaking.

As she sat her bum down on me, I was expecting my cock to enter into her body. Instead, I felt something different: something warm pressing up against my cock. It was big and hard and I could feel it throbbing. Was it her other hand? Using all of my energy, I looked down my body and saw that she was holding something against my cock as she rested her soft tush on my thighs. Was it a dildo? Was she rubbing my shaft with a sex toy? Did she plan on putting that toy in my ass? I didn’t want that—that’s where I was going to draw the line.

But at the moment, it felt good. Whatever she was rubbing against me was strangely pleasant: warm and hard and throbbing. But if it was a sex toy, how could it be throbbing? Why did it feel so lifelike?

Then my eyes began to adjust to the darkness. I saw a tall cock pressed against my own, and that cock was coming from inside of her lacy panties. It was her cock: she was a transgender.

I became paralyzed with fear. I desperately wanted to tell her to stop, but now I was afraid of offending her. I didn’t want her to think that I was a bigot. But I didn’t want to ejaculate with another cock pressed against mine. I tried to muster up some words, but the only noise that came out from my mouth was faint stuttering. I couldn’t look away. I watched as her thick tip pulsed and swelled against mine. She was bigger than me by a full inch—maybe two inches. I could see a long dark vein zigzagging up the length of her shaft, running into her tip.

I was already on the verge of coming—but it wasn’t fair; the arousal came before she exposed herself. I didn’t know that she was a transgender. And now it was too late. I could already feel my orgasm coming and I knew there was nothing to stop it, unless I pushed her off of me and ran out of that Rub and Tug. “Oh God,” I moaned, letting my head fall back. I could feel that tingle intensifying.

Then I felt something press into my bum. It was thin and a bit sharp, making me gasp. I perked up, sitting up as much as I could under the circumstances. I saw that she had a hand down beneath my ball sack. She was fingering my asshole, curling her lone finger to press right into that tingling spot between my legs. I groaned and squirmed and my body became tense. Then I watched as a massive blast of cum shot up into the air. It seemed to fly upwards in slow motion before coming down with a heavy splat against my abdomen. She pushed that finger hard into that soft spot in my asshole and clenched the tip of my dick firmly against hers. More impressive blasts shot into the air, making a big mess of my whole torso. I couldn’t believe how much cum I was producing and I couldn’t believe how high it was shooting up.

As soon as I was finished unloading, she walked up next to me. She pointed her big cock down at my chest and started beating herself quickly. I stared in my state of frozen terror. Was she going to finish herself off? Was that part of the deal? Did she think that I wanted her cum to join mine all over my chest? I was too mortified to ask her to stop.

She took a deep breath in and let a small gasp out. She aimed her tip down as far as she could, then I suddenly felt her hot liquid smearing across my chest. She made sure every last drop ended up on my body. She even stepped forward at the end to squeeze that very last drop onto my bare skin before turning around to fetch a handful of paper towel, which she quickly used to wipe off my chest.

“That’s it. You can go now,” she said softly. But even speaking softly, I could hear that masculine twang in her voice. It was so obvious. She walked over and turned up the lights, and suddenly I could see her Adam’s apple and her shoulders, which were a bit too broad to belong to a woman. She stared at me for a moment, and then she said, “Do you need a minute?”

I shook my head slowly. I was so confused, with so many different emotions swirling around in my brain. Did I just lose my virginity? Or is a handjob in a different category? Regardless of the semantics, I knew that I would never forget this, and I would never forgive Matty for doing this to me. I could already picture him sitting in the little waiting area, laughing his ass off as if he just pulled the best prank ever. I wanted to grab him by the throat and strangle him. But even more than that, I wanted to never see him again so I wouldn’t have to live through the humiliation. Sadly, I knew I would just be seeing him at my next class if I managed to avoid him on my way out of the massage parlour.

“Do you have a back door?” I asked.

She stared at me for a moment longer before saying, “Sure. It’s this way. Follow me.” So I got up and quickly got dressed. Then I ran to catch up with her. We went down a surprisingly long series of hallways before reaching a large steel door, which opened up into the alleyway.

As I stepped out, she said, “You know, you would make a cute girl.”

I paused. My heart stammered. “What?” I said.

“If you ever want to make some extra money, we’re always looking for more girls. We’ll do your makeup and hair and everything. There isn’t much to it. We get really busy in the evenings. You can get through five guys in an hour if you’re efficient. Marla lets us keep eighty percent.”

“I—I’m okay, thank you. I really need to go,” I said. I was worried I would pass out in front of her if I stood there for any longer. So I jogged down the alleyway without looking back.


CHAPTER V

I managed to get a seat far away from Matty after lunch. I made sure to pick a seat with no open seats next to me. And thankfully, no one told me that the seat was saved. After that third class, I approached the redheaded man and his scruffy-haired friend and I formally introduced myself. “I heard you guys talking about Kubrick the other day. I was wondering if you’ve seen Eyes Wide Shut?”

“Oh yeah, that movie is awesome! So underrated.”

We got to talking. We ended up taking our conversation to the bar across the street. As we stepped in through the front door, I looked back and saw Matty staring at me with a look of betrayal on his face. And for some strange reason, I felt a heavy guilt tingling inside of me. But why did I feel guilty? He set me up with a transgendered prostitute as a joke—that’s not what friends to for each other. He was trying to get me hooked on drugs, and he was trying to get me to surrender my own documentary pitch so that he had a better chance of getting his own idea through. He wasn’t a good friend, so I knew that I should feel nothing for him.

But even after we all sat down at a table and continued talking about our favourite movies, that guilt continued to swell inside of me. It would go away soon. Matty would find someone more his speed, and they could smoke pot and cruise around the scuzzy parts of town together. I liked my new friends. We had everything in common. It was the next day when Cameron, the redhead, invited me over to his apartment. It was a nice place with a clean couch and a big television set. He lived with his girlfriend, who was studying to get into med school. She made a batch of cookies for us, and then we all watched a set of independent shorts together. I was already forgetting about Matty.

But I hadn’t forgotten about my predicament. I still owed the school money and I had nothing to give them. There was a zero-tolerance towards late payments, so I needed to figure out something fast—and I only had two days left. I tried calling my parents, but they didn’t answer the phone. My dad’s answering machine said, “We’re in France until the 6th. If you need to reach us, try our e-mail. Otherwise, see you in a few weeks!” I had no idea my parents had even been planning a trip to France. Maybe they were celebrating my moving out…

Then I thought about calling Matty. I had a feeling he would help me out if I asked nicely enough—even though I ditched him for a new group of friends. I had my phone in my hand, with his number on my screen, ready to be dialled. But I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t sink to that level. I had to find another way to make the money.

That’s when I remembered the transgender prostitute’s little offer. She told me that sometimes she got through five men in an hour and she got to keep eighty percent. That was about $120 per hour. But was it worth it? Was it worth the humiliation of getting dolled up and touching strange men? Could I even jerk a man off if I wanted to? Could I touch a man’s erection without gagging? My heart stammered down into my gut. I tried to think of other ways to make money. I even considered putting on my rattiest clothes and sitting out on the street with a cup. But I needed more money than I could likely make panhandling. I just needed enough to get myself onto my feet.

Maybe they could make me unrecognizable with a wig and some makeup. Maybe I could keep the lights dimmed down enough that I was nearly invisible—the way my blonde masseuse did. I didn’t have to talk. The pretty blonde didn’t talk until the end, when it was voluntary. I could spend a few hours at the massage parlour and that would solve all of my immediate problems. I would get to stay in film school and continue to grow my new relationships with the first people I’d ever met who shared my same interests.

I paced around my little apartment with a pounding heart. My hands were trembling constantly. I was struggling to pull air into my lungs. Would they let me wear rubber gloves for the deed? Would I have to offer the ‘full package’, or could I just work with my hands and that would be enough? Would I even look a tiny bit convincing with a wig and some makeup and dimmed lights? Or would I just look like a ridiculous man in drag?

My computer dinged. I had a new e-mail. It was from the school: a reminder to pay that first monthly payment. Then my computer dinged again, as if to torment me—this time reminding me that rent was due in a week. I groaned and closed my eyes, taking a deep breath.

They might not even let me into the parlour. I could tell that Marla woman that the blonde told me to show up, and they might just turn me around and tell me to get lost.

It was 9:00 PM when I finally gathered the courage to step out from my apartment and start towards that grimy part of town. I didn’t take the bus or a cab, even though it was a forty-minute walk from my place. I kept my hands buried in my pockets the whole way, and I didn’t make eye contact with anyone—especially once I started to venture into that freaky part of the city.

I put my hood up once bums started shuffling by me. The streets smelled like urine and regret. I was two blocks away when I stopped to take a deep breath. Did I really need the money? Could I not just beg the school to give me an extension until my parents were back from vacation? Would my parents even help me out?

I could see the massage parlour now. I watched from two blocks away as the odd man went in and another came out. There were some surprisingly nice cars parked along the road. Maybe this was the only trans Rub and Tug in town. I approached slowly as my head filled with so many terrible possibilities. What if this was the night the cops decided to raid the joint? What if I ended up in prison for trying to solicit sex? Or worse—what if my face ended up on the cover of the newspaper, all dolled up and humiliating?

I was close now, on the same black as the red-tinged place. I watched as a man came out with his hood up. He darted quickly towards his black Mercedes and then he drove off fast. Was he fleeing some sort of raid, or was he just trying to get away from any possible humiliation?

I could suddenly feel the gazes of street creatures tickling the back of my neck. I looked back and saw an old homeless man staring at me. His eyes were almost glowing a nauseating yellow colour, making my skin crawl with thick goose bumps. I looked away quickly and headed for the entrance of that massage parlour.

I went inside quickly, and then that familiar musty smell caught me off guard. It entered through my nose and seeped through my body, making my joints suddenly stuff. My gaze met with the gaze of the older woman behind the counter, whose name was supposedly Marla. She smiled and nodded at me. “Back for another massage?” she asked with a slight grin.

A lump puffed up in my throat, but I managed to force a smile. “Actually, I was, uh, wondering if—um—I could ask a sort of weird question.”

She kept that grin on her face and continued to stare at me, making my stomach turn over and over again. “What is it?” she asked, leaning over the counter. Her top was tight and she wasn’t wearing a bra. Her tits were sagging enough that her nipples were near her midsection as they pushed against her tight top.

“Well, uh, the girl I had the other day. She told me to come back and maybe—I don’t know—she said that you could use some extra help during the evenings.”

Marla stared deep into my eyes, making feel small. She nodded her head slowly. I wondered if she was one of them—if she was a trans prostitute, or if this was just a business she coincidentally ran. “We’re not too busy tonight. I’m not sure why,” she said. “But it’s true—we do need more help around here. It’s not easy to find the right type of girl. But I can see what she saw in you. I think you could fit the mould. Do you have any pictures of you dressed up that you could show me?”

I shook my head. “I’ve never done that before. I just need the money.” My stomach ached.

And she was silent once again, staring into my eyes as if she was trying to read my bluff. Maybe she thought that I was an undercover cop, or maybe she thought that I was a journalist, trying to expose her crazy trans prostitution ring. “So can I make some money or what?” I asked nervously. My voice cracked.

“Tonight? I don’t think so. But if you come back tomorrow, Thursdays are always busy. I could probably get you half a dozen clients if you stick around for a few hours. I’m not sure what kind of money you’re expecting to make.”

“I just need enough for my student loan,” I said, and then I regretted giving her the unnecessary detail. “It’s due on Friday.”

She nodded her head. “But I can’t just give you clients without knowing what you can do—or if you can even look the part.” She looked around. “Okay—why don’t you follow me?” She stood up and went through a door behind her desk. I scurried to catch up with her. The door led to another long hallway. That brothel was a maze of long hallways. I had no idea where we were going, but I was already regretting every single step. But why couldn’t I stop myself? Why was I going ahead with this ridiculous idea? Surely there were ten thousand other ways to make a quick buck. Could I not run some drugs across the border? Could I traffic some illegal firearms? Could I not murder some drug dealer for the mob? Did I really have to dress up like a girl and touch cocks?

We went into a large room filled with costume racks. It looked a lot like the drama room in my high school, except there was much more lace and satin—and everything was much less Victorian—unless they had fishnets and thongs in Victorian times.

“Take off your clothes and sit down in that chair,” Marla said. I paused and then I followed her command without saying anything. I stripped down to my boxers, and then she told me to take those off as well. I could feel my face turning red as I tossed my boxers aside. I took an awkward seat in the chair, which was leather and warm. The leather stuck to my skin in an awkward way. I couldn’t help but wonder how many other naked male bodies had been on that same chair—even though it smelled strongly of cheap perfume.

Marla came up behind me and pulled my hair back so she could see my whole face. She nodded her head. “Okay. I can see it,” she said. Then she gently felt my face with her clammy fingertips. Her pointed fingernails dragged gently across my skin, making my whole body tingle with a strange coldness. She reached across and grabbed a little bottle of makeup. She flipped it over and squirted some flesh-coloured cream into the palm of her hand. Then with her other hand, she dabbed some on her fingertip and spread it on my left cheek. She did the same to my right, then to my forehead, then to my chin. Then she started to gently massage the cream into my skin.

Next, she grabbed another little tube. She pulled off the lid to reveal a black marker tip. She gently pulled my head back and told me to close my eyes, so I listened. The room was so quiet while she drew gently on my eyelids that I’m sure she could hear my heart pounding. I still couldn’t wrap my head around how I ended up in that brothel yet again. How had I gone from my harmless little small town life to this? Did Matty really screw my life up this much?

She finished with the little marker, but I didn’t open my eyes. I kept my head tilted back and I allowed her to apply more and more to my face. She rubbed something around my eyes, and then she brushed something onto my cheeks. After that, she brushed something else all over my face—something that smelled like fresh cucumbers. Then I felt something smooth gliding on my lips, and I knew it was lipstick. She told me to pucker my lips together, so I followed that command as well.

There was a ding coming from the main lobby. “Wait right here,” Marla said. Then she left me alone. I didn’t open my eyes. I kept them closed the whole time she was gone, even though she was gone for nearly ten minutes. I could hear her talking to a client, then leading the client to a room.

When she came back to me, she got right back to work, brushing something onto my eyelashes, and then I felt a small pain as she plucked my eyebrows. “I have to go to school tomorrow,” I said.

“I’m not taking much off,” she said. “You already have very nice eyebrows.” She plucked and plucked and plucked, and then she rubbed something into my eyebrows. Her hands disappeared for a moment as her heels clicked around the room. She came back and said, “Sit up.” I sat up but I kept my eyes closed. She wriggled a wig onto my head. I felt her fingers running through the fake hair, primping it up, styling it as it sat atop my head.

“Chloe was right,” she said.

“Chloe?” I asked.

“Your date from the other day. You really can pull the look off.” My heart twisted and my gut turned. But that was what I came for, wasn’t it? If Chloe had been wrong, then I had no salvation. If Chloe was wrong about my potential, then this was all just a humiliating waste of time. It was still humiliating now, but at least it wasn’t a waste of time. “Open your eyes,” she said after applying a few last touches to my face.

I was slow to open my eyes, afraid to look into that mirror. Both possibilities were horrible: either I really looked like a chick, which is every man’s nightmare, or I looked like a complete loser, which meant that I no longer had any way of earning my missing student loan payment. My vision was a bit blurry, seeing as my eyes had been closed for almost half an hour.

As my vision started to clear up, another client entered the lobby. Marla had to leave to get him into a room, leaving me alone with my own terrifying reflection. I had to bring a hand to my face, to feel that it was real. I looked completely different, yet somehow the same.

I looked like a girl. I had big, flashing eyes, and plump, juicy lips. The wig she gave me was long and a similar colour to my natural hair. I ran my fingers through it, pushing it slightly off of my face so I could see Marla’s masterwork.

It didn’t seem like she did much, but she must have done a lot. The makeup was thin, and there wasn’t much in terms of contouring, and not much eye makeup: just some basic eyeliner, a bit of eye shadow, some mascara, and a touch of blush. It didn’t make any sense. I didn’t want it to make sense.

Marla came back into the room with that familiar smirk on her face. I couldn’t help but wonder if that smirk had been on her face the entire time she was dolling me up. “What do you think?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “You did a good job,” I said with a nervous laugh.

“I didn’t do much. It’s your face,” she said with a little giggle. She walked over to the costume rack. She grabbed a little skirt and blouse off of the rack, and then she walked over to a hanger and grabbed a bra. She brought it all over to me. “Put it on,” she said. “Let’s see a finished product.”

I put the skirt on first, so that I could get my cock back into hiding, and not out in the open in front of a complete stranger—not that it made any difference, seeing as it had been out in the open for nearly an hour. The bra was awkward to clip on, especially because it seemed too tight. The cups were already padded with a gel-like material. The fake gel tits jiggled with every little move I made. The white blouse was also tight, but I think that was the point. It was hard to button up—I couldn’t button it all the way, but that was likely also intentional. Marla tossed me a pair of white stockings, and then she tossed me a pair of white cotton panties. I put it all on, and then I turned to the mirror.

I could almost see my heart sinking into my stomach. Had I not known any better, I would have thought that I was looking at a chick. “Wow,” I said, because I didn’t know what else to say.

Marla nodded her head. “If you’re really serious about this, we can get you started tomorrow. You can make some good money with this gig—just a couple of hours each night and you’ll be earning more than your parents.” She laughed as if it was a joke, but she wasn’t wrong. My mom was a stay-at-home mom and my dad only made about sixty grand per year.

But it’s not like I was planning on turning this into a full-time gig. This was going to be a one-night ordeal. I would make the money I absolutely needed and then I would start applying for dishwashing jobs at restaurants around my apartment. I wasn’t going to make a career out of stroking men’s cocks—and I certainly wasn’t going to let the money poison my brain any more than Matty had already poisoned it.

Another client entered the little brothel. Marla went to the door while I continued to stare at myself in the mirror. Then she stopped and turned to me. “Why don’t you follow me?” she said.

My heart fluttered and my legs trembled—nearly buckling. I walked slowly towards her, feeling that old carpet against my stocking-clad feet. I didn’t think it was possible for my heart to pound any harder. What if Matty was the client in the lobby? He knew about this place… If it were him, would he recognize me?

I stopped and took a deep breath before following Marla through that door. I was relieved to see a stranger standing in the lobby, with his hood up and his hands in his pockets. He looked like a normal-enough guy: clean shaved, with short hair and newer clothes. He wasn’t some disgusting slob covered in gnarly body hair. He wasn’t two hundred pounds overweight, and I couldn’t smell any odour from the fifteen feet away I was standing.

“Would you like a twenty minute massage?” Marla asked the man.

He nodded his head and then he looked at me. I looked away abruptly. My heart skipped a beat before launching into a frenzy.

“I hope you don’t mind—we have a new girl in training. Is it okay if she’s in the room to watch?” Marla asked the man.

He was slow to respond. “Um. Okay, I guess so. Sure.” He was looking at me again, but I was too afraid to look up. I wanted to die. Why couldn’t I have fallen and split my head open in that camera store, instead of that poor, innocent lens?

I followed Marla and the man down that long hallway. We turned left and entered into one of the rooms. I stood awkwardly in the corner while Marla quickly tidied up the room. Marla went to the door and said, “Get undressed and your masseuse will be right with you.” Then she looked at me. “Well? Come on.” She waved for me to follow her, so I quickly slipped out from the room. “Just wait here until Trisha comes. Then you can go in with her. And watch her carefully. If you want to make any money tomorrow, you’d better pay close attention tonight.”

Marla gave me a kiss on the cheek and then she started walking away, leaving me alone by that heavy red curtain, waiting to watch a tranny jerk off a random man. I closed my eyes and took a series of deep breaths. My mind was racing. I had the strangest urge to cry, but I was too afraid to expose any emotion, even though I was standing all alone.

When I opened my eyes, an unfamiliar woman was staring at me. She had dark hair and dark brown eyes. “You the new girl?” she asked. Her voice was shockingly convincing—much better than Chloe’s—though her body wasn’t quite as curvy and soft. “What’s your name?”

I nodded my head. “Alex.”

“Okay. Don’t get too close and make the guy uncomfortable. Got it? I’m Jessica, by the way,” she said. She didn’t wait for my response before slipping into the room. I followed her, staying near the wall and backing myself awkwardly into the corner. I watched as Jessica dimmed the lights and started squirting warm massage oils into her hands. The man was already on his back as if he knew the protocol. Jessica pulled back the sheet and started to rub his back.

I found myself looking down Jessica’s body. She was wearing a tiny skirt—way too short to even cover her ass. When she bent over to push down his long back muscles, I could see the bulge in her translucent panties. I could even see her flaccid snake curled up between her thighs, roosting patiently on her thick ball sack.

I took another deep breath. I looked down at my own body, almost forgetting that I was dolled up and dressed like a whore. I reached down and gave my little skirt a tug so it would cover an extra quarter inch of my bare thighs—not that it made any difference at all.

Then the man flipped onto his stomach. It was almost time for him to get what he came for. Jessica started at his neck, rubbing firmly while the man became more and more relaxed. It didn’t look too hard—I could certainly do the massaging if I had to. It was the next part that made me frigid with terror. She worked her hands down his torso, towards his crotch. She gently pulled that sheet back, exposing his erection. He was ready to be jerked off. It was likely all he’d been thinking about since the moment he was on that massage table.

Jessica went back to that little table to get more oil—and she was going to need it because the man’s cock was massive. It extended past his belly button, hovering over his abdomen by a mere inch. It twitched along with his heartbeat.

Jessica didn’t hesitate before wrapping her fingers around it and tugging upward, coating his shaft with that warm massage oil. He groaned before she even did it a second time with her other hand. I could already see a pattern. Jessica was rubbing the man the same way Chloe rubbed me, pulling up and up while rotating hands, as if she was trying to pull a bucket out from a deep well. But Jessica’s next move was different; she cupped the palm of her hand over his swollen tip and she began to mash it gently, as if she was forming a ball of dough. With her other hand, she jerked up and down. She wasn’t just stroking his shaft, but his ball sack too, pulling that up and dropping it over and over. He seemed to like it. His face was turning a dark shade of red.

“Come stand here, Alex,” Jessica said. My body tensed up and I took a sharp breath of air into my lungs. I had to fight through my rigid paralysis to force myself to move towards the action. I took a few steps closer, and the man’s cock already looked twice as big. “Watch what I’m doing.” I was afraid to get too close, knowing that his dick would soon be spewing cum. But I needed that money, so I had to follow all orders. I looked carefully at the man’s cock while she rubbed it. “See how I’m twisting my wrist like this and pulling all the way up to his tip? You try.” She let go of the cock. It throbbed hard as I stood there in a state of frozen panic. “Well? Don’t leave him waiting. Grab it.” She took my hand and guided it to the cock. She pressed my fingers around his hot girth and then she let go, expecting me to do the rest.

Reluctantly, I pulled up, towards his tip. My stomach gargled and my legs shook. I pulled my fist back down, into his pubic hair, and then I pulled up again, trying to twist my wrist. The man groaned with pleasure. “Perfect,” Jessica said. “But you can move a bit quicker—especially on a busy night when we have lots of guys waiting.”

So I tried pumping faster, pulling my hand up quickly and then pulling down slowly. It was harder than it looked to twist my wrist with each pump, but I could imagine that it felt good.

“Come on me,” the man said suddenly. “I’ll pay extra.”

“Me or her?” Jessica said casually, as if the request wasn’t completely terrifying.

“Both of you. I’ll pay extra. Please.”

Jessica reached down under her tiny skirt and she fished out her small cock. She started to massage it. “Let me stroke him. You get your cock out and start working it so we can come at the same time,” she said. She was so frighteningly professional about the whole process, as if she was changing the tire on a car. I took a deep breath before awkwardly reaching into my panties. It wasn’t hard to pull my cock out—at least not physically hard. Exposing myself to two strangers wasn’t so easy emotionally. It was especially difficult when the man turned his head and locked his gaze on my dick. He watched every single pump with parted lips.

“I want you to come on my face—both of you,” he said through clenched teeth. His cheeks were almost purple now—probably with embarrassment.

Jessica gave me a nudge, so that I would be closer to the man’s face. I forced myself to look away from him. I knew I would never come if I could see his horny gaze. I turned my gaze to Jessica instead and watched as she sensually rubbed her own cock. She used her own twisting wrist technique on herself, squeezing particularly hard around her tip. I tried to do the same, hoping it was some sort of secret way of coming without being aroused.

I looked up at Jessica’s body. She really looked like a girl. I wondered if she had implants, or if she was just wearing a padded bra like me. Maybe she was taking hormones. How else could she make her voice so convincing? If she was taking hormones, that might explain her small sissy cock. There was something very feminine about that cock—and something very feminine about the way she rubbed it with so much elegance. It was hard to look away.

I could feel a tingling between my legs. Then I felt something else: a hand on my thigh. I looked down and saw the man grasping my leg. I closed my eyes and tried to pretend I was being touched by a woman and not a man at all. He moved his hand up and down.

“Okay. I’m close. Alex, move to the side. Make room. I’m going to come on his face.” Jessica stepped to the side without letting go of the man’s cock. She was a professional multitasker. I had a lot to learn.

I stared down at her cock as she firmly squeezed her tip. Then I watched as blasts of white euphoria shot out, streaming across the client’s face.

The sight was strangely arousing. I couldn’t look away—I couldn’t even blink. I groaned and squirmed and tried to fight back my urge to ejaculate, even though that’s what was expected of me. Then I stepped forward, nearly touching the tip of my cock to the man’s face, and I burst. My huge load joined Jessica’s across the client’s overly satisfied face. It wasn’t until I was finished making a mess of his lips that I noticed his chest was covered in his own brand. Jessica got him off while I was getting off.

I stumbled back, overwhelmed with more emotions than I could process. I watched as the man started to get dressed, then I heard Jessica’s voice. “What are you doing, Alex? C’mon. We’re done here.” She was holding the curtain open for me. My cock was still hanging out. My brain was refusing to process anything. I shook my head and then I jogged out of that room, to get as far away as possible from the man I just ruined with cum.

We both went to a back room where a couple of other girls were sitting and chatting. They looked up at me, and I quickly recognized Chloe. Her eyes narrowed and then she smiled. “You came back,” she said. “I had the weirdest feeling that you were going to come back.”

I just nodded my head. I was too afraid to reply. The girls were being strangely accepting of me, even though I was there to take away some of their business. Or maybe it was true—maybe they really didn’t have enough girls to handle their clients.

Marla came into the room holding two twenty-dollar bills. “Here’s a tip from the client,” she said, handing me the money. “I guess you ended up making some money tonight after all. Come back tomorrow and you can make a whole lot more.”

The girls were all looking at me with big smirks, as if they were all in on some joke that I was oblivious to. I crunched the money into my fist, seeing as I had no pockets. Then I said, “Where are my clothes?”

Marla fetched my clothes and then I got changed as quickly as I could. “Is there somewhere I can wash the makeup off?”

She showed me to a small bathroom, and the bathroom was right next to that back door. I knew that I probably should have stuck around to get more details about the next day, seeing as I didn’t even know what time I was supposed to be there or if they were expecting me to doll myself up. But my anxiety had reached its tipping point and I knew I just had to get far away from that brothel until I could clear my head. So I slipped out the back door and I jogged down the alleyway without looking back.


CHAPTER VI

I went straight from school to the Rub and Tug. It was 5:30 PM when I walked in, and Marla rushed me straight to that back room. “The rush will be starting any minute now,” she said. “Let’s get you dressed. Are you okay? You look tired.”

I nodded my head and tried to widen my eyes as much as I could. But in reality, I was on the verge of passing out. I hadn’t slept the night before, even though I was tired. I kept thinking about that man—my first client, taking all of that hot cum on his face. I couldn’t believe he paid money for that. I couldn’t believe I was accepting money to give out that sort of treatment.

But what kept me up more than anything was the memory of my own reflection: that girl in the mirror where my masculine self was supposed to be. It just didn’t make any sense how a bit of makeup and a wig could make such a radical transformation. Or was it a transformation? Was it possible that I just looked feminine and never knew it? I ended up getting up in the middle of the night to stare into the mirror, trying to decide if it was the makeup to blame or my own unfortunate genetics.

I remembered Chloe telling me that I would have made a cute girl—that was long before I ever put on any makeup. And then it turned out to be true, so the problem must have been me. Though now that I was making money, it didn’t seem like such a problem—but it was concerning. Or maybe the truly concerning part was the fact that I was willing and ready to cash in on my misfortune…

Marla got me started, and then clients started entering the brothel. “You’ll have to figure yourself out—at least until I can get everyone situated,” she said before darting off, leaving me with an array of supplies that were completely foreign to me. She already had that flesh-toned cream rubbed into my skin, giving me a clear, clean look. She had a bit of eyeliner on one of my eyes, so I figured I would attempt to mimic the look on my other eye. I didn’t realize how badly I was trembling until I lifted up the little eyeliner pen to my eye. I had to take a long, deep breath to stop my hand from shaking. And even once I had the pen steady, the line didn’t go on perfectly straight. It was obviously clear that I still needed a lot of practise to get to the level of the other girls.

I don’t think my makeup job was too bad. After a few tries (using a few makeup wipes) I managed to get my eyes matching, and then I took a stab at doing my own eye shadow, which turned out surprisingly well. The lipstick was easy, and so were the blush and the mascara. I was too intimidated to try any advanced makeup techniques, like contouring—but I think I looked pretty cute without any contouring.

I searched around the room for the same wig from the night before. I couldn’t find it, so I assumed another girl was using it. But I did end up finding a platinum blonde wig with straight-cut bangs, which framed my face in a cute way. The wig paired nicely with the black lace one-piece I found, which I covered up with a red satin kimono, which almost matched the walls of the brothel.

I tried on a few pairs of heels, but every time I took a step in the tall shoes, I nearly toppled over, so I decided to walk around in nothing but fishnets, like I saw the other girls doing. I was pulling those fishnets up when Marla suddenly appeared in the doorway. “Follow me,” she said. “Your first client is here.” She immediately started back towards the lobby, but I was slow to follow. I’d almost forgotten that I was there to do a job. I wasn’t just there to get dolled up and play dress up.

I walked slowly towards that lobby. Marla was already talking to the client, telling him that I was on my way while she showed him to his room. All of those familiar anxieties came rushing into me. I closed my eyes and tried to gather myself, and then suddenly, I was standing in the room, staring at my first client. He was on his stomach with his face down, with only a sheet over his naked body. Marla was already gone—I was on my own.

I reached for the lights and dimmed them down as far as they would go. It was hard to grab the little dimmer switch with my shaking fingers. My joints cracked as I took a step towards the massage oils. I had no idea which oil was for what, so I just grabbed the biggest bottle and squirted plenty into my hand. Then I found myself staring at the naked man again. He was being patient—almost too patient. I found myself wondering: what if he’s a cop? What if this is a bust? What would my life become if I got arrested for being a transgender prostitute?

For some reason I caught myself chuckling at the idea, even though it was the most terrifying situation imaginable. Had I lost my mind finally? Had I maxed out my anxiety level? Had my life turned into a silly joke? I had to take a deep breath to get the smile away from my face. Now I was standing over the man, looking down at his bare back. At least he wasn’t obese and hairy. He seemed fit and normal, and he smelled like fresh cologne. I put my hands down on his back and then I started to rub. I wasn’t a trained massage therapist, but he wasn’t there for a trained massage therapist. This part was just a formality, to get him ready—and to get myself ready.

I pushed up and down the muscles of his back, digging in as deep as I could. My hands were still trembling, but he didn’t seem to notice—or maybe he just thought that was part of my technique. I worked my fingertips into the muscles of his neck, and then I pulled down, all the way to his butt cheeks, the way Chloe did with me. It was strange touching another man’s butt. I had to keep reminding myself that I needed the money so I could continue to follow my dreams of being a filmmaker.

He let out a satisfied groan as I dug into the muscles of his lower back, so I spent some extra time there, even though I knew it was probably time to flip him over and get the show on the road. I was delaying, and he didn’t seem to mind. I closed my eyes and rubbed while counting down the seconds, even though I knew the seconds weren’t counting down to anything. This wasn’t a timed session. This session wouldn’t end until I had his cum wiped up with a wad of paper towels.

Suddenly he started to flip himself over. I pulled my hands away quickly. He had his eyes closed with a peaceful look on his face. He nestled into a comfortable spot on his back, then he became still. I knew what he wanted, but I still wasn’t sure I could give it to him. So I started by rubbing his chest: moving my hands up and down, running my fingers over his hard abs and thick pecs. He was a handsome man with an athletic body. I couldn’t quite figure out why a guy like him would go to a brothel for a handjob. Surely he could go to any bar and pick up any girl. But maybe he didn’t want any girl. Maybe he wanted a specific kind of girl with a specific organ between her thighs.

My heart skipped a beat. I bit down on the edge of my tongue and then I grabbed that sheet. I just had to get this over with. I couldn’t delay any longer. I pulled down that sheet to reveal his long, thick cock. He was flaccid and clean-shaven—and uncircumcised.

I stared at that cock for a moment. I didn’t want to lose my innocence like this—but at least I wasn’t losing my virginity. At least I would still have something left to give to a woman.

I gently slipped my fingers around his cock. It was heavy. I held it straight up and then I carefully pulled back his foreskin. His tip was round and thick and swelling fast with blood. I could feel his dick becoming warmer as it throbbed. I grabbed a nearby bottle of oil and I squirted a dab straight onto the tip of his cock. His body tensed up—probably because the oil was initially cold. I probably should have warmed it up with my hands first—but he didn’t seem to mind. Using both of my hands, I rubbed that oil down the length of his shaft. I used way too much; it was running down his ball sack and his thighs, pooling on the massage table. I was tempted to apologize, but I was too afraid to try out my girly voice with a client.

I tried to scoop some of that oil up, pulling it back up his shaft, but it just kept running back down. I was going to have a mess to clean up once this was finished.

The man squirmed and groaned. His cock was big now: standing tall and erect, still throbbing with every beat of his heart. I stroked it firmly, feeling his thick, hard veins. After a few pumps, I tightened my grip. I closed my eyes and tried to pretend like I was simply jerking myself off. As far as my hand was concerned, there was no difference, aside from the fact he was easily two or three inches bigger than me, and quite a bit thicker. I kept telling myself that it was just a body part—no different from his back or his chest or his abs, which I’d been rubbing for the past fifteen minutes.

I opened my eyes and saw that the tip of his cock was a shade of red now. I remembered Jessica’s technique with the twisting wrist and the cupped hand over the bulbous tip, so I tried that. He groaned and squirmed again. “That feels good,” he said through clenched teeth.

His cock became bigger to my surprise. So I used both of my hands to jerk his length, as if I was operating a Mennonite butter churn. I looked down the man’s body and saw that his muscles were flexing while he squirmed. A vein was swelling on his forehead and his skin was turning a dark shade of red. I could feel something swelling in his cock, so I looked back down. Suddenly, cum blasted up into the air. I didn’t react quickly enough: the first blast streaked across my cheek, and then the second got me square in the chest. Finally I tilted his cock down and made him cum on his own chest. I firmly squeezed the tip of his cock until the last drop was oozing out from his hole. Then I grabbed the paper towel. I wiped him up, and then I wiped up myself. And without sparing another second, I zipped out of that room so I could be alone for a moment to gather my sanity.

I just jerked a man off for money—and I actually got him off. Not only did I get him off, but now I had remnants of his cum on my face and on my chest.

I stared at myself in the mirror. Then something peculiar happened: I smiled. I tried to push the smile away, but it wouldn’t go. What was I smiling about? Was I happy to be earning money? Or did I like that I managed to make a man come like a broken sink? I had a bad feeling I was happier about the latter.

A finger tapped me on the shoulder, making me spin around with a pounding heart. Marla was standing behind me. “Your next client is in room three. He’s been waiting for a few minutes—you’d better hurry!”

I didn’t have time to full process the potentially traumatizing experience of jerking a stranger off. I had to keep working. I had to make the money I needed, and I didn’t even have a full day before that money needed to be handed in.


CHAPTER VII

My second client wasn’t quite as simple as my first. He was an older man with a bit of extra body weight. He didn’t want to close his eyes. He was set on staring at me for the entire massage—and for the entire happy ending. When I started jerking off his thick, short cock, he asked me to take my cock out, just so he could stare at it, so I took my cock out and let it dangle in front of his face while I pumped his shaft. Strangely, I ended up getting an erection—possibly because there was a mirror across the room and the sight of myself all dolled up and stroking another man was strangely arousing.

He came quickly. I wasn’t even finished wiping him off when Marla poked her head into the room to let me know I had a client waiting in room six. So I went straight to my third client: a younger man with a scrawny body and a long, thin penis. He asked me for the ‘full package’, which meant me climbing up on the massage table and rubbing my cock against his. I was reluctant, but I needed the money, and I didn’t want to let Marla down. So I awkwardly climbed up, took out my cock, and then I pressed it against his. I was just able to fit both of our rods in my right hand.

It was an uncomfortable feeling, being pressed up against another man—especially when I could feel his cock swelling, about to come. He gave me no warning. His cock didn’t fire powerful blasts like the two men before him; instead, big globs of cum just oozed out of his tip and ran down both of our lengths. I wasn’t nearly as disgusted as I thought I would be. In fact, I nearly came shortly after him, but I managed to hold back.

Though I wasn’t able to hold back for my next client. He asked me to jerk myself while I jerked him. He never asked me to come, but that’s what he got—and he got it all over his thighs and crotch. I don’t think he minded, seeing as he ended up coming just a few seconds later, with a loud, elated groan. I had to use quite a bit of paper towel to clean him up.

I had a small break after that—enough time to pour myself a coffee in the back room and drink half of it while chatting with the other girls. I was surprised by how cool the girls were. I ended up learning that Chloe was actually saving up for film school herself. “In two months, I have almost enough to pay for the whole course up front—no student loans needed,” she said.

I asked her about her favourite movies, and it turned out we had quite a bit in common. I wanted to talk more, but Marla came into the room and pulled her away so she could see a regular client. Then the other girls had to go to tend to new clients, leaving me alone: finally a moment to try and wrap my head around what was happening. But the moment was short lived. Marla poked her head into the little break room and said, “You’ve got a client. He’s in room six.” So I took a deep breath and I started towards my next client.

I had no idea how much money I’d made. I knew that the clients left tips on top of the thirty bucks they had to pay for their tug—not to mention the extras. I was fairly certain that I’d earned more than enough to cover my first student loan payment, and maybe even enough to cover my first month of rent once it was due. So I probably didn’t have to carry on. I could probably ask Marla to pay me out, and then I could pretend like this night never happened. But how could I say no to another quickie? How could I turn down another payout that would only take a few minutes? I was already dolled up and I’d already jerked off a number of cocks that night. What was one more?

I slipped into the room and dimmed the lights. I saw the young man on his stomach. He had tattoos on his back and dark, scruffy hair. I squirted some oil into my hands and I rubbed my hands together until the oil was pleasantly warm. Then I stepped over and pressed my hands against the man’s back. His body was hard with muscles. I had to push firmly to get into his traps, and I had to push even harder to dig into his lower back. I gently pulled back the sheet to expose the top half of his ass, which was firm and perky.

I went through my routine, trying to get the man as relaxed as possible before it was time to stroke him off.

He groaned. “That’s nice,” he said softly. His voice made me pause for a moment. It was familiar, but I couldn’t quite figure out why. I didn’t think too much into it. The massage was already half done and I didn’t want to lose my momentum. I pried my hands under him to let him know I wanted him to flip. He followed my command. And that’s when I saw that I was massaging Matty.

His eyes were closed and he had a half-smile, as if he was really enjoying himself. I froze with terror. All he had to do was open his eyes and I was doomed. I didn’t want him knowing that I was rubbing men off for money. I didn’t want him telling the whole school as a way to get back at me for ditching him for a new group of friends.

I tried to turn my head away from him while I started to rub his chest—just in case he opened his eyes. I kept my chin up and my gaze on the far wall. I knew I had to get him off so this horrible torture could be over. So I didn’t waste any time. I slipped my hands down and I flipped up the sheet. Then, without even looking at his crotch, I picked up his cock and I started to massage it. He had a big cock—much bigger than I would have expected. He had some scratchy pubic stubble, as if he’d shaved a few days before. I tried hard not to look, but I ended up stealing a glance, just to satisfy a tingling curiosity.

Then I looked at his face to make sure his eyes were still closed. Thankfully, they were. So I turned my head away, looking at his pile of clothes on the chair in the corner. That clothing pile was the safest place to look: away from his face, so he couldn’t possibly recognize me.

His cock was hard in my fist now. I squeezed it firmly and pumped it viciously. I wasn’t interested in making this a long, satisfying experience. I just wanted to get him off quickly so I could run and hide before it was too late. I remembered the way Chloe pressed her finger into my asshole to make me come faster—and I decided that I was desperate enough to do the same thing. So with my finger all oiled up, I pressed it into his tight asshole. I curled my finger towards his sweet spot and I began to gently jab. He groaned, letting me know I was in the right place—so I didn’t stop. I kept pumping and jabbing with my head turned in the other direction.

Then he said, “Take your cock out and get it up.”

My heart stammered and my legs trembled. I was too afraid to look over to see if his eyes were open—but surely they were. He wouldn’t be asking me to take my cock out unless he was looking. So I fished out my cock and I massaged it until it was erect—which was easier than expected. Once I had a stiff erection, I stuck my finger back into his asshole and I kept working: pumping with a tightly clenched fist.

And it was only a minute later when I had him groaning and straining. He curled his body forward as if he was trying to do a crunch, and then I tipped his cock towards his chest just in time. He spewed a hot load across his torso. I released his cock the moment that last drop was out. I snatched a wad of paper towel, wiped his chest with a single, firm wipe, and then I zipped out of that room before he could have a chance to see my face. I didn’t even turn up the lights for him on my way out.

When I saw Marla in the back room, I told her that I was done for the night. “I have to go. Sorry—something important came up. Can I get paid now?”

She stared at me strangely with narrowed eyes. I couldn’t tell if she was mad or disappointed or just simply confused. But I didn’t care to stick around to find out. She handed me a big wad of cash and then she said, “Will you come back?”

“I don’t know,” I said.

“We could use you. You’ve made tonight a hell of a lot easier.”

I nodded my head quickly. “I’ll think about it.” I took the money and left without even counting it. I was shocked when I got home and saw that I had six hundred dollars—way more than I needed. Though it wasn’t quite enough to cover the cost of that broken lens.

But I had no intention of going back to make up the rest. I had enough money to get me through the rest of the month.


CHAPTER VIII

I didn’t go back to the brothel that week. I didn’t end up going back at all that month. I paid up my student loan and then I paid for the first half of my rent, and then I was happy the money was gone, so I could pretend like it never existed—like I never whored myself out for a filthy night of rubbing and tugging.

I got to stay in school. I got to continue going to lectures and workshops. And thankfully, Matty didn’t seem to have any idea that it was me who jerked him off in that grungy whorehouse. He ended up finding a couple of friends in our film school class, and I’m pretty sure he’d forgotten all about me after a week. Matty and his new friends would disappear after school each afternoon to go and work on their documentary pitch. I did the same with Cameron (my new redheaded friend) and Adam (my new scruffy-haired friend).

We wanted to pitch a documentary about fake haunted houses and the people who ran them. Adam managed to track down the owners of one of the local famous haunted houses, and they were willing to let us stay a night to get footage—assuming our department head approved our documentary.

For our pitch, we interviewed the owner of the house. He had no idea that our documentary was about ‘fake’ haunted houses, or that we were trying to expose him for lying. We also had an interview with a carpenter who claimed he worked on the house’s renovation. He told us that the owner of the house asked him to make the walls slightly crooked, so that picture frames were more likely to fall off.

Pitch day was on a Friday. It was after lunch and we all gathered in the school’s theatre room. Our team pitched first. While Adam was discussing the details of our documentary, I watched our department head, trying to decide if he was digging our idea. I caught him with a small smile at one point—which he didn’t make for the next five pitches.

Then it was Matty’s turn to pitch. He walked up alone while his group stayed in their seats. He was quiet at the front of the room for a moment with his eyes closed. “Sometimes, to make a great documentary, a filmmaker needs to put himself in the middle of the action,” he said. “It isn’t always easy to do. Sometimes it means making yourself very vulnerable. Sometimes it means doing things you don’t want to do. But sometimes it’s the only way to get a truly great story.”

The projector turned on and a familiar image came on the screen. It was the exterior of the brothel, with the simple sign that read ‘MASSAGE’. “From the street,” Matty said, “this looks like an ordinary massage parlour. But really, it’s a den of prostitution: a sick place for a very specific crowd of people.”

The image on the screen changed. Now, we were watching video from inside of the lobby. The camera seemed to be hidden in a hat. Marla walked in from the back room and smiled. “Are you here for a massage?” she asked, oblivious to the recording camera on Matty’s head.

I found myself sinking into my chair. I had a terrible feeling about this—the worst imaginable dread churning in my gut. I wanted to get up and leave, but I had to know if I ended up in his video. While the whole room stared at the screen, I looked over at Matty. He was looking at me with a slight grin. That grin was enough to make my body cold with horror. Did he know it was me? Did he allow me to jerk him off, or did he not realize until he got home and watched the footage?

“I went deep into the operation,” Matty said as the video changed to a shot inside of one of the massage rooms. He placed his hidden camera hat down carefully on the corner chair, on top of his clothes, facing the room. Then, he stepped in front of the camera, with his cock blurred out for the class’ sake. Some of the students chuckled as if it was funny. But it wasn’t funny. It was horrible. It was the most awful experience I could imagine. I thought about running—getting up and running out of that school and never going back. I could delete all of my classmates from my contacts. I would never have to talk to them again. I could leave before I appeared on the screen—at least that way, I could convince myself that no one ever recognized me. How could I know that they recognized me if I left before they had the chance?

In the video, I came into the room. When the lights dimmed, the camera automatically adjusted, brightening up as if it was daytime. I had my back to the camera while I started rubbing his back.

I was so angry and devastated. I wanted to jump up and throttle Matty. Was this his idea of revenge for ditching him? Or did he set this whole thing up? No—that was impossible. He couldn’t have possibly set this up. How could he know that I would break a lens and be so desperate for money that I would become a transgender prostitute?

“On this journey, we discovered that some people will go to great lengths for money,” Matty said.

Then the scene cut to me jerking him off. The action between his legs was blurred, but my face was clear, facing the camera—only with a bit of makeup and that blonde wig. My heart stopped beating. The classroom became silent. I sunk down into my chair and closed my eyes, waiting for that horrifying moment to end. I opened my eyes just enough to see that my erection was blurred out—but it was obvious that it was there.

“Ladies and gentlemen, this massage parlour is a Rub and Tug. It’s a brothel filled with transgender prostitutes. And the whores working inside are people just like you and me.”

I managed to look around the room. I was shocked that no one was looking at me, as if they couldn’t tell they’d just watched me in that pitch video. And if they couldn’t tell, did that mean Matty couldn’t tell? Did I manage to dodge the biggest bullet of my life?

“I want to make a documentary to expose these degenerates,” Matty said. “We’re going to go deep undercover and find out who these ‘girls’ really are.” The video ended and Matty smiled big as if he just gave the greatest pitch in the history of film. But the room didn’t applaud. The crowd was silent. Matty looked around with a confused face, wondering why he didn’t even get a courtesy clap like the other pitches got.

Someone put up their hand. Matty pointed at them. “Yes. You.”

“I don’t get it. You’re going to expose the sex workers?”

Matty nodded his head. “That’s right.”

“What did they do wrong?”

Matty’s eyes narrowed. “What do you mean? They’re selling sex. They’re contributing to the degradation of society. They need to be exposed and shamed.”

“What? Why? They’re just making a living,” one of the girls in the room said.

Matty looked strangely offended. He wasn’t getting the heroic reaction he was looking for. “Making a living? It’s against the law.”

“Actually, it’s not against the law,” someone said. “It’s against the law to solicit prostitution—not to be a prostitute. And even here, you could argue that men are paying for massages and the other thing is superfluous.”

“Shut up, Kevin,” Matty said. His face was turning red.

“No one’s getting hurt, so why are you trying to ruin these people’s lives?” one of the older students asked.

Matty was practically fuming now. “How can you people take their side?”

“Isn’t that you in the video? Did you go in there to get jerked off?” someone asked with a chuckle.

“Hey, that’s enough!” the professor said, as if he was teaching a class of small, disobedient children.

But that wasn’t enough. Matty wasn’t finished. “Sure—but just to expose them for who they really are!” he said.

“So you’re the only one who did anything illegal here,” someone said. Then the class started laughing.

Matty clenched his hand into a fist. Then he looked at me and pointed. “Alex is one of them! That’s Alex in the video!” he said.

Heads turned towards me. I sunk even deeper into my seat. I wanted to close my eyes, but I didn’t want to look too guilty. I managed to force an awkward smile.

Then one of the girls said, “So what? Good for him! He looks good as a girl.”

“Yeah!” someone agreed.

“You don’t know Alex’s circumstances!” someone called out. “Who are you to judge him?”

I couldn’t believe the support I was receiving. The warm fuzzy feeling swelling inside of me was quickly overwhelming the humiliation. It made no sense: they really didn’t care about what I did. They seemed to understand my motives, even though I hadn’t even tried to explain myself.

And they were right: I did look good as a girl. I looked hot in that clip, where I was jerking Matty off. It was nice to know that I wasn’t the only one who thought so.

“Matty, your pitch is over. Let’s get the next group up,” the professor said. Matty’s face was white. His lips were parted and his eyes were wide. He stormed out of that room and we never saw him again. I think he dropped out—maybe early enough that he could get his money back. He wasn’t cut out for the filmmaking lifestyle anyway, so it was probably for the best.

As for me: I ended up going back to that Rub and Tug. Marla has no issues taking me back even though I disappeared for almost four weeks after my first night. “It happens all the time,” she told me with a warm smile. The other girls were happy to see me, and I was happy to get dolled up again. I forgot how much I liked squeezing into tight lingerie, and I forgot how pretty I could look with a touch of eyeliner and some blonde bangs.

My heart fluttered with excitement when Marla came into the room and looked at me to say, “You’ve got a client in room two.” It had been a long time since I got a man off, but I couldn’t wait to do it again. Maybe that made me a degenerate, like Matty said, but I didn’t care. It was a great way to pay for my student loans, bills, rent, and the odd new camera accessory.

I ended up buying an unbroken version of that lens for my camera. I bought four other lenses as well—and a lens bag, a speed booster adapter, a fluid-head tripod, and some other goodies. It wasn’t long before I had my classmates asking me how they could get into the Rub and Tug game. “It’s not for everyone,” I said with a sly smile. “But if you come by tonight, I think my boss would let you give it a try.”

THE END


FIND ME ON PATREON!

I really hope that you’re enjoying my work! I’ve been fortunate enough to make this my full-time job for the past couple of years, though it hasn’t been easy. There’s a lot of financial uncertainty as a full-time self-published writer.

I would feel tremendously blessed if you would venture on over to my Patreon page and consider supporting me there. I think you will be excited by what I have to offer: a community, free book chapters, pictures, commissions, free stories, advanced releases, and much more. It’s the only way to get your hands on FORCED: a novella too hot for Amazon. And for as little as a dollar per month—is that even a quarter cup of Starbucks coffee?

Be the gorgeous, filthy doll you know that you are and come hang out with me:

https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent


KEEPING UP WITH

NIKKI CRESCENT

JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST!

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.

I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW!

Can’t open the link? Copy and paste this link into your browser:

http://eepurl.com/O3CKz

Want to get in touch with me? It’s easy!

Email:

nikkicrescent@gmail.com


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

NIKKI CRESCENT

Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance.

Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over sixty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over.
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