

SALACIOUS SISSIES:
15 BOOK MEGA BUNDLE

A TRANSGENDER EROTIC ROMANCE BUNDLE


BY 

NIKKI CRESCENT


INCLUDED IN THIS BUNDLE:

SISSIFIED

STUFFED RAW

THE BOSS’S DAUGHTER

PLEASE BE GENTLE

SISSY CAUGHT

THE TRAPS NEXT DOOR

FILTHY REBOUND

EMASCULATED

ROCK HARD

REAL DOLL

TWO TRAPS

STROKE HER OFF

BRAZEN

BAE WATCH

FEMBOYS


TABLE OF CONTENTS

NAVIGATOR

-

SISSIFIED

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

STUFFED RAW

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

THE BOSS’S DAUGHTER

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

PLEASE BE GENTLE

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

SISSY CAUGHT

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

THE TRAPS NEXT DOOR

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

FILTHY REBOUND

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

EMASCULATED

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

CHAPTER ELEVEN

CHAPTER TWELVE

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

ROCK HARD

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

CHAPTER ELEVEN

CHAPTER TWELVE

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

REAL DOLL

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

CHAPTER ELEVEN

CHAPTER TWELVE

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

TWO TRAPS

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

CHAPTER ELEVEN

STROKE HER OFF

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

CHAPTER ELEVEN

CHAPTER TWELVE

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

BRAZEN

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

CHAPTER ELEVEN

CHAPTER TWELVE

BAE WATCH

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

CHAPTER ELEVEN

CHAPTER TWELVE

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

FEMBOYS

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

CHAPTER ELEVEN

CHAPTER TWELVE

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

-

ABOUT THE AUTHOR


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? Just copy and paste this link into your browser:

http://eepurl.com/O3CKz

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

Email me at:

nikkicrescent@gmail.com


COPYRIGHT INFORMATION

This book is a work of fiction. All the characters in this book are fictitious and any similarity to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidence.

Published By Honey Wagon Books Inc.

Copyright © 2018 by Nikki Crescent

Model License Holder: Honey Hunter (Shutterstock Inc.)

Background Image License: Whiskey Boone (Shutterstock Inc.)

Cover by Fleetwood Lebowski (Honey Hut Designs Inc.)

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.


NAVIGATOR

Begin Reading

Table of Contents

Newsletter

Copyright

About the Author


DEDICATION

To all of my readers

You have made everything possible

Thank you.


SISSIFIED

Ken has been dating the girl of his dreams for three months: a thin, beautiful brunette named Jenny. But there’s one problem: Jenny has never gotten down and dirty before and she won’t put out. He’s tried everything, but she keeps saying that she wants her first time to be special. He plans the most special date he can think of, but it’s still not enough. “I don’t want the date to be special. I want the sex to be special,” Jenny says.

Ken’s friend James is having the same problem with the girl he’s dating. So together they plan a trip to James’s cabin for the weekend—a weekend filled with toys, costumes, and unrestricted fun. But when the girls see the risqué costumes and intimidating toys, they get an idea of their own.


CHAPTER I

The night had finally come: the night Jenny and I would finally have sex.

Everything was going perfectly. I was wearing my best suit. I took her out for an expensive steak dinner, which she loved. We went to see some cheesy romance movie, which she loved. And then we went out for drinks, and she got a bit tipsy. I wanted her tipsy, but I didn’t want her drunk. I wanted her to remember her first time, and I wanted her to remember it fondly.

All through the night she was staring into my eyes. Her eyes were glowing. She was smiling. At one point, while we were having our second drink, she even gently bit the corner of her bottom lip as she stared into my eyes, as if she couldn’t wait to get me into the bedroom to fuck.

She was a virgin—she told me so on our first ever date together, three months before. And for three months, I was St. Monica, the Patron Saint of Patience. It seemed hard to believe that any young woman could still be a virgin in this day and age. She was twenty-two and from California. “We’ll have sex when the time is right,” she said to me after our first date, which ended in my bedroom, with her lips pressed against mine. “But I want our first time to be special—as special as possible.”

I’d tried for three months to orchestrate the most special dates I could. I took her on a weekend ski trip, spending a small fortune on a luxury ski lodge rental. I rented out a whole bowling alley and had them dim the lights and play her favourite music. I even tried recreating the ice-skating date from Rocky, which was her favourite movie. I ran alongside her on the ice while she skated—and she was just as bad as Adrian. But none of that was special enough for her. Still, at the end of every date, she said, “I just want our first time to be really, really special.” I was starting to lose hope. No wonder she was still a virgin—her idea of special was probably me taking her up to the moon after winning a Nobel Prize and buying her half of Japan.

I was determined to continue trying, but that night was not one of my trying nights—it was just a night where everything was falling into place. It was during drinks that I realized it very well could be the night I’d been waiting for. She was having a blast. She hadn’t stopped smiling from the moment I’d picked her up. And now she was looking at me with lust burning in her eyes. “Should we go back to my place?” I asked.

“Sure,” she said, and my hopes soared along with my heart. I led her to my car and I drove her back to my place. Her favourite songs came on the radio, as if some divine deity was helping me out that night. We went up to my apartment and I threw myself at her. She kissed me back and wrapped her arms around me. We slowly made our way towards the bedroom. She even let me pull her shirt off for the first time in our relationship. It was happening—it was really happening!

But it wasn’t happening. She looked around my bedroom and then she looked back at me with a guilty smile. “We’d better not,” she said. And my heart plunged down into my gut along with all of my glimmering hopes.

“What? What’s wrong?” I asked.

“I just want my first time to be special,” she said for the thousandth time. I wanted to collapse to the floor and moan like a child who didn’t get an ice-cream cone at the mall.

“Wasn’t tonight special?” I asked.

She smiled. She had a cute smile. That smile may have been the only reason I was still trying. “Tonight was very special. But I want my first time to be special.”

I scratched my head. “I’m not sure I understand,” I said.

“Lots of our dates have been special, Ken,” she said. “But I want the sex to be special. I don’t just want to have boring sex on a bed—do you know what I mean?”

A felt a warm spark ignite inside of me. “Wait, what? That’s it? Well do you want to have sex on the floor in the kitchen?”

She laughed. “No.”

“In public?”

“No—I don’t care where we have sex, as long as it’s… you know… special.” There was that word again—that terribly elusive word. What did it mean? What did she want? Why couldn’t she just explicitly tell me what she wanted? Why do women need men to guess absolutely everything?

I let out a long sigh. “I don’t understand,” I said. “I’m sorry.”

“These dates we’ve been going on—you put a lot of work into them,” she said. “So just put that same kind of work into the sex.”

“But how can I if you don’t put out?” I asked.

She laughed, and there was that adorable smile again. “I believe in you,” she said. She kissed me on the lips gently and then she turned and started towards my front door. “I should get going. I’ve got work in the morning. Tonight was fun!” And then she left me alone and horny as hell in the middle of my apartment. And I still couldn’t figure out what the hell she meant when she said she wanted the sex to be ‘special’. I was starting to hate that stupid word. ‘Special’. I couldn’t think of a more frustrating word.

So I paced around my apartment for a while, trying to decode her nonsense. I got nowhere, so I decided to call up my friend, James, to ask him what he thought about my annoying conundrum.


CHAPTER II

James was my long-time best friend, and he was the reason I was dating Jenny in the first place. He met Jenny and her best friend, Kyla, at a bar one night, and he called me that very night and told me to get my ass down to the bar. “There’s a girl here that you would love, and I need you to chat her up so I can make my move on her friend,” he said. So I got out of bed and went down to that bar and I instantly fell head over heels for Jenny.

And James continued dating Kyla. We’d gone on a couple of double dates together. James always had his arm over Kyla’s shoulders, and Kyla was always looking at him with eyes that were begging for sex. I was always jealous—he picked the girl that put out, while I was stuck with the girl who wanted some mysterious specialness that probably didn’t even exist.

But that night after my seemingly perfect date with Jenny, I called James and found out that he wasn’t getting as lucky as I thought he was. “Kyla won’t put out either. She keeps telling me that she wants something more special,” he told me. And I felt the biggest wave of relief in knowing that I wasn’t alone in dealing with this ‘special’ nonsense.

“You too?” I said. “What even is special? That’s the word Jenny keeps using.”

“Who knows, man? But I’m about ready to give up. I’m not sure it’s worth it. I literally bought her a six hundred dollar necklace the other day, and all I got was a kiss. I’m going to go broke trying to get into this chick’s panties.”

“Jenny told me that she doesn’t want special dates, she just wants special sex. But she won’t have sex with me because she keeps saying that the moment isn’t special enough. I don’t even know if I’m still a sane person anymore,” I told him.

“That’s the same shit Kyla says: it’s not about the date or the gifts.”

“Any idea what that could even mean?” I asked.

“If I knew, I would be balls deep right now and not on the phone with you on a Friday night.” He laughed, but there was a bit of frustration in that laugh. “I’m going to try one more date with this chick and then I’m done. I recommend you get out before you invest too much more.”

But I liked Jenny—I liked her a lot. I went to sleep every night thinking about her beautiful smile and I woke up every morning thinking about her adorable laugh. I wanted things to work out with Jenny, but more than anything, I wanted to fuck her tight virgin pussy. What can I say? I’m a man, after all.

I went to bed early that night because I had nothing else to do. I stared up at my ceiling, unable to sleep, and I tried desperately to figure out the girls’ big riddle. It was a classic Catch-22: they wanted the sex to be special but they didn’t want to have sex unless it was special… And how can a person make sex special without first initiating the act of sex?

And then it dawned on me: what if by special, she really means kinky? When I brought her into my bedroom, she looked around and then she bailed on me. What was wrong with my bedroom? Was she hoping to look around to see whips and bondage gear? Before we walked into that bedroom, it seemed like she was ready to put out. A jolt buzzed up my spine.

Maybe she was just too shy to admit that she wanted something more intense than just missionary sex on the bed. It wasn’t something ‘special’ that she was looking for. She wanted something kinky and exhilarating. I sat up quickly and dialled James. He picked up after a minute, his voice groggy. It was almost 2:00 AM. “I’ve got it,” I said. “I know what the girls want.”

“You do?” he asked, and I could hear him rubbing the sleep out from his eyes.

“They want dirty sex. They want us to dress them up like whores and they want us to do dirty things to them. That’s what they mean by ‘special’.”

And he was silent for a moment. “You sound completely crazy, but you might be right,” he said. “It’s at least worth a shot, anyway.”

“I know what we’re going to do,” I said, and then I explained to him my plan, which was coming to me as I spoke. We would take the girls out to James’s family cabin (which no one ever used anymore). We would bring a suitcase full of slutty lingerie and bondage and sex toys. And then we treat the girls like dirty sluts.

I had a friend in high-school named Lewis. Lewis had an impressive reputation: he’d slept with ten different girls in just one year—a seemingly impossible feat for a high-school student. But he told me his secret once, and I didn’t believe it until now: “Treat the girls like stupid sluts and they’ll throw themselves at you. Girls want to be treated like meat,” he said, and when he told me, I was positive that he was just fucking with me and trying to get me to embarrass myself in front of a girl. But now, I wasn’t so sure. Maybe he was right. Maybe girls do secretly want to be treated like warm, wet slabs of meat. Maybe that’s all Jenny wanted.

So the very next day, I went to the big sex store that was strangely situated in the heart of the industrial part of town. I spent eight hundred bucks in that store. I bought dirty outfits, toys, movies, magazines, bondage gear, lubricants, and a bunch of other miscellaneous items. I even bought a sex chair that needed to be hung from the ceiling.

Because I bought so much of the store’s stock, the manager decided to throw in a few gifts. He gave me a strap-on dildo and a string of anal beads. I had no idea if any of the crap I bought we get used, but I figured I was better safe than sorry. Maybe one of those items was the ‘special’ item that Jenny was looking for.

I didn’t realize until I called James that night that James went on a similar shopping spree. “I got enough for both of us,” he told me before I told him that I went out and bought eight hundred dollars worth of sex toys, outfits, and accessories.

“Well I guess we’ve got extras now,” I said.

I called up Jenny and told her about the upcoming trip to the cabin. I didn’t tell her about the suitcases full of sex toys and lingerie—I didn’t want to spoil the ‘specialness’ of the trip. James called up Kyla and got her on board as well.

“And what do we do if this isn’t what they want?” James asked me, the night before the big trip.

“Then I guess we’re the proud owners of a bunch of unused sex toys and lingerie,” I said.

I packed my bags that night. I had a small backpack full of my own clothes, and a large suitcase filled with the sex stuff. When I drove up to James’s house the next morning, he had a small backpack and an even larger suitcase than mine. “Is that the stuff?” I asked, pointing at his suitcase.

“That’s it,” he said. “Think it’s enough?” He laughed.

“Better be,” I said. On our way to pick up the girls, we brainstormed all of the filthy things we planned on doing to our dates. I was particularly looking forward to getting Jenny into a pair of remote-controlled vibrating panties. James was looking forward to cuffing Kyla’s wrists and ankles to the bed. “If things go well, this weekend is going to be unforgettable.”

“Maybe you could even say ‘special’?”

We both laughed as we pulled up to Kyla’s house. She came out looking so innocent, in her white dress and her blonde hair braided and tied up. “Is she a virgin?” I asked before she reached the car.

“She says she is,” James told me.

“Jenny also claims to be a virgin,” I said.

“Do you believe her?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know,” I said. And I really didn’t know. How could I know, without seeing her in action?


CHAPTER III

Jenny looked into the back of my truck and said, “Man, you guys packed more stuff than us.” James looked at me with a big smirk on his face.

“Yeah, you can never be too prepared,” I said.

“How much stuff could you possibly need for a weekend?” Kyla asked.

“Like Ken said, you can never be too prepared,” James said with a big grin.

It was a long drive to the cabin—especially long knowing that the whole plan could easily backfire. What would we do if the girls saw what we brought along and became horribly offended and uncomfortable? They were stuck out there with us—unless they wanted to hitchhike home. I didn’t want Jenny to think that I brought her out just to have filthy, unfiltered sex with her, even though that’s precisely why I brought her out. And I was worried about James.

James was near the end of his wits with Kyla and her wanting something more ‘special’ before having sex. He was at that point in his relationship where he had nothing to lose, and the last thing I wanted was for him to give up while we were all stuck in that small three-bedroom cabin together in the woods. There was already the potential of the trip becoming horribly awkward—we didn’t need it to become even more awkward.

It was a three-hour drive down the highway to that dirt road—and then it was another forty-five minutes down that dirt road. “When was the last time you came up here?” I asked James.

“Probably the last time I came here with you,” he said. And it had been years since I’d last visited James’s family cabin—maybe even close to a decade. “No one ever uses it anymore, since my parents passed away. My sister doesn’t own a car and I honestly forgot about it until you mentioned it the other day.”

We stopped at a little convenience store to pick up some groceries for the weekend. Everything was more expensive than it should have been, but it was the only store within fifty miles. James also insisted on buying some fireworks.

The sun was starting to set when we finally arrived at the cabin. It looked smaller than I remembered. The grass around it was overgrown and there were vines running up the uneven log walls. One of the windows was smashed—either by a storm or by squatters. But the place was empty and quiet now. “Are you sure this is it?” Kyla said from the backseat of the truck. Her face was a shade of pale as she stared at the uninviting space, which looked a little bit like the cabin from The Evil Dead.

“This is it,” James said with a big smile as he jumped out from the truck and walked triumphantly towards it, as if it was everything he remembered and more. He went straight to the door, fishing an old key out from his pocket.

“It’s a dump,” Kyla said with nervous eyes. She kept her voice low so that James wouldn’t hear, but James heard.

“It’s not a dump. It just needs a good sweep and it’ll be as good as new.” He went into the cabin while we all slowly approached the dilapidated structure.

“Is it safe?” Jenny asked.

“I think so,” I said.

Inside wasn’t so bad—it was dusty, and one of the bedroom was covered in dirt and broken glass—but otherwise it was liveable. Jenny did a slow walkthrough before finding the cleaning closet and getting to work. She had no intentions of spending the weekend in that dusty old shack in its current state. So she spent the next couple of hours giving it a proper cleaning—more than just the good sweep that James suggested. I carried the luggage in while Kyla got started in the kitchen. She was an amazing cook. She prepared a spread of scrumptious appetizers while simultaneously getting dinner ready. She was in her element.

James had disappeared. “Anyone know where he went?” I asked, and the girls both shrugged their shoulders. He wasn’t in the house and it was almost black outside. The truck was still parked in the overgrown driveway.

“Maybe he went to find firewood for the fireplace,” Jenny suggested. No one seemed worried, so I didn’t worry either.

He nearly scared me half to death when he whispered my name while I was walking down the hall alone. “Ken! Come down here,” he said. He was poking his head up from the hatch that I assumed led down to a crawlspace. But it actually led down to an unfinished basement. The ceiling was a bit short, but thankfully none of us were tall enough to hit our heads. James was the tallest among us, and he was only 5’9”.

He had the basement all set up for kinky fucking.

He had all of the outfits we’d bought for our girls hanging on a pipe, as if the pipe was a long clothing rack. He had the sex toys we bought all spread out on a series of folding tables. The sex chair I bought was hanging off to the side, being held up by a sturdy iron pipe. The room was small but somehow there was a bit of an echo.

“Well?” he asked, as if awaiting my approval.

“Don’t you think it looks a bit… like a dungeon?” I asked. “Maybe we should set this up in one of the bedrooms.”

“I thought about that, but if these girls really want kinky, here’s kinky. No one can hear them scream down here.” He had a big, terrifying smirk on his face.

“You’re freaking me out, James,” I said.

“What? It’s fine. We’ll make sure there’s a safe word and we won’t really go too hard on them. Girls secretly like it rough. You know I read online that more than 50% of women have rape fantasies?”

“You’re still freaking me out, James,” I said.

“I’m not saying we’re going to do that. I’m just saying—this is what girls like. I’ve never dated a girl that doesn’t like being choked during sex. If they don’t like it, we can just say, ‘Oops, sorry’.”

“I really hope so,” I said, looking around. I didn’t realize just how much sex stuff we bought until I saw it all in one place, all out of its packaging and set up. There were two outlets in the dimly lit basement—both of them overloaded with charging remotes and vibrators.

A chill ran down my spine. I could see this plan going well, but I could also see it going terribly, terribly wrong.


CHAPTER IV

There was still the question of how we would introduce the ‘special’ room. Do we show both of the girls at the same time? Or do we take them down one at a time? Would it be more special if we were all together—fucking in the same room? I’d never fucked in front of James or anyone before. And what if the girls went for the idea? What if they wanted to swap partners, like an orgy? I wasn’t interested in having an orgy—I was just looking to take my relationship with Jenny to the next level.

James suggested showing them both at the same time, and then leaving it up to them how they wanted to see the rest through, but the plan made no sense to me. “If you really think that these girls want to be dominated, do you really think we should let them decide how things go down?”

“Good point,” he said. “But we have to show them at the same time. Because if we show them one at a time, whoever sees the room first will definitely tell the other one.” And that was a good point, too. For the moment to be truly special, it needed to be a surprise. And it wouldn’t be a surprise if girl number one just went and told girl number two.

“So we show them the room at the same time… I guess maybe we should put up a curtain,” I said.

“A curtain—that’s a great idea,” he said. So he went and fetched an old sheet from the upstairs linen closet and draped it over a pipe. It didn’t quite reach the ground—only falling to about our knees, but it was enough to add a bit of privacy.

“So when do we reveal the room?” I asked.

“Tonight. I can’t wait any longer or my dick is going to explode,” James said. “We’ll get a few drinks into them and then we’ll bring them down here.”

My heart was already racing, even before we went up to join the girls for dinner. And that dinner was silent. I couldn’t think of any topics of discussion and neither could James. We both had sex on our minds—though it wasn’t just sex on my mind. On my mind was also every possible thing that could go wrong with our little plan. What if Jenny thought that I was some creepy pervert? What if she thought we brought lots of girls to that cabin, and that room was always set up for fucking? I suppose I could show her the receipt from the sex store, but maybe that would just make things worse. Maybe she would just be mortified at the thought that I’d spent nearly one thousand dollars on sex paraphernalia.

But I didn’t know what else to do. I’d spent well over a thousand dollars on what I thought were tremendously special dates. I’d pulled every stop I could think to pull. I was out of ideas and our relationship was still where it was three months before. Kissing was the only milestone we’d hit. So maybe it wouldn’t be so bad if the relationship came to a screeching halt then and there. If all this effort and money didn’t pay off, maybe it was time to move onto someone who expected less from me—not that I wanted someone who expected little of me. I had a lot to give, but I wasn’t sure whether or not I had enough to give to Jenny.

“Is everything okay?” Jenny asked as she forked the last bit of her supper into her mouth.

“With me?” I asked.

“Yeah. You haven’t said a word all night,” she said.

I forced a smile. “I guess I’m just tired,” I said. “It was a long drive out here.”

“Well it’s still early. There’s still a lot of night ahead of us. Why don’t you have a coffee?”

I forced another smile. “I’m okay,” I said. The last thing I needed was a shot of caffeine. My heart was already pounding mercilessly. If it started pounding any harder it might have meant cardiac arrest.

I tried to engage myself more in the conversation once we migrated over to the living room for drinks. James pulled out an old board game and we played that for a while until we realized half of the pieces were missing. Then we switched to a new board game that James went to retrieve, but I hardly even noticed, still nervous about the upcoming basement reveal.

If the girls really were virgins, then surely that room would be overwhelming. There was literally a whip in the room. Sure, the whip wasn’t designed to actually cause physical pain (I think the actual whip part was made from satin) but it still looked fairly ominous. My heart skipped a beat when I walked into the room and I wasn’t a virgin.

But again—what did I have to lose? If Jenny passed on kinky dungeon sex, then I really was out of ideas.

Would I leave her? I wanted to think so, but I wasn’t sure if I could. I liked Jenny. She was so beautiful and much fun to be around. She was surprisingly funny—always making me laugh when I wasn’t expecting a joke. She had a lot of interests in common with me. But how could I be with someone who won’t put out?

“Ken,” she said. “It’s your turn. Earth to Ken!” I snapped out from my daze. She was staring into my eyes with a big smile.

I forced a smile back and looked down at the board. I had no idea what had happened while I wasn’t paying attention. I wasn’t even sure I understood the rules of the game. So I rolled the dice and moved my guy and luckily there was nothing I had to do before it was James’s turn. James picked up the dice and shook them, but he didn’t let them go.

“This game is kind of lame,” he said. “Don’t you think?”

The girls laughed and then agreed.

“Do you want to see something more interesting?” he said. He looked into my eyes and I could see that flame burning behind his pupils. It was time. The time for the big room reveal had come. James rose to his feet and the girls did the same. My legs felt weak but I knew I needed to do the same. So I slowly stood up and took a deep breath.

“Follow me,” James said, and then he started towards that basement hatch.


CHAPTER V

James went down first. And then the girls followed him. I hesitated at the top of the ladder. I didn’t want to see their reactions. I didn’t want to know how horribly awkward the rest of that weekend was going to be. But even though I didn’t want to know, I needed to know. So I climbed down into that basement and waited for James to flick on the light. “Ta da,” he said.

The girls looked around and then became quiet and still. James was staring at them with nervous anticipation. I didn’t know where to look. It occurred to me in that moment that I could pin it all on James if they were all freaked out. And I thought he might even go along with it. But that plan was ruined when James said, “Ken and I bought everything new.”

The girls remained silent. Their virgin innocence was too fragile for that hypersexual room of kinky sexual fantasies. Jenny’s face was white and her cheeks were red. Kyla looked like a statue, unmoved from the moment the light was turned on, as if she’d seen Medusa.

“Well?” James said. He walked over to Kyla and grabbed her hand. He tried leading her over to one side of the room, but she wouldn’t move. “I’ll let you pick out an outfit, but then I’m picking out the rest.” He had a big smirk on his face. I couldn’t believe he was still carrying on. Surely he could tell that the girls’ reactions weren’t favourable. Surely he could see the fear on their faces.

“You want me to what?” Kyla said.

“Pick out an outfit—they’re all new, never before been worn—and then hop up on the table,” he said. “I’ll make sure you have a night that you won’t forget.” He walked over to one of the tables and lifted up a pair of furry handcuffs. I watched as Kyla’s face became pale. And then I looked at Jenny, who was looking at me with the same wide eyes.

“You set this up?” she said.

I took a deep breath and bit my tongue. “Yeah,” I said. “I thought it would be special.” I tried to force a smile, but my face was probably even paler than hers.

“You honestly think that I’m going to put on one of those outfits and lie down on one of those tables?” she said.

I shrugged my shoulders and looked at James. He wasn’t having any more luck than me.

“Did you guys bring us here just to have sex with us in this… room?” Kyla asked.

“You said you wanted special—if this isn’t special, I don’t know what is,” James said.

The girls looked around the room and then they looked at one another. “It could be special,” Kyla said with a little shrug of her shoulders. James’s face lit right up. I felt a warm jolt cruising up my spine.

Jenny had a smile on her face. “Yeah,” she agreed. Was this really going to work? The girls looked back at us. “You want to have sex this badly, huh?” Jenny said to me.

I shrugged my shoulders—my shoulders were starting to get sore from all the shrugging. “Yeah,” I said. I could feel warmth burning in my cheeks. Was it really about to happen? Was this not a giant waste of money?

“I’ll tell you what,” she said. “I’ll have sex with you, but only if you get dressed up and get onto one of those tables.”

“Dressed up?” I said. That warm buzzing was gone, replaced by a cold tingle. I looked over at James. His eyes were wide and his face was white. He clued in faster than me.

“Yeah. I’ll pick you out an outfit and you can go put it on. Then we’ll have some fun. And don’t worry—I’ll make sure you get off, even though I’m just a virgin.” She walked down along James’s display of lingerie. She fingers through the options and then stopped on a white French maid babydoll. It was mostly sheer with white lace embellishments. “I think this is the outfit.”

“You want me to put that on? You’re insane!” I said.

“You want to have sex don’t you? What’s the big deal?” She had a big smirk on her face. Kyla walked up to the display of options and she picked out something for James: a red plaid schoolgirl outfit, complete with the short skirt and the black sheer stockings.

James snatched the outfit from Kyla’s hands. “If you promise to put out, I’ll wear whatever the hell you want me to wear. Hell, I’ll even shave my legs and put on some of your makeup.” He said it as a joke, but Kyla didn’t take it as a joke.

“That’s a great idea,” she said. “I’ve got some razors in my bag, and there’s plenty of makeup in the bathroom for you to use. But I don’t want you just smearing it all over your face. If you don’t impress me, I’m not letting you get between my legs. Got it?” James was silent for a moment. He looked over at me but he looked away quickly when our eyes met. Even he was embarrassed, which wasn’t an easy feat to accomplish.

I looked at Jenny. She was looking at me with a big grin and I knew exactly what that big grin meant: she wanted me to do the same. She wanted me to go upstairs and shave my legs and do my makeup.

Kyla walked around the room and found a couple of wigs that came with a couple of the costumes we’d purchased. They weren’t the highest quality wigs in the world. She tossed a blonde wig to James and then she tossed a long brunette wig at me. “Well? What are you waiting for?” she said and then she looked at Jenny and they both giggled like little girls.

James said nothing as he turned and started towards the upstairs bathroom. I looked at Jenny one more time, to see if she was truly serious about this. What if it was all a big joke and she really had no intention of putting out once it was all said and done? What if she just wanted me to humiliate myself as revenge for dragging her all the way out to that cabin just to try and fuck her?

Regardless of whether it was a trick or not, I found myself in that bathroom, asking James to pass me a razor. I wanted to have sex with Jenny, even if it meant putting on some skimpy lingerie and makeup. My leg hair would grow back. And there was no one saying that I ever had to talk about this moment again. James wasn’t saying anything and I had a feeling it would be a while before he said anything again. He was humiliated but he was horny. He’d spent a lot of money and put in a lot of effort and he had no intention to throw in the towel just because he didn’t want to put on a skirt and some makeup.

I watched him as he shaved his legs smooth. It was amazing how different his legs looked with just a few swipes of the razor. So I shaved mine as well, watching as my legs began to shine smooth. It took a good twenty minutes and a couple of razors to remove all the hair from my legs. Once I was finished, James was already at the mirror, putting on makeup. “I have no idea what I’m doing,” he mumbled, and I wasn’t sure if he was mumbling to me or if he was mumbling to himself. I stepped up next to him and picked up a random item. It was concealer. I looked at it and it was skin-toned, so I rubbed it all over my face. I really had no idea what I was doing, but I was determined to get into Jenny’s panties.

“Eyeliner?” James asked, handing me what looked like a thin Sharpie. I took it from him and carefully started drawing it along the edge of my eyelid. We were probably in that bathroom for the next two hours, meticulously applying makeup and wiping it off so we could apply it again. We were learning quickly—and we had to learn quickly. If we didn’t impress the girls, this was all a waste of time.

James said almost nothing. After a long ten minute silence, he said, “I’m sticking it in her ass.” He continued to carefully draw on his makeup. “After all this work—I’m definitely sticking it in her ass. And I’m sure as hell not wearing a condom.” He was angry and horny and desperate, all at the same time. And I didn’t blame him. I felt the same way—and extremely humiliated on top of it.


CHAPTER VI

It was an hour before I was satisfied with the way that I looked. I didn’t look great, and neither did James, but we took our guises as far as we were able. I thought I looked a bit better than James—my body was certainly more flattering in that little French maid outfit. He had more muscle mass than me.

“Do you want to go down first?” I asked as we stood at the top of that basement hatch.

He stared at me for a moment and then he looked down at the hatch. “I guess so,” he said. “But listen to me: if you want to have sex tonight, you have to stay in character. If you go down there all mopey and embarrassed, there’s no way we’re fucking these girls.” He was staring into my eyes with a strange intensity, as if fucking Kyla was the most important thing that had ever happened in his life.

“Yeah, sure,” I said. I knew he was right. No girl wanted to sleep with an unconfident, mopey loser. If we played into our characters, at least we would come off as confident. And if they still passed on us, then at least we could play it off as a big joke. So I took a deep breath and I tried to will myself into character.

I had to laugh as I watched James descend the ladder in his tall heels. He was wobbly enough on flat ground. He nearly fell down to the basement on his ass in those heels. I stopped laughing when it was my turn to climb down. I wasn’t any better in heels than he was.

When I stepped down the last rung, the girls were standing there and staring at me. They both looked me up and down with big grins on their faces. “You could have done better,” Jenny said.

And I tried to force my best smile. “What? Aren’t we hot enough for you?” I asked in my best girl voice. I had no idea if I sounded convincing or downright ridiculous.

“You just need practice—that’s all,” Jenny said. “But we’ve got all weekend for that.” Jenny looked at Kyla with a big smile on her face. “Well?” she asked her friend. “Do they pass?”

Kyla looked from James to me and then back to James again. “I think they earned a teaser,” she said. Kyla stepped up to James and grabbed him by the hand. “Hey cutie,” she said.

“Hey sweet thing,” James said back in a surprisingly convincing female voice. He even had the hand gestures and mannerisms down—he was committing completely. I had to do the same. Kyla led James to one side of the curtain, towards one of the sex tables we had set up earlier that evening.

Jenny walked up to me and gently grabbed my hand. “I’m going to call you Kendra,” she said with a big smile.

“Of course—that’s my name, darling,” I said. I felt my face turning red but I had to fight through my humiliation. There was a real chance that I was about to get laid, and it had been more than three months since I’d last been with a woman. I couldn’t embarrass myself more than James was embarrassing himself (or more than I already had embarrassed myself), so I knew I had nothing to lose—but I was still as nervous as hell. At least she led me to the other side of the curtain, where my friend couldn’t see me.

She looked me in the eyes, still with that big grin on her face. “You’re actually pretty cute,” she said.

“Thanks—you’re not so bad yourself,” I said. My heart was pounding. I was starting to wonder if sex was really worth the humiliation. 

She stared into my eyes for a few more seconds before turning her attention to one of the sex toy tables. She scanned down the table and then her gaze stopped on the now-fully-charged vibrating panties. I watched as her smile grew bigger before she walked over and grabbed the sexy little undergarment. She picked it up and brought it over to me. “Put these on,” she said.

So I took the panties and I turned around to change with my back to her.

“No—don’t turn away from me. I want to see you change.” My heart skipped a beat. She’d never seen me naked before. The first time she was going to see my cock was while I was wearing a French maid outfit… How embarrassing. But at least there was still a good chance of sex. Where else was this night going?

I slipped out of the white French maid panties and I slipped on the crimson vibrating panties. I thought it was a waste of time. I didn’t have a clit, so the vibration would be pointless. But I wanted to entertain her. The panties hardly covered anything. My cock was a centimetre away from falling out, and the little undergarments didn’t fully cover my balls.

Then she turned on the panties and I realized I didn’t need a clit. The vibration was right on the tip of my cock, and my god did it feel good. I became tense and upright. Jenny smiled and bit her lip. “You like that?” she asked.

I slowly nodded my head. I was too embarrassed to admit it aloud, but I really did like it. I liked it a lot. But I still felt like a complete moron in that little babydoll slip, with socks stuffed into the cups of my top to create the illusion of breasts.

Jenny pressed another button on her remote and the panties began vibrating even harder. I took a deep breath. It felt good enough to make me hard, but I willed my cock to stay flaccid. I’d been with Jenny for three months, but until that night, we’d only kissed. I wasn’t ready for her to see me erect in some skimpy lingerie. I was already embarrassed enough.

She walked over to the sex toy table again and she picked up the strap-on dildo. She held it up and asked, “Now why would you buy this?”

My heart stuttered. “It was a free gift,” I said.

She laughed. She didn’t believe me. “Because I can only think of one thing to do with it,” she said.

I had a lump forming in my throat and it was already almost the size of my fist. I tried to swallow it to no avail. “Okay,” I said. I wanted to tell her to put it down, but I didn’t actually think she would penetrate me with it. No woman wants to see her man penetrated—right? Surely that would be a turnoff for any woman. Surely she was just going to tease me. And surely if I protested and broke character, that would be the end of what was teetering towards sex. So I just forced a smile.

“Don’t worry,” she said. “It’s not the biggest cock I’ve ever seen. It probably won’t hurt too bad.” She strapped it around her waist and then she flicked it, making it bounce slightly before settling back into place. She was right—it wasn’t very big. It was at least an inch or two smaller than my cock and it was thinner. But it was still a dildo and there was only one real place for it to go.


CHAPTER VII

As she walked towards me, her artificial cock bounced and bobbed. When she stopped in front of me, she put her hands on my shoulders and said, “To your knees, Kendra.” It was a welcomed command, seeing as my legs were trembling and my knees were about to buckle under my weight. I didn’t exactly want my new girlfriend to fuck me in the ass. I wasn’t sure if I was that desperate to fuck after just three months… Though three months is a long time.

I sunk to my knees. The concrete floor was cold, but it was the least of my problems. I could hear James and Kyla on the other side of the curtain. There was a jangling, like rattling handcuffs, and a slapping sound—Kyla was either spanking James with her hand or with one of the playful whips we purchased. “Tell me how much you like it,” Kyla’s voice asked.

“I like it a lot,” James said in his surprisingly convincing female voice.

It was relieving to hear James succumbing to his role. I wasn’t alone in my embarrassment—I had to keep reminding myself.

Jenny pressed the tip of the strap-on cock to my lips. “Open wide, sweetie,” she said. I took a deep breath in through my nose and then I slowly parted my lips. She pressed the plastic cock into my mouth. I closed my eyes. “You have to suck it, sweetie,” she said. So I closed my lips around the girth of the toy and I began to suck. It wasn’t so bad. It was just a plastic toy in my mouth.

Though it became a bit more challenging when she held my head with both of her hands and began thrusting gently into my mouth. A few of her thrusts went deeper than I would have liked, poking the back of my throat, nearly making me gag. But I held myself together.

She was looking down at me with a big grin. “Maybe you’re prettier than I originally thought,” she said. “But tomorrow we’re going to work on your eyeliner skills.”

I nodded my head—it was all I could do with a cock pressing towards my throat. She continued to thrust and I continued to suck.

“Get it nice and wet, sweetie. That’s a good girl.” She pulled it out from my mouth. A line of saliva connected the tip of it to my tongue. She patted the wet cock on my nose and then she pressed it against my lips again. I licked it but she pulled it away, as if to tease me. I played along, pretending like I wanted it, but I really just wanted her to be over it so we could reverse the roles.

“Stand up,” she said. So I stood up. “Now turned around.” So I turned around. “Bend over.” I hesitated. My heart was pounding. Bend over? Why did she want me to bend over? She wasn’t really going to stick that thing into my asshole, was she? I couldn’t take a cock in the ass—even if it was fake. I was a man. I was straight. I liked pussies and tits. I didn’t have any interest in being fucked from behind. “Well? What are you waiting for, princess?” she asked.

But what other choice did I have? I’d already come this far—and it probably wouldn’t hurt. The cock wasn’t big enough to hurt; at least that’s what I kept telling myself.

“You wanted sex, right?” she asked. And I wasn’t entirely sure what she was insinuating. Was she saying that I would get sex if I bent over and let her fuck me? Or was she saying that her fucking me was the sex? I looked back at her. “Okay, fine. Let’s make a deal. If I let you squeeze my tits, will you bend over for me?”

My heart was somewhere near my throat. I nodded my head. She grabbed the base of her shirt and she pulled it quickly over her head. Then she reached around back and unclipped her bra. And for the first time in over three months, I saw tits. She had nice tits, though they were smaller than I expected. Her bra was padded. But I didn’t mind. They were still soft and perky and perfect in every way. I cupped them and squeezed. Her nipples were big and hard and erect. I held one of her breasts up and bent forward so I could suck that perfect nipple. She let out a soft moan as I circled the tip of my tongue around her areola.

“So you’re a lesbo, huh?” she said with a faint voice.

I nodded my head. I suppose I was a lesbian if that’s what she wanted to hear…

“Okay, dyke. It’s time for you to bend over now,” she said. She grabbed me by the hips and spun me around. Then she pressed on my back, forcing me to bend over. I was just happy that I got to squeeze her bare breasts. I’d been waiting a long time to do that—and they were amazing and perfect in every way possible.

I’m not sure if it was her breasts or the vibrating in my panties or a combination of both—but now I was fully erect. My cock was throbbing in my tight panties, begging to be let free. I reached down and slipped it out, but the vibrating still felt nice on my ball sack.

She pulled aside the thin strip of fabric covering my crack and then I felt the wet tip of her strap-on press against my puckering hole. She mushed it against my hole for a moment, getting me nice and wet with my own saliva. The tip felt bigger than it looked. I took a series of deep breaths while I tried to remind myself that it was for a good cause—it was for sex.

“Are you ready, slut?” Jenny asked.

“I’m ready,” I said, and I bit my lip and closed my eyes.


CHAPTER VIII

She continued to mush and push the tip of her cock up to my asshole while I remained bent over. I kept wondering, is it in yet? Is that it? Does it maybe not really feel like anything?

And then she pushed in and I knew for certain that she was inside of me. There was no doubting it or denying it. I could feel my hole stretching. I could feel the blunt plastic rubbing against my anal walls. I clenched the edge of the flimsy folding table tightly and gasped sharply. It didn’t hurt, but it certainly didn’t feel right: as if it was totally unnatural. But I bit my tongue and persevered.

At least I liked the feeling of her hands gently rubbing my bare skin, and I didn’t even mind the feeling of her slapping my bare ass. It wasn’t the kind of sex that I’d had in mind for the past three months, but at least we were being intimate. At least our relationship was moving forward instead of stagnating.

She sunk deeper. I didn’t realize the dildo was that long. And then she sunk deeper, and I started to wonder if she’d swapped out the dildo on me—but that was impossible. She hadn’t walked over to the sex toy table, and I was pretty sure that dildo was fastened to that strap-on. But now it felt like her cock was pushing up towards my sternum, pushing the air out of my lungs, filling my throat and leaving me speechless. But in reality, it was just a five-inch piece of synthesized plastic pressed into my butt.

Out of the corner of my eye I noticed Jenny holding something up. I looked back. It was the remote for the panties. She pressed a button and then she pressed it again. And suddenly, the vibrating between my legs became intense. I didn’t know those panties could be so powerful!  My legs trembled and I had to lean more of my weight on that folding table.

“Do you like that?” she asked with a giggle in her voice.

“Yeah,” I said. And I really did like it. The vibration was euphoric. And her dildo was pressing against something that felt awfully nice—a feeling I’d never felt before in my life. But at the same time, I didn’t want her to know that I was enjoying my sissification. I wasn’t enjoying the sissification part of my torture—I was just enjoying the stimulation. Any man would—it’s not like I was some sort of freak because of it. Right?

She started thrusting. “You’re tight,” she told me. I just nodded my head, not sure how to respond. I tried to control my breathing, but there was so much more to focus my attention on: her stuffing my bum, the vibrating between my legs, her gentle hands caressing my body.

I could hear James on the other side of the curtain. “Oh God,” he was moaning. I looked over at the foot of space between the floor and the curtain. I could see Kyla’s pretty feet but nothing else. James must have been up on the table.

I tried to look back at Jenny, but I couldn’t turn my neck that much. I was immobile—stuck in place thanks to a hard cock in my ass. And now I was biting my tongue harder than ever, trying to stop myself from moaning aloud in pleasure. I couldn’t let her know that it felt good. I needed her to think that I was manly and not a big sissy… Though that was seemingly increasingly impossible. She had me dressed up like a slut and bent over a table—I couldn’t get any less manly than that.

I looked down at my cock. It was tingling as if it was about to come—but how could that be possible? No one stroked it or even touched it. Cocks can’t just come on their own—can they? Apparently they can, because mine did. As I was looking down at it, it started to blast cum. I nearly came on my own face, and I definitely came all over the folding table. My whole body trembled and my knees buckles. My God, it felt so good.

Jenny was bent over me, her bare breasts pressed against my back. I didn’t realize until she was giggling in my ear that I’d let myself go—I’d been moaning uncontrollably since I started coming. And now, I was strangely exhausted but still in a state of pure euphoria. I looked back at her as she slipped that cock out from my asshole, leaving me feeling empty and depleted. She smiled at me and I smiled back.

“I would say that was pretty special,” she said with her big cute grin.

“I would agree,” I said. And I felt strangely satisfied, even though I never even got to see her pussy. I didn’t feel like I needed to see it. I mean—you’ve seen one, you’ve seen them all. At least that’s what I thought.

I saw James walk past, towards the ladder to get himself cleaned up. I could see streaks of cum all over his little schoolgirl outfit. He’d enjoyed himself as well. As he started climbing, Kyla said. “Tomorrow morning, we’ll show you how to do your makeup properly. And then we’ll have some more fun.”

And I tried my best not to smile, so they wouldn’t know that I was looking forward to the rest of that weekend, being sissified and fucked like cheap sluts. I couldn’t wait to feel that anal stimulation again. I’d never felt anything like it before—I’m not sure that I would say if felt better than normal sex, but it was certainly different, and amazing in its own way. But I couldn’t hide the smile from Jenny. Once I looked into her eyes, I had to surrender. She knew that I loved it and I just couldn’t hide it. So I embarrassingly skirted off to my room. Jenny and Kyla shared a room for the night, probably just to keep the sexual tension high.

So the next morning, after getting very little sleep in my state of curious excitement, we got a nice, thorough makeup tutorial. Jenny showed me how to get my eyeliner just perfect, and then she showed me some techniques to make my face look more feminine, with contouring. And hell, I looked pretty good. I looked like a real girl, and I kind of looked hot. I would have checked out my ass on the street, if I didn’t know any better (and maybe I would have snuck in a glance if I did know better).

Jenny was grabbing a drink from the kitchen while Kyla was still showing James some mascara techniques. I snuck to the kitchen to grab Jenny and I quietly led her down to the basement. My body was trembling with excitement. “Shh,” I said. I didn’t want James and Kyla to know what we were up to.

I hopped up on that same table from the night before. I shimmied down my panties and I spread my legs. She looked down at my cock and then back up at me. “So you like being a slut, huh?” she asked.

I nodded my head. My heart was pounding. I didn’t care how much I was embarrassing myself. I just wanted to get stuffed again. I’d been thinking about it all night.

“You want something special?” she asked.

And I nodded again. I knew that we had some serious toys in that room—including a foot long black dildo that would have stretched me wider than I thought possible. But I didn’t care. I just wanted her to dominate me and make me moan all over again.

“I’ve got something very special for you,” she said with a smirk. She pulled off her shirt and walked over to me. I reached around and did away with her bra as quickly as I could. I sucked her nipples and squeezed her breasts. And then I reached down to rub her pussy. She didn’t stop me from reaching, like she had so many times in the past. Maybe our relationship really was on the next level now. Maybe we were officially an intimate couple.

I slipped my hand under her skirt and I slipped my fingers over her pussy. Only I didn’t feel a pussy. Instead, I felt a big, throbbing bulge. I looked up into her eyes as the colour drained from my face. “Surprise,” she said with a big smirk.

I wasn’t sure how to process what I was feeling. She wasn’t a she at all—she was a transgender. She was the proud owner of a big cock. But she didn’t look like a man. Her face was soft and gentle and beautiful. Her body was petite and fragile. But she had a big, mean cock. “You can play with it, if you want,” she said. And I did want to. I don’t know why I wanted to, but I wanted to more than anything in the world.

So I fished her big cock out from her panties and I started to stroke it. I loved the way it felt in my hand—warm and hardening and throbbing. I slipped off the table and sunk down to my knees and a moment later, her warm throbber was in my mouth. Now I wasn’t just sucking a plastic cock—I was sucking the real thing. And I loved it. It was everything I’d ever wanted and more. I tickled her tip with the tip of my tongue. I tasted the sweetness of her pre-cum. I wanted to make her come on my face, but first, I had a hole that needed stuffed.

So I stood up and bent over that table and said, “Don’t come inside of me. I want you to come on my face.”

“But I’ll ruin your pretty makeup,” she said.

“We can redo it,” I said. “I need the practice anyway.”

She smiled and then she laughed. I laughed with her. I felt so happy—so fulfilled. I looked forward and perked my bum up. I couldn’t wait for the real her to be inside of me.

THE END


STUFFED RAW

Richard’s apartment walls are thin, so every night he has to listen to his cute neighbour getting stuffed by her gym rat boyfriend. He doesn’t mind—it’s the closest he’ll ever get to sleeping with her himself.

At least he thinks it’s as close as he will get, until he overhears a conversation in a bar about a magical potion that allows a person to swap bodies with whoever drinks it. If Richard can slip the potion to the gym rat boyfriend, then maybe he can finally sleep with his beautiful neighbour. So he buys the potion and pours it into a bottle of rye. And when he wakes up the next morning, he discovers that it wasn’t his target who took the bait.


CHAPTER I

There aren’t many upsides to being poor. I wasn’t poor enough that the government was giving me money, but I hardly made enough money on my own to pay for my lousy apartment. I had a hard time with women because I wasn’t the most attractive man in town, so I lived alone. I was almost forty and still single.

When you’re poor, food sucks. I would get McDonalds once each week, and that’s about all I had to look forward to. Otherwise I would just make a giant pot of beans and rice and I would eat it until it wasn’t good anymore.

My apartment building sucked. The walls were thin and you could smell the lousy cooking of every ethnic tenant. The first floor always smelled like bad Chinese food. The second floor was always fishy. The third floor smelled like the slums of India, and the fourth floor—my floor—always smelled like stale bread. Our building didn’t have an elevator, so I got to experience that same diversity every day. It wasn’t so bad—like everything, your nose gets used to it eventually.

But there was one perk to living in a cheap, crappy apartment with thin walls: every night, I could hear my neighbours having sex. Our bedrooms shared a wall, and they went at it every single night. They were a young couple, obviously full of energy and horny as hell. I missed those days. They were unrestrained in bed. He would grunt like a wild boar and she would moan for a solid hour. Sometimes I could even hear their skin slapping.

It would have driven most people crazy, but I didn’t have cable and my Internet was as slow as hell, so I didn’t mind. It was the closest thing to porn that I had.

And every night, I would close my eyes and imagine myself in that bed, with that beautiful girl.

Her name was Elaine. She was a young, tiny brunette. From behind, she looked like a small child. But her frame was deceiving. Her body was developed and fertile. Sometimes I would pass her in the halls at night, as she went to join her friends at the clubs. She was always wearing the skimpiest little outfits, showing off as much cleavage as the police would allow. Her legs were immaculate. Her bum was a perky masterpiece. Her face was a bit childish, but her lips were plump and she always looked horny.

I saw her downtown once. I thought she was a prostitute at first glance, and then I realized I was looking at my neighbour. I’m not sure what she did for work, if anything. But she was always glammed up.

Her boyfriend was a bit of a meathead, which wasn’t much of a surprise. His hair was always buzzed short and he was always huffing off to the gym and back. I think he went twice a day—maybe three times on weekends. He smoked a lot of dope and he liked to yell a lot, about stupid little things. “What did I say about keeping the toilet seat up? Do you want me to piss all over the seat?” One time he screamed at Elaine because one of his socks was missing, and he swore he saw her looking through his sock drawer a few days before.

It was a relationship that was doomed to fail eventually. But she was getting as much mileage out of him as possible. I couldn’t remember a single night where they didn’t fuck. Sometimes they would fight for hours, but they would always end up in the bed—sometimes it would be the middle of the night, and I would be awoken by the thudding of their bedframe against the thin wall. Sometimes I worried that bedframe was going to break through the wall and hit me on the head.

“Finger my pussy. Harder. Harder. I fucking said harder—Jesus Christ! Yes! Just like that. Don’t stop,” she would say. I could hear her clearly—that’s how thin the walls are. I could even hear her whispering into his ear sometimes. “Make me cum you pussy,” she would say. She liked it rough. Some night they were so rough that I could hear things falling and breaking in their bedroom.

I don’t know what that girl had to eat for breakfast—maybe her boyfriend was slipping her some libido pills every night or something. But even with their hour-long nightly sex sessions, she wasn’t satisfied. Whenever I was home during the day, which wasn’t often, I could hear her masturbating feverously through the wall. She sometimes used vibrators and sometimes she just plunged herself with her fingers. She sounded wet—splashing and slopping. And yes, the walls really were that thin. She moaned and groaned without restraint. Sometimes she watched porn.

Whenever I would pass her in the halls, I secretly wished that she would grab my hand and pull me back into my apartment. Of course I wanted to fuck her—every man in the building wanted to fuck her. But she was surprising loyal to her boyfriend, even though he accused her weekly of cheating on him. She hated his guts, but she never slept with anyone else—not even me. I was too much of a chicken to make a move. And I didn’t want her boyfriend coming over and bashing my face through the thin wall.

So I just enjoyed the sound of them fucking on a nightly basis and imagined myself in his place. I never really thought that I would ever be in his place, until one late evening when I overheard a strange conversation in a quiet bar.


CHAPTER II

It wasn’t very often that I went to the bar. It was cheaper to drink at home, and even cheaper not to drink at all. But I’d had a tough day at work. My boss made me work four hours of overtime, and then he refused to call it overtime. “You need to work more than eight hours to get overtime,” he said.

“But I did. I worked twelve hours today,” I said.

“I only saw you work eight,” he said. 

“I worked eight and then you asked me to stay and work four more.”

“Prove it,” he said.

“I can’t prove it. You were the only one who saw me.”

“Exactly.” My boss hadn’t liked me since he brought his nineteen-year-old daughter in to work. I didn’t know that she was his daughter, so naturally I eyed her up. He caught her flirting with me (she was almost as horny as Elaine). And since then, he’d been trying to get me to quit. But I had nowhere else to go, so I just endured his bullshit.

And that night, I needed a drink. I went to the closest bar to the office. The bar was small and in the basement of another building. There were no windows, which I wasn’t sure was legal. There were only a few other people drinking in the space. I ordered a glass of whiskey and I sipped it slowly while thinking of what I was supposed to be doing with my life.

I’d done nothing. I was almost forty years old and I’d accomplished absolutely nothing with my life. I had a job where I was making as much money as a teenager, and I had no education. I’d never travelled. I wasn’t an artist. So what the hell was I doing, besides fantasizing about my sexy young neighbour?

I was staring down into my emptying drink when I overheard another table talking. “It really is real. I didn’t believe it when I first heard it, and then I tried it. This is big.”

“I’m sorry, but I just can’t believe what you’re saying,” said the other man.

“Believe it. It’s true.”

“How can I possibly believe what you’re telling me? You’re literally telling me that you can switch bodies with someone like that ridiculous movie… What’s that movie?”

“Freaky Friday?”

“Is that the one? Whatever—it’s silly. It’s nonsense. It’s unscientific.”

“I’m not saying it’s not insane—but it’s true. I slipped the serum to our boss on Friday, and on Saturday I woke up and I was in his mansion. I was him—for a full day. It was amazing. I got to swim in his pool, eat at fancy restaurants on his dime, sleep with his hot wife…”

“You’re telling me that you slept with the boss’ wife? Do you know how insane you sound right now?”

I looked back to see what the men looked like. I couldn’t tell if they were rehearsing for some sort of play or if their conversation was real. They looked like normal guys—a bit rough around the edges, but certainly not actors and probably not lunatics from the psych ward.

“Yes. That’s what I’m telling you. But I wasn’t me—I was him.”

“And what happened to your body during this time? Was he you?”

“I don’t know what happened to my body. I didn’t go home to check.”

“Well what if he was running around in your body—naked in the streets. What if he robbed a bank or something and you woke up the next morning in prison?”

“Hell, it would still be worth it. His wife was fucking wild, man. She had an itch that just couldn’t be scratched—but she had me try anyway, if you know what I mean.”

“I know what you mean, but I still don’t believe a word you’re saying. I feel like you’re just trying to trick me into drinking some nasty crap so you can have a laugh.” And that’s what I thought he was doing as well.

“Look—I’ll give you the serums—one for you and one for whoever you want to be for a day. Try it out, and we’ll meet back here on Monday—and then you can tell me if I’m full of shit or not.”

“Fine—I’ll try it. But if you’re full of shit, I get to punch you square in the nuts, and you aren’t allowed to block me.”

“Deal.” The men shook on it and I just kept my head forward. I tried not to laugh, so they wouldn’t know what I’d been eavesdropping on their conversation. But it was so absurd—how could I not eavesdrop? Maybe they were just running through lines for a movie or a play, or maybe they were just fucking around. Or maybe the man was serious—maybe he did have some strange serum that made it so he could experience life through someone else’s body.

I went home thinking about it. I knew it was absurd, but it was a nice fantasy. I immediately thought about living a day in my neighbour’s shoes—the meathead who got to fuck the beautiful Elaine whenever the hell he wanted. I would have paid my life savings for a chance like that, to be with a woman like that. I wanted her to call me a pussy and demand that I make her come.

But it was just a stupid fantasy. Though the man was strangely convincing. He spoke with conviction and confidence, as if he really did have some secret serum. But surely such a thing couldn’t exist. Like his friend said—it’s unscientific. It went against every law of nature. But what if it was true? What if there was a strange serum that went against every law of nature?

That night I listened to the meathead fucking Elaine. I listened to her moaning. I’m pretty sure he had her face pressed right up against the wall, right behind my head, because it sounded like Elaine was moaning right into my ear. I liked it. I quietly jerked off to the sound of her moaning and the sound of his meaty cock sloshing around in her tight pussy. And after I came, I thought again about that fantasy serum. I wanted it to be real so badly, but I knew it wasn’t. Still, I decided I would go back to that bar on Monday, to hear the sceptic friend’s verdict.


CHAPTER III

I felt stupid as I walked back into that bar on Monday evening, once I was off work. I didn’t have the money to be spending on drinks, and I hated to think that I was actually curious to hear the sceptic friend’s verdict on the special potion or elixir or drug or whatever it was. The place was empty when I showed up, save for one old man sitting alone at the bar. I took a seat at the same table I sat at three days before. And I waited for those two men to show up, so I could eavesdrop once again.

I ordered a drink so they wouldn’t have a reason to kick me out. I sipped the drink slowly, buying myself some time. I watched the clock tick slowly. An hour passed and my glass became empty. “Another one?” the waiter who was also the bartender asked.

“Um, sure,” I said.  If I didn’t have another one, he would have brought me the bill and he would have expected me to leave. But I was still curious to hear what the sceptic had to say after trying the absurd potion out for himself.

The fact that I was curious was alarming to me—it meant that I believed it could be true; that I thought it might be possible to swap into someone else’s body. It didn’t necessarily mean that I believed it was true, but it meant that I was open to the possibility. But the logical part of me knew that it was absurd and insane and ridiculous and dumb. Yet there I was, ordering drink after drink as I waited for those men to return.

Someone entered the bar behind me. I fought the urge to turn around swiftly to see who it was. I listened as he walked up to the bar and ordered a drink. His voice sounded familiar—possibly one of the men from a few days before. He simply ordered a beer and went to the table behind me—exactly where the other men sat on Friday. I waited a moment and then carefully got up to use the bathroom, even though I didn’t have to go. I just wanted to see if it really was one of the men. And it was. He was sitting at a table for two, waiting for his friend.

My heart started pounding, but I wasn’t sure why. I was going to hear one of two things: the potion didn’t work and the man had just been wasting his friend’s time; or, I would hear that the potion worked and it was all just some sort of roleplaying joke. Maybe the two men were just part of a theatre troupe and they liked to fantasize silly scenarios.

When I returned from the bathroom, the man’s friend was entering the bar. I stealthily slipped back into my little booth with my back to the men’s table and I continued to sip away at my drink.

“Long time no see,” one of the men said to the other.

“Likewise,” said the other.

“So are you here to punch me in the nuts?”

There was a silence, and then the other man said, “How did you find out about this stuff?”

“A friend of a friend of a friend.”

“It makes no sense.”

“But it worked, right? Who did you use it on?”

“It worked, but I’d rather not say who I used it on. But my God, it really did work. But it makes no sense. It’s impossible. I thought it was just a dream, but—but it wasn’t a dream. I confirmed that very quickly afterwards.”

“Well I guess you owe me a drink then.”

“It’s the least I can do. But I need to know—where did you get it? I—I would like to give it another try, if that’s possible.”

“There’s a shop in the East Village. I can’t remember what the place is called, but you would know it. It’s got that old wooden sign and those rusty lanterns over the windows.”

“Yes, I know the one,” said the shocked sceptic. And I knew the shop as well. It was a small place, not too far away from where I used to work at a car factory before the car factory shut down. “Do they just sell it like Coca Cola or what?”

The man laughed. “No—I’m not even sure the guy who runs the store knows what it does. You have to ask for pink tonic and green tonic.”

“Pink tonic and green tonic? That’s it?”

“That’s it. You take a little bit of the green tonic and splash it into a side vial. Then you take a bit of the pink tonic and splash some of that into another side vial. Then you put your side pink into your main green and your side green into your main pink. Give the pink stuff to your target and then drink the green stuff. Make sense?”

“How do you know all of this?” the not-so-much-a-sceptic-anymore asked again.

“I told you—a friend of a friend of a friend.”

“How is this not the biggest thing… ever?”

“Don’t ask me. I know just as much as you do. Just be careful—obviously there are consequences. It may not be illegal, but that doesn’t mean it’s not amoral.”

I pulled out a pen and started scribbling down the directions. They seemed simple enough—too simple to be true. As I finished writing, I realized that I might be falling for some silly prank. Maybe these guys go from bar to bar having this same conversation, seeing how many shmucks they can get to go to that weird occult store to buy probably-overpriced tonic waters.

But I couldn’t not give it a try. If they were just acting for fun, then they were tremendous actors. They probably belonged in movies and not dimly lit bars.

I went the next afternoon to that little store. I’d walked past it hundreds of times before, but I’d never been inside. There was always an unpleasant odour that emanated from inside the place, so I would always walk wide around that particular building. But now I was inside of it and that odour was stronger than ever. The place was dark, lit with a single overhead light that was dimmed to its lowest setting. I found the source of that awful smell: a wall of incense sticks—one hundred different smells melding together to make one super smell. One of the incense boxes was labelled, ‘Frog Skin’.

I did a full lap around the strange place, passing the silly spell books and the robes and the creepy masks. The place also sold Dungeons & Dragons manuals, which were also displayed in the front window—so naturally I felt like I was being deceived into buying some sort of gag gift.

I dated a girl who was into crystals when I was in college. She spent all of her savings on the ridiculous things—and she was certain that they contained superpowers. I went with her once to buy an expensive bit of amethyst. It was four hundred bucks, and she was sure that it would make her more creative and have more energy. She owned hundreds of crystals, and then she still failed school and had to move back in with her parents. I guess none of her rocks helped her with her studies.

But I suppose I wasn’t in a place to make fun of her now that I was standing at the counter, waiting for the shop owner to come around so I could buy some green tonic and some pink tonic, so I could magically enter into someone else’s body.

“Hello?” I called out, and then I heard a rustling in the back. An old woman poked her head out from behind a curtain with wide eyes, as if she wasn’t used to having customers.

“Can I help you?” she asked with that same dumbfounded look on her face.

“I’m looking for some tonics—I was told that you sold them here.”

She stepped up to the counter slowly. “Go on,” she said.

“I need a green one and a pink one,” I said.

She stared at me for a moment before her eyes narrowed. “And what’s this for?” she asked. And I could tell from the look in her eyes that she knew about the body-swapping trick. Her glare was surprisingly intimidating. But I remained standing confidently.

“It’s for a friend. He asked me to swing by and grab it for him,” I said.

“I hope your friend knows what he’s doing,” she said. And then she walked back behind her curtain and re-emerged with two small vials—a pink one and a green one.

“I’m sure he does.” I forced a smile. She placed the small vials on the counter. I reached for my wallet.

“That’ll be two-fifty,” she said. So I pulled out a five-dollar bill. “I’m sorry—two-hundred and fifty. Each vial is one-hundred and twenty five.”

“Dollars?” I asked, shocked. That was more than I made in two days of work! I couldn’t spend that kind of money on magical potions from a store that sold Dungeons & Dragons manuals.

“Should I put the vials back?” she asked.

I bit down on my tongue and attempted to swallow the last of my pride. I felt like such a gullible fool, buying magic potions in some desperate attempt to sleep with my slutty neighbour. But what if the potions really worked? What if those men weren’t just screwing with me?

And what if those men actually owned the crazy store I was now standing in? Maybe that was just their marketing strategy: find desperate-looking men in lonely bars and trick them into buying magical potions.

“Do you take credit?” I asked, and the woman smiled.


CHAPTER IV

I still wasn’t sure how I was going to get my meathead neighbour to drink the potion. On my way home, I passed a liquor store with a sign that read, ‘HALF OFF ALL RYES! TODAY ONLY!’ So I pulled a U-turn and went into the liquor store.

The only thing I knew about my meathead neighbour was that he liked to go to the gym and he liked to drink. I’d seen him tossing empty bottles of whiskey into the recycling bin behind our building, so I came up with what I thought was a great plan.

I got a cheap bottle of rye for fifteen bucks. It had a pop-cork top, so I could easily slip the potion into the bottle without him knowing that the bottle had been tampered with. So that’s what I did as soon as I got home. I had to pour a bit of the rye out to make room for the potion.

And I made sure to follow the instructions that I’d overheard in that quiet bar: a little bit of green into the pink and a little bit of pink into the green. It seemed simple enough. I corked the bottle and went to my neighbour’s door. I knew he was home because I could hear him complaining about a chipped glass that nearly cut his lip.

I knocked. “Are you expecting guests?” I heard him call out. “Fuck. If this is another charity begging for money, I’m going to punch a motherfucker out.” My heart trembled slightly but I remained in place. I’d already spent nearly three hundred dollars on this stupid plan. There was no sense in backing out now.

He opened the door and stared at me with unimpressed eyes. “What? We being too loud or something?” he asked.

“I—uh—was given this bottle of rye at work today, and, well, I don’t drink rye. So I was wondering if maybe you wanted it.” I held out the bottle. He looked down at it and then he looked back up at me.

“Serious?” he said, still with those unimpressed eyes.

“Yeah. If you want it,” I said. My heart was beating faster and faster.

“Yeah, okay, sure,” he said. He grabbed the bottle. “See you.” He closed the door as he turned away. “It was just he neighbour!” he called out to his pretty, little girlfriend.

“We being too loud or something?” she asked.

“No, he had some cheap booze he didn’t want.”

“Right—because that’s what you need: more booze,” she said. I went back to my apartment where I could hear their bickering more clearly.

“What are you saying? You think I have a drinking problem now?”

“I think you’ve got a lot of problems,” she said.

“Oh, that’s just great. That’s just great. Little Miss Perfect thinks I have a drinking problem.”

“I didn’t say I didn’t have any problems.”

He laughed. “You’ve got plenty.”

“I’ve got nothing compared to you.”

“Oh really? Well what about the fact that you’re a slut? I know that you go around town sleeping with everyone who asks.”

“This again? You really want to get into this again? I only sleep with you. How many times do I have to tell you that?”

“You can repeat the same lie as much as you want—it won’t make it true.” I heard a door slam and their conversation became muffled, though I could still make out most of what they were saying. It wasn’t an unusually bad fight. In fact, they were being surprisingly more civil than usual. It took longer than usual for her to start crying, and it took longer than usual for him to start punching walls.

I listened to them argue for a while. I was tired from work and I started to doze off—and while I was dozing off, I heard the popping of a cork. He was drinking the rye! I grabbed the green vial and I popped it open. “Here goes nothing,” I muttered to myself, and then I drank the potion. It didn’t taste like anything—maybe a bit salty. I expected something to happen: some drowsiness or dizziness or even a tingling. But nothing happened, as if I’d just had a sip of water. And I started to worry that I’d been swindled and there was nothing I could do about it. I couldn’t go back to that store and demand my money back. ‘Your magic potion didn’t work!’ That old woman would probably just laugh in my face.

So after waiting for an hour for something to happen, I decided to give up. I went to my bed and I slipped under the covers. And as if on cue, my neighbours started fucking. Their headboard started slamming against the thin wall and Elaine started to moan. Normally I would have enjoyed the free bedtime presentation, but now I was too frustrated to enjoy it. I’d just lost half a week’s worth of pay on some plastic vials that were probably worth ten cents at a dollar store, and some coloured water, which was probably just water and food colouring.

And I sure as hell felt stupid. How desperate was I to get laid? Could I not just have spent that money on a high-quality escort? Or I could have spent that money in a proper bar where girls actually hung out. Surely that was enough money to get a girl drunk enough to sleep with me. Hell, three hundred bucks was enough money to get at least five girls drunk—though I can’t imagine drunk girls would be too much more inclined to sleep with me…

Goddamnit, I was so pathetic and so desperate. The fact that I thought I could buy myself sex… What was I thinking?

Elaine and her meathead boyfriend fucked until well past midnight. I tried to imagine myself in his place like I always did, but I could only imagine myself laying silently on the other side of the wall, listening like a freak and a pervert.

And that’s all I was: a desperate freak and a lousy pervert.


CHAPTER V

I woke up groggy and uninterested in opening up my eyes. But the grogginess only lasted a minute before I realized there was light bleeding through my eyelids. My alarm always went off at 5:30 AM, before the sun was out—therefor my alarm did not go off. So I sprung up and quickly reached for my phone. But my phone wasn’t on my bedside table. And my bedside table wasn’t in my room. And I wasn’t in my room.

I looked around in a panic and realized that I’d woken up in a room that was very similar to my own, but it wasn’t my own. The walls were blank—I had art on every wall except for the wall that I shared with my neighbours (I tried putting art up on that wall too, but it kept falling down every night).

The bed sheets over me now were white. My bed sheets were blue. And lifted them up to feel them, and that’s when I realized I was naked—and not in my own body.

Looking down I could see my breasts. They were small and perky, but they were breasts—and I sure as hell didn’t have breasts when I normally woke up.

My head throbbed. I had a splitting headache and my stomach didn’t feel too great either.

My heart sunk into my gut when I realized what was happening. The potion actually worked: I’d swapped bodies in my sleep. But I didn’t swap into the right body. I was in Elaine’s body, not the meathead’s body. I looked over. He was asleep next to me, snoring gently, his thick muscular arm hanging over the side of the bed.

I could smell the lingering smell of rye on my own breath. Damnit—Elaine drank the rye instead of the meathead. Now I was stuck in the body of a woman for the next twenty-four hours, instead of the body of a man who got to fuck a beautiful woman every day.

But it was hard to be disappointed in my state of shock. The potions actually worked—that was the real big deal here. I was actually in someone else’s body, controlling their movements, smelling what they smelled, feeling what they felt, seeing what they saw. It was impossible, but it was real—the men in the bar weren’t fooling around.

It maybe wasn’t what I was hoping for, but it was incredibly fascinating nonetheless.

So for my first act as a woman, I gently cupped my breasts. I squeezed them gently and then I felt my nipples between my thumbs and pointer fingers. They felt nice, though they didn’t fill me with as much excitement as I thought they would. I’d fantasized about squeezing those tits for a long time, and now I felt strangely disappointed. But there was more of me to explore. I reached down under the covers and slipped my fingers between my legs. I could feel my bare pussy. It was clean-shaven and soft. It was a bit wet inside the lips. I ran my fingers up and down the length of my slit. As my fingertips ran over my clit, I perked upright. My God, it was sensitive! It was uncomfortably sensitive. I had to stop touching it—it didn’t feel nice to touch like I thought it would. It actually felt kind of annoying.

“What are you doing? Are you jerking off?” a deep, masculine voice said next to me. It was the meathead—he was awake, rubbing the sleep out from his eyes. He looked at me with a sort of scowl.

I was worried that my voice would be my masculine voice, and I was terrified to speak—though I don’t know why everything but my voice would change. “No,” I said quietly. And I was relieved to hear my voice was high and soft and feminine.

“Then what are you doing?” he asked.

“Nothing,” I said. I was afraid to look at him, afraid he would look into my eyes and know that I wasn’t really his girlfriend. He sat up and tried to look me in the eyes.

“What’s wrong with you?” he asked. “You’re being weird. Are you texting other guys again? Next to me—in my own bed?”

“No,” I said.

He pulled the covers off of me to inspect my hands. I had the sudden urge to cover up my pussy, and then I had the urge to cover my breasts once I remembered that I had breasts. “Are you covering yourself? What are you hiding?” I realized it was silly to cover myself, seeing as we’d been together for a long time, and he’d seen me naked more times than he saw me clothed. So I slowly uncovered myself. He inspected me and looked around for my phone. He spotted it on the nightstand, plugged into a charger. “I don’t know what’s going on with you, but you’re acting weird,” he said. “But I think I know what it is.” He stretched out his arms and yawned loudly. “I’m sorry about last night. I don’t know why I was so worked up. I think I just had a bad day at work and I took it out on you.”

He suddenly wrapped his arm around me and pulled me over—and he pulled me without effort. I became tense and tried to grab onto the sheet, but he was just too strong. How was he so strong? I suppose I was only about one hundred pounds now, in Elaine’s body. He pressed his muscular abs and pecs against my back. I could feel all of his hard muscles bulging against me, including his biceps, which were squeezing me tightly. “It won’t happen again,” he said, and I’d heard that before many times—through the wall.

He kissed my neck. I remained stiff. I’d never been kissed by a man before and I was happy about that. I didn’t stop him—there was nothing I could do to stop him, and I was worried that any attempt to stop him wouldn’t end well for me. He had a tediously short temper. “What’s wrong, baby?” he asked, and then he continued to kiss my neck and grope my body. One of his hands travelled down and pressed between my thighs. His fingers slipped over that overly-sensitive clit and I gasped.

He stopped. “Seriously—what the fuck is the matter with you?” he asked.

“Nothing. I just—I didn’t sleep well. And I’ve got a hangover.”

“Yeah, no kidding. You drank that whole bottle of cheap rye,” he said. “I’m surprised you’re even up this early.” He flipped me over and looked into my eyes. And I had to admit that he was actually quite handsome. His eyes were so blue and his smirk was so confident. I even kind of liked the way he wore his beard—

I bit down on my tongue. What kind of thoughts were going through my mind? Did I just admit to myself that he was handsome? I’d only ever seen him as some meathead gym rat before—I’d never thought any man was handsome… Maybe it was just a side effect of being in a woman’s body. My brain was still technically female, was it not? Only my consciousness had swapped over. Yeah—that must be it.

He took my hand and pressed it against his chest. “So are you too hungover to fool around then?” he asked. And I found myself running that hand down his chest, strangely mesmerized by his hard, chiselled body. I’d never felt anything like it before. It was so… hot. I ran my fingers down his rolling abs, and then I had the strangest urge to reach down further. But I stopped myself. My heart was pounding. My mind was blank and my head was spinning. I felt warmth rushing into my cheeks. I suddenly knew why Elaine kept this guy around.

“I think I’m too hungover,” I said, and I had to bite my tongue to stick to it.

“Fine,” he said. “I’m late for work anyway.” He hopped out of bed. He was completely naked. His long cock swayed from side to side. I stared at it with a heart suddenly full of wonder. “Don’t get up to trouble while I’m gone. I’ll be home by three—should be an early day today.”

“Okay, sounds good,” I said.

He went into the bathroom and left me in bed, with the urge to reach down and rub that overly-sensitive clit. But I fought away the urge.


CHAPTER VI

I thought about sneaking out of the apartment and hiding out somewhere for the day. I didn’t have a key to my own apartment, but I’m sure I could find somewhere to hide—even in the bathroom of a public park. But how would that work for Elaine? After my twenty-four hours with her was finished, would she wake up in the public park bathroom, wondering how the hell she got there? Whatever I did as Elaine would have consequences. If I went out and robbed a bank, then Elaine would be arrested. If I broke one of Elaine’s boyfriend’s video game machines, then Elaine would probably have to endure his fury. I had nothing against Elaine, so I had no reason to land her in hot water.

Once the meathead was gone to work, I had the apartment all to myself. I had no idea if I was supposed to be going to work somewhere—and if I didn’t go, would Elaine get in trouble for that? What if she had other planned engagements?

I started my day as Elaine by staring in the mirror. I stared into my own eyes, which weren’t my own at all, and then I stared at my naked body. And goddamn, did Elaine have a nice body. Sadly though, it did nothing to arouse me—probably thanks to the fact I had Elaine’s straight female brain and hormones and not my own.

I knew I had to try masturbating as a woman. I would never get another chance, and every man wonders what a female orgasm is like. But I wasn’t sure exactly how to start. I reached down and started rubbing, but it didn’t feel like anything—unless I was rubbing my clit, in which case it felt uncomfortably sensitive, but not even a little bit arousing. I tried staring at my naked body in the mirror, but that did nothing. So I tried closing my eyes to think about one of my favourite Playboy models—but that did nothing either.

I found myself in Elaine’s bedroom, digging through her drawers for a dildo or something to penetrate myself with. I found a vibrator, which was small but powerful. I was about to close the drawer when I noticed a photo of the meathead: naked and erect. He had a big cock and I could practically see it throbbing in that two-dimensional image. My heart skipped a beat.

Suddenly I felt a spark of arousal, and I hated it. I was actually turned on by his chiselled naked body. My gut turned and I had to remind myself that I wasn’t gay—it was just the female hormones surging through my female body. As soon as I was back in my normal body, that naked picture would make me ill. So I bit my tongue and grabbed the picture. I hopped up on the bed. With one hand I held out the photo and with the other, I pressed the vibrator to my pussy. I started it on a low setting, so it wouldn’t be too uncomfortable. It felt kind of nice, especially when I was staring directly at that huge erection. I constantly caught myself looking over at the door, worried the meathead would return at any moment—possibly having forgotten his wallet or work boots or something. But I was all alone.

I rubbed the vibrators in circles and found myself turning up the intensity. It felt nice—really nice. I closed my eyes and imagined the meathead standing over me, his cock throbbing. I imagined that beautiful monster in my hands—its warmth and hardness. I imagined it slipping into my pussy. And while I imagined him penetrating me, I penetrated myself with two of my fingers. Suddenly my legs were trembling slightly. I was heaving and starting to moan. I revelled in the thought of his scratchy stubble beard rubbing against my chin. I loved the thought of his big arms holding me tightly, pinning me in place. And I really loved the feeling that came next—a hot rush of intense euphoria. My hips rose up off the bed and I let out a loud, hard sigh. My body convulsed and suddenly my bum felt warm. I opened my eyes and realized that I’d peed everywhere—at least I thought it was pee at first. And then I remembered that Elaine was a squirter. I’d heard her boyfriend mentioning it a few times through the wall when they were having sex. “Squirt on my cock, bitch,” he would say sometimes when they fucked.

I pressed that vibrator back up to my clit and stuck my fingers back into my pussy. I wanted more of the slice of heaven that I’d just experienced. I imagined the meathead again, ramming me with his big, beautiful cock. But I was only able to enjoy it for a moment before reality struck me hard and I realized I was fantasizing about a man. I wasn’t interested in men, and I wasn’t interested in entertaining any gay erotic fantasies—even if they weren’t technically gay because of the body I was currently inside of. So I brought myself to my feet and took a deep breath. I would spend the rest of that morning cleaning the bed sheets, seeing as I’d ruined them.

But I suddenly understood why Elaine was constantly masturbating and having sex. The urges were constant. That orgasm was amazing and I couldn’t stop thinking about it. While I was doing laundry in the shared laundry room in the apartment building’s basement, another man came into the room. He wasn’t the most handsome man, but he was tall and thick. I assumed his cock must have been long and thick to match his body, and I found myself wondering what it would feel like. He looked at me and smiled and I suddenly felt a weakness in my knees. And I realized that I hadn’t just entered into the body of a woman. I’d entered into the body of a very horny, sex-addicted woman.


CHAPTER VII

Sex was all I could think about while I was in that little apartment. I found myself on Elaine’s laptop, going through her search history out of curiosity. She apparently frequented many different porn websites—particularly male-on-male gay porn websites. I hesitantly clicked on a few, and then found myself entranced by the sight of large cocks sliding into tight assholes. And without even realizing it, I was reaching down between my legs to rub my pussy. I had to bite my tongue and stop myself.

Why was this girl so sex obsessed? What was in the water she was drinking?

I knew I had to get out of the apartment to save myself from myself. So I got dressed in an outfit that I’d seen Elaine wear many times before: a black blouse and a short white skirt. I never really realized just how short that skirt was until it was on my body. I could feel the fresh air tickling my bare bum. I kept staring at myself in the mirror, trying to figure out if my butt was hanging out or if it was safe to wear out on the street. Elaine had no better options: all of her skirts were short—some even shorter than the little white one that I was wearing now.

I tied my hair back into a ponytail—I’m pretty sure that’s how Elaine usually wore her hair, unless she had it curled—which was not something I knew how to do. I didn’t bother with doing my makeup, seeing as I had no idea what I was doing, and I thought I looked pretty good without. Elaine’s dark eyelashes already looked like they had mascara on them, and her eyebrows were already neatly shaped.

I was nervous leaving the apartment. I knew so many people in our apartment building—and I’m sure many of them knew Elaine. What if they sparked up a conversation? What if they asked me about something and I had no idea how to answer? What if they could somehow tell that I wasn’t actually Elaine?

Thankfully the hallways were empty; it was almost noon on a workday.

I looked over at my front door and wondered if I was inside, sleeping, or if some clone of myself had taken control of my body for the day. Or maybe Elaine was inside of my body, currently freaking out and wondering what the hell was happening. I thought about going to knock on the door, but I was terrified that I would answer. So I ran down the stairs, away from my apartment and any possibility of being spotted by whoever was inside.

I knew that Elaine was a small chick, but I didn’t realize how small she was until I went to reach for the knob of the front lobby door. I had to reach upwards for it, and then I had to push with nearly all of my strength to open it. While I was pushing on the door, a man on the other side pulled it open and I nearly flew straight onto my face. I felt my cheeks turn red as I looked up at the man, who was holding the door for me. “Thanks,” I said sheepishly, and then I found myself fantasizing about taking him up to Elaine’s apartment and letting him fuck me. But instead I just bit my tongue and forced a smile.

I had nowhere to go, so I just started walking towards downtown. I thought I would walk around a park or two, maybe visit the mall—I had nothing to do, and there was nothing to do. There was nothing I could do that would have any impact on my own life, and anything I did do would have an impact on Elaine’s life. So I decided to do nothing but kill time.

It didn’t take long before I started noticing the looks I was getting from men. From blocks away, they were staring at me. Sometimes they would look away when I looked at them, and sometimes they would keep staring. It wasn’t every man—but it was a lot of them. And the ones who weren’t staring blatantly—I could feel their gazes turning on me after I passed them in the streets. And I suppose I couldn’t blame them—I’d checked out Elaine more than once before. She was hot, and she dressed like a hoe who wanted the attention. And maybe she did. But I wasn’t sure that I wanted it while I was taking Elaine’s body for a spin.

Each look made my heart skip a beat. I was still worried someone would see right through that petite feminine body and see me, hijacking Elaine as if I was some filthy pervert. But it really was a mistake—I meant to hijack her boyfriend, so I could experience fucking her, which I suppose is perverted and messed up in its own right…

I was walking through a park when a little white dog ran up and jumped on me. It nearly knocked me over, even though it couldn’t have weighed more than thirty pounds. It started licking my thighs, trying to push its head up my skirt. I pushed it down gently. “I’m so sorry!” a man said, running up to me. He grabbed his dog and pulled it away. “It does this sometimes—I don’t know why.” He pulled a leash out from his coat pocket and he leashed up his dog.

“It’s okay,” I said.

“I guess he just likes you,” the man said. “And I guess he’s got good taste.” His cheeks turned a shade of pink and he smiled.

And I found myself smiling with red cheeks, as if the compliment was actually resonating—even though he wasn’t even complimenting me; he was complimenting Elaine. “Thanks,” I said, still blushing. It was nice being complimented. I’m not sure I’d ever been properly complimented before—not out of the blue like this. Sure, I had teachers in elementary school tell me that I had lots of potential, and my parents would always tell me that I was smart and handsome or whatever—but strangers never chimed in. I’d never made a man’s cheeks turn red before today, and technically I still hadn’t. Elaine had. But it still felt nice, regardless.

“I’m Peter,” he said.

I was about to say Elaine, but I stopped myself. I needed to keep my identity a secret, to minimize the damage I was doing to Elaine’s reputation. I didn’t need her getting beaten half to death by her boyfriend because of my actions. “Eleanor,” I said.

“What brings you to the dog park today, Eleanor? I don’t see your dog anywhere.”

“Just going for a walk,” I said with a smile.

“Well it’s a beautiful day for a walk,” he said. He was looking into my eyes. I could tell that he was a typical player. He had the sides of his head shaved, which was how most players were wearing their hair. He had a gold chain around his neck. He was dressed for his Wall Street job, but I could tell that he would be more comfortable in a buttoned-down dress shirt and a pair of jeans at some night club somewhere. But I had to admit: he was pretty hot. It wasn’t his face, which was stunning, or his body, which was gym-toned. It was something else—an aura. He was confident. His smile radiated and made my heart tremble. He was walking alongside me now with his hands in his pockets and his chest prominent. I’m not even sure what I was talking about, but he was listening. I’m not even sure how we ended up chatting and walking together—it was all a blur as soon as I started wondering if it would be wrong to let him fuck me.

As far as I could tell, he didn’t know me or the meathead or anyone in Elaine’s life. We lived in a big city, so the chances that he knew Elaine or any of Elaine’s friends was unlikely. And if I slept with him, it’s not like Elaine would be sleeping with him—it’s not like she would be cheating on her meathead boyfriend—right? It would be my choice and Elaine wouldn’t even have to know about it. As long as he was clean and wore a condom, I didn’t see any issue with it—except for the fact that I would be having sex with a man.

And like I said—it wasn’t Elaine’s choice; it was my own. So would I be choosing to have sex with a man?

I thought about telling Peter that I had to go, so I could get far away from the temptation, but I hesitated. When would I ever have this opportunity again? I was profoundly curious to know what sex with a man felt like, though I’m not sure why.

But was it really such a terrible idea? Would it haunt me for the rest of my life if I gave it a try? Or would I regret it forever if I didn’t?

Before I knew it, we’d been walking and talking for half an hour. He was checking his watch. “I should probably get Mookie home and get myself to work,” he said.

“Where do you work?” I asked.

And he looked at me with a grin. “We just talked about that. I’m a lawyer,” he said with a tilt of his head. He was staring into my eyes. And I was embarrassed. I wasn’t paying attention to much that he was saying. It was hard to pay attention when I couldn’t stop thinking about how amazing his cock would feel in my body.

“Oh,” I said. “I’d love to see your apartment.” I couldn’t believe the words actually slipped off of my tongue—and I swear that I hadn’t planned on saying those words. They simply came out, and I was left standing there stiff and terrified of his response.

He laughed for a moment and then he stopped. “Wait, are you serious?” he asked.

There was a lump in my throat. Was I serious? Did I really want to go home with him? Did I really want to experience sex as a woman, with a complete stranger? “Yeah,” I said. My legs began trembling but I remained standing strong with a forced smile on my face. “Let’s go.”


CHAPTER VIII

I couldn’t believe that I was actually standing in a man’s apartment, about to put out. It wasn’t how I expected my day to go, but that’s how it was going. And I couldn’t seem to stop myself. I knew that I should stop myself—I knew that what I was doing was wrong on many levels, but my profound curiosity wouldn’t let me leave. 

He put his dog’s leash down on the counter and he took off his coat. Then, he came back to me and placed his hands on my sides. “You really aren’t kidding about this?” he asked.

I shook my head. My heard was pounding. He stared into my eyes for a moment before leaning forward to kiss me. It was a strange sensation: being kissed by a man. His lips were soft but even though his beard was shaved, his skin was still rough and scratchy. I had to stand up on the balls of my feet so that my neck wasn’t bent too uncomfortably.

In my life I’d only slept with a few women. I’d never been much of a player. And now, I was trying to think back to the best sex I’d ever had… What did the girl do to make it the best sex? I couldn’t think of what she’d done—her name was Lacy and we were in college. She started by sucking my cock, which was great—though I couldn’t remember the specifics of how she did it. Once I got her into my bed, I could only remember laying on top of her and thrusting my cock into her. Maybe she didn’t do anything at all—maybe she just had laid there while I rammed her.

So what was I supposed to do now? Should I start by sucking his cock? I’d never sucked a cock, and I wasn’t sure that I could. The thought of slipping his cock into my mouth made my pussy quiver and my legs tremble. I suddenly felt a dampness in my panties. But my own sensibilities were there as well. I still had my own consciousness, and I was still really a man—and a straight man at that. What if I started gagging as soon as his cock was touching my lips?

It didn’t matter what I wanted to do or thought was best—he was in control, and he made sure that I knew it right away. He flipped me around and wrapped his arms around me before he started kissing my neck. It felt nice, so I just closed my eyes and enjoyed the moment. He cupped my breasts and squeezed, and that felt nice too. My panties became a little bit more damp. I suddenly remembered that Elaine was a squirter. What if I squirt while he’s fucking me? Would that be embarrassing? Would he be grossed out? I pushed the thought away—of course he wouldn’t be grossed out. What man doesn’t want to make a girl squirt?

He squeezed my breasts hard, which felt even nicer. I’d always been too afraid to squeeze a woman’s tits too hard, but now that I knew how it felt, I couldn’t wait to be with a woman again. The rougher he was, the more I liked it, and the damper my panties became.

He sunk down suddenly and flipped up my skirt. He pulled down my panties and then he pushed my legs wide without much effort before pressing his face in-between my thighs. I perked upright when I felt his nose grazing my slit. And then I perked up even more when I felt his tongue tickling my clit. “Oh shit,” I moaned. And even though he wasn’t doing much, it felt a lot better than the robotic vibration of Elaine’s vibrator.

He pushed his tongue in deep and flicked wildly. He knew how to eat pussy, and I probably should have been taking notes. He didn’t hold back. It wasn’t long before my legs were trembling and I had to grab onto the edge of the nearby couch for support. “Oh God,” I moaned as his tongue travelled deeper into my snatch. And then something very embarrassing happened—

I felt a warmth rushing down the insides of my legs, and then I heard water splashing against tile. He pulled his head back and I suddenly felt a cool breeze tickling my pussy. I looked down and the floor was wet. And his face was wet too—my bodily fluids dripping off of his chin. “I’m so sorry,” I said, my face turning white.

But he just laughed. “Don’t apologize,” he said, wiping his chin. There was a puddle on the floor and drops of squirt were still dripping from my pussy. “I’m into it,” he said. He stood up and ran his hands down my arms before bringing them around to my breasts again. He stepped forward and I felt something long and warm slid up between my butt cheeks. I looked back and there it was: his throbbing erection. The sight of it alone nearly made me squirt all over his apartment again. It was big—really big. A hell of a lot bigger than the two fingers I penetrated myself with earlier that day.

“Are you ready?” he asked, teasing his warm, blunt tip up to my quivering hole.

I nodded my head. The lump in my throat was too thick to push words past. I was scared—terrified—but more than anything, I was excited.

He started pushing in. There wasn’t much resistance, even though I was tight. I was wet enough that he probably could have gotten his whole arm in there without much resistance. But my God, did it feel good. When he started thrusting, it felt even better. One of his thick veins was rubbing my clit perfectly. I had to grab onto the edge of the couch again for support. The euphoria took over quickly.

Sex as a woman was better than sex as a man—there was no question about it. Every second felt like an orgasm—and an actual orgasm felt like nothing I’d ever felt before. It was unfair and unnatural. I wasn’t sure how I would ever go back to having sex as a man. And I couldn’t for the life of me figure out why women didn’t want to have sex all the time. Why weren’t women voluntarily whoring themselves out on every street corner?

“Don’t stop,” I moaned. I was pushing my bum back, to get the most of every penetration. I felt another warm splash near my feet. He pulled out for a moment so that I could drain my fluids, and then he plugged me again and continued ramming me. I probably squirted five more times before he pulled out and came all over my bare bum. He had to grab me a moment later before I fell down, still revelling in the lingering euphoria.

“I’m so glad my dog tackled you at the park,” he said, catching his breath.

“Me too,” I said. And then I slowly started to realize what I’d just done: I’d fucked a man. I’d just made Elaine cheat on her boyfriend. And I loved every goddamn second of it.


CHAPTER IX

Peter let me use his bathroom to get cleaned up. He gave me a towel to dry myself off, seeing as my legs were still dripping. Once I emerged from the bathroom, he was already dressed and ready for work. “I should be going to work,” he said. I watched as he checked his watch.

“What time is it?” I asked.

“It’s 2:30,” he said, and then my heart jumped up into my throat. Elaine’s meathead boyfriend said that he would be home by 3:00—and if I wasn’t there, would he assume that I was out cheating on him? I checked my pockets. I didn’t have Elaine’s phone on me, so if he called, would he think that I was screening his calls?

“Are you okay?” Peter asked. I forced a smile.

“Yep. I should be going as well. It was fun,” I said. I brushed past him as he asked me for my phone number, but I didn’t have time to linger and entertain him. I couldn’t give him Elaine’s number for so many reasons. Not only did I not know it, but I sure as hell didn’t want him calling Elaine after my day with her body was through.

I jogged back to our apartment building. I ran out of energy quickly. Elaine wasn’t quite in the same shape as me, but I still pushed her to her limit. It was 3:10 when I returned to the apartment, covered in sweat. Thankfully, the meathead wasn’t home yet. I had enough time to wash my face and change my panties. I put a movie on the television and I skipped halfway through, to make it look like I’d been watching for a while. As I took a seat on the couch, he came home.

I looked at him and forced a smile. “Hey babe,” I said. Thankfully, I’d heard enough of their conversations to know how to more-or-less imitate Elaine.

“Sorry I’m late,” he said. “I was actually off work even earlier than I thought I would be, so I went to the gym.” I believed him. His shirt was dark with sweat. He pulled it over his head and tossed it aside onto the floor. Now he was topless, and his muscles were hard and bulging. I had to fight to look away. I’d always wondered how big of a difference having a hard, toned body would make with the ladies. Now, as a warmth buzzed between my legs, I knew it made a big difference.

I forced my attention back to the movie on the television. It was hard to focus on the film knowing there was a beautiful chiselled masterpiece wandering around behind me. But I bit my tongue and tried. I only had about eight hours left before my day as a woman was over—I just needed to tough it out. I’d made Elaine cheat on her boyfriend, but she would never know and neither would he—so luckily I was pretty sure that I’d done no real damage. But I wasn’t out of the clear. I still had to keep the meathead thinking that everything was fine and dandy before my day was over.

His hands suddenly grabbed my shoulders, making me jump. He had a strong grip. I became tense, thinking that he knew what I’d done. Was he about to strangle me to death? Could he tell that I’d cheated on him? He pushed his thumbs into the soft muscle between my shoulder blades, and I realized he was giving me a shoulder massage. “What’d you do today?” he asked.

“Nothing. Just watched movies—and I went for a walk to buy some cigarettes,” I said. I made sure that all of my bases were covered—in case he wondered why my shoes were slightly in a different place. I knew that Elaine smoked quite a bit—I saw her downstairs often, dragging on cigarettes.

“That’s nice,” he said. He leaned forward and started kissing my neck. It felt nice, but I remained tense. And then he stopped. “What’s that?” he asked.

“What’s what?” I said.

“That—it looks like a hickey. Were you with another guy?” he asked, stepping back. My heart plunged into my gut and I suddenly wondered: what would happen if he killed Elaine while I was in her body? Would I die, too? He was certainly capable of killing me. I was hardly strong enough to open the front door, and he was beyond strong enough to crush my shoulder blade with his crushing grip.

“A hickey?” I said. “If there’s a hickey there, it’s from you, dummy.” I tried to sound cute while saying it, hoping he would just brush it off. I didn’t want to come off as suspect.

“I didn’t leave any hickeys on you. Tell me right now—were you with another guy?” He was staring at me, and then his eyes narrowed even more. “What’s that smell?”

“What smell?” I asked. My heart was pounding. I’d screwed up big time—and there was no way I could throw the blame onto myself. I was screwing over Elaine’s life. My gut was suddenly filled with guilt.

“You smell like cologne,” he said.

“At the drug store where I bought the cigarettes—I tried on a new perfume,” I said. I could feel the colour draining from my face. And I could tell that he wasn’t buying anything I was saying. His eyes were narrowed and dark, and there wasn’t anything close to a smile on his face.

“You went out and fucked someone, didn’t you?” he asked through clenched teeth.

“Babe—don’t be silly. The only person who fucks me is you,” I said. “You were sucking on my neck all night last night—it’s one of the only things I remember.”

He was silent, probably trying to remember himself. I’d heard them both drinking all night, so it was safe to assume they were both pretty drunk.

He turned around slowly, and without saying anything, he walked to the bedroom. My heart was still pounding. What had I done? I was so desperate to fuck my pretty, little neighbour—and now all I’d done was fucked up her life. I stood up and paced around the apartment. The meathead was angry—maybe even angry enough to beat me up, which wasn’t an experience I wanted. But I couldn’t just run away and run out the clock in hiding—that wouldn’t be fair to Elaine, who would have to deal with the consequences once my time with her body was up. So what could I do? All I could do was try and reason with the meathead. So I went to the bedroom door and took a deep breath. I heard clothes hitting the floor. Was he packing a bag to leave? Did I really just end their long-term relationship?

I swung the door open. “Babe—you have to believe me: I would never…” And then I saw his beautiful naked body: rock-hard and bulging in all the right places. He had tattoos I didn’t know about, and his flaccid cock was impressively long.

“Come here,” he said, motioning me towards him with his finger. I hesitated, but I went towards him. “To your knees,” he said without breaking even the faintest smile. So I dropped to my knees. “Suck my cock, you whore,” he said, and then my heart plunged deep into the depths of my gut.


CHAPTER X

I did what Elaine would have done: I sucked his cock. It was big—almost too big for my mouth, but I fit in what I could and I sucked with every ounce of energy I had in me. I wanted retribution and sucking that cock was all I could do to get it. Every fight Elaine and her meathead boyfriend had ever had ended with sex—and I needed this fight to end.

His cock was just as meaty as the rest of his body—particularly once it was hard and throbbing in my mouth. It was like it had bulging muscles of its own. It was strangely mesmerizing, and ridiculously sexy. Whenever I pulled my head back for a breath of air, I stroked its long magnificence with a tight grip.

But he was still angry. “Did you suck his cock like this?” he asked. His eyes were still narrowed.

“I only suck your cock, baby,” I said.

And he looked conflicted, like he wasn’t sure what to believe. He picked me up and pressed my back against the side of the bed. Then he stepped forward again with his throbbing cock. He held my head in place with both hands and then he penetrated my lips with his cock. He started to face-fuck me, pushing his hard cock down my throat. He let out a deep groan, and I nearly vomited from his plunging my throat. When he finally pulled out, I gasped and wheezed for air. It hurt and I nearly blacked out from lack of oxygen—but I liked it.

“Are you lying to me?” he asked.

I shook my head. “I wouldn’t lie to you,” I said.

He slapped my face. It hurt, but I liked it. “Tell me the truth,” he said.

“I wouldn’t lie,” I said. And then he slapped my face again. I liked it even more the second time. What was wrong with me? Why was into this? Why did I like being slapped around and abused? Did he know that I liked it? Is that why he was doing it?

“Get up,” he said. I stood up. And before I was even fully upright, he spun me around and pushed me down on the bed. He pulled me back so that my bum was perfectly hanging over the mattress. He flipped up my skirt and then he tugged down my panties. “You’re all wet,” he said accusingly.

“I’m wet for you, baby,” I said—and I wasn’t lying. I’d been leaking since the moment his cock was in my mouth. He wiped my pussy with his fingers. It felt good. I shuddered and let out a soft moan.

“My God, you’re such a whore,” he said.

“I’m your whore, baby,” I said.

“Damn right you are.” He pressed his cock up to my wet cunt and rubbed it around. “Damn right you are,” he said again. He got his cock nice and wet using my pussy juice. And then he brought the tip of his cock to my asshole.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“What do you mean, what am I doing?” he asked.

“That’s my asshole, baby,” I said nervously.

“I know,” he said. “You love taking it in the ass. Or is it still sore from the other guy?” My heart was racing now. His cock was too big for my ass—there was no way I could take it without screaming out in pain. But what if he was telling me the truth? What if Elaine did like taking it in the ass? I had to go through with it so he wouldn’t become any more suspicious than he already was.

“Fuck my little asshole, baby,” I said before the lump in my throat wouldn’t let me speak anymore.

He started pushing in forcefully, as if he didn’t care how badly it hurt. And it hurt, especially once I unclenched for a split second and he suddenly penetrated my hole. I clenched again but it was too late—once he was inside, he was free to slide in deep. And he slid in deep. I moaned into the bed sheets, but that did nothing to make the pain go away. I bit down and that didn’t help either.

“Fuck, you’re tight today,” he groaned. I could feel everything: every vein and every hard ridge of his cock. I could feel him throbbing inside of me. I swear I could feel his tip up near my throat. He started thrusting. And all I could do was take it. I just needed him to get off so that he would drop the whole cheating thing. I regretted cheating, even though it was fifteen minutes of pure bliss. I didn’t mean to damage Elaine’s relationship. It didn’t mean anything.

He came down hard with every penetration. One moment I felt fuller than I’d ever felt, and the next I felt empty, as if something big and hard was missing from my body. It hurt at first, but that pain slowly went away once I was able to unclench and relax a little bit. “Goddamnit, you’re such a whore,” he said. He slapped my ass, which felt nice. I could feel my butt cheek turning red and hot.

He was holding me tight with both of his big, muscular hands. He pulled me towards him with every thrust. And he lasted a long time—long enough for me to have multiple big orgasms. I was relieved and disappointed when he finally started groaning and I knew his orgasm was coming. I was enjoying my prolonged ecstasy, but I knew it had to come to an end eventually. I bit down on the bed sheets again and then I felt his warm pulses filling me up deep. He was coming deep in my asshole, and it felt amazing.

And it wasn’t until he was pulling out that I realized I was laying in a pool of my own warm squirt water. I wasn’t able to move, my body numb with euphoria and exhaustion. It turns out laying in one place can be surprisingly exhausting.

He didn’t mention the cheating again. Once he got the fucking out of his system, he levelled out. He lingered around the apartment for the next hour, complaining that he was bored, and then he went off to the bar to join his friends for drinks. “I probably won’t be home until late—maybe one or two in the morning,” he said. I smiled and kissed him goodbye.

“I’ll be here,” I said. And I made a point of staying in the apartment for the rest of that night, just to be safe. I knew that if I went out, my urges would get the better of me and I might end up sleeping with another stranger.

I did end up masturbating again, though. I couldn’t help it. It was 11:30 PM and I knew my day as a woman was about to end. I wanted to feel that amazing orgasm one more time. And it didn’t take long before I reached another groaning orgasm.

I dozed off shortly afterwards. I’d had a long day, after all. And when I woke up, I was in my own bed, in my own bedroom, in my own apartment—and most importantly, I was in my own body.

But instead of feeling incredibly relieved, I was disappointed. I’d enjoyed my day as a woman tremendously. I couldn’t stop thinking about it—not just the sex, but my time out on the street and in the park, chatting with guys, feeling the warm breeze drifting up my skirt. I’d had a lot of fun—more fun than I’d had in many, many years.

It was around noon when there was a knock at my door. I answered it without looking through the peephole, assuming it was a package or the landlord asking about some leaky pipe or something. But it wasn’t the landlord—it was Elaine. She was standing coyly in my doorway, staring at me with nervous eyes. “Hi,” she said quietly.

“What’s up?” I asked.

“I don’t know how to say this, but… is there a note in your bathroom vanity?”

I stared at her nervously for a moment before going to check. There was a note hidden in my bathroom vanity. It said, “This is real, not a dream.” My heart skipped a beat. I brought the note back to her. She looked at it and her eyes became wide.

“You probably won’t believe this,” she said, “but yesterday, I was you. I know it sounds crazy, but I woke up as you and I went about my day as you.”

“It doesn’t sound crazy,” I said. “Because I was you yesterday.”

She stared into my eyes for a moment before I invited her inside for a coffee. She was quiet and nervous at first, but once she started talking about how much fun she had, she wouldn’t stop talking. She’d loved being a man for the day. I was nervous about telling her how it all happened, but I felt guilty, like I owed her an explanation. So I told her about the potion, and about how I’d wanted to be with her for the night. I told her about the rye and how she wasn’t supposed to drink it. I felt my face turn bright red while I waited for her response.

“Do you still want to sleep with me?” she asked coyly.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Yeah,” I said. “But I would never want you to cheat on your boyfriend.”

“Then I’ll just make sure he drinks the rye next time,” she said with a big grin. “But maybe this weekend, we can trade bodies again. My boyfriend will be out of town, so you can go do whatever you want—as long as you don’t mind…”

“I don’t mind,” I said. My heart was racing with excitement. She even pitched in for the next round of elixirs.

I never did end up slipping the potion to her boyfriend. It just didn’t seem right, even though I really did want to fuck her. It didn’t matter though—I wanted to be her far more than I wanted to fuck her, so every weekend we pooled our money together and traded bodies. I have no idea what she got up to, and she never asked what I got up to. Sometimes I just staying in her apartment and let her boyfriend ravage my body, and sometimes I went out and found cute guys who wanted to make me scream and squirt.

It was a nice arrangement—especially once we figured out how to make the potion ourselves for almost free.

We ended up having sex one afternoon. She was in my body and I was in hers. It wasn’t technically cheating, because she wasn’t in control of her own body. And I discovered that I was actually pretty good in bed. My cock felt great pumping her pussy. I could hardly move once she was done stuffing me raw.

THE END


THE BOSS'S DAUGHTER

Graham’s new job is perfect: the pay is good, the benefits are great, and his co-workers are all wonderful people—and they’re all men. But the rumour going around is that head office wants to fire half the office to bring in a female workforce.

Graham’s eccentric boss got himself caught up in a lie while trying to convince head office that there were already women working in the office. He told them they’d recently hired his daughter, even though he doesn’t have kids. Luckily he’s got Graham: a petite guy with a cute feminine look to him.


CHAPTER I

I landed myself excellent job. The pay was good—and it would only get better with each six months I stayed with the company—the benefits were great, and my co-workers were all nice people. The only downside was that there were no women in the office.

And it’s kind of a funny story as to why there were no women in the office. Markus told me the story over beers one afternoon. “Half of our floor used to be chicks. I think half of every floor was chicks, but then they implemented the new policy,” he told me. And the new policy was put in place by the CEOs in an attempt to prove that women were just as capable as men—they didn’t need policies to get them jobs. Our company, like many companies, had a rule where at least half of the staff had to be women—including half of the managers (but for some reason, half of the warehouse didn’t have to be female). Many potential hires complained and said that it wasn’t fair—that companies should hire based on merit and not gender.

So our company decided to prove that it would make no difference if they ditched the half-female policy. Instead, they implemented a nameless resume policy, and a blind interview. Names were blacked off of resumes before being handed to management, and interviews were conducted over a computer chat system that kept the user’s gender hidden.

And within one year, the entire company was male (except for two chicks down in the warehouse, funny enough). It was such a funny story that it even made national news: ‘Company’s attempt to prove non-existent gender differences fails,’ was the headline in many cities in many states. I was one of the people hired through the nameless resume policy. And thank God for that—maybe I wouldn’t have gotten the job had there been a quota for female workers.

Even more embarrassing for the company: workplace efficiency increased dramatically after the new nameless resume policy. The company’s stock soared and the company slipped into the Fortune 500. It should have been cause for celebration, but the people responsible were too embarrassed. There was the occasional protest outside of the building: angry feminists who thought that opportunities were being taken away from women. But in reality, they were just calling for the opposite: for opportunities to be taken away from men. But I never said anything. I tried to stay out of the politics. I was just happy to have a great job.

Besides, the company’s new policies didn’t prove that women were less capable than men. It simply proved that men were more interested in that particular field of work, so there were more male prospects… Or maybe it did prove that women weren’t as good as men when it came to corporate positions—what do I know?

My boss’ name was Sandy Mickelson. He was partly responsible for the whole workplace gender controversy. In fact, I’d heard from some of my co-workers that it was his idea to try and prove the critics of the old policies wrong in the first place. And maybe his idea was responsible for all of the controversy, but then was he also not responsible for the increased workplace efficiency?

My first impression of Sandy wasn’t flattering. He seemed like a sort of pathetic man who bumbled his way into a management position. He was almost never working—at least not on anything that mattered. He was either buzzing through the office, goofing off and making bad jokes, or he was planning silly events—like half-birthdays and fundraisers for causes that were questionable. One time he organized a ten-kilometre run for The Cure. When one of my co-workers asked what ‘cure’ they were running for, Sandy said, “All of them.” And he really meant it. We raised a combined total of six hundred and fifty three dollars for The Cure. And nothing was cured.

He came into the office one day and pretended to only speak French. He kept saying, in a very bad French accent, that he’d forgotten how to speak English. And then one of my co-workers—who was born in Quebec—started speaking to him in French. And my co-worker couldn’t understand a word Sandy was saying. No one was really sure if Sandy was trying to be funny or what he was trying to accomplish.

But Sandy had an enlarged picture of himself climbing the side of a snowy mountain in his office. I went to ask him a question one afternoon, and I decided to ask which mountain he was climbing in the picture. “Everest,” he said. “That was right before we reached the peak.” And I was impressed. I was honestly convinced that he had no accomplishments aside from bumbling his way into a management position.

And a few days later, I learned another impressive fact about Sandy when I was in his office, looking around. There was a certificate on the wall that I’d never taken a close look at before—I’d always just assumed it was his community college certificate—but it was a degree from Yale, and it said that he’d graduated with honours. And there was another degree on his wall—an honorary degree from Harvard.

And that wasn’t all. When I went back to my desk, I decided to look Sandy up online. And I found out that Sandy was also an Olympian. Apparently he’d won a bronze medal in Torino as a speed skater. So when he came by my desk, I asked him: “Mr. Mickelson—did you really go to the Olympics?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “That was a long time ago,” he said with a big grin. And then he went over to the receptionist to tell him the silly fart joke he’d just thought up. He pretended to laugh and then Sandy went back into his office, probably to work on thinking up some more silly fart jokes. And I was left sitting at my desk with a dumbfounded look on my face. The man who once showed me how good he was at armpit farting was an Olympic medallist who climbed Mount Everest and graduated from Yale with honours and received an honorary degree from Harvard… Who the hell was I working under?


CHAPTER II

I made the mistake of going out with my co-workers for drinks after work one night. We went to a bar that was notorious for attracting the sluttiest girls in town—and the horniest guys who wanted to fuck them.

And it was strange walking into the bar and seeing all those girls in their tiny outfits—I realized that it had been weeks since I’d really seen a woman. I drove to and from work each day—from my garage and into our building’s parking garage. I usually started work early in the morning, before there were many other cars on the street so that I could beat rush hour traffic on my way home. And when I got home, I was usually too tired to go out. I didn’t have a wife or a girlfriend, and when I did hang out with my friends, we usually just hung out at their houses—and none of them had wives or girlfriends.

It’s amazing how long you can go without seeing a woman and not even realize it. But when you do see a woman, you realize it very quickly. In that slutty bar, I couldn’t even remember how to properly interact with a woman; it had been so long. There were a few cuties there that I thought about talking to, but every time I got up to make a move, my body would freeze up with terror. I’d never been particularly confident around women, but after months of zero female interaction, I was completely useless.

So I sat in the booth and watched as my horny co-workers were around the bar trying to convince girls to go home with them. And most of them succeeded. I wasn’t having a terrible time by myself—I had a few drinks and I watched the hockey game on the television. I’d been so busy with work over the past few months I’d forgotten how much I enjoyed watching hockey.

It was a good night until I got up to use the bathroom and a stranger’s hand firmly slapped me on the ass. I became stiff with a giant lump in my throat. I looked back slowly as the man who slapped my ass said, “Hey babe, what’s your name?” And then when I looked into his eyes, his face became pale and his lips parted. “Oh my God, I’m sorry. I thought you were a chick.” He was drunk, and I tried to convince myself that it was just a stupid drunken move.

But I knew that he wasn’t wrong—I looked like a chick. It had been a long time since I’d had the time to go to the gym, so I was pretty scrawny. I hadn’t even had much time to get a haircut, so my hair was shaggy. And the jeans I was wearing were maybe a size too tight after being run through the wrong wash cycle.

So instead of returning to our booth, I slipped out the back door and I went home. It may sound silly, but being slapped on the ass by a man who thinks you are a woman is a seriously embarrassing ordeal. When I got home, I took a long look at myself in the mirror. “I need to start going to the gym,” I told myself. My shoulders looked like they belonged to a child, and my hips were curvy like a woman’s. I needed to bulk up and even myself out.

The next morning, for the first time in a long time, I went down to the gym in my building. It was 4:30 AM—the only time I had to workout. The gym was empty. I decided to start on my chest. I loaded the bar with thirty pounds on either side and I went to do a set. But I couldn’t push it. A few years before, I could have pushed twice as much.

Over the past few years, I’d allowed my body to become thin and scrawny. In college, I’d replaced workout time with study time. Now that I was working, I replaced workout time with working time in an attempt to get ahead. Because in the corporate world, if you aren’t getting ahead you’re falling behind. But something had to give—I would be alone forever if I kept my apparently feminine body. No woman wants to marry a man who is thinner than her.

So I pulled twenty pounds off of each side of the bar and was glad that no one was in the gym to see how pathetic I was. I went to work sore and exhausted.

Sandy had found out about our bar excursion and he wanted to know everything. He went around the office asking everyone how their night went. I heard him say “nice” at least twelve times that morning. I also heard him ask, “How was she?” multiple times before he reached me.

“So, Graham—did you get lucky last night?” he asked, leaning his elbow on my desk. He had a big smirk on his face.

I forced a smile. “I went home early,” I said.

“Oh, c’mon. You can tell me,” he said.

It was becoming hard to keep that forced smile on my face. “Yeah, I just watched the hockey game and then I went home. I was tired.”

Sandy was convinced that I was just being bashful. He winked at me and then he moved onto another one of my co-workers, hoping to hear some juicy sex stories. It was during lunch when I overheard him and another one of my co-workers chatting. “Someone slapped him on the ass?” Sandy asked, trying to keep his voice low. But Sandy was terrible at keeping his voice low.

I couldn’t hear what my co-worker said back, and I’m not sure I wanted to. My face became red when Sandy looked back at me. I pretended as though I hadn’t heard anything.

So apparently everyone knew about the incident. They all probably had a good laugh after I left the bar the night before. So when they asked me if I wanted to go back to the bar with them again that night, I declined and I went straight home to eat a high-protein meal and get ready for another early morning at the gym.


CHAPTER III

Sandy didn’t come into the office the next day. He had meetings with the other managers all day and no one came in to supervise in his place, so we all went home early around 3:00 PM. Sandy wouldn’t have minded—he was always coming up to our desks to tell us, “If I were you, I would sneak out early. That’s what I used to do when I worked in sales.” I’m not sure if he really wanted us to sneak out early or if he just trying to act like a cool boss.

He came in late the next morning. It was Friday and everyone was counting down the minutes to the weekend. Sandy wasn’t his usual self. He didn’t come into the office with some whacky entrance—sometimes he would play himself into the office with a flute, which he always thought was pretty funny. He simply walked in and went straight to his office and closed the door before sitting down at his desk. Everyone in the office was looking at one another, wondering what had happened. But no one wanted to open a can of worms by asking him. So we all continued our work quietly.

It was a few hours later when he finally poked his head out from his office. “Graham,” he said. “Come see me in my office, please,” he said. He wasn’t smiling like he usually was. I was worried that I was about to lose my job.

I tried to think of what I might have done to jeopardize my job—I couldn’t think of anything. I’d fallen a bit behind on my regular workload since I’d started going to the gym every morning—but surely that wasn’t a reason to fire me. Was it?

I entered Sandy’s office. “Close the door,” he said. So I closed the door. The blinds were already closed, which was unusual for Sandy. A chill buzzed through my body.

“Is everything alright, sir?” I asked.

“Take a seat,” he said. He still wasn’t smiling. I wanted to believe that this was just another one of his big pranks—it would be unlike him to commit to a character for a few hours just to pull off some sort of gag. Maybe he was going to pretend to fire me and then say, ‘gotcha!’ It wouldn’t be his funniest joke ever, but he had worse, too.

“Did I do something wrong?” I asked.

“No,” he said, “but I might have. And I need your help.” A wave of relief washed over me. My job was safe. Though in a few minutes, I would wish that he were bringing me into his office to fire me.

“What is it?” I asked.

“I might have told a bit of a lie to the CEO of the company, and—well, I’m a bit embarrassed. I hope that this conversation can stay between us. It can, right?”

“Sure,” I said.

“Promise?” he asked.

“I promise,” I said.

“Pinkie promise?”

“Sure,” I said. And then he reached out his hand and extended his pinkie finger towards me. So I hooked it with my own pinkie finger, and then he started talking.

“A few years ago, I told the CEO—Mr. Gruber—that I was married. I was under a lot of pressure and I was trying to impress him, and it just came out.”

“Why did you tell him that you were married, sir?” I asked.

“I just told you,” he said.

“Well, you said that you were under pressure, but why would you be under pressure to tell him you were married?”

He let out a long sigh. “Because he was talking about how great being married was, and then the CFO chimed in and started talking about how great his wife was, and then I didn’t want to be left out, so I started talking about how great my wife was.”

“I see,” I said. “And now they found out you were never married?”

“No, no,” he said. “Much worse. Much, much worse…” He stood up and started to pace around his office. He kept his hands clasped behind his back and he took long, deep breaths in. “This is much worse,” he said again, and I realized he was waiting for me to ask why this particular situation was much worse.

“And why is this worse?” I asked.

“Well yesterday we were at lunch and he started talking about the nameless resume policy—about how he was thinking about reverting back to an affirmative action policy, with hiring fifty percent women.”

“Okay,” I said as I watched him pace around his office.

“And, you understand, that would mean half of your co-workers being let go. It might even mean me being let go. He didn’t seem to care when I reminded him about the increased workplace efficiency and the better sales we’ve been getting since the nameless resume policy.”

“Okay,” I said again, following along as best I could.

“And then he said, ‘The protests are bad for our image.’ He was very concerned over our image,” Sandy said. “And he didn’t seem to care that improving our image meant firing something like one-hundred and thirty employees. He said that unless our nameless resume policy starts bringing in women somehow, then he’s going to bring back the old affirmative action policy.”

“Okay.”

“So I told him that we hired a woman,” he said.

“So that’s the big lie?” I asked.

“I told him that we hired my daughter.”

The room was silent for a moment while I processed what he was telling me. “And why did you tell him that, sir?” I asked. And the room became silent for another long moment.

“Well, just a few minutes before, everyone was talking about how great their kids were. And I might have lied and said that I had a daughter who had just graduated college with honours. I was just trying to fit in. They were all so impressed.”

“Do you have a daughter, sir?” I asked.

“No, I have no kids. But now everyone thinks I have a daughter, and everyone thinks that she got a job for our company through the nameless resume policy. And now they want to meet her and they want to run on a story on her.”

“Yes, I can see how that could be a big problem,” I said.

“Because there’s no daughter,” he said as if to clarify.

“Yes, I got that part,” I said.

“So I need you to be the daughter,” he said, and then I felt my heart sink deep down into my gut.

“You what, sir?” I said, almost choking on the lump in my throat.

“I need you to be my daughter—just for one afternoon. They want to meet you and there will be a reporter there to ask you some questions. It won’t be so bad.”

I tried to swallow that large lump in my throat but it wouldn’t go down. It dawned on me that this probably was one of Sandy’s big pranks—he was just waiting for my face to become bone white so he could throw his arms up into the air and yell, ‘Just kidding!’ But he was keeping a straight face—and I knew Sandy well enough to know that he was practically incapable of keeping a straight face.

“So let me get this clear—you want me to pretend to be your daughter in front of the CEO of the company?” I asked.

“And the CFO and the COO,” he said, and then he smiled big with lots of teeth. “You’d be saving your job and the jobs of over one-hundred other men in this building. And maybe even my job, too. So it’s a deal?”

“What’s a deal?” I said. My heart was racing now. I didn’t want to pretend to be anyone’s daughter. Him asking was humiliating enough.

“You pretend to be my daughter and everyone keeps their job.”

“But I’m not a girl. Why can’t you just ask one of your nieces or something?” I asked.

“I don’t have a niece.”

“Or anyone. Hire a prostitute for a day and tell her to do it,” I said.

“I need someone who knows the job. I told them that my daughter has been working here for six months. They’re going to ask questions about the office and about sales. I don’t have the time to train some random woman just to answer a few questions. I hope you understand,” he said.

“I really don’t,” I said, my heart still throbbing mercilessly.

“It won’t be so bad. We’ll get you a good wig and a nice dress. I’ll have someone do your makeup for you, and for the next few days we’ll practice your voice. I’ve already watched a few YouTube videos on how to do a good voice. It’s surprisingly easy.”

“Why me?” I asked, having not really listened to a word he’d just said.

He was silent for a moment before saying, “Because you’re the most feminine-looking employee that I have. And this needs to work if we’re all going to keep our jobs.”

I stared into his eyes and realized that he really wasn’t kidding. This was serious, and he wasn’t even giving me the option.

“When do they want to meet me?” I asked, my voice cracking slightly.

“On Monday. That gives us the weekend to get you ready.” He walked around his office and gave me a firm pat on the back. “You’re a hero, Graham. Or I should say Molly—I told them my daughter’s name was Molly.”

“Molly Mickelson,” I said quietly to myself. The name was as ridiculous as the task at hand.


CHAPTER IV

I agreed to Sandy’s proposition, even though I wasn’t exactly in the best state of mind when he made the proposition. My head was still spinning when I walked into my apartment that evening. I found myself wondering if his proposition was real of if I’d dreamed it in some lucid daydream. I hadn’t been getting a lot of sleep over the past few nights, since I’d been working late and going to the gym early.

But I knew that it happened. I knew that I’d agreed to pretend to be Sandy’s daughter for a day—and hopefully it would only be for a day. But what if in a few months they wanted to meet me again? And what if they wanted to meet me yet again in a year or two? Was this going to be an on-going role?

It wasn’t going to be on going, because I wasn’t going to last five minutes before they realized they were talking to a man. I had a feminine body but that didn’t mean that I could simply go around passing as a woman. There was no way I could master a feminine voice in a weekend, and there was no way that a makeup artist was going to transform my face drastically enough that I wouldn’t be recognizable… At least I didn’t want to think that was possible.

I’d given Sandy my address before leaving work for the day. He promised me a raise if the whole thing went well, though he didn’t tell me what he had in mind for that raise. I wasn’t doing it for the raise. I wasn’t even doing it for my job. I knew I could get another job—maybe with less pay and fewer benefits—but there were lots of jobs out there for people with my degree. I was going through with the idiotic plan for everyone else—so that one-hundred-plus male employees could keep the jobs that they had earned and deserved.

I was exhausted from a long day of work and an early morning at the gym, but I couldn’t sleep. How could anyone go to sleep after being told they needed to dress up like a girl and convince the CEO, the CFO, and the COO that I really was a girl, and if I failed, over one hundred people would lose their jobs, including my boss who enlisted me in the first place?

I stared up at my ceiling and wondered how I was going to do it. I tried to think positive thoughts, but I could only imagine scenarios in which they found me out and became outraged. In one of my nightmarish scenarios, my attempt to trick the big bosses ended up as national news, with an embarrassing photo of me in drag on the front page of every newspaper in the country. Luckily it was just in my head.

It was late when I eventually fell asleep, and I ended up sleeping in until it was bright outside. And I would have slept in even later had my buzzer not woken me up. I crawled out of bed and scuffled over to the buzzer. “Yeah?” I asked with a groggy voice.

“It’s Sandy. Let me up,” he said. And that’s when I looked at the clock and realized it was noon—forty-eight hours before my meeting with the big bosses and the journalist they planned on bringing in. My stomach turned. I went to brew a pot of coffee. Sandy came into my apartment with two large black garbage bags, loaded with clothes. “I got these from a friend of mine,” he said, throwing the bags onto my couch. He looked around. “Nice place.”

“Thanks. And why can’t your friend pretend to be your daughter?” I asked.

“Because she doesn’t work in sales, and she’s only eight years younger than me,” he said. “Believe me—I considered every possibility. You’re the only one who can do it.” I wasn’t sure if that was true, but I couldn’t think of anyone else either. He opened one of the large garbage bags and started to pull outfits out. The sight of each skirt and each dress made my stomach cramp. So I walked back to the kitchen and started drinking large gulps of coffee.

“I’m thinking a simple dress—maybe with an open back. It needs to be short and skimpy because we want to keep their attention on your body and not on your face—and especially not on your throat.” He walked up to me and bent forward to inspect my throat. “Luckily you don’t have much of an Adam’s apple,” he said.

“Great,” I said. There was nothing worse than hearing all of the reasons why I didn’t look manly.

“You have nice long legs, so let’s try to keep their attention down there. Did you practice your voice last night?”

“Was I supposed to?” I asked.

“It would have been a good idea. We don’t have long now. We’re going to be meeting the bosses for lunch at the Sheraton.” My stomach turned again. The Sheraton’s restaurant was right on the water. It was a quiet place with big windows and lots of natural light—so that everyone would be able to see every detail of my face and hear my voice with perfect clarity. Why couldn’t we meet at some sports bar, where the lights were dim and the music was loud? “But you shaved up your legs, right?” he asked.

“Was I supposed to?” I asked.

He let out a long sigh. “We’re all counting on you,” he said.

“Who else knows about this?” I asked, my stomach turning one more time.

“No one—God, no one can ever know about this. But if they did know about this, they would all be counting on you. Now take your coffee to the bathroom and get your legs shaved up. Make sure it’s a close shave. We want them staring at your legs—not at your face.”

Sandy’s eyes were heavy and surrounded by dark circles. He hadn’t slept. And how could he? He had everything invested in this insane idea. He was already technically responsible for all of the protesting that happened outside of our building and the bosses were already probably looking for reasons to let him go. And the last thing he needed was to be caught up in a big, stupid lie. And it really was stupid.

So I went to the bathroom and put a new blade on my razor. I ran the shower and I started to shave my legs—something I’d never done before. I felt so gullible as I watched my dark hairs swirl down the drain.  It was going to be hard to explain to people why my legs were shaved smooth. It was just a few weeks before beach season—not that I had any plans of hitting up the beach. Not anymore, anyway.


CHAPTER V

I stepped out from the shower and took a look at my legs in the mirror. They were smooth and shiny. And they kind of looked like chick legs when I was covering the cock that dangled between them. I wrapped a towel around my waist and I went out to join my boss, who now had dozens out different outfits laid out in my living room. There were two different wigs sitting on my living room table. One was long and blonde and the other was short and brunette. “These were the only two that looked real,” he said. “I’m thinking blonde.” And I was happy to take the blonde wig, seeing as my hair was naturally brown. I needed every little bit of help I could get to look as unrecognizable as possible. If the big bosses realized that I was a man—which seemed inevitable—then I didn’t want them to know which man I was. There was still a chance that I would hold onto my job after they fired half of the office. There would be no chance if they knew my name and my employee number after realizing that I was an accomplice in Sandy’s attempt to trick them into thinking that women were still being hired with the nameless resume policy.

The blonde hair looked surprisingly natural on my head. It was a high-quality wig. There was something scratching the top of my head, so I took the wig off. It was a price tag. $780 was the price. “Damn,” I said as I peeled the price tag off.

“The other option was a low-quality costume wig,” he said. And I realized then just how invested Sandy really was in this scheme—and he was putting all of his faith into my ability to pull it off. I suddenly felt sick and guilty. There was no way I could pull this off as well as he was hoping. Even with the $780 wig and the shaved legs and the borrowed outfits and the professional makeup artist that was coming to my apartment on Monday morning before work—there was no way anyone was going to believe me as a woman.

Though I couldn’t help but remember the other night at the bar, when the man slapped me on the ass. He thought I was a woman from behind and I wasn’t even wearing a wig or a dress. That wasn’t the first time someone had mistaken me for a girl. It happened a lot. In college, I was placed into an all-female lab group because my professor thought that I was a girl, even though I’d been sitting at the front of his class for months. “Oh, I’m sorry,” he said. “I thought Graham was a strange name for a woman.” I stopped sitting in the front of the class after that incident.

And then there was the time that I went to a stand-up comedy show and the comedian mistook me for a girl. “Miss—what do you do for a living?” he asked from across the club. In my defence, it was dark in that comedy club and I was about fifty feet away from him (and there was a light shining in his eyes), but it still resonated. The reality was: I really did look a bit like a woman. Sandy thought I looked so much like a woman that he was putting the future of over one hundred employees (and his own future) on my shoulders. And he wasn’t faltering.

I tried to keep my mind positive. I told myself that maybe it was a blessing—maybe some good could come out of my unfortunately feminine looks. Maybe I could save the jobs of many by putting on a little dress. And then once we all had our job security back, I could start going to the gym again to bulk up and rid myself of my feminine curse.

“I’m thinking we’ll try this one on first. Or is it too flashy?” Sandy was holding up a sparkly red dress that didn’t look like it would even cover half of my ass. I took it from him slowly as my heart skipped a beat. I didn’t say anything as I went to my bedroom to try the dress on.

It was tight, making my undies bunch up awkwardly. So I wore the dress without undies, but then my bulge was just too obvious. Thankfully Sandy brought some different panty options. Panties didn’t bunch up under the dress and they kept my bulge at bay. But the thought that I was wearing women’s underwear under my dress made me quiver.

“I think it looks good. What do you think?” Sandy asked. I walked across my apartment to the full-length mirror by the front door. And he was right—it did look good. It fit me almost perfectly, though it was a bit loose at my chest. But Sandy has a solution for that as well. “I ordered this express yesterday morning and it was at my door this morning. Can you believe that?” he said as he pulled out an unmarked box. He held it out towards me and I took it.

Inside the box was a pair of surprisingly real-looking tits. It was just a silicone breastplate. I held it up and the tits jiggled slightly. They felt real. There was a receipt in the box, under the breasts. Sandy paid over a thousand bucks for the tits. That churning guilt returned to my gut.

“Try them on,” he said. So I slipped the silicone breastplate into my dress and I wiggled it until it was sitting properly. The dress held it firmly in place, so I didn’t have to tape or glue anything down. And it actually looked like I had a pair of tits—even the nipples of the unit were poking against the thin fabric of the dress, adding an extra touch of authenticity.

Sandy had a big red-cheeked smile on his face. “This is really going to work,” he said. And I looked in the mirror again. I looked like a chick and I hated myself for it. My transformation wasn’t even complete yet. I still needed to squeeze into a pair of heels, and I still needed to figure out my voice, and get my makeup done.

But even without makeup, I still looked feminine. Maybe a touch of mascara and a few plucked eyebrow hairs—that’s all I really needed. But I was going to ask the makeup artist for a hell of a lot more than that. I didn’t just want to look like a chick. I wanted to look completely unrecognizable. I needed her to do everything she could and then a little bit more.

The heels Sandy picked out for me were the biggest challenge. They were five-inch stilettos with thin black straps and cute little buckles. I could hardly stand up in the things, never mind walk around. But Sandy made me practice. He had me walk the length of my hallway, back and forth, over and over, until I wasn’t stumbling anymore. “One foot in front of the other—like a model,” he kept saying, as if I knew how models walked. Sure enough, after half an hour of tedious laps around my apartment, I started to feel pretty comfortable in the stilettos. They really weren’t as uncomfortable as women make them sound. And they made my ass look perky and firm. And like Sandy kept saying—the more attention we can take away from my face, the better.

We spent the rest of that afternoon watching YouTube tutorials on how to imitate a female voice. I sounded ridiculous at first, but like anything, with enough practice, I started to sound better and better.

“Keep practising tonight, and when I come by tomorrow, we’ll work on small things,” Sandy said.

“Small things?” I asked, still using my feminine voice.

“Mannerisms. And your nails—we need to paint them to match your dress. I mean—just look at the way you’re sitting. I’ve never seen a woman sit like that,” he said. “But we have time to figure all of that out. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Sandy left the bags of clothes sitting in my living room. I was still dolled up after he left. I was about to pull off my wig and get back into my regular clothes, but instead I found myself back in front of the mirror. I’d put so much effort into getting dolled up—why not stay in character? I could use the extra practice, and I was slightly curious to see how I would look in some of the other outfits.

So for the rest of that evening, I continued playing dress up. And it wasn’t until it was dark out and long past my usual bedtime that I realized I was enjoying myself a little bit too much.


CHAPTER VI

I was still sleeping when my buzzer went off again the next morning. I sprung to my feet and went to let Sandy up. And it wasn’t until I unlocked the building’s front door that I realized I was still dressed up like a girl. I’d fallen asleep while dressed up in a yellow satin nightdress—at least I think it was a nightdress. I was also wearing a pair of white cotton stockings that rose up to my mid-thighs, and a pair of white cotton panties to match.

I was flustered, worried Sandy would see me and laugh his ass off and think that I was actually enjoying my feminization. So I rushed over to my bedroom to get undressed. But the yellow dress was tight and I didn’t want to rip it. I had to wriggle it up my body and pull it over my head slowly. But before I could get it off, Sandy came into my apartment. I hadn’t locked my door after he left the previous evening.

“Graham?” he called out.

I was still in that dress and those stockings and even that wig. I sighed and emerged from my bedroom. His face lit up when he saw me. “Hey,” he said. “You’re all dressed up.” His eyes were wide and his cheeks were strangely red.

“I was just getting a head start,” I said, and the words came out in my female voice. I cleared my throat and went to say it again properly, but I decided to pretend like I meant to say it in my female voice. I forced a smile.

“Well good,” he said. “I’m really starting to believe that voice, too. Keep it up.”

He had his computer with him, and he had dozens of videos open, as if he’d spent the night researching feminization. We sat down together and he started playing me one of the video: how to properly sit as a woman. He looked over at me slowly and said, “You smell nice. Are you wearing perfume?”

“It’s on the dress, I think,” I said, my cheeks turning dark red. And the dress did have a perfume smell to it—probably from the woman who wore it last. It was a nice, subtle perfume with vanilla tones.

I did my best to mimic the advice given in the video. I sat up straight, which hurt my back slightly as I was used to slouching. I crossed my legs—thigh over thigh—which was also strange to get used to. But Sandy seemed to think that I looked great. Next we watched a few videos on how to properly annunciate as a woman. The videos were helpful, giving me small tweaks that pushed me closer and closer to realism. By the end of the day I was still scared shitless of facing the big bosses in a dress and a wig. I couldn’t help but wonder if Sandy and I weren’t just getting used to the feminine façade—maybe I didn’t actually look or sound anything like a real woman.

But there was nothing I could do to be certain. I had to take Sandy’s word for it, and I had to have faith in myself.

It was around five when Sandy suggested we go out and get something to eat. We’d been working away for nearly seven straight hours without stopping to eat. “On me,” he said.

“Sure—I’ll go get changed,” I said.

“No. I was thinking you could just go like that,” he said, and his cheeks turned red again. “It might be a good chance to test out everything we’ve been practising.”

My heart trembled and stuttered. “But I don’t have my makeup done,” I said. I had to bite my tongue and take a deep breath.

“I don’t think you need it—not tonight. Sure, the makeup will help tomorrow, but for now, I think you look fine.”

I took another deep breath and I forced a smile. “Okay,” I said. I’d changed a few times since Sandy came over. Now, I was wearing a red plaid skirt and a white blouse that was tight around my fake tits. I liked the outfit—everything was so soft and it all fit me so perfectly. But I was terrified to bring it out into the real world. As soon as we stepped out from my apartment building, I could feel a cool breeze drifting up my skirt. I became tense and pale. I began to wobble slightly in my heels. But I managed to stay upright.

There were other people out on the street. A few of them looked my way—some just for a second, others for longer. I forced a smile at one man who was looking directly into my eyes. He smiled back. But was it a pity smile? Was he staring at me because he could tell that I was actually just a man in drag?

I kept pulling my skirt down, so I wouldn’t give the whole city a nice view of my ass. I was relieved when we finally reached the restaurant and I was able to slip into a booth, with my back to a wall, so no one could see my tush. But now I was worried they would be able to see up my skirt, under the raised tables. So I crossed my legs the way I was taught and I sat up straight. I was showing a lot of leg, but at least no one could see the bulge of my dick.

Sandy was staring at me. “Relax. You look good,” he said.

The waiter came by. When he was asking what we wanted to drink, he said, “And for the lovely lady?” My heart fluttered and my cheeks became warm. It was relieving to hear a compliment—and it was strangely satisfying, as if I’d accomplished something. All of the hard work over the weekend wasn’t for nothing. Sandy’s plan really did have a chance of working.

There were two men sitting at the bar—both of them were looking my way. One of them winked at me and rose up his glass, as if to cheers. I smiled back. And I was pretty sure they couldn’t tell that I was a man. I was pretty sure that they weren’t all mocking me…


CHAPTER VII

The day of reckoning came.

The makeup artist arrived at my house bright and early, and we got started right away. I was a bit embarrassed when I let her in. I was already in my dress and my wig, but she would be styling my hair and know that it was a wig—and I was pretty sure that Sandy told her that she would be working on a man. She didn’t say much after saying hello. It was awkward for both of us.

But she made it less awkward once she got my eyeliner on and said, “You’re so pretty. I wish I had eyes like yours.”

I couldn’t fight back the smile, even though it wasn’t a compliment that should have made me smile. Once again, I was being told that I made a better woman than I did a man. The comment should have made me angry and depressed. Yet still, there I sat with a big, dumb smile on my face.

I was secretly excited to have my makeup done. I was already impressed with how I looked without makeup—with just my wig and my wardrobe. I couldn’t wait to see just how feminine and beautiful I really could look.

She worked away for nearly an hour—finishing my makeup first before moving onto my hair. She used a curling wand to produce big, long curls that looked amazingly beautiful. My blonde hair really looked stunning with my dark red lipstick. Again, my hair and makeup artist said, “You look so pretty.” And my cheeks became warm and red all over again.

She wasn’t wrong: I really did look stunning. If I weren’t in a rush to meet up with Sandy, I would have spent that entire morning staring at myself in the mirror. The makeup artist left me a tube of lipstick and a few other supplies to touch up my makeup throughout the day. I slipped the supplies into one of the little purses that Sandy had brought over in one of the large black garbage bags, along with my wallet and my phone. I wasn’t used to not having pockets. My outfit was as minimalist as an outfit can be: just thin fabric fitted tightly to my body.

I took a cab to the office to meet Sandy, who was waiting for me outside. Our lunch meeting was just a few blocks away. He perked up when he saw me. I’d never seen his eyes so wide before. When I smiled at him, his cheeks became dark red, as if he was actually flustered around me—as if I was an actual beautiful woman standing before him.

“I think I’m ready,” I said with my meticulously practised voice.

“I would agree,” he said. “Who would have thought that I would have such a beautiful daughter? The bosses are going to be so impressed.” We didn’t go up to the office—I was too terrified to show my face to all of my fellow co-workers. One of my co-workers walked past us while we were standing by the front door of the building. He waved at Sandy and then he looked at me—first at my face and then at my body, as if he was checking me out. And maybe he was checking me out. I would have checked me out, too.

My heart wouldn’t stop pounding throughout the day. With every minute that passed, I knew that we were one minute closer to the big lunch. It was 11:00 AM when I started to really panic. I started questioning the plan, and my disguise. But I calmed myself down by slipping into the bathroom and taking a long look at myself. I looked fine. I just had to make sure my voice didn’t slip.

We stayed down on the first floor of the building, which was a common area with a few private offices that could be rented out. Sandy had one rented out. While we waited, he played those same videos that we’d watched the day before, to refresh me before the big lunch. And while those videos were playing, he paced around and practised his own lines. “Mr. Gruber—this is my daughter, Molly. Molly, this is Mr. Gruber,” he said a number of times with different inflections.

“What if the bosses come by the office?” I asked.

“Today?” he asked.

“No—in a few days or a few weeks. What if they come by, and I’m not there—as Molly, I mean.”

“They always call before coming by. We almost always get at least a day’s notice,” he said.

“Okay, but what if they tell us they’re coming. Then what?”

He stared at me quietly for a moment. “I suppose we would tell them that you’re sick, or out of town,” he said.

But the bosses came by more than once or twice a year. They usually came by at least once a month, and it wouldn’t be long before they started to wonder why their only female employee was sick so often. But I knew what Sandy was thinking—he was thinking that I would dress up whenever we got the notice. He was hoping that my Molly character would be on call whenever she was needed. And as frightening as that thought was, it was the only solution I could think of as well. If we really were going to save all of those jobs, someone had to be the martyr, and I suppose that someone was me.

“We’ll get you an office, and tell everyone that you’re a new hire,” Sandy said.

But that wasn’t a well thought out idea. It would only work if the real me was fired, because otherwise people would start to wonder why Molly was in on some days and why Graham was in on other days. And I’m sure it wouldn’t be long before someone realized how similar Graham and Molly were in appearance. If I was going to get dolled up for work, everyone was going to have to be in on the plan, and if the whole office was in on it, then it would only be a matter of time before the bosses caught wind as well.

“We’ll figure that out,” Sandy said. “For now, let’s just worry about saving everyone’s job. It’s time to go. Lunch starts in ten minutes.” He stood up and walked over to the door. I was too afraid to stand up, but I knew it had to be done. All of this work couldn’t be for nothing.


CHAPTER VIII

When I saw all of the big bosses sitting at that table overlooking the water, my legs became still and my lungs suddenly became shallow. I tried to take a deep breath in. Sitting with the bosses was a man I recognized from the newspaper—a small picture of his face was always beside every article he published, and usually those articles ended up on the first few pages.

Sandy smiled big and went right towards the table, leaving me rigid on the other side of the small restaurant. “Mr. Gruber! It’s a pleasure to see you!” Sandy said. I took a step towards the table and then stopped again. I couldn’t tell if my heart was pounding ferociously or if it wasn’t pounding at all. I watched as Sandy shook every hand at the table. I took another step towards the table, but I still felt like I was ten miles away.

And then Sandy turned to me. “And this is my daughter, Molly,” he said, motioning towards me. I became lightheaded. I nearly passed out, but somehow I stayed on my feet. I walked towards the men and reached out my hand. I smiled and nodded and shook their hands, but I was too terrified to speak. I couldn’t remember how to do a female voice. I couldn’t remember any of the mannerisms we practiced. I couldn’t remember anything.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Molly,” said Mr. Gruber, the CEO of the company.

I tried to say something along the lines of ‘likewise’ but instead I just smiled and nodded.

“Your father speaks very fondly of you. And I hear that you managed to get hired through the nameless resume program. You know that was your father’s idea, right?”

I smiled and nodded again, and then I managed to force myself to speak. “So I’ve heard,” I said. And I waited for their expressions to change after hearing my voice. But they just kept smiling, as if nothing was wrong. And maybe nothing was wrong. Maybe my disguise really was working. I let out a sigh of relief and then I took a seat along with everyone else.

“You look lovely,” said Mr. Gruber.

“Thank you,” I said.

He turned to Sandy. “You’ve raised a fine woman, Sandy. You should be proud,” he said.

Sandy nodded his head. “I’m prouder and prouder every day,” he said. Then he looked at me and smiled. I was still shocked stiff—unable to believe how well the meeting was going so far. The journalist was already scribbling down notes. I noticed he had a camera with him. Did he plan on taking my photo? Would the whole office see my photo in the newspaper and wonder who the hell I was? Would any of them be able to tell that it was me—their co-worker?

I couldn’t worry about that now. I needed to focus on one thing at a time.

I was expecting an onslaught of tough questions. I was half-expecting to be tested and investigated, but the meeting never evolved beyond casual chitchat. They asked me how I was liking the job, how I found the interview process, and how I liked working under my father. And I answered every question as I would have if I wasn’t in a disguise. I liked my job, I thought the interview process was fine and fair, and I liked working under Sandy. He was easy-going and everyone in the office liked him. The big bosses were satisfied with my answers, so they moved onto asking questions about my personal life. “Do you have a boyfriend, Molly?” the COO asked.

“No,” I said. And then I noticed a drastic shift in attitudes. Suddenly, the men were smirking. Mr. Gruber’s cheeks became red, but he didn’t prod.

Though he did start ordering drinks. “Let’s celebrate,” he said. He had a round of shots brought to the table. I’d already been sipping on a martini that Sandy ordered for me. So fifteen minutes later, when Mr. Gruber ordered the second round of shots, I was starting to feel a bit tipsy. But I had to keep my head on straight. I couldn’t let myself slip. When the third round of shots came, I tossed mine over my shoulder when everyone else was busy downing theirs. No one noticed. I couldn’t get any drunker. I’d never been great at holding my liquor. I was a lightweight.

We stuck around after we ate. It was a whole hour later when Mr. Gruber suggested we order more food. He ordered four different appetizers for everyone to share. The journalist was still scribbling down notes, but I had no idea what he was writing about. Mr. Gruber started going off about how I had such a bright future. “Your dad, too,” he said, and then I watched as Sandy’s face beamed with pride.

Mr. Gruber threw his arm over my shoulders. “Employees like you are one in a million,” he said. “And I can’t help but wonder—would we get more women like you if we got rid of the nameless resumes?” He was looking into my eyes. And it was hard to think an answer between his strong expensive cologne and the liquor that was swelling in my gut.

Sandy was looking at me with wide, nervous eyes.

“I would imagine you would get fewer,” I said.

Mr. Gruber’s eyes narrowed. “Why is that?” he asked.

“People should be hired based on merit,” I said. “Not based on the colour of their skin or their gender.”

Mr. Gruber nodded his head. “Maybe you’re right—the content of their character, right?” he said. “I’ve heard that argument before, though I’m surprised to hear it coming from the beautiful lips of a woman.”

My heart skipped a beat. He was holding me close to him, his warm breath tickling my neck, his cologne tickling my nostrils. “I’m also someone who was hired based on merit,” I said, smiling.

The appetizers came. He released me to indulge. “Maybe you’re right. Maybe you’re right. After lunch, why don’t you come and see me up in my office. We’ll chat about things,” he said. Sandy still looked nervous—though I don’t think he was as nervous about our plan as he was about me.


CHAPTER IX

There I stood in the CEO’s office on the top floor of the building. I’d never been up to his office before—he had half of the floor all to himself. Sandy went back to work for the day and the journalist went back to his office so he could write up his article—only I was invited up.

Mr. Gruber poured himself another drink. I’d lost count of how much booze he’d consumed—but it was a lot. Maybe seven or eight drinks, and it was only 3:00 PM. He offered me a drink, but I was still tipsy from the two shots and the martini I’d had at lunch. “I just want to make sure you’re relaxed. You seem a bit tense,” he said.

And I was tense. How could I not be? I was dressed up like a girl in the CEO’s office. He was a multi-millionaire—maybe even a billionaire. He was a man who got whatever he wanted in life, and now I was fairly certain that he wanted me. “Take a seat,” he insisted.

I sat on his large leather couch. “I had that couch imported from Italy,” he said. “Isn’t it soft?” He took a seat next to me and threw his arm over my shoulders, as if to continue where we left off in the restaurant—but now we were alone. I didn’t have Sandy to save me. And even if I screamed at the top of my lungs, there was no one around to hear me. “I like your father,” he said.

I smiled and nodded, not sure how he was expecting me to answer.

“Your father has made me very rich,” he said. “But he’s also made quite the controversy out of my company. And I’m not sure the best way to tell you this, but I’m thinking we have to let him go. We need to part ways with all of this controversy. And if you think that the nameless resume program should stay, then I agree. But something needs to change. Now let me ask you: what do you think of taking your father’s job?” He was staring into my eyes with a big smile.

“I don’t think anyone can replace my father,” I said.

“Don’t you?”

“I think letting my father go would be a very big mistake,” I said.

“So what do you suggest?” he asked. His fingers were now playing gently with my hair. I had a few bobby pins holding my wig to my head, but one little tug would still be enough to take the whole wig off.

I took a deep breath. “Change nothing and let the controversy die down on its own. We should just focus on sales. I think public image is overrated. Sales haven’t changed at all since the protests started—that’s not our key demographic. So I think we should just ignore it,” I said.

He laughed. “You’re cute,” he said.

I forced a smile. He was closer to me now than ever before. “You really think we should change nothing?” he asked.

“That’s what I think,” I said.

“Convince me,” he said. And he was looking right into my eyes, his face just inches away. I knew what he wanted: he wanted me; he wanted my body. But I didn’t have the hole he was looking for. But I had to do something—I had to save Sandy’s job. Sandy was the one who orchestrated this whole scheme in order to save the jobs of over one hundred employees. Sandy hadn’t done anything wrong. So Sandy didn’t deserve to be thrown under the bus—even though he almost certainly would have volunteered himself to be the martyr if he could have.

So I kissed Mr. Gruber. I kissed that multi-billionaire right on the lips. I felt his stubble rubbing against my upper lip and my chin. He held me tightly and kissed back with an intensity that I wasn’t expecting. And he didn’t let me go. He didn’t want that kiss to end and I was committed to seeing it through. I even let him explore my body with his hands. I kept my leg crossed, so he couldn’t explore areas that I didn’t want him to explore—but I did let him squeeze my tits. They were impressively realistic, after all. But he was more interested in my ass and my legs—parts of my body that were actually parts of my body, unlike my chest.

He squeezed hard, but it actually felt kind of nice. It was strangely satisfying to know that my feminine guise was so convincing that a multi-millionaire wanted to kiss me and grope me and sleep with me. I played along. I put my hands on his sides and caressed his body. He had a surprisingly muscular build. He had no objections to me pulling off his dress shirt to reveal his naked torso. Though I stopped him from trying to pull down my dress. “What’s wrong?” he asked as I held my dress on.

He couldn’t see the false breastplate I was wearing—and he certainly couldn’t see the bulge that was being tediously hidden by my panties. I forced a smile. I had to think of something. If I was going to save Sandy’s job, I was going to have to go further than a bit of kissing. I could tell that Mr. Gruber was looking for a lot more. So I bit my tongue. “Just lay back,” I said, and he slowly followed my command, laying back on the Italian leather sofa.

I found myself unbuckling his belt. I pulled it away. What was I doing? Was I going to suck his cock? I gently tugged down his dress pants, revealing his white underwear. He was already erect: his cock pushing firmly against the soft cotton. He was big—I could tell before I even had his cock out in the open. As I reached for the waistband of his undies, I noticed my hands were trembling. “Don’t be scared,” he said with a big grin.

But I was scared. I was terrified. I tried to remember why I was doing this. For Sandy—I was doing it for Sandy. And I was doing it for everyone else in the office. I just had to get him off and be done with it.

I’d always fantasized about getting a man off—it was a fantasy that I’d always repressed and denied. But now I couldn’t deny it—now that there was a throbbing erection towering before me. Ever since I was in high school and people called me ‘Sissy Boy’ and ‘Girly Boy’, I’d had questionably bisexual thoughts in the back of my mind. What if I was a girly boy? What if I would be better off as a woman? But if I was a woman, could I be with a man? Well, after many years, I was now finding out.

I slipped my fingers around his throbbing girth. He let out a long sigh of relief as I began to pull back his foreskin. His cock was impressive. But could I get it off? I had to bite my tongue hard to fight back the smile that wanted to be on my face. I couldn’t let myself smile. I couldn’t surrender to urges I’d spent years fighting away. I liked girls. I loved girls. I loved girls so much that I wanted to be a girl!


CHAPTER X

Maybe I was bisexual. I wasn’t gay—I really did love the thought of a beautiful, naked woman. And I loved the thought of a beautiful, naked woman sitting on my face so I could eat out her dripping wet pussy. But I was also filled with excitement as I stroked Mr. Gruber’s pulsing dick. So I suppose I was bisexual. Though does the label really matter?

“That feels good,” he groaned, so I kept stroking. But I knew he wouldn’t be satisfied with a wank. I knew that I wouldn’t be satisfied with just stroking his cock. This was possibly the only time I would ever get to be a woman in my life, and it was probably the only time I would ever get to be with a man. And how could I pass up my only opportunity to suck a cock?

So I bent forward. My whole body was trembling. I opened my lips and closed my eyes and let his thick member slide into my mouth. I sucked. His fingers slipped into my hair and he gently massaged my scalp. It felt nice, but I was terrified my wig would come off.

The feeling of his cock sliding on my tongue was strangely satisfying, as if it fit perfectly. I closed my lips tight around his girth and listened to him moaning with elation. I was making his day.

I hated how much fun I was having, but I couldn’t deny it anymore. I was enjoying myself. I loved hearing him moaning, and I loved knowing that I was the one making him moan. I just had to admit it to myself: I liked being a girl. I’d always wanted to be a girl and I’d struggled my whole life trying to deny that fact. But there was no denying it anymore. I wanted to be a girl.

I was so happy when Sandy told me that he wanted me to get dolled up and pretend to be his daughter. Sure, I was terrified that I wouldn’t pass, but I was excited for the opportunity. And once I saw myself in a dress, I knew my life was about to change. I’d always told myself that I couldn’t be a girl because I would always just look and sound like a transvestite. But that wasn’t the case. I really did make a convincing girl, and I really was happy.

Mr. Gruber held my head down firmly into his crotch and he started to thrust himself upwards. The tip of his member pushed down my throat, making me gag slightly. But I kept my composure. I massaged his balls with the hand that I wasn’t using to hold myself up.

The blowjob might have been enough for Mr. Gruber, but it wasn’t enough for me. I needed more—even if that meant risking my identity. I pulled myself up and I turned around so my back was facing him. I reached down and pulled my panties aside, exposing my butthole, and then I started to lower myself onto his rod. He sunk in without much effort. I did my best not to clench—which is surprisingly easy when you really want to have a cock in your ass.

I sunk down low until he was deep in my body and then I started bouncing like a horny bunny rabbit. I could feel every inch of his throbbing member. I loved it. I loved it when his bulbous tip was teasing the rim of my hole, and I loved it when that same tip was up near my sternum.

I came down as hard and fast as I could. I just couldn’t be satisfied. I needed more of his cock. I needed more of him inside of me. I needed it harder and I needed it faster. He was rubbing against my sweet spot, making my legs tremble. But I kept bouncing. I was running out of energy but I refused to stop.

“Oh God,” he groaned, and then I felt his cock emptying inside of me.

It felt great. My trembling turned into full-blown shaking. I started moaning. I don’t know if my moaning sounded feminine at all—but in that moment I didn’t care. My panties started filling with a warm wetness. I was coming. My flaccid cock was oozing hot white cum. “Fuck,” I moaned.

I stood up and quickly fixed my panties. I’m not sure he even realized that he was in my asshole. “Fuck, you have a tight pussy, darling,” he said. In his defense, he was drunk.

I left his office with a big smile on my face—a smile that I couldn’t seem to shake, even when I walked through my floor, towards Sandy’s office. He was nervously sitting at his desk. He jumped up with he saw me. Mr. Gruber’s cum was still oozing out of my asshole. “Well? How did it go?” he asked frantically.

“It went amazingly,” I said. I could feel the gazes of my co-workers on my back, wondering who I was and I was in the office. “I think we’re all going to keep our jobs,” I said. I didn’t tell him that Mr. Gruber had considered replacing him. I knew that topic of conversation wouldn’t come up again, as long as Mr. Gruber remembered what I’d done for him. “Though he did insist that I should get a raise,” I said with a big smile.

“That’s the least I can do,” he said, unable to hide his own smile.

I woke up early the next morning to get my makeup done. I was going to try going to work as Molly. I didn’t plan on telling my co-workers who I was. I would let my co-workers figure that out on their own. Half of them had already ogled me the day before, so they couldn’t mock me too much without mocking themselves as well. And who cares if they do mock me? Why was my happiness any of their business? I’d saved half of their jobs, after all.

THE END


PLEASE BE GENTLE

Cory needs money. So when he sees an ad offering $400 to male models with no experience needed, he doesn’t hesitate—until he finds out they want him to dress up like a girl for a special fetish website. But he needs the money, so how can he say no?

The question is: will he be able to say no when they offer him more money to do more than just wear women’s clothing?


CHAPTER I

Growing up, my mother always told me: you don’t need money to be happy. But it was easy for her to say: she had plenty of money.

She was born to rich parents and then she married my father when she was still living at home. My father was already running a successful business when they met. My mother had no idea what it was like not to have money. Though I was starting to think that she just told me that you don’t need money to be happy so that I wouldn’t ask her for any of her money.

Now, my parents lived in Florida in a little beach house with all of their comfortable savings in a comfortable little bank account. “You should visit sometime,” they always told me, but I didn’t have the money for a plane ticket, and they weren’t about to offer to fly me out.

My parents didn’t understand why I wasn’t loaded at the age of twenty-five. When they were my age, they already owned homes and made decent salaries. They rolled their eyes when I told them that things were different now. “Your generation is just lazy,” my father would say to me. But I never really understood how a whole generation of people could be lazy. I didn’t know anyone my age with their own home and a decent salary. It didn’t help that my parents’ generation was still working, even though they all had more than enough money to retire. I applied for a job at a graphic design firm—I have a degree in graphic design—but I was told they weren’t hiring. When I was there to drop off my resume, I took a good look around the office. There wasn’t a face younger than sixty in the room.

Why can’t I find a good job? Because you’re still working it! That’s why.

I tried my best not to complain and throw blame around. It’s not like there weren’t successful twenty-five year olds out there—there were plenty, even though I didn’t know any personally. And if one person can be successful, then anyone can be successful. It’s just a matter of solving the intricate capitalism puzzle. I was still waiting to connect the first two pieces.

I was working a job as a pizza delivery boy—though I’m not sure why. I spent almost as much as I made each night on gas. And then the government took most of the rest, hardly leaving me with enough money to pay for dinner. I was eating a lot of mediocre pizza, because my boss would let me take home the screwed up orders. Most people get good benefits like health insurance and massage vouchers. I got cold pizza.

I was always on the verge of quitting, but my boss always convinced me to stick around. “You know you can make a career here. There are always opportunities for growth,” he would say to me. The thought of making a career at a pizza shop made my heart tremble in fear. But he was wrong—there were no opportunities for growth. Everyone in management was my parents’ age and none of them planned on retiring any time soon. And as long as they were working, there were no positions to move up into.

Yet I stuck around and I continued delivering pizzas for next to nothing. Some nights I would work double shifts: more than ten hours of driving pizzas around town, just so I could make enough for rent. Usually I had to sell my personal things on eBay to make enough for rent, but I was starting to run out of things to sell. I sometimes considered selling my mattress—it was a nice mattress, and I didn’t mind sleeping on the floor.

I wasn’t happy, and it was all because I had no money. If I’d had just a little bit of money—enough for rent and dinner and maybe a movie ticket or two each month—then I would start to consider being happy. I just couldn’t understand how a person could be happy with no money. My mother was wrong and delusional. U would get angry thinking about her telling me I didn’t need money. She’d never worked a job in her life. She moved from a rich father to a rich husband, so who was she to talk?

“Have you thought about taking a second job?” my dad asked one evening, after he asked me why I never visited my mom and him in Florida.

“A second job where?” I asked.

“Anywhere,” he said. “When I was eighteen, I worked a job selling paper while I started my company.”

“Where do I go to get a job selling paper?” I asked.

“Horatio Paper Company,” he said. “That’s where I worked.” So the next morning I looked into it. I called the Horatio Paper Company and they told me that they required a degree in business and at least four years of sales experience. I’m betting those requirements weren’t around when my dad got a job there…

So I called my dad and told him about the new requirements. “When I was sixteen, I had a job landscaping,” he said. “At Greater Gardens Landscaping. Maybe they’re hiring.” I called up Greater Gardens Landscaping. They required all of their applicants to have at least four years of experience or a landscaping degree. I didn’t even know that a landscaping degree was a thing.

“You’re just not trying hard enough,” my dad told me. “You need to make it work.”

“Make what work?”

“Make it work,” he said, as if he’d made it any clearer. So I looked around for new jobs. I dropped off applications at just about every shop in town. I even started looking into getting a second degree—or even just a certificate from a technical school. But I didn’t have money for tuition. I was stuck until I could find a half-decent job where I could save at least a tiny chunk of money.

I wondered how much I really could get for my mattress. Enough for a certificate at a technical school? Probably not. I went onto a classifieds website to see what other people were getting for their used mattresses, and that’s when I saw the ad that would change my life forever.


CHAPTER II

The ad was simple: “Male subject needed for photo shoot. $400. E-mail for more details. Please include photo of yourself.” The ad had been viewed hundreds of times, so I figured I was too late to cash in. But I knew that I had to try. I wanted that money so badly. It took me weeks, and sometimes months, to make $400, after expenses. So I sent an e-mail with my picture, asking for more details.

I wasn’t expecting to hear back from the ad poster, but it wasn’t even an hour later when my phone buzzed. My heart skipped a beat when I saw that the e-mail was from the photographer. Maybe there was a chance after all. Maybe I wasn’t doomed to be poor forever. I opened the e-mail.

“You have the look we’re looking for,” it read. “Are you comfortable dressing up as a woman? The photos will be posted on a public fetish website, but you won’t be recognizable. Let us know if you’re still interested.” My heart stuttered and plunged down into my gut. I wasn’t interested—not even a little bit interested. Dress up like a girl and have my photos posted on some creepy fetish website? No thank you. Four hundred dollars is a lot of money, but it’s not worth utter humiliation.

I didn’t reply to the e-mail and I went on with my day. I spent the next two hours scrolling through that classified website. I sent e-mails to almost every single post looking for workers. I was even replying to ads looking for temporary labourers, paying below minimum wage. “Need someone to help me dig a ditch in my backyard. Should only take four hours. 20$.” At least the poster replied to my e-mail, unlike other posters. “Sorry, the position was already taken,” he said, but the ad had only been up for a few hours.

There really was no work in town. I couldn’t wrap my head around how people managed to succeed in life anymore. It seemed like a losing game—impossible to even get your foot in the door.

There were a few ads that didn’t have thousands of views looking for carpenters, but I didn’t know anything about carpentry. I looked into the local trade school. I could take their carpentry course for four thousand bucks—if I’d had four thousand bucks. But it would take me many years to save up that kind of coin.

I scrolled past another ad from that same photographer, offering $400 for a male model. The ad didn’t say anything about putting on girls’ clothing or ending up on a fetish website. It simply said: e-mail for more details. I kept scrolling and eventually came by that ad again. The photographer was posting it every few days, and each posting had hundreds of views. I couldn’t help but wonder if people were actually doing it. How desperate could someone actually be?

Though he or she did say that the model wouldn’t be recognizable—so would it really be so bad? It’s not like any of my friends would stumble upon the pictures and recognize me, right? And even if they did, they would never be able to say anything without admitting that they were surfing around some creepy fetish website.

So I e-mailed the photographer back, just out of curiosity. “What kind of photos are you looking to get? And where is this website?” I asked. And an hour later, my phone buzzed.

“No nudity. Here is the website…” He provided me with a link. I clicked the link with hesitation. It was a strange website filled with photos of young men dressed like girls. They were all dolled up with makeup, all wearing skirts and dresses and stockings and panties. They all looked shy and borderline terrified. But they all had four hundred dollars more than me, so who was I to criticize them? Some of the photos were just of them standing and facing the camera nervously. In other photos, they were striking lewd poses—sometimes bending over to show their bums, sometimes reaching their hands down their bulging panties.

A nervous nausea crept into my gut and I clicked away from the website. I couldn’t allow myself to end up on that website. I couldn’t sink to that embarrassing level. I needed money, but I didn’t need it that badly… Or did I?

The money would have been nice. I could pay my rent with it—and buy some groceries that aren’t just rice and beans. Or I could sock it away and save it up for that carpentry course. Maybe the photographer would let me come back and do it again. Besides, how embarrassing can it really be? Girls clothes are just clothes, are they not? It’s just draping fabric over my body and putting a little bit of makeup on my face…

“How long would you need me for?” I e-mailed the photographer back.

“One hour to get you ready, one hour to shoot you out. Come to our studio on Saturday at 8:00 AM.” He included the address in his e-mail. My heart stuttered again. He thought that I was agreeing to his terms. But I wasn’t agreeing—I was just asking out of curiosity. I wasn’t asking because I wanted to do it. And now I had to e-mail him back to tell him that I wouldn’t be at his studio. But I held off on messaging him back.

I wanted to consider the possibility. It would only take two hours, and I had Saturday morning off. I would be home before noon with four hundred bucks in my pocket. That wouldn’t be so bad…

I found myself on that website again, looking through the photos. The guys actually looked like chicks. Had I not known any better, I would have thought that I was looking through pictures of shy girls. Though a few of them were obvious—particularly the ones with broad shoulders, or the ones who were photographed lifting up their skirts and showing off their snake-shaped bulges. Was I really thinking of becoming one of them?


CHAPTER III

I never e-mailed that photographer back. I was too afraid to e-mail him back.

But I did find myself standing outside of that studio at 8:00 AM that Saturday morning. It was on the other side of town. I’d taken my bike because I couldn’t justify wasting the gas, in case I chickened out at the last minute. I was strongly considering turning around and starting my hour-long bike ride back home now.

The studio was one of many warehouses in the warehouse district. It looked no different than any of the others. It didn’t have a sign on it—just the number that was given to me in an e-mail. There was a black SUV parked next to it, which I assumed belonged to the photographer. There were no other vehicles in sight. So I assumed it would be a fairly private affair—maybe even just the photographer and me. Therefore I would only be embarrassing myself in front of one person, who didn’t even know me. But still, I was too afraid to walk up to that front door.

There were a few dark windows on the side of the warehouse, and I couldn’t help but wonder if he was watching me through one of them, waiting to see what I did. He was probably confused as to why I was just standing there, staring at the building from the sidewalk. Or maybe he saw it all the time—maybe all of his models had the same apprehension. I wondered how many models showed up outside of that warehouse, stood there for a few minutes, and then turned around to leave. Would I be the first? Or had there been many chickens before me?

But I couldn’t bring myself to turn around. I thought about that four hundred dollars and then I bit down on my tongue. “Two hours,” I reminded myself. It would be embarrassing, but once it was over, I would never have to think about it again. I didn’t have to go onto that website to see the photos of me—hell, maybe I would even block the website on my router, so that I wouldn’t even be tempted to look.

I leaned my bike up against the warehouse wall and I walked up to the front door. I looked at the doorbell and I took a deep breath. “Here goes nothing,” I said. I rang the bell.

The morning was quiet. I couldn’t remember the last time I was out that early on a weekend morning. Most of the city was still asleep and the warehouse district was desolate. Even the distant highway was completely silent. I rang the bell again. There was no answer. I couldn’t help but wonder if I was being pranked. I stood there for another ten seconds or so, and then I started towards my bike. And then the door opened. I jumped and spun around.

“Are you the model?” a man with a beard and beady eyes asked.

I was slow to answer. The thought of saying ‘yes’ was horribly embarrassing, but I knew he already knew. So I bit the edge of my tongue and nodded my head.

“Come on in. Let’s get you through makeup,” he said. At least he wasn’t laughing at me. He wasn’t eyeing me up or rolling his eyes. He seemed like he’d been through this many, many times. He’d probably seen the same apprehension more times than he cared to count. He probably just wanted to get me through the process so he could go home and forget that he made a living taking pictures of young men in drag.

The warehouse was mostly empty, save for a lit-up mobile makeup counter and a long rack of clothing. The man led me right to that makeup counter and told me to take a seat. One of the many bulbs was burnt out. “And take off your shirt and pants,” he said. “You can leave your boxers on for now.” He walked away, his footsteps echoing in the large, empty space. He walked over to a table on the other side of the big room and he started setting up his camera equipment.

I got undressed and took a seat at the makeup counter. I tried to swallow the thick lump that had formed in my throat, but it wouldn’t go down. It was warm in that warehouse—too warm. I was starting to sweat. I tried to act cool, like I really didn’t care that they were going to take embarrassing pictures of me in women’s clothing.

Echoing footsteps loudened behind me. Instead of looking back, I looked up into the mirror. There was a woman walking towards me. She had long blonde hair tied into a tight ponytail. Around her waist was a black makeup kit with clear plastic pockets. I sat up straight and tried again to swallow that lump in my throat. But it still wouldn’t go down.

She stepped up behind me and stared at me in the mirror without saying anything. She tilted her head slightly to one side and then she tilted her head slightly to the other side. Then she ran her fingers through my hair. I remained silent. She could probably hear my heart pounding against my ribcage. I took a deep breath and tried to say ‘hello’, but the word wouldn’t come out. So I just remained silent.

She walked away and I was alone again for another couple of minutes. When she returned with a wig. It was dyed a purple colour with gold highlights. It was a short bob with bangs. She wriggled it onto my head, plumped it up with her fingers, and then she stepped back and tilted her head to one side before tilting it to the other. Then she nodded her head.

She spun my chair around, which I didn’t know was possible. She pushed on my forehead and then ran her fingers over my eyelids, so that I would close my eyes. So I closed my eyes and leaned my head back. She still hadn’t said a word, and neither had I. I sat there with my eyes closed as she brushed my face and rubbed different products into my skin. I didn’t open my eyes. I just tried to count the seconds until this horrible morning was over with.

She worked quickly, wiping my face with different brushes, poking my eyes with different pencils. She worked away for half an hour, though it felt like many hours. And then she pulled another chair up and lifted my legs onto the chair. She let out a long sigh and then she yelled something in Russian to the photographer—at least I think it was Russian. It could have been Ukrainian or Polish or even Czech for all I knew. The photographer yelled something back, and then the makeup artist sighed again.

I opened my eyes a crack to see what was happening. The makeup artist was now holding a razor. Without asking, she started to shave my legs. A bout of nausea filled my gut. How was I going to explain my shaved legs to my friends? It was the beginning of July and my leg hair wouldn’t be back until at least September—that was the whole summer. And I planned on wearing shorts and going to the beach whenever I had free time (going to the beach was one of the only free activities to do in my town). But I couldn’t protest. I’d already come this far, and I suppose I would look more convincing with smooth legs. So I let her continue. She shaved my legs quickly with impressive precision. Those weren’t the first set of legs she’d shaved before.

She yelled something back to the photographer. He replied. I had no idea what they were talking about, but I wasn’t about to ask. I watched as the makeup artist walked over to that rack of clothing and picked out a little black outfit. It looked tiny and tight. She walked it over to me and handed it to me. “Go ahead and get changed,” she said. It was a tiny black bodysuit with the tiniest piece of fabric to cover my crotch. She was also holding a strapless bra with foam inserts. It looked well used—probably by every guy who came through the studio looking for four hundred bucks.


CHAPTER IV

I held the black bodysuit for a moment while a cold sweat formed on the back of my neck. She went ahead and wrapped the bra around my chest, connecting it at my back. It was tight and slightly uncomfortable, but it was the least of my concerns. There was a photographer with a large camera waiting so he could take pictures of me posing like a sissy, so he could throw my photos up on a horribly embarrassing public website. But I needed the money badly.

“Go ahead and change. We have another model coming in an hour,” she said to me with a thick Slavic accent.

I looked around for a change room, but there wasn’t any room but the giant open warehouse space. I had to take off my boxers because they wouldn’t fit in the bodysuit, but the woman wouldn’t look away from me—even the bearded photographer was staring at me and losing his patience. So I slipped out from my boxers and I quickly jumped into the bodysuit. My cock was out for just a few seconds, but it was enough to leave me horribly embarrassed. While I was trying to wriggle into the tight black bodysuit, I saw myself in the lit-up makeup mirror.

I paused. I didn’t recognize myself. I actually looked like a chick. The makeup artist had worked some sort of magic. I wanted to walk up to that mirror to take a closer look at myself, but I didn’t want to waste any more of the couple’s time. So I pulled my gaze away from the mirror and I continued wriggling into that bodysuit. It was tight, but it fit. My cock and balls kept teasing the edge of that tiny strip of fabric; I had to reach down constantly to reposition them. The bulge was obvious but I suppose that’s what they wanted. It was for a sissy fetish website, after all.

I’d never felt more exposed in my life. In college, during a party, I was dared to take off all of my clothes and run around the block. I did it, and when I got back to the party, they’d locked all of the doors. I was stuck outside, naked and near a busy road, for almost forty minutes before they got bored and let me in. Even then, I didn’t feel nearly as vulnerable and exposed as I felt now.

The makeup artist was gone—probably out having a smoke—so it was just the photographer and I in that large space. He directed me, but he didn’t say much. “Stand there and hold that position,” he would say, and then he would snap a few shots. “Okay, now put your hands in your hair,” he would say with an incredibly monotonous voice. I would put my hands in my hair and he would take a few more shots. I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to do with my face; did he want me to smile? Did he want me to look sexy? How does one even look sexy?

He snapped a few photos while I was reaching down to make sure my cock was still in my bodysuit. He told me to turn around. My face became red when I realized my entire ass was out and he was getting it on camera. I tried to pull down the body suit to cover more, and I tried to pull the thin fabric out from my butt crack—he got it all on film.

“Get on all fours,” he said.

I thought I would become more comfortable as time went on, but I was becoming less comfortable. I felt so stupid posing for him. I had no idea if he was getting what he wanted, or if he was just getting unflattering pictures of me looking nervous. I tried to force a smile when I could—he didn’t tell me not to. And I tried my best to do a ‘sexy’ face when I could, and he never mentioned whether it was good or bad. Maybe he was more focused on making sure the focus and exposure were correct, as well as the composition.

He told me to lie on my back. He asked me to spread my legs. When I spread my legs, I felt the fabric of the bodysuit stretching, and then I felt a cool breeze tickling my cock. I looked down. My member had slipped out. I quickly reached down and fished it back in as my cheeks burned red hot—but it was too late. He’d already snapped a few photos. I wanted to beg him to delete the photos, but I couldn’t will myself to muster up any words.

It was particularly embarrassing because I was half-erect. There was something about the softness of the bodysuit’s fabric, and something about my smooth legs—I don’t know what exactly, but I was starting to feel aroused. He was having me strike sexy poses, constantly crossing and spreading my legs. And I’ve heard that it’s normal for men to become erect in high-stress situations. There was a guy in my social studies class in high school who got a boner during a class presentation—everyone laughed at him for days, until it happened to another guy… So it wasn’t out of the ordinary, right?

He ran me through a few more poses, and then he said, “Okay, we’re done. Thanks for coming. Marina will get you your money on your way out.” He went back to his table to organize his equipment and clean his lenses and offload his cards. And I went back to the makeup counter to get changed. I placed the wig down on the counter with the bodysuit. I looked around for a sink or something to clean off my face, but there was nothing—not even a box of makeup wipes. But I was still too afraid to open my mouth and speak. So I left the warehouse, got my wad of cash from Marina, and I rode my bike to the nearest public bathroom where I was able to clean my face. The streets were still mostly desolate, so nobody saw me.


CHAPTER V

It was five full days later when I caved to the temptation to look for my pictures on that website. I’d told myself that I would do it—that I would stay far away from that website forever, and hopefully my memory of that embarrassing day would flutter away into nothingness. But the urge to seek out those photos only became stronger and stronger. I needed to know how ridiculous I looked. And I needed to make sure that I really wasn’t recognizable. Because as the days went by, I started to question whether I really was unrecognizable in that disguise, or if I was remembering incorrectly.

There were lots of new photos on that website. I recognized the warehouse in the background of many of the photo sets. I had to scroll through five pages before I found the photos of me. And I actually passed them once before realizing they were the shots of me. And I was relieved when I looked closely and remembered the black bodysuit and the purple wig. And then I looked through my photo set. There were ten different shots that ended up on the fetish website—and they actually weren’t so bad.

There were a couple where my maleness was obvious: my shoulders looked broad and my Adam’s apple was apparent. But there were a few shots that were surprisingly convincing. The one shot of me on all fours was the best of the lot. I actually did have that sexy look on my face—the one you see on naughty magazine covers. I caught myself smiling as I looked through the shots.

But I wasn’t smiling because I liked the way I looked, or because I had fond memories of the photo shoot. I was smiling because I’d confirmed that I was in fact unrecognizable, and that was the only thing that mattered. Though before I clicked away from the website, I noticed a number under each of my photos. Each photo had a different number, which I thought was just an identification number until I realized it was how many people had ‘liked’ my photos. The one of me on all fours had been liked over 15,000 times. I scrolled down and learned that it had been downloaded over 1,000 times. I caught myself smiling again for a moment before a cold buzzing crept up my spine. This meant that over 1,000 people had my dirty pictures on their home computers.

The photo of me holding my cock, just before slipping it back into my bodysuit, had 28,000 likes and 4,000 downloads. I suddenly felt sick. Tens of thousands of people were looking at pictures of my exposed and half-erect cock. It was a damn good thing that I was unrecognizable in those photos.

But I still thought it was worth the $400. I used half of that money to help with rent and I’d put aside the other half as a measly savings. It wasn’t much but it was a start.

Curiously, I clicked on a photo set from another shy model on the fetish website, to see how many views and downloads their pictures were getting. He didn’t have nearly as many as me, but I noticed a button under his pictures that wasn’t under mine. ‘See more photos of this model,’ it said. So I clicked the button.

He’d done more photo shoots in that same warehouse: three in total—different poses and different outfits each time. In one set of photos, he ended up stripping naked. In another, he was photographed masturbating. There was even a shot taken just as cum began to shoot from his cock. I looked away from the photo quickly, uninterested in seeing another man’s coming penis. And then I noticed another button: ‘See videos of this model.” So I clicked on that and found myself staring at a thumbnail of the model on all fours with a well-endowed man standing behind him, holding his erect cock in his hand, about to penetrate the model’s asshole.

I felt my face turn white. They were in that same warehouse. I hesitantly clicked on the video. It was only a few minutes long—with no cuts or edits. The model slowly lowered himself onto all fours and trembled slightly while a naked man walked up behind him. The man sunk to his knees and held up his already-erect cock. He stroked it a few times before pressing it up to the model’s asshole. The model became noticeably tense, closing his eyes tight. I had to admit that he looked pretty cute in the blonde wig and the black lingerie they’d picked out for him.

The man sunk his cock deep into the model’s ass and then started thrusting. The cameraman moved in and got a few different angles without cutting. It only took three minutes before the well-endowed man was groaning. He pulled his cock out and came all over the model’s back. And that’s when I clicked off of the video. I’d seen enough.

I closed the website and gave my heart a few minutes to relax. I tried to forget what I’d seen. I had my $400 and I was satisfied. I accidently showed my cock in one shot, but otherwise the photos were more-or-less reasonable. At least there wasn’t a video of me taking it in the ass.

I started getting ready for bed when my phone buzzed. It was an e-mail from the photographer. “Are you interested in doing another photo shoot? $600. We want something a little bit more racy. You won’t be recognizable. Let us know if you’re interested.”

My heart began racing. What exactly did he mean by ‘a little bit more racy’? I thought about it for a long while, unable to sleep. Would it matter how racy it was if I wasn’t recognizable? I mean—I’d already showed my cock in the first set of photos. How much worse could it get? I could use an extra $600…

It was around 1:00 AM when I finally e-mailed the photographer back. “Just me in the photos, right?” I asked. I still didn’t know what he meant by ‘racy’. What if he wanted me to do what the other model did, on all fours with an open butthole?

He replied at 2:00 AM. “Just you. Be here at 8:00 AM on Saturday.” I didn’t get much sleep that night, or the next night before the photo shoot. One moment I would be fantasizing about having a spare six-hundred bucks, and the next moment, I would be agonizing over the thought of having another set of photos on a website, being viewed by thousands of people.

But I needed the money, so I found myself once again standing outside of that nondescript warehouse on that early Saturday morning.


CHAPTER VI

The day started just like the previous Saturday morning. It took a few minutes before they answered the door to let me in. I’d already shaved my legs the day before, so I spent less time in that makeup chair. I closed my eyes while they dolled me up. Marina even put the same purple wig on my head after staring at me for a minute trying to decide.

Instead of a bodysuit, they had me squish into some lacy black lingerie. The outfit was paired with a pair of black satin gloves and incredibly soft black stockings. There was a lace garter belt to hold the stockings up, which I thought looked especially cute.

I wasn’t quite as shy this time around, but it still took me nearly an hour before I had the nerve to say anything. “So what do you need me to do this time?”

“Just more pictures,” Marina said. “Lance will tell you the specifics.”

When I was finished with makeup, I took an extra minute to look at myself in the mirror. I looked closely, impressed by how drastically different she was able to make me look. I especially liked the way she’d done my lipstick, making my lips look fuller and perkier.

I joined Lance on the other side of the warehouse for the photo shoot. It started out the same as the week before—he didn’t say much so I just did whatever pose came to mind. And then he slowly started directing me to put my hands in my hair or on my hips. I smiled more—because people on the website liked the photos where I was smiling more than they liked the ones where I looked like a deer in headlights. I also tried to do my sexy face as much as possible, but I still wasn’t sure if I was doing it right. Lance said nothing, as usual.

“Now take out your cock,” he said. “Just let it hang out the side of your outfit.”

My heart throbbed but I knew it was coming. He’d warned me, after all. So I closed my eyes, took a deep breath, and I reached down to fish my cock out from my lingerie. Once it was out, he started taking photos, even before my eyes were open.

“Can you get it harder?” he asked. “Maybe stroke it a little bit.”

So I reached down and began stroking my cock. “Don’t cover the whole thing. Just stroke the tip.” So I just stroked the tip. I felt incredibly awkward, especially once I could feel the blood flowing into my member. I was actually getting erect on camera, in front of a complete stranger. But I really wanted that money.

He had me strike many different poses with my cock out. And then he had me stroke my cock so it would get harder and harder. After twenty minutes of shooting, I was rock hard. But he kept asking me to stroke myself. “I don’t think it will get any harder,” I said.

“I know,” he said. “But the shots of you stroking are working.”

I felt my cheeks turn red. I wanted to give him what was working, but I was still terrified of stroking myself in front of a stranger, in a big empty warehouse. Marina was watching this time. She wasn’t standing outside having a smoke. She was doing her little head tilt thing. I tried not to look her in the eyes.

“With your free hand, I want you to squeeze your breast. Can you do that?” Lance asked. So I reached up and squeezed my breast while stroking my cock.

And that’s when I felt the tingling. I tried to will it away, but it only got stronger. “Keep stroking,” Lance said.

My face was dark red now. I needed to warn him, but I was terrified of admitting it aloud. But it just had to happen. “I’m sorry—I’m going to come.” I bit down on my tongue and my knees trembled under my weight. And I came. He snapped a series of quick photos while I unloaded all over his warehouse floor. “I’m so sorry,” I said. “I’ll clean it up.”

Marina said something in her Slavic language. Lance nodded. “Get down on your knees,” he said. “And lick it up.”

“Do what?” I said. My face went from crimson red to ghost white in a matter of seconds.

“It will be a good shot. Please?” he said.

He was staring at me, and so was Marina. They had dark expectation in their eyes, like I was letting them down just by hesitating. I didn’t want them to be mad at me. I didn’t want to waste their time. I wanted to give them what they wanted—and the floor seemed to be clean.

So I sunk down to my hands and knees and I looked down at my small pool of warm white cum. I closed my eyes and I bent down. I licked my own cum off of the warehouse floor. I heard his camera snapping away. I’d never been more humiliated in my life. It didn’t help that my cock was still out, and still fully erect. Hell, it was even more erect now than it was when I was ejaculating everywhere.

“Wipe it on your chest,” Lance said. So I wiped some of my cum off of the floor and I wiped it on my chest. I couldn’t look at him. I was too embarrassed. I was relieved when he said, “Good. That’s all we need. Thank you for your time.” I got my money and got out of that warehouse as quickly as I could. I couldn’t look either of them in the eyes after what they’d just watched me do. I couldn’t think of anything more humiliating than licking my own cum off of the floor.

I could still taste it—like bitter pancake batter lingering in my mouth. I wasn’t a fan. When I got to that closest public bathroom, I tried to wash out my mouth, but that taste lingered. “Never again,” I told myself. I reached into my pocket to make sure the six hundred dollars was still there. It was. And it was more money than I’d ever had in my pocket.

It wasn’t long before I started to wonder if it really was so bad. I mean—it’s not like anyone is going to see those photos and recognize me, right? It was one uncomfortable moment and I was a lot closer to being able to afford carpentry school.


CHAPTER VII

I had to admit: the photos were sexy. I only lasted two days before I found myself on that website looking at them. I recognized myself quickly this time, only because I remembered my outfit well, and I could spot that wig from a crowd. They never had any of their other models wear the same wig.

My photos had tons of likes and tons of downloads—already more than the previous set. I guess lewder photos are more popular, which makes sense. The photo of me coming and the photo of me licking my own cum were by far the most viewed and the most downloaded photos. They were viewed so many times that they appeared on the website’s front page, under the ‘trending’ column. I wasn’t sure whether to take it as a compliment, or to be worried that more people would see it. The more people who saw it, the better chance there was of me being recognized by a friend or, God forbid, a family member.

But I didn’t feel too afraid after looking closely at each photo. I hardly looked like myself. My eyes still looked like my eyes, but that was it—and surely no one would be looking as closely as me at those shots.

I noticed a comment under one of the photos. “Is there any way I can contact the model? Does she do commissions?” I had to create an account in order to reply. I also went ahead and created a new e-mail address with a fake name that wasn’t remotely similar to my own name: Kari King. It was only a few hours after I replied with the e-mail address that I got my first e-mail in my inbox. “Hello Kari. I’m a big fan of yours. I would be very interested in seeing photos of you in a bunny outfit—like the one they wear for Playboy. I would be willing to pay good money for ten to fifteen photos. Please let me know if this is a possibility.” My interest was piqued when he mentioned being able to pay good money. So I asked for more details.

He was willing to order me the costume as long as I could get the pictures done. I didn’t have any camera equipment, but I found a local place that did rentals. For one day, I could rent the camera, two lights and a backdrop for $100. The man was willing to pay for all of it, plus $600 for my time. So of course I did it. The bunny outfit came in the mail and the next day I rented all of the gear. I cleared out my living room to make a little studio space, and then I took a series of photos (after spending an hour learning to use the camera). I used a stack of books as a tripod.

The real challenge was getting my makeup done. I did my best to mimic Marina’s makeup style, but I wasn’t nearly as good as her. Though I didn’t look bad. It didn’t help that my makeup kit was only worth $200 from the local drug store, and Marina’s was probably worth a few grand—and it was all probably purchased from a professional makeup supply store. I ordered the wig on Amazon and it came within 36 hours. I’m pretty sure it was the same exact wig that Lance and Marina put me in every time.

My photos weren’t quite as good as Lance’s photos, but they weren’t bad. I was a lot more comfortable in my own home studio, and you could tell in the photos. As requested by my commissioner, I stroked my cock and came on a carrot before sticking that same carrot into my asshole. I felt completely ridiculous doing it, but at least I didn’t have a live audience like I did in Lance’s studio.

The man sent me the money that same night. I transferred it directly to my bank account and then I stared at my bank balance with glowing eyes for the next thirty minutes. I’d never had so much money before. I had the next few months of rent already covered, and I still had my pizza delivery job to make some side cash. Everything was going great.

And then I got an e-mail from Lance. “Would you consider doing a video for $1,500? It will be racier than the last shoot. Let me know if you’re interested.” And I immediately thought of the video I’d watched from the other model. My heart plunged into my gut.

I knew what Lance was asking of me and I knew that I was actually considering it. If I hadn’t been considering it, my skin wouldn’t have been crawling, a cold sweat wouldn’t have been forming on the back of my neck, and my heart wouldn’t have been pounding hard without any rhythm. They wanted me to be fucked on camera, and I was actually considering it.

I was terrified by how well I was able to justify it to myself, as if a part of me actually wanted to do it. A part of me certainly wanted that $1,500—but $1,500 isn’t enough. Or is it?

It wouldn’t be much different than the carrot—that’s what I told myself. I saw that one video. The model didn’t even look back. He just stared forward and waiting for the man to finish and then he probably collected his money and went home and applied for a carpentry course at the local trade school. The carrot didn’t hurt. In fact the carrot actually felt kind of nice when I pushed it down on the right spot. Maybe a cock would feel nice too—gay men seem to love them, right? I found myself standing in front of my bathroom mirror, staring into my eyes, trying to recognize the person I’d become.

The real me wouldn’t have considered such a proposition even if it were a matter of life or death.  Hell, I hardly even considered the initial photo shoot, which was just supposed to be a few photos of me standing in women’s clothing. And now, within the same month, I was considering making a sex tape—porn. I was honestly considering doing porn.

And worse than the trembling fear that was lingering in my spine and in my gut was the excitement that kept slipping onto my face. I watched myself smile when I thought about all of the likes and downloads I would get on that website. I could already imagine the comments: men drooling over how hot I was. I already couldn’t get enough of those comments, even though they should have been insulting. No man should enjoy hearing how good he looks as a woman. Maybe I’d lost my mind. Maybe I just needed to cancel my Internet connection, throw out my computer and my phone, and live simply. Hell, maybe I should have just gone to live with the Amish.

But I couldn’t stop thinking about that $1,500. That was enough for a deposit on that course. It was enough to make me happy—I was sure of it. And I couldn’t stop thinking about taking a large, thick cock from behind.

I had a sort of out-of-body experience when I sat down at my computer to reply to Lance’s e-mail. I watched my fingers as they typed out. “When would you need me?” My heart begged my fingers not to press the send button, but my fingers did not listen.


CHAPTER VIII

My memory leading up to the moment I was once again standing outside of that warehouse was mostly a blur. I didn’t sleep but I was hardly conscious as I paced my apartment nervously. I made sure my legs were shaved smooth and I even put on some makeup and practiced my mannerisms in the mirror. “It won’t be so bad,” I kept telling myself, until the moment I was walking up to that warehouse door. Now I was saying, “What the hell have I gotten myself into?”

I stopped at the door and reconsidered everything. I knew I could still turn back, but I could tell from my pounding heart and the cold sweat on the back of my neck that I wasn’t going to turn back. I was committed. I’d already entertained the idea of having an extra $1,500 in my pocket. I’d already told myself about all of the things I could do with that money.

Maybe I wouldn’t sign up for that carpentry course. Before I left the house for the video shoot, I got another e-mail in my new e-mail inbox: a man asking for a particular set of photos. He was willing to pay good money, or so he said. Maybe if I learned to market myself, maybe I could make a comfortable living doing commissioned photo shoots. Maybe I could use that $1,500 to buy some better makeup and a better wig. Maybe I could buy myself a camera and some studio lights. With each shoot, I could invest in better equipment so I could take better pictures, which I could use to market myself even better.

Regardless of what I wanted to do—first, I had to allow a stranger to fuck me on camera. I lifted up my hand to ring the doorbell. My hand was shaking. I had to take a deep breath. I rang the bell. Marina answered the door promptly. “You’re late,” she said, even though I was only two or three minutes late. She whisked me over to the makeup counter and I sat myself down. I closed my eyes and I let her do her thing. I opened my eyes whenever I could, so I could see what she was doing. I would have been taking notes had I brought a pad and a pen.

When she was fetching my wig, I looked around. I couldn’t see anyone but Marina and Lance. Maybe I was going to be lucky—maybe they just wanted a solo video. I felt a warm wave of relief for the first time in many hours, and I relaxed into my chair.

As always, Marina made me look beautiful. I looked closely at my face in the mirror and tried to understand her techniques. I even asked her what kind of eyeliner she used. She showed me and I did my best to remember.

She had me dress up in that familiar black bodysuit, with that same padded bra. I forgot how good I looked in that simple bodysuit. A part of me wanted to steal it, so I could wear it at home.

Lance had his camera all set up on a tripod. He was setting a second camera up on a handheld rig that looked like it was worth a lot of money. The lights were already set up. We weren’t working with a backdrop today. The grungy warehouse was the backdrop.

I walked towards that set. A cool tingle ran down my spine. There was a bottle of lubricant sitting on a chair next to the camera. Next to the lubricant was a roll of paper towel, as if Lance was expecting things to get messy.

“Are you ready?” he asked. It was the first time he ever asked. He usually just got right down to business.

“Yeah,” I said.

“The scene is simple. You’ll start with some kissing and then you just let him lead. Understand?”

I looked around but still couldn’t see anybody but Lance and Marina. My heart skipped a beat. I shrugged my shoulders. “Sure,” I said. And I told myself again: it won’t be so bad.

Lance told me where to stand and then he said, “Action.” I looked around. The red light was glowing on both of his cameras. I forced a smile as I looked into his lens. I looked around again, feeling more confused than ever, and then I looked back into that lens. “Hi everybody,” I said with a little wave. “I’m Kari King and today we’re going to have some fun.” I’m not sure what possessed me to introduce myself, but Lance gave me a thumbs up, so I guess it was okay. “I’m feeling awfully horny today. I can’t wait to get a little bit wet.” I winked at the camera, and then I heard the approaching footsteps. And all of my mustered up confidence fluttered away. My heart leapt up into my throat.

I looked back slowly and saw my date for the morning. He was tall and thick and bulging with muscles. His arms must have been thicker than my legs, and his neck was as thick as my waist. He was already stripped down to his black undies. He didn’t look nervous. He looked confident and intimidating. And I probably looked terrified and weak. My knees became weak but I somehow remained on my feet.

He stopped right in front of me, putting his hands on my sides. And without saying, he leaned forward and kissed me. I hesitated but I kissed back. I didn’t want to be rude and I certainly didn’t want Lance to call cut. The last thing I wanted was to have to reset, even though we hadn’t come very far yet. I wanted this to be over and done with as quickly as possible.

The man held me tight to his body. He was strong. I wouldn’t have been able to move if I wanted to.

I noticed the Cyrillic writing down his right arm. He must have been one of Lance’s friends. I was terrified of this man—but I had to admit, he was a good kisser. He stuck his tongue into my mouth and wrapped it around my tongue. He pulled me even tighter against him, so that I could feel all of his thick muscles against my chest. He could probably feel my heart pounding like a war drum.

He tilted my head up with two of his fingers—but he did it with a lot more force that I was anticipating. He probably could have snapped my neck with those two fingers if he wanted to, and in a weird way that turned me on. I was about to be dominated by a very large and very powerful man. I was helpless—his to do what he wanted with. He kissed my neck for a minute, which felt kind of nice.

I didn’t know what to do with my hands. I had them on his sides, but I felt like that wasn’t enough. I caressed his muscles, but I didn’t feel like that was enough either. So I slipped my hands down between his legs, hoping to get things moving along—so it would all be over with more quickly. And that’s when I felt his bulge. I didn’t think it was real at first; it was so big. I ran my fingertips down his whole length and I wondered when it was going to end. It was warm and throbbing but it wasn’t even hard yet. Flaccid, it was half the length of my forearm, and half the width, too.

He started pushing on my shoulders. My already weak knees gave in and I dropped to the ground. It hurt a bit, but that was the least of my concerns. Now, I was face-to-face with that enormous bulge. I took a deep breath. It would all be over soon—but first I had to get through that giant chunk of meat.


CHAPTER IX

I took the waistband of his undies and I pulled down slowly. I watched as his cock was revealed one inch at a time. I had to pull his undies down to his mid-thighs before the member finally sprung free. It was already half-erect—and it almost bounced and hit me in the face. I flinched.

He had a grin on his face. He was probably trying not to laugh at the terror that was now on my face. His cock was a lot bigger than the carrot I’d stuck into my asshole—and that carrot was the only thing I’d ever penetrated myself with. Would this man’s large member even fit inside of me? If it did, would it stretch me out permanently? Would I need to undergo surgery after this morning was through?

The man nodded down at me, as if to tell me to continue. I looked at that curved member again and my heart trembled. Was I really prepared to do this? Was I really about to have sex with a man? I reached up slowly and wondered if the cameras were picking up my trembling hands. I slowly wrapped my fingers around his cock. I could hardly touch my fingertips together.

He was warm. His member was pulsing. I could feel it growing. A nausea entered my gut and it refused to go away. I closed my eyes and asked myself: do I really want to do this? And before I could answer myself, I started stroking. He let out a long sigh of relief and slipped his fingers into my hair.

I opened my eyes and watched as I pulled his foreskin back and forth over his bulbous reddening tip. I still couldn’t believe how big he was—and he was only getting bigger. I bit the edge of my tongue. I couldn’t look away from his cock. I was mesmerized. It was so thick and muscular, like a third arm protruding from between his legs. I bit down on my tongue even harder in an attempt to stop my cock from becoming hard, but it was a futile attempt. I was becoming erect.

I wasn’t gay—I liked women. But there was something incredibly hot about my hand stroking his cock. My hand looked surprisingly feminine, especially with the white nail polish I had on. It didn’t seem like I was having gay sex. Or maybe I was just getting even better as justifying my questionable actions.

He pulled my head forward and he was too strong to resist. I closed my eyes and opened my mouth and the next thing I knew, his cock was sliding on my tongue. It hardly fit through my lips, and I nearly gagged when his tip touched the back of my throat. My mind was spinning and my body was tense. I wasn’t just sucking a cock—I was sucking a cock with two cameras recording me. A few weeks ago, I was just a simple pizza delivery guy. How had my life come to this?

But it wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be. In fact, it was strangely satisfying. His cock seemed to fit perfectly through my lips, and I kind of liked the way his bulging veins felt against my tongue. I sucked and slurped as best as I could. He let out a long groan and I knew that I was doing a good job. That groan was strangely satisfying as well.

But it wasn’t enough for him. He was rock-hard now and full of sexual energy. He pushed my head back and he pushed me down onto all fours without much effort at all. I froze stiff as he walked around me, and I became even stiffed when his knees hit the floor behind me. He grabbed my butt cheeks with both hands and he squeezed. I took a sharp breath in, letting out a scared whimper. He laughed. He liked that I was scared—it only made him hornier.

He took the ass of my bodysuit and he tugged it in opposite directions with both hands. I heard it ripping. Instead of simply pushing it aside, he decided to rip a hole right where he needed access. So much for keeping it…

I was too afraid to look back. I shut my eyes and tried counting down the seconds until the romp was over. My heart was pounding faster than ever before. I tried to control my breathing but my efforts were in vain. I felt his saliva-drenched tip press up between my butt cheeks.

There was no way he would fit—he was too thick and I was too tight. No human body is designed to take a phallus that big—no hole should be stretched that wide. Yet there I was, on all fours, about to find out the limits of my body. I bit my lip. Lance was next to me, getting his camera close to my ass, so that the world could get a close-up of my puckering hole stretching wide. I tried not to cry—I really wanted to cry, but I wouldn’t allow it.

The man started pressing his cock to my hole, trying to get it to penetrate. But it just wasn’t possible. You can’t fit a hotdog through a cheerio. At least I didn’t think you could. But somehow this man managed to after a few seconds of pushing.

I felt him entering my body. I became as stiff as ancient oak. I inhaled a sharp breath of air and let out another whimper. He was in, and he was sinking deep. It didn’t matter how much I clenched, now that he was inside of me. He didn’t even need that lubricant that was sitting on that chair—my saliva seemed to do the trick. “Please be gentle,” I said through clenched teeth. “It’s my first time.” I don’t know why I said it—as if he actually cared. If anything, it was motivation to be even less gentle—to give the audience a show they wouldn’t ever forget.

He started to thrust in and out of me. His cock was deep, practically trying to puncture my lungs. I clenched hard but it still didn’t stop him. In fact, it probably felt nice for him. I could feel my anus stretching painfully. I bit my tongue so that I wouldn’t scream. He was too deep—deeper than I could handle. My body started to go limp but he held me up. And he didn’t stop. He never slowed and nothing about his thrusting was gentle. He was determined to make me scream and cry and moan.

But the pain was fading, being replaced by the strangest euphoria. Warm pulses were overwhelming me. My mind was suddenly spinning. I lost control of my body, which was now quivering and swaying. I was moaning uncontrollably.

The man reached around with both hands and extended the tear in my bodysuit, so that my cock and balls were out. He took my cock with a firm grip and he started to jerk me off. I felt incredibly embarrassed having him touch my cock—seeing as he was almost three times bigger than me. But I was too overwhelmed to stop him. I didn’t want to stop him. It felt good. He had me hard in seconds. And his cock was pressing against my sweet spot, making the warm pulses even more intense.

I bit down hard on my tongue, drawing blood. “Oh fuck,” I groaned. “I’m sorry. I’m going to come,” I said. I’m not sure why I apologized—maybe because it happened so quickly. He’d only been massaging my cock for thirty seconds or so. But I didn’t any more than that.

He caught one of my blasts in the palm of his hand. He brought it around to my lips and made me lick it up. I didn’t mind. I licked every drop off of his hand and I swallowed with a big smile on my face. I felt good. I loved the feeling of his tool excavating my cave.

“Come in me,” I moaned. “I need you to come in me.”

He held me tight and rammed me hard. He was inserting his entire cock inside of me—nine inches of solid erection. I could feel it throbbing and swelling. I knew it was coming. I didn’t want it to end but I also wanted to feel his ejaculation. And a few seconds after I said, “Please come in me,” he came. And it felt unreal—amazing and strange at the same time. I felt suddenly full, like I would explode with another ounce of fluid inside of me. And then he pulled out and I felt incredibly empty. I felt his cum quickly dribbling toward my hole, but I was too stretched out to stop it. His cum ended up all over that warehouse floor.

“Cut,” Lance called out. “Good. That’s all we need.” He walked over to his table like it was nothing and carried on with his day. He probably filmed a lot of similar sex scenes. I couldn’t help but wonder how many guys came for the first photo shoot and ended up addicted, like me. Probably lots of guys—maybe even all of them. Getting dolled up was fun. Watching the likes and downloads and comments roll in was fun. Being fucked on camera was fun.

By the end of that week, I had over a dozen commission requests. I had to spend a lot of my money to acquire the necessary equipment to pull off all of them—including a camera that also shot video. But another week later, I had more money in my bank account than I’d ever imagined a person could make in just a few weeks. I was already looking into new apartments—I was really hoping to find one with a large room that I could use as my own studio.

I still did the occasional shoot with Lance and Marina. I liked their work and I felt like I owed them. But my own work made more money. I was making nearly $500 profit per commission, and I was doing two commissions each day. I decided not to take that carpentry course, but I did take a weekend course at a makeup school, just to hone my skills.

It was a year later when I was in need of a new lens for my camera. The camera store was sold out of what I needed, so I found myself on that old classifieds website. And I saw that familiar ad: ‘Male model needed for photo shoot. $400. E-mail for more details.’ And I wondered who the next lucky guy would be.

THE END


SISSY CAUGHT

When Derek moves in with his college buddies, he knows he’s getting the smallest, crappiest room in the house. He doesn’t know that his room has the only attic access—and his roommates don’t know it either. So over the next few weeks he secretly converts that attic into his own personal oasis.

And then he finds a few boxes filled with women’s clothing. As a bored joke, he decides to try the clothes on. A few nights later, he tries them on again. And then he gets a picture from an unknown number: a picture of himself, all dolled up, taken from outside of the small attic window. If he doesn’t want his buddies to see the picture, he has to dress up again for a private showing, but he has no idea who’s watching.


CHAPTER I

It was an early May morning when we moved into our new house.

It wasn’t a new house though. It was a very old house—possibly the oldest in the neighbourhood. It was tall and dark and looked a little bit like a real-life version of a haunted house you might see at a theme park.

Above the door, you could still see the discolouration where the sorority’s lettering was. They had moved out just a few years before we moved in. Now they were a couple of blocks down the street. They’d moved a few times in the past few years, and they’d moved a few times before they were at our house. I’m not sure if homeowners were always kicking them out or if they just got bored with the houses they rented for their sorority. They were pretty girls, too—they sometimes came back to the house when Phil threw one of his big parties.

Phil was the one who found the house, so he got first dibs on a bedroom. Aaron rented the truck that moved us all from our dorms, so he got second dibs. Mikey got third dibs because he got to the house before me—I was running late because of a dentist appointment. So I got the last choice of bedroom.

And my bedroom was, without question, the worst room in the house. I’m fairly certain it wasn’t even meant to be a bedroom. A queen mattress would have covered the entire floor of the room. Luckily I had a twin. I couldn’t fit my dresser into the room, so I kept it in the hallway, across from my door. The only plus side to my shoebox of a bedroom was that it was on the second floor, away from the big living room where all the parties would be.

It was still an upgrade for me. Before moving into that old creaky house with my buddies, I was sharing a room with a true nightmare. He was a roommate assigned to me by the college. He sat up all night and day playing video games. He brought in his own gaming desk, which took up a quarter of the room. Within a week of living together, that desk was covering in empty energy drink cans, boxes of pizza, and strange odours that I can’t begin to describe. He wore headphones, but he always had the volume cranked, so I could hear everything. And he was always in voice chat with his gaming teammates, making it difficult to sleep—especially when he got angry and started screaming, “You fucking assholes! You’re all useless! How hard is it to cover the point? You had one fucking job! Don’t tell me to calm down you fucking faggot!” I’m still not sure what he was majoring in, or if he was even really enrolled in college.

So at least my new shoebox bedroom was quiet and peaceful.

I didn’t even mind the parties that Phil threw on an almost-nightly basis. They were loud and he always cranked the music—and the walls were thin, and couples were always trying to get into my room to have sex—but after a few years of living with my old gamer roommate, I’d learned to sleep through pretty much everything. And Phil always bought me breakfast in the morning because he felt bad for all of the noise.

But it would have been nice to have gotten Phil’s bedroom, which was just down the hall from mine. It was eight times bigger with two closets, three different windows, and an en-suite bathroom. I often woke up to the sound of him singing in his own personal shower, as if he was trying to rub it in.

We had a house meeting one afternoon to discuss the bedroom situation. Mikey was upset that Phil got his own bedroom, so he proposed that after six months, everyone should switch rooms. After some negotiating, it was decided that everyone would switch rooms after six months—everyone except for Phil, because Phil was the one who found the place and it was Phil’s name on the lease, therefor Phil had the power to end the lease, leaving us all scrambling to find a new home. After that decision was made, I volunteered to keep my room. The other rooms were bigger and they had better views, but I’d gotten strangely comfortable in my little shoebox.

And my room wasn’t technically smaller than the other rooms. In a way, it was much, much bigger. There was a four by four foot door on one of the walls. For the longest time I thought it was just a cobweb-infested access panel for the chimney that was no longer useable. But one afternoon, a couple of weeks after we moved in, I decided to clean that dark space out. I dragged the vacuum up to my room and I filled an entire vacuum bag with cobwebs and dust. I crawled through that panel to make sure I was cleaning the whole thing. I’d been having bad nightmares in which spiders crawled out from that panel and walked over me while I was awake and petrified in bed. I figured the nightmares would go away if I cleaned the space out. I was even thinking of putting a light in there, maybe painting it and making it into a little closet.

But there was a ladder in the small space, which went up to the attic. I didn’t even realize there was an attic in the old house. There was a window that you could see from outside, but I assumed it was just decorative.

The attic was spacious—the size of four of Phil’s bedrooms. It was filled with old boxes, which were all very heavy, as if they were all filled with old books. One day when I was home alone, I moved all of the boxes overtop of where Phil’s bedroom was, and overtop of the upstairs bathroom—I didn’t want to ever walk over Phil’s bedroom and alert him that I had access to the attic.

During another day when I had the house to myself, I ran an extension cord up to the attic and I dragged the vacuum up that old ladder. I got the space cleared out, and then I kept that extension cord up there to power a cheap lamp I went out and bought at a yard sale. I picked up a large bucket of white paint during another afternoon, and I painted the beams and boards in the attic, to brighten it up a bit. And then I started dragging furniture up there—whatever I could fit through that four by four foot opening. I found a small couch at an estate sale that I was just barely able to squeeze through that small opening.

After a few weeks of decorating, I had my own secret hangout, and it was actually pretty sweet. I got a mini fridge up there and loaded it up with beer. I even pulled my mattress up into that attic, replacing the one in my actual bedroom with a free mattress I found on a classifieds website.

Had the other guys found out about my secret hangout, they would have demanded I share. My room would have certainly been thrown into the six-month rotation, and I’m sure they would trash it and turn it into something lame and predictable. That attic was my little getaway and I loved it. And it became even better when I started curiously snooping through the boxes.


CHAPTER II

I’m not sure if those boxes belonged to the homeowner who was renting the house to us, or if they were long-abandoned boxes from a previous homeowner or tenant. Everything inside of those boxes was old and dusty. I found some antique dishes that were probably worth a good chunk of money. I found a nice old lamp, which I put to use. I found a number of old books which I was interested in reading. There was even some cool artwork, which I decided to hang up on the slanted attic walls—I had to use Velcro command strips.

I spent many evenings alone in that attic: reading, playing games on my computer, masturbating, sleeping, eating, studying, and so on. I could hardly hear Phil’s parties from up in that attic.  It was a perfect paradise, but there were a few close calls.

The first close call was while I was descending the ladder into my shoebox bedroom. As I stepped down from the ladder, my bedroom door opened and a girl walked in. “What are you doing?” I asked. She was staring at me strangely, wondering what I was doing crawling through an access panel.

“I’m just looking around,” she said. And then she looked at me with a big smirk, and I could tell that she was horny. She was going around looking for a guy to fuck—and I thought about inviting her up to my paradise, but I knew it wouldn’t stay a secret for long once I started inviting girls up. She was a cute blonde with striking blue eyes. She was petite and she probably would have been a lot of fun in the sack—but I wasn’t looking for a one-night stand.

She asked if she could hang out and I told her that I was tired and that I was going to go to bed. She insisted on swapping phone numbers, so I gave her my number and I let her put her number into my phone. I knew that she would wake up in the morning with no memory of the ordeal, so I had no real hope that things would go anywhere. I was just happy that she was oblivious to my attic hideout.

I had a lock installed on my bedroom door, but one horny couple still thought it would be a good idea to try and break down my bedroom door so they could fuck on my bed. I was asleep in the attic when I heard the pounding. I sprung up and got dressed as quickly as I could. By the time I reached the bottom of the ladder, I could hear the wood splintering. The idiot was slamming his whole body into the door. “Fuck off!” I yelled. “This room’s taken!” And that was enough to make him back down.

I didn’t bother locking my door one afternoon when I ran down the street to grab a few things from the grocery store. The guys were all still sleeping and I only planned on being out for a few minutes. When I returned to the house, Mikey was snooping around in my bedroom. “What the hell are you doing?” I asked. I’d even left the door to the attic open.

“I lost my phone charger and thought you might have taken it,” he said.

“We don’t even have the same kind of phone,” I said.

“I just thought I would look,” he said.

“Well I don’t have it. Get out.” I pointed him out of the bedroom. Thankfully, he’d only been in my room for thirty seconds or so before I caught him—not long enough for him to find that secret ladder to that secret paradise. But had I arrived thirty seconds later, my secret would have been spoiled. So I started locking my door whenever I went out—even if I was just walking down to the corner store to grab a pack of gum. I even installed a second lock on the door, just in case the first lock failed me.

Aaron accused me of being paranoid. “Are you afraid someone’s going to steal your bed sheets or something?” he asked, knowing there was nothing but a twin bed in my bedroom. I just forced a smile and shrugged my shoulders.

“They’re nice bed sheets,” I said.

My roommates were starting to worry about my sanity. “You shouldn’t spend so much time in your bedroom. It’s the size of a prison cell—you’re going to go crazy,” Phil said to me, but of course it was easy for him to say, seeing as he had the biggest bedroom in the house (at least he thought that he had the biggest bedroom in the house).

I blocked out the attic window that looked into the neighbour’s house, worried the neighbour would rat me out. I had a piece of plywood cut to size and I nailed it up. I lost a bit of natural light, but it was better than losing my whole attic. I kept the other window unblocked, which looked out into the backyard. Our backyard backed into a forested area, and I wasn’t worried about anyone seeing me from the woods.

It was an early June evening when I decided to make even more room for myself. I’d been slowly snooping through boxes for a couple of weeks, and I’d noticed that many of the boxes were only half full. So I decided to consolidate some boxes. I collapsed the empty boxes and I laid them down on the floor, so that my feet weren’t stepping directly on the ceilings above my roommates’ heads. I went to lift one box, which I expected to be filled with heavy books like most of the others, and I nearly threw it up against the roof; it was incredibly light. But it wasn’t empty. I could feel something shifting around inside of it.

I opened it up and discovered a bunch of dresses. They were old cocktail dresses, and there was even an old fur shawl that was probably worth a few bucks. A part of me wanted to take that shawl down to the nearby pawnshop to see what I could get, but it didn’t belong to me—even if the homeowners were oblivious to its existence—so I resisted the urge.

In another box I found some more dresses, including a long white dress which may have been a wedding dress. I found a box filled with high heels and another box filled with bras and panties. There was an old makeup kit. Most of the supplies were dried up.

I tried to figure out how old everything was. One of dresses was undoubtedly from the fifties. It was pink and it had a long skirt that flared out wide. It looked like a costume from Back to the Future. There was another one cut just like it that was red with black polka dots—it looked like something a ladybug might wear.

The panties were funny—they were longer than my swim shorts, designed to be pulled up nearly to the woman’s sternum. They were nothing like the panties girls were wearing now, which were hardly more than thongs.

I consolidated what I could and I shoved the boxes into one of the corners, and I didn’t think about them again for a couple of weeks—until one night when I was a little bit drunk and very bored.


CHAPTER III

It was late, I couldn’t sleep, and I had nothing to do. School was out and I had four months to kill before it started up again. Aaron had gone to backpack around Europe, Mikey was away on a family vacation, and Phil had gotten a new job working a night shift at a warehouse, stocking shelves and tracking inventory. It had been a few weeks since Phil’s last party, which should have been a relief, but I found myself wishing for one of those parties, just so there would be something to do.

I’d become bored with the Internet. I’d already masturbated that day and I wasn’t feeling like a second round. I didn’t want to get pulled into playing video games, still afraid that I would become like my old roommate (last I heard, he was still playing fourteen hours each day, and still screaming his lungs out at his poor teammates).

So I found myself snooping through boxes again. And it wasn’t long before I found those old clothes. I took out a dress and gave it a good shake. I’d just finished my third beer and I was feeling a buzzed. I’d never needed more than five or six beers to get myself completely wasted.

I held the dress up and wondered why women dressed the way they did back in the fifties. The dresses showed no cleavage, and they hardly showed any leg either. What was the fun in that? Though I did have to admit that the dress I was now holding was pretty cute. It was a teal colour with white lining. The fabric was surprisingly soft, seeing as it had been stored away for half a century. I gave it a shake, creating a plume of dust. I sneezed.

And then I found myself taking my clothes off so I could try the dress on. I’m not sure what compelled me to try the dress on—it was probably just boredom. What else was I going to do with it? Besides, I wanted a good laugh. I had nothing else to laugh about…

The dress fit me surprisingly well, though it was a bit baggy at the chest where my tits were supposed to be. Thankfully there was a selection of bras, and plenty of padding options (I went with a couple pairs of socks). With the bra on, the dress was a perfect fit. I finally got that laugh I was looking for when I started to spin, letting the skirt of the dress lift into the air.

It was comfortable, though a bit tight around the waist. My waist was already thin; I couldn’t help but wonder how it would feel on a woman with a few extra pounds.

I had an old antique mirror in my attic hideout. I pulled it out and wiped the dust off of it, and then I found myself posing in front of it with a big smirk on my face. It was just the kind of mindless entertainment that I was looking for—something to kill the time while I waited for something better to come along.

I went digging through another box to see what else I could find for the sake of my entertainment, and I ended up finding a curly brunette wig. It was long and dusty. I gave it a good shaking before fitting it onto my head. It actually didn’t look half-bad. I actually looked a bit like a 50’s housewife. I just needed the crimson lipstick and the thick eyelashes.

The makeup supplies in the makeup kit were all dried out; the lipstick looked like a child’s crumbling crayon. But I knew there were some makeup supplies in the downstairs bathroom—Aaron was dating a high-school girl who had practically moved in. She was in Europe with him now, but lots of her makeup was still there. So I snuck downstairs quietly. Once I was sure the house was empty, I ran for that bathroom, grabbed her makeup bag, and sprinted back up to my attic hideout.

There was a proper red lipstick in the makeup bag, so I put that on. I was careful drawing it on my lips. I had no real clue what I was doing, but I still managed to impress myself. Maybe it was just beginner’s luck. Or maybe I was just drunk and my standards were lower than usual. The mascara went on easily, though there were a few smudges.

There were other supplies I was tempted to try on, but none of them were necessary. I already thought I looked pretty great—so great that I found myself standing in front of that mirror, staring at myself with parted lips. I wasn’t smirking anymore. I actually looked like a chick. I twisted from side to side, making my dress shake and dance. And suddenly I was curious to see just how girly I could look.

So I found myself in the bathroom, shaving my legs and my armpits. I’d never been much of a shorts guy, so I wasn’t too worried about anyone seeing my smooth legs. They actually looked pretty feminine once I was finished.

And then I found myself plucking my eyebrows. They didn’t need much work—I’d always had thinner eyebrows than most guys.

In one of those boxes I found a pair of heels to match my dress. They were pointed and they had a bow on the toes. I thought they looked silly until they were on my feet—and then I thought they looked kind of cute.

But I wasn’t laughing anymore. Now, I found myself strangely mesmerized. I walked right up to that mirror and I stared at my face. My heart skipped a beat. I looked so feminine. If I saw myself on the street, I would’ve had no clue that I was looking at a man. And that sure as hell wasn’t the goal of my little game of dress up. I just thought it would be good for a laugh. But I couldn’t bring myself to laugh. What was there to laugh about? I didn’t want to think that I had a woman’s body and a woman’s face. The only thing fake about me was the socks stuffed into my bra—otherwise I was looking at my face and I was looking at my legs.

I took everything off and I ran down to the washroom to wash my makeup off. I knew that I was home alone and would be for a few more hours, but I still made a point of locking the bathroom door, unwilling to take any risks. I felt foolish, like I’d wasted my whole night on ruining the small amount of self-confidence that I had. I stuffed that dress back into its box, along with that wig and that bra and those heels, and I pushed that box back into the corner of the attic.

But it wasn’t long before I found myself pulling that box back out.


CHAPTER IV

I was bored again, but also strangely curious. This time, I wasn’t drunk. If I’d had a few drinks, I probably wouldn’t have found myself pulling that box out and trying on another dress. I was sober, and I wanted to know if my memory was correct: did I really look like a chick in that dress and that wig and that makeup?

I had the house to myself, so I took my time. I started in the bathroom downstairs, shaving my legs smooth and doing my makeup. It was easier to do my makeup in the well-lit bathroom instead of in my lamp-lit attic. I was slow and meticulous because I wanted an honest answer. I could have just smeared the makeup on my face and said, ‘I look nothing like a lady’. But I knew that level of dishonesty with myself wouldn’t leave me satisfied.

My makeup looked pretty good, but I didn’t have my answer yet. I went back up to my attic paradise and I finished getting dolled up. I put on my wig and I squeezed myself into a tight red cocktail dress. It had thin straps which I was worried would break because the little dress was so old. But somehow they managed to hold. I found a pair of black shoes that were simple and basic and looked great with my little red dress.

I looked like a classic 50s housewife, and I looked like a woman. And now that I’d confirmed the truth, I wasn’t sure how to feel. I walked over to my mini fridge, grabbed a beer, and I sat down on my couch. My mirror was still facing me, still teasing and tormenting me.

I’d never had much luck with women. I was still a virgin, though my roommates didn’t know that. In fact, I’d lied to them a few times before when they asked if I got lucky at their parties. The reality was: women weren’t attracted to me. I would go up and talk to a girl, and I would think that the conversation was going great—and then she would excuse herself for the bathroom and then never come back.

I asked one girl out in my life: Fiona Appleby, in the eighth grade. Instead of saying yes or no, she burst into tears and ran away. I found out later that she cried because she was worried her friends would make fun of her—which they did. “The Shrimp has a crush on Fiona!” one of the girls shouted in the hallway. That’s what they called me: The Shrimp. Because I was half a foot shorter than the other guys, and about thirty pounds lighter.

And I never had that growth spurt that my parents always told me was coming. And I never understood why it never came. My mom was 6’1” and my dad was 6’5”. I never grew past 5’4”… People stopped calling me The Shrimp in the tenth grade, after Halloween. I went to school dressed as a shrimp and I guess that ruined the joke for everyone. Apparently once I started embracing it, it wasn’t funny anymore. Though I never really embraced it—I just pretended.

When I was in the eleventh grade, someone leaked a journal that was written by a group of popular girls. It had a list of every guy in the school, rating them from one to ten. I was a five, which wasn’t as low as I expected. But next to my name it said: ‘Derek is too small. He probably has a small dick.’ Thankfully there were mean things written about many of my classmates. For once, I wasn’t alone in my embarrassment.

And I didn’t have a small dick. In fact, my dick was actually quite large considering my small size. I always assumed that girls would stop caring about my small size when they saw my cock. Unfortunately, no girl ever got to see my big cock because they couldn’t look past my small stature.

But apparently I wasn’t just small. Simply being small wasn’t enough to make a person fit into a woman’s cocktail dress. I had a chick’s body. I had wide hips and a thin waist. I had narrow shoulders and a thinner neck than most men. I had big girly eyes that looked good in makeup and I had long slender legs that looked great smooth. Even my hands were small and feminine and fragile. And I didn’t realize it until I was in front of that antique mirror, wearing that old dress.

I finished my first beer and then I went to drink a second beer. My buzz came sooner than usual, and I embraced it, hoping it would make me feel better about myself. It didn’t. But I did find myself hovering over those boxes again, seeing what else I could find.

At the bottom of one of the boxes was some old bridal lingerie. I pulled out the main attraction: a sheer white slip with lace embellishments. It was actually quite pretty and amazingly light and soft. Also in the box were a garter belt and a pair of sheer white stockings. I got changed. I didn’t even need the bra to make the old lingerie to work. The breast cups were tiny—the previous owner must have had a flat chest, like my own. I looked good in the scandalous outfit, though I could see my own nipples and the pink of my blushing skin. But even still: I looked like a woman.

So my confidence swirled even further down the drain. I didn’t even need a fake bust to look like a chick: just some clothes, a wig, and some makeup. And technically, I didn’t even need the wig. I could have just grown my hair out like a woman would. So I couldn’t help but wonder: what really was the difference between a lady and me?

There was, of course, the voice. I didn’t sound like a girl—though I’d been mistaken for a girl a few times on the phone (usually when I was speaking softly). And there was my cock—that was a big difference. Even when I was wearing a pair of panties, my cock was still obvious. It bulged out against just about every little dress I put on. I had a hard enough time keeping my bulge hidden when I wore jeans, never mind tiny women’s outfits.

I had to admit: I was pretty cute in that lingerie. I did a few poses in the mirror and then I realized I was beginning to arouse myself—especially when I pretended to cup my breasts. I fished my cock out from my tight panties, so it could be free. I looked silly all dolled up with my erection standing free. So for a laugh, I continued to pose. And then I slipped my hand around my cock and I started to jerk myself off.     

I pretended like I was watching an actual woman—and I had complete control over every move she made. I pressed my cock with my wrist while pretending to rub my clit. I continued to squeeze my chest with my free hand, and I bit my lip. I looked cute when I was biting my lip.

Then I had a strange urge: to penetrate myself. I don’t know if it was so much an urge to penetrate myself or an urge to watch the beautiful woman in the mirror penetrating herself. But I found a thick Sharpie and I pressed it up to my butthole. I kept stroking my manhood while I watched over my shoulder as I pressed that Sharpie into my tight hole. It felt weird, but it looked sexy. I watched it sinking deeper and deeper, and then I stopped myself from sinking it too deep so I wouldn’t have to make an embarrassing trip to the emergency room.

And after a minute, I found myself staring down at my cock, strangely mesmerized by the image of me jerking myself off—of me dressed as a woman while jerking myself off. I came hard, with lots and lots of cum. I groaned and squirmed and then I suddenly felt my cheeks turning red as reality caught up to me: I’d just dressed up as a woman and jerked myself off.

I got myself cleaned up and I put everything back where I’d found it. And then an hour later, I received a text message from an unknown number. There were no words in the text message—just a picture: a picture of me in that skimpy bridal lingerie, jerking myself off in front of the mirror. The picture was taken from the backyard.

I ran over to that window and I pushed a box in front of it—and that was all I was able to do because a nausea filled my gut and my legs became numb. I had to sit down on the attic floor. I looked at the message again, hoping to see that it didn’t actually exist—but it was real. Someone had caught me cross-dressing.


CHAPTER V

I didn’t fall asleep that night—not until the early hours of the morning, and even then I didn’t sleep for long before I was wide awake again, trembling nervously, wondering who snapped that horribly embarrassing photo. I tried searching their phone number on my computer, but that came up with no answers. I thought about texting them back, but I was too terrified to acknowledge that I’d gotten the message—even though it probably told them that I’d read the message.

It wasn’t until the next morning when I pushed the box away from the window and looked out. The yard was empty, but someone was there last night, looking up with a camera in his or her hands. And how long had they been watching for?

It had to be Phil, right? Phil was the only one who could legally be in the backyard. Though why would Phil be texting me from another phone? Did he just carry a burner around with him so he could make anonymous text messages? And if it was Phil, why wasn’t he at work?

Maybe it was the landlord. He could legally be in that backyard, seeing as he owned it. I didn’t have the landlord’s number in my phone—but why would the landlord be in our backyard late on a weekday night? And why would he be looking in our windows and taking pictures?

Hell, maybe it was someone who wasn’t supposed to be on our yard at all. Just because it was technically trespassing didn’t mean people wouldn’t do it. It could have been anyone—even just some random person walking through those woods on a midnight stroll… Do people go on midnight strolls through the woods?

My heart wouldn’t stop pounding. I couldn’t calm myself down. I kept opening up that message and looking at that picture, hoping it wasn’t as bad as I originally thought. But every time I saw it, I realized it was bad—as bad as it possibly could have been. You could see my cock in the picture. You could see everything. And whoever took the photo probably had more just like it—maybe even a shot of me sticking that Sharpie into my asshole.

I went down to the backyard and I aimed my own phone up at that window until I found exactly the spot where my tormentor was standing. And then I looked around for clues. But there was nothing. I considered calling that number to confront them—and beg them not to share that photo with anyone. But I had a feeling that that’s exactly what they wanted. So I fought away the urge.

But after a few more tormenting hours, I decided I needed to say something. So I sent them a text message back. “What do you want?” I asked. I was hoping they would say money. I would have happily gone to an ATM and taken out $500 if it would make them go away and delete those photos. But it wasn’t money they wanted, which I found out later that night.

It was around 11:00 PM when they finally responded to my message. I was dozing off in bed, still tormented with dread and anxiety when my phone buzzed. I grabbed it quickly and read the message. “Another show,” it read.

“Who is this?” I asked.

“It doesn’t matter. Give me another show or I leak the photos.”

“What do you mean, another show?” I asked.

“Hair, makeup, dress,” he or she wrote simply. I felt sick. Were they just getting me to dress up again so that they would have even more dirt on me? If they leaked the photos, I wouldn’t be able to say that I was drunk and bored—not if there were two sets of photos from two different nights. But what other option did I have? If I didn’t dress up, then what? I couldn’t let the photos that already existed get out there. Not only would my roommates use them to torment me for the rest of my academic career—they would find out about my attic hideout. 

“Can’t I do anything else?” I asked.

“You have one hour,” my tormentor said.

“And if I do this, you will delete the photos?” I asked.

“Maybe. 58 minutes.”

So I wasted no time. I ran down to the bathroom and I started to get myself dolled up. Phil was at work, Aaron was still in Europe, and Mikey was still away on his family vacation.

I knew that I was probably setting myself up for an even greater humiliation, but I was desperate. I held onto the small shred of hope that whoever was tormenting me would spare my humility. I kept my makeup simple and I didn’t do anything special with my hair. I ran back up to my attic (locking my bedroom door on the way) and then I got into that teal dress with the white linings. It was a tight fit, but it looked good. I put on a pair of white heels to match the dress’ lining. I stared at myself in the mirror for a minute and then my phone buzzed. “Five minutes,” it said.

I looked over at that window, which was covered by boxes. I was suddenly trembling, terrified of pushing those boxes aside and seeing my new arch nemesis. But I had to do it. So I pushed the boxes and looked out. There was no one standing down in the yard. There was no one in the trees as far as I could tell—but it was too dark to know for sure.

As soon as I stepped away from the window, I could only see my reflection. If anyone outside wanted to watch, they were free to do so without being seen.

And I found myself standing there, wondering what they wanted from me. I stood in front of the mirror and stared at myself, and then I spun around, letting my dress lift slightly off the ground. I looked cute, but my face was dark red. I wondered if my tormentor could see my hands trembling or my knees begging to buckle. I wasn’t sure how much long I would be able to stand up for before I collapsed in terror.

My phone buzzed. “Do you have a dildo?” they asked. My heart stuttered.

“No,” I replied. It took longer to write those two letters than it should have, with my fingers trembling.

“Find something,” they said. And then I remembered that there was probably a dildo in Aaron’s bedroom, seeing as all of his girlfriend’s things were in there. So I snuck back downstairs and started searching through his room. Sure enough, there was a dildo, and it wasn’t even hard to find. It was in his nightstand, next to his girlfriend’s tampons and makeup wipes. It was a purple dildo with thick ribs and a bulbous tip. I brought it back upstairs with me.

I knew what he wanted me to do with it. My face wasn’t red anymore—now it was bone white. I took a deep breath and I brought the dildo around to my bum. I lifted up my skirt and made sure that my back was to the window. My phone buzzed. “Good,” it said. I ran that tip up and down my butt crack and then I started to press it up to my tight hole. I knew it was probably going to hurt—it was a lot thicker than the sharpie. But it was my only hope. I started pushing it into my body.

I felt my anus stretching. I had to push hard to get it to penetrate, but once it was inside, it wasn’t so bad. But it felt very strange. It felt unnatural. My butt clenched automatically and I couldn’t push it in any further. I tried getting a firmly grip on the back of the phallic tool and that’s when I accidentally pressed a button. It started vibrating and I perked up. I had no idea that it was a vibrator. It felt intense—so intense my legs started to wobble. I took a deep breath in and I closed my eyes, hoping the nightmare would soon be over.

It didn’t hurt—what I felt was much, much worse than pain; I felt nothing but pleasure. The vibration was pressed right up against the most amazing spot. Bolts of warm euphoria filled my body. I moaned slightly and I pressed that vibrating dildo in further. I started to pull it out and push it in repeatedly, constantly pressing down on that sweet spot. I found the button to turn up the vibrating intensity. And a moment later, my cock was rock hard. And my tormentor texted me again. “Hike up your skirt. I want to see everything,” they said. So I hiked up my skirt, exposing my erection. And I continued to plunge the dildo into my asshole.

I didn’t know how much they wanted to see, so I just kept going, hoping to receive a text message alerting me that they were satisfied. But after a few minutes, I started to forget that I was being watched. The euphoria became overwhelming and I started moaning uncontrollably. I knew that these pictures would be far more embarrassing than the last set, but I couldn’t help myself.

My cock suddenly started coming. I nearly fell to the ground but I managed to stay up. I watched as my cock unloaded without even being touched. And it wasn’t until my cock was drained that I received my next text message. “That’s good for tonight.”

“Will you delete the pictures?” I asked.

“I’ll think about it,” they replied. “Good night.”

And once again I was left with a swirling nausea deep in my gut.


CHAPTER VI

It wasn’t even twenty-four hours later when I received another text message from that unknown number. “I’m ready,” it said. And I found myself staring at my phone’s screen while my hands trembled. I took a deep breath before responding.

“Ready for what?”

“Another show,” they replied, almost immediately. I crept slowly towards the window and looked out. But I couldn’t see anyone. It terrified me to think that someone was watching—but I’m not sure if the terror was from the thought that I was being watched, or from the fact that I was feeling strangely excited. I pushed that excitement away by shaking my head. “You’re losing your mind,” I said to myself.

“You have one hour,” my tormentor said. So I started getting ready. I didn’t try to bargain this time. I knew it was hopeless. And I no longer felt like I had anything to lose. Whoever was watching me already had plenty of photos of me playing with Sharpies and dildos while wearing dresses and lingerie. It really couldn’t get any worse for me.

I found a racy red dress deep in the bottom of one of the boxes. It was short—hardly covering my ass. It would have passed as a dress in modern days—maybe a dress a girl might wear to a nightclub if she was trying to get laid—but it was probably designed to be lingerie back in the 50s. It was incredibly light—almost weightless—and it was amazingly soft. I loved the way it looked on my back with its crisscrossing straps. And the bright red colour was a nice contrast to the dark hair of my wig.

I got my makeup done quicker than usual. I was getting better. So I had some extra time to curl my hair using Aaron’s girlfriend’s curling wand. I’m not sure why I bothered to be honest. I just got carried away in the moment.

And I went back up to the attic and I put on another show for my mystery tormentor. This time, he or she just wanted me to stroke my cock while standing by the window. And embarrassingly, I ended up coming in less than two minutes of slow stroking.  I don’t know why, but the thought of someone watching me while I was masturbating was extremely arousing. I had to send a text message to apologize for the quick finish. “It’s fine,” my tormentor replied, and then I didn’t hear from them again for the rest of the night.

Phil had an iPhone and so did I. So I knew that if I could get to his phone, I could activate his Find My Friends App, so I could check to see if he really was going to work at night, or if he was sneaking into the woods with a camera. He was asleep when I woke up early the next morning. His shoes were still wet from the rain that happened overnight. I went to his bedroom door and I slowly and carefully twisted the handle. I pushed the door open and then I waited a moment before entering his room. His room was dark—his windows covered by thick blackout curtains. I waited to hear his snoring before I began to creep into the room.

I looked around for his phone. It took me a few minutes to find it, on his mattress right next to his face, as if he’d fallen asleep using it. I reached for it and grabbed it carefully. As my fingers slipped around it, I felt his warm breath on my hand. But thankfully he didn’t wake up. I turned on Find My Friends and I added my phone as an approved tracker. Before I put his phone back down, I checked his photo folder, to see if those cross-dressing photos were in it. They weren’t. But there were a few strange selfies that a girl had taken with Phil’s phone, in his bedroom. None of the shots showed the girl’s face, but she had a nice ass. Phil was always sleeping with girls, so I wasn’t surprised to see the collection of selfies, though I was surprised by how many there were. I carefully placed his phone back down. And then he grabbed my hand.

I became still and I nearly let out a shriek. He gripped me tightly and he wouldn’t let go. But his eyes were still closed and he was still snoring. He’d grabbed me in his sleep. I slowly pried his fingers loose and somehow managed not to wake him up. I got the hell out of that room and nervously waited for nightfall.

I watched my Find My Friends App as Phil went off to work. The little blip really was travelling across town. And he really was many miles away when my phone buzzed with that familiar message. “I’m ready,” my tormentor said. And I knew it wasn’t Phil, unless Phil was putting his iPhone on a bus every night for some strange reason.

So Phil wasn’t my tormentor.

That night I put on a cute white skirt and a black blouse and I did a little strip tease, as per my tormentor’s request. By the time my clothes were off, I had a rock-hard erection, which only needed a few pumps before it was making a mess of my attic hideout.

The next morning I went to Aaron’s Facebook page. He was posting photos of him and his girlfriend in Munich. They took one photo together at a soccer game. I checked to see when exactly that soccer game took place. It ended one hour before my strip tease. So unless Aaron found a way to travel from Munich to America in a single hour, Aaron wasn’t my tormentor.

I called up Mikey and asked how his vacation was going. He was in Florida with his family. I lied and said that his phone was cutting out on me. “Can you call me from a landline?” I asked. And ten minutes later, he called from a landline, with a Floridian area code. I searched the number and sure enough, it belonged to a hotel in Miami. So Mikey wasn’t my guy.

I got my nightly text message an hour earlier than usual that night, but I didn’t mind—I wasn’t doing anything better. I went down to the bathroom and started getting dolled up for another nightly show. I decided to try out a new makeup style that I’d seen online (I’d spent nearly the whole day looking up different makeup styles). It was a smoky-eyed look with a little bit of contouring, and it was probably out of my skill level but I think I did a pretty good job.

While I was perfecting my eye shadow, I decided to give my landlord, the homeowner, a call. I’d gotten his number from Phil earlier that day when I lied about a leak in the basement. The landlord picked up after a few rings. “Who’s this?” he shouted, and he had to shout to be heard over the loud music and the loud chatter around him. He was in a crowded bar. The closest bar was a fifteen-minute drive away, and my ‘show’ began in just ten minutes. So my landlord couldn’t have been the culprit. “Never mind. I thought there was a leak, but it turns out someone just spilled a can of Coke.”

So I did another show that night for a person who was probably a complete stranger. But how did they get my number? And how was I supposed to free myself from their nightly shows? 


CHAPTER VII

I had the miraculous idea to go to the hunting store one afternoon to buy a trail camera. It was an expensive purchase, but I made sure to get the model that streams video straight to an app on your phone. I set it up in the woods behind the house and made sure it was properly hidden by foliage. Once I was back up in my attic hideout, I checked the app on my phone. The video quality looked good. I was curious to see how it would look at night—but the salesman told me it was the best low-light trail camera they sold.

I didn’t know what my plan was—even if I knew who was tormenting me, there wasn’t much I could do about it. He or she still had all of those pictures and probably a few videos, too. The blackmail wouldn’t change if there were a name behind it.

But what else could I do? I couldn’t just spend every night getting dolled up and masturbating in front of an open window—especially once Aaron was back from his European adventure, when Mikey was done his vacation (in just a few days), and when Phil was back on a normal school schedule. I wouldn’t be able to sneak down to the bathroom to get my makeup done while there were parties underway. I wouldn’t be able to perform a striptease in front of the window while there were partiers drinking in the backyard. So I had to find some solution…

I had my phone set to notify me every time the trail camera noticed any movement. And it was a sensitive unit. I got my first notification just ten minutes after setting it up. A bird landed about fifteen yards away from the camera and was pecking the ground for worms. I got another notification ten minutes after that when a squirrel ran by. I even got a notification when a rather large bumblebee buzzed past. So I was optimistic that I would catch my foe—I just didn’t know what I would do once I did.

“Be ready in one hour,” my nightly text message said. I checked the trail camera feed, but there was nothing on the screen. So I started getting ready. I still had to go through with it. I couldn’t sit around and wait for someone to appear on the screen—I didn’t want to risk having those photos shared publically.

I kept checking that feed every five minutes or so. The night vision worked great, but sadly, no one was standing in front of the camera. I had no idea where my tormentor was hiding, or if they were even really there at all.

I went up to my attic hideout and I got dressed up in one of my favourite dresses: a green dress that looked a bit like a prom dress.

“Have you been practising your lady voice?” the next text message read.

“No,” I said.

“Well then you’d better keep your mouth shut tonight. I want you to go down the street to the Kappa Delta house.”

My heart fluttered in my chest. “Dressed up?” I asked.

“Fully dressed up. I want you to have a couple drinks and then you can leave. But I don’t want to see you pounding the drinks back. Take your time and enjoy the party.”

My stomach turned and my knees were suddenly weak. I didn’t want to go out of the house. I didn’t even want to leave the attic in that dress, in case someone was looking in through the windows—and I knew there was at least one person looking in through the windows. But again—what choice did I really have?

I crept slowly through the house, trying to make as little noise as possible, even though I knew I was the only one home. I opened the front door and poked my head out, looking up and down the street cautiously. The street was quiet and desolate. There were a few lights on in the neighbouring houses. But I knew that I didn’t look totally recognizable—and my neighbours certainly didn’t know me well enough to recognize me. If they saw me emerging from the house, they would probably just think that I was someone’s girlfriend, taking off for the night.

I took a deep breath and then I ran towards the sidewalk. I just wanted to get off of our property, to remove myself from the association. Once I was a few houses away, a wave of relief washed over me. But I was still tense. I still knew that I was walking towards a sorority party while dressed as a lady. It was the most I’d ever walked in high heels. My feet were already beginning to hurt once the sorority house was in sight. My heart trembled and sank into my gut, but I kept walking. I just needed to get my assigned task over with. I looked in the window of a nearby house, to see my reflection. I felt another wave of relief wash over me when I saw that I looked like a girl. I knew that I could go into that house and have a few drinks without anyone realizing that I was actually a man in drag. I looked good as a woman—I just needed to keep my mouth shut.

There were other girls walking towards the house—most of them with friends. They were laughing and chatting and some of them were already drinking from water bottles that were obviously filled with hard liquor and not water at all. I looked down at my outfit to make sure everything was on right, and that my bulge wasn’t pressing out. Luckily my dress flared out enough that my bulge was invisible.

I carefully stepped up to the door. I bit down on my tongue in an attempt to stop my legs from trembling. Before I could open the door, it swung open. A couple of very drunk girls brushed past me. One of them looked right into my eyes. She smiled and nodded and carried on without saying a thing. I don’t think she could tell that I was actually a man—but she was also very drunk.

I went inside. Thankfully the place was mostly dark—lit only by lamps and out-of-season Christmas lights that were strung up banisters and along the wainscoting. The party was already well underway and most of the women in the place were already drunk. I was the only man in the sorority house, unless of course there were other men like me—dolled up and undercover.

I went straight to the kitchen, which was crowded. I fought my way to the fridge and got myself a can of beer. I cracked it and started drinking. My tormentor told me to take it slow, but I had other plans. I wasn’t about to shotgun a couple of beers and take off—but I also wasn’t about to sip one drop at a time while more and more attention fell upon me.

The house was warm with the occasional cool breeze, which went straight up the skirt of my dress, making me tense. I was constantly tempted to reach under my skirt to adjust my cock, but I was terrified someone would see me, or that I would budge my cock out from my panties. I was embarrassingly aroused and my cock was semi-erect the whole time I was in that sorority house. I couldn’t help it. That dress was so soft and so cute, and I’d come to associate cross-dressing with getting off, seeing as I’d gotten off every single time I’d put on a dress. If my tormentor’s plan was to mess with my psyche, then he or she was winning.

And who was my tormentor? It must have been someone at the party—or maybe someone outside looking in. But how could someone be outside looking in without being caught by one of the many girls? There were girls everywhere: inside the house, on the front lawn, in the backyard… My tormentor must have been one of those girls.

I looked around and my gaze landed on a familiar face. She looked away from me quickly. She pretended to be looking out the window. And I realized I was looking at the woman who had been watching me through my attic window: the little blonde from the party a few weeks before—the little blonde who came into my room while I was descending the ladder from the attic. 


CHAPTER VIII

I remembered giving her my number, when she was standing drunk in my room—but was she really drunk? Or was she just pretending? Had she been planning this all along?

I approached her and tapped her on the shoulder. My whole body was trembling now. What if I was wrong? What if she had nothing to do with me being blackmailed over the past week? What if I was about to embarrass myself in front of a pretty girl who had actually just been interested in dating me?

She looked at me and I could see in her eyes that she knew I was onto her. She forced a smile and said, “Can I help you?” She slipped both of her hands around her red Solo cup.

I was too afraid to speak and reveal myself, but I knew I had to say something. If I didn’t say anything, my torture would continue and it wouldn’t be long before Phil and the other guys found out. “Can I see your phone?” I asked softly, in my best female voice. Thankfully it was loud in the house so she probably couldn’t hear the subtle details of my voice.

She looked at me with a strange look. “Why?” she asked. But I could tell that she was nervous. Her cheeks were turning red.

“I just want to see your phone number,” I said. Over the past week I had come to recognize that number immediately. It ended in 8264—and I would never forget those four numbers.

She stared into my eyes with that nervous look before looking around the party. “Do you want to come with me?” she said. And she didn’t wait for an answer. She scurried away, up the stairs and down the hall and into an empty bedroom. I followed her the whole way. I knew I had my tormentor cornered. But I still wasn’t sure how I was going to convince her to stop her tormenting. Once the door was closed, she said. “You’re doing good. You’re almost done.”

“What are you talking about?” I said.

“Just go along with it for a few more weeks, and you’ll be done.”

I stared into her eyes. “You need to tell me what’s going on, or I’m going to call the police,” I said.

“If you do that, they’ll release your photos. Don’t do that,” she said.

“Who’s they?” I asked as a cold sweat tingled down my back.

“The sorority,” she whispered. “Just go along with it and it will be over soon. I promise.”

Someone walked up to the door. The little blonde perked up and her eyes became wide. Was she a victim of this nonsense as well? Was someone forcing her to torment me with blackmail? The person at the door lingered for a moment and then walked away. The little blonde let out a long sigh and her shoulders relaxed.

“Tell me what’s going on here. You can’t just blackmail people like this,” I said.

“It’s not blackmail,” she said. “It’s more like… training.”

“Training?” I said. And that cold tingle crept down my spine again.

“You aren’t the only one. You were just my assignment—and you’re my first assignment. If I screw it up, they’ll kick me out of the sorority, so you just need to go through with it.”

My gut turned. “You can’t do this to me.”

“But you love it,” she said. Her eyes were glowing. And my gut turned again—this time because I knew that she was right. I did love it. I loved trying on the different dresses and I loved trying out different makeup styles. And more than anything, I loved seeing myself in the mirror, all dolled up and beautiful.

“But it’s not right,” I said.

“Isn’t it? You would have never explored this side of yourself if it wasn’t for us,” she said.

My heart skipped a beat. She wasn’t wrong: I would have tried that dress on a few times out of boredom and then I would have probably taken those boxes out back and burned them so things wouldn’t progress any further than that.

“Trust me when I say that you’ll be very, very happy you stuck it out,” she said. “We’ve got plants all over the neighbourhood.”

“Plants?” I asked nervously.

“Wardrobes in different houses. Every house we move into, we hide whole wardrobes for people to find. There are two in your house. You found one of them.”

“Where’s the other one?” I asked.

“I can’t tell you that,” she said. “I know that it seems hard and annoying right now, but trust me when I say it will be worth it. And if you promise not to tell anyone that we had this conversation, I’ll make it worth your while.” She walked up to me and kissed me on the lips. I became tense for a moment and then I relaxed and slipped my arms around her. I might have enjoyed being a woman more than I would like to admit, but I was still straight. I still liked girls. I still wanted to lose my virginity to a woman and eventually marry a woman.

“Fine,” I said. “I won’t tell anyone.” She kissed me again. This time she ran her hands sensually down my sides. One of her hands slipped up the skirt of my dress and ended up on my bulge, and I realized that I was about to lose my virginity while dressed like a lady. And I knew I wasn’t going to last long. I never did when I was wearing a dress.

I held her close to me and I kissed her deeply. I don’t know why I caved so quickly—maybe because I was secretly happy about what she was doing. I was excited to see where her ‘training’ would take me. I was already having so much fun dressing up every night—I was excited to take it to the next level. Even being at that party was a rush.

She pushed her hand down the front of my panties and she began to massage my cock. It felt nice. My legs trembled in euphoria and I let her stick her tongue into my mouth.

I decided to stick my own hand under the skirt of her dress. I’d never touched a pussy before—I’d only ever seen pussies in pornos. And that night I didn’t get to feel or see a pussy because the cute blonde had a cock between her thighs. I froze and felt the colour rushing out of my face. She was wearing a big smirk. “What’s wrong?” she asked.

“You—You’re a man,” I said.

“I was,” she said. “And some parts of me still are. I used to sleep in your old bedroom, you know.”

And instead of throwing her off of me and running out of the room, I just pulled her closer and kept kissing her. My heart was racing and I felt strangely happy. I couldn’t wait to be just like her. I was ready to surrender to the sorority. I tried my best to resist the urge, but I could no longer see any sense in resisting. I wanted to be just like her and I was ecstatic that I was being given the opportunity.

I pushed her down on the bed and I pulled up her skirt, revealing her throbbing bulge. I fished it out from her panties and I slipped it through my lips. I sucked her feminine cock until it was rock-hard, and then I crawled over her and let her suck my feminine cock until I was rock-hard, which didn’t take long at all.

“Your training might be done sooner than expected,” she said to me.

“Good,” I said. We kissed again, grinding our saliva-covered cocks together. She moaned gently and I felt a warm drop of pre-cum dribbling out from the tip of her erect penis.

I reached down and pressed the tip of my cock up to her asshole. I pushed in without much effort. She didn’t try to clench. She wanted me inside of her. She was tight but willing. And she was experienced. She hardly flinched as I sunk the whole length of my erection into her asshole. She let out a long, heavy sigh of relief once I was completely inside of her, my ball sack pressed against her bum. And she immediately started moaning when I started pumping her butt with my cock.

“I’m not going to last long,” I warned.

“Me neither,” she said.

I looked down at her cock, which was already throbbing intensely. Her tip was red and her veins were thick and pulsing. I couldn’t look away. I wanted to see her ruin her dress. I wanted to watch those white streamers cover her pretty satin-clad abdomen.

“Is this part of my training?” I asked.

“No,” she said. “So don’t tell anyone.”

“I won’t,” I said.

“Next week you have to suck a man’s cock and swallow his cum,” she said.

“Can it be your cock?” I asked.

“No, but I’ll be watching. And I want you to make him come hard—for me.” She had a big smirk on her face.

Suddenly I felt my climax approaching. I tried to hold it back but it was too powerful. I groaned and then I unloaded deep inside of her boy-pussy. She moaned loudly and then her cock erupted all over her pretty dress.

After I pulled out I watched her butthole, eager to see my hot load billowing out of her stretched hole. It was a sight to behold—one I couldn’t wait to behold again and again. I especially couldn’t wait to see her cum billowing out from my asshole—but that would have to wait until we were ready for another round.

But there was no rush. We had tons of time. And we had even more time once I moved into the sorority house with the other girls who used to be boys. Phil moved in a few weeks after me. I was shocked at how pretty Phil looked with a bit of makeup and a short skirt. His voice was shockingly cute, too. It wasn’t long before I realized those selfies on his phone were of himself in drag. The sorority girls worked their magic on him, too.

But I wasn’t embarrassed when I saw him. I was excited to have a friend there with me, to share in what was becoming an increasingly amazing experience. Every guy should get to experience the thrill and wonder of being a woman. Every man should get to know what it’s like to feel sexy. Every man should experience being caught in makeup and lingerie.

THE END


THE TRAPS NEXT DOOR

Danny and his brother are excited when the wake up to the rumbling of the U-Haul outside their house. A group of pretty girls are moving in, and they’re dressed like they want it badly.

It seems like a dream come true until Danny goes over to introduce himself and he discovers that the three beautiful girls are all traps.


CHAPTER I

It was a Saturday morning when my brother, Brad, shook me awake so he could inform me that the new neighbours were moving in. I groaned and looked at the clock. I’d only fallen asleep a few hours before that moment.

“What the hell is your problem?” I said. “I don’t give a shit about the new neighbours.”

“Trust me, Danny—you will give a shit when you see them,” Brad said with a big smile on his face. He was teeming with energy, as if he’d downed five cups of coffee, but he claimed he’d only just woken up a few minutes before, to the sound of the U-Haul rumbling up our quiet street. His pupils were dilated and he couldn’t wipe that damned grin off of his face. 

He hopped away to catch another glimpse of the new neighbours. And how was I supposed to go back to sleep after that? I rolled out of bed and slowly rose to my feet. I could feel the liquor from the night before still tickling my brain cells. I felt a bit dizzy and a bit nauseous, but luckily the headache hadn’t set in yet. Maybe I was still a bit drunk, too.

I dragged my feet across the hall to Brad’s room. He’d left his door open for me. He had his face glued to his window and he was sitting up on his knees on his mattress. If he’d had a tail, it would haven been wagging ferociously. “Come look,” he said.

So I climbed up onto his bed to take a look out the window. And then I saw what he was so excited about.

Three girls were moving in next door. They were young and petite and sexy, at least from afar. But I knew better than to judge a girl’s looks from thirty yards away. Like my dad always said when the cheerleaders ran onto the field during a football game. “Nice from afar, but far from nice.” Some of them were cute, and some of them were just good dancers—let’s put it that way.

But these girls looked like they had potential. There was a brunette with long hair that nearly touched her bum. She was wearing what looked like a Japanese schoolgirl outfit. She had tattoos covering both arms. Then there was the redhead with her hair tied into braids. She was the shortest of the three and she had the biggest rack of the three, as redheads tend to have. She was wearing big sunglasses and from thirty yards away we could see her long manicured fingernails. Finally, there was the blonde. The blonde was dressed more modestly—in a short black skirt and a white fitted sweater. She didn’t have much of a chest but she had great legs and a fine ass. She wore thigh-high socks that matched her sweater. Her face was especially hard to make out from afar (we could hardly see any of them from Brad’s bedroom window) because she was wearing a wide-brimmed hat that cast a shadow on her face. But in my opinion, she had the best body—she was the nicest from afar.

“I’ve never been this happy in my life,” Brad said with wonder in his voice. It did seem like a sort of fantasy for Brad: a group of young, pretty girls moving into the house across from his bedroom window. At seventeen-years-old, he was probably too young for the girls, who looked like they were in college, but I wasn’t about to spoil his dreams. They looked like they were in their early twenties, like me—though the little redhead did look younger from afar, but maybe that was just because of her size.

We watched for ten minutes before one of them turned and looked up towards us. We both ducked down quickly, knocking our heads together and shouting “ouch!” at the same time. Brad was slow to rise up and peek through that window again. “It’s clear,” he said. So I rose up and took a look for myself. The girls were back to unloading the truck. “I think I’m in love,” he said.

“With which one?” I asked.

“With all of them,” he said. “Do you think they would go for me? I would make a good boyfriend—right?”

I laughed. Brad was only seventeen, but he looked fourteen. He was small and fragile, but he was always hanging out with the football jocks and he was occasionally delusional, thinking he was taller and brawnier than he really was. “I’m sure they would go for you,” I said, not wanting to spoil his fantasy. “Why don’t you go help them unload their truck?”

His eyes widened and his face became red. He swallowed and them pressed his lips this. “You think so?” he asked, his teeth practically clattering.

“If you want to make a good first impression—and if you want to beat Phil and Mark to the punch,” I said. Phil and Mark were the neighbours on the other side of the house. Phil was a year older than me and Mark was a year older than Brad. We would all play together when we were younger, and then Phil and Mark’s parents divorced and they turned into a couple of brats, seemingly overnight. Every year they would smash every jack-o’-lantern on the street. There were always police cruisers at their house. Their mother was always exhausted and hardly ever home. I’m not sure if she was always out working or if she was just trying to avoid her hellion sons.

Brad perked up. He knew he stood no chance against Phil and Mark, because he knew that girls like bad boys. He jumped up to his feet. He was still wearing his pyjamas, which our mom gave to him for Christmas. They didn’t help him look any older. He turned his back to me and started changing, not even wasting any time to ask me to leave for a minute. I saw his bare ass and then I looked away wishing I would have stayed in bed. He slipped into a pair of jeans and then he started buttoning up a dress shirt. “Seriously?” I said.

“What?” he asked.

“A dress shirt? It’s 8:00 AM on a Saturday. Don’t you think that will look a bit desperate?”

He stared at me with a blank expression for a moment and then he pulled the dress shirt off abruptly. He dug through his drawers until he found an old band t-shirt. “Too casual?” he asked.

“For 8:00 AM on a Saturday?” I asked.

He took a deep breath and looked in the mirror. He spent the next five minutes trying to flatten a cowlick. I continued to watch the girls. They were moving slowly. The brunette had gone inside to brew a pot of coffee—she was bringing mugs out for the other girls now. They were in no rush.

Brad ran off to the washroom and came back five minutes later. He smelled like our dad’s cologne—and too much of it at that.

“Wish me luck,” he said.

“Good luck,” I said.

“Say it like you mean it.”

“I mean it.”

He took another deep breath and then I watched from his bedroom window as he sauntered over to the girls to help them unload their truck. He was slow to approach and he looked as tense as a plank of wood. He shyly waved and then they waved back. They surrounded him like a pack of dogs and went to shake his hand. I could see him trembling from that upstairs bedroom window.


CHAPTER II

Watching Brad nervously help the girls with their belongings was fun for a bit, but it got old fast. They had him carrying their heaviest boxes into the house—and they were probably stronger than him. He was trying to impress them by carrying more than he should have been carrying. He comically staggered and his face turned dark red. I caught the girls laughing a few times at his expense, but they probably thought it was cute.  He was getting further with them than I was.

So I figured it was time for me to wander down and make my own introduction. I still wanted to get my foot in the door before Phil and Mark woke up. I went and got dressed and then I brushed my teeth and rolled on some deodorant. I didn’t bother shaving away the stubble that had grown over the past twenty-four hours. I didn’t mind looking a bit dishevelled—girls like that. I even ate a piece of toast before leaving the house to check on my brother and to meet the new neighbours.

When I emerged from the house, the girls were inside and Brad was in the truck, fetching another box. His armpits were dark with sweat and his forehead was dripping. He was panting when I walked up to him. “Don’t overdo it,” I said. “You don’t want to look desperate.”

His eyes widened and a worried look consumed his face. “Do I look desperate? Should I stop? If I stop, will they think I don’t like them?”

I just laughed. He was so desperate it was funny. “You’re doing fine, kid,” I said. I gave him a pat on the back and then regretted it immediately as soon as I felt his sweat on the palm of my hand. He continued carrying boxes into the house.

And then the redhead came out, still wearing her big dark sunglasses. She had a cute figure and her lips were nice and plump. She saw me, hesitated, and then she started towards me with a smile. “Hey there,” I said. “I’m Brad’s brother—and I guess your new neighbour.”

“Tracy,” she said, reaching her hand out. “Pleasure to meet you.”

I shook her hand, but I forgot what I was going to say next. Something was off about her. She looked cute, but that voice—there was something strange about that voice. “Uh, so you’re moving in, huh? You girls going to college here?”

“Amanda is—Georgia and I aren’t,” Tracy said. And her voice was still off. But I couldn’t figure out why. It almost sounded like she was trying to do a fake voice—maybe an impression. But why?

“Just friends moving in together then?” I asked.

She smiled and nodded. Then the brunette emerged from the house. She was carrying a big mug of coffee. She was headed for the truck and then she noticed me. Tracy waved her over. “Georgia! Come meet our other new neighbour,” she said. She turned to me. “I didn’t catch your name.”

“It’s Danny,” I said.

“Danny? Nice to meet you, Danny,” the brunette named Georgia said. And her voice was slightly off, too. She had a cute face with big eyes, but her shoulders were broad and her thighs were thick. Maybe she was a rugby player. Every rugby girl I knew had broad shoulders and thick legs.

“Likewise,” I said, shaking her hand. 

Then the blonde came out. She was headed straight towards us. I couldn’t see anything awry about the blonde. “Amanda—come meet Danny, Brad’s brother,” Tracy said. I shook Amanda’s hand. She had the softest hand of the three. And she was by far the most gentile—fragile, even.

“Pleasure,” she said softly. But even when she spoke softly, I could tell there was something off with her voice. I looked at each of the girls and then it dawned on me: I was talking to three young men dressed as girls. My heart stuttered and my gut turned. I had to bite my tongue to stop my face from reacting to my revelation. I’m not sure what reaction was trying to surface: maybe shock, maybe laughter, maybe fear, or maybe something else completely.

“Well it was a pleasure meeting the three of you. I just came down to say hello and to tell Brad that I need him for a few minutes. You don’t mind if I steal him away from you, do you?” I asked. Now that I’d realized they were men in drag, it was so obvious. They all had Adam’s apples. The redhead’s Adam’s apple was especially obvious. The blonde’s was more discreet, but I could see the blonde’s manliness in her nose and cheekbones. She did a good job with her makeup, but there’s only so much that makeup can do.

“No problem. Hopefully we see you around,” Tracy said. I couldn’t see her eyes through her sunglasses but I could tell that she winked.

I called Brad over and told him to follow me. “Why?” he asked.

“Just follow me. I’ll tell you inside.” So he followed me back to the house and once the door was closed, he threw his arms into the air.

“What gives?” he said. “You jealous or something?”

And that’s when I started laughing—I’d tried to keep it in for so long, but I just couldn’t hold it back any longer. “You’re such an idiot,” I said.

“Why? Because I was about to get laid and you weren’t?” he said, and his comment just made me laugh even harder. “What the hell is wrong with you, Danny?”

“Those aren’t girls, dumbass. They’re guys. You were just hitting on a bunch of traps!” I nearly fell to the floor I was laughing so hard. And then I watched as his face turned cherry red for one moment and then bone white the next. His lips parted but no words came out.

“Wait. What? Actually? Are you screwing with me?”

“Didn’t you talk to them? Look at their throats, you idiot. They’re dudes. They’re dudes with shaved legs and lots of makeup. They don’t even sound like girls. My God, you’re an idiot.”

Now his face was turning from bone white to lime green. And I just couldn’t stop laughing. My little brother spent his morning trying to woo a bunch of traps.

“Please don’t tell anyone about this,” he said. He was too embarrassed to look into my eyes.

“Yeah, yeah, fine,” I said, waving him off. “But if you ever do something to piss me off, I’m telling everyone. Which one did you have the hots on, by the way?”

He gave me a shove. “Screw off,” he said, and then he went back up to his room.

“Going to watch them from your window again?” I called out as he ascended the stairs.

“I said screw off!” he yelled back. And then I heard his bedroom door slam shut. I guess he was pretty upset about the ordeal. And I just couldn’t stop laughing.


CHAPTER III

The girls had their first party a few nights later, once they had the place more or less set up. It was 9:30 PM when our doorbell rang. My parents were out having a date night and they said they would be out late, which was for the best, as they always hated when neighbours threw parties.

I answered the door because Brad was busy playing some online video game that couldn’t be paused. I opened the door just as the doorbell rang a second time. Standing on our doorstep was the blonde trap from next door. She was wearing a tank top and a knee-length white skirt. Unlike her friends, she didn’t wear a stuffed bra to create the illusion of breasts. Every time I’d seen her since they moved in next door, she always had a flat chest.

“Hi,” I said. “Can I help you?”

“We were just wondering if you and your brother wanted to come over and check out our house warming party. There’s lots of beer,” she said. Her voice was still off, and I still couldn’t believe that Brad didn’t clue in without me having to clue him in.

“Um, maybe,” I said. “It’s pretty late and I have to work in the morning.”

She smiled. I had to admit: she had a cute smile. She was one of the more convincing traps I’d ever seen. I went to high school with two trans chicks—and neither of them was very convincing. For the longest time, I thought that one of them was a female to male transgender—Though I’m not sure if that would have been an insult or a compliment.

“Okay, well maybe I’ll see you over there,” the blonde said, and then she turned and walked back towards her party. I tried to remember her name. Georgia was the brunette and Tracy was the redhead. Amanda—her name was Amanda.

“Who was that?” Brad called out from his bedroom.

“One of the traps from next door,” I called back, but I made sure not to call it out loud enough that anyone outside would hear. “They want us to go check out their party.”

“Are there real girls there?” he asked.

“Would you be able to tell?” I asked, and then I started laughing.

“When are you going to drop that?”

“Never,” I said.

I went up to Brad’s room to see what he was playing on his computer—and to scope out the party from Brad’s bedroom window—the only window in our house that had a good view of the neighbouring house. I watched as a small group of girls walked into the house. They were carrying cases of beer. And from afar, they looked pretty cute. But as far as I knew, they were dudes just like the other ones. But maybe not—maybe they were just friends.

But even if they weren’t real girls—Amanda did say that there was plenty of beer. Maybe I could just go over and have a free drink and then call it a night. It’s not like I had to schmooze with the trap girls. Right?

So I went over and Brad came with me, hoping there would be some biological women and not just a house full of traps. The music was loud and the lights were turned down low. There weren’t many people in the house—maybe fifteen or twenty at the very most. But Brad and I were the only men—at least we were the only men dressed like men. I knew for sure that Tracy, Amanda, and Georgia were men dressed as women, but I couldn’t be sure about anyone else. There were certainly some real women in attendance—at least I was fairly certain. One girl was wearing a low cut shirt that showed off her perky cleavage, but I suppose that cleavage could have been fake.

Amanda was excited to see my brother and I. She came up and gave me a big hug. “You came,” she said. Brad snickered beside me. The worst part of it was that she felt and smelled like a girl—her bare arms were soft and she was wearing the same perfume my high school crush would wear to school every day. She gave Brad a hug too, and I watched as his cheeks turned red. He could laugh all he wanted—I wasn’t the one who had to be told that Amanda was a man.

Amanda brought us to the kitchen and gave us each a beer. I snatched Brad’s out of his hand before he had a chance to crack it. “He’s seventeen,” I said. And then Brad’s face became even redder. He looked at me with scorn and then he looked away embarrassed, as if he’d been caught trying to impress a tranny. Maybe he wasn’t interested in Amanda and her type romantically, but he still wanted their approval.

“How long have you guys been living in that house next door?” Amanda asked. She was looking at me when she asked and she continued looking at me as she awaited an answer. And worst of all, she was looking right into my eyes with a slight grin on her face. I couldn’t help but think that she was interested in me. A chill ran down my spine. I didn’t care if she was into me or not, seeing as I wasn’t interested regardless—I just didn’t want Brad to know. I didn’t want him to have any reason to mock me the way I’d been mocking him.

“It’s the house we grew up in,” I said.

“That’s cool,” she said. She was still looking directly into my eyes. And I had to admit that she was good at doing her makeup. She wore her eyeliner dark, which made her already large eyes pop. Her irises were deep and stunning but I knew they belonged to a man. I looked around at the other girls standing in the kitchen.

“Are these all your friends?” I asked.

“Yeah—some of them are my friends, some are Tracy’s friends, and some are Georgia’s friends.”

“How do you know them?” I asked cautiously.

She laughed and then shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know—some from school, some from work, some just from groups or whatever.”

“Groups?” I said. I was trying to figure out if the other girls were traps. There were some cuties at the party but I was terrified to admit as much. I wouldn’t want to be caught dead approaching a trap to flirt. But I couldn’t figure it out on my own in that dim light with that loud music.

Amanda shrugged her shoulders again. “Yeah. So what about you? Are you in school? Or do you work?”

“I’m between school and work right now,” I said. I always felt embarrassed telling girls that I was unemployed and not in school. And even though Amanda wasn’t technically a girl, I still felt embarrassing telling her.

“Well, feel free to help yourself to beer and enjoy the party. Everyone’s super nice.” Amanda took a sip from her beer, looked into my eyes for another moment, and then she said, “I’ll be up in my room if you need me.” And thankfully Brad didn’t hear that last part. He had already wandered over to the fridge in an attempt to snag a beer.

“Okay, sounds good,” I said, and I felt the blood rushing into my cheeks. I went and grabbed the beer from Brad’s hand before he had a chance to crack it. And he looked at me strangely, probably wondering why my cheeks were so red. I was happy that he didn’t know why—he would have mocked me endlessly. I was pretty sure that Amanda had just invited me up to her room to fool around. Did she actually just do that? Or was I reading into her words the wrong way?

There was a can of Coca Cola in the fridge, so I grabbed that for Brad. “Drink this if you must drink something,” I said.

“But I want a beer,” he said.

“You aren’t old enough, and you don’t even like beer.”

“How do you know?” he asked.

“How do you know?” I asked, and his cheeks reddened.

He looked down at his feet and then back up at me. He leaned in close to whisper into my ear. “So are these girls or guys?” he asked carefully, looking around to make sure nobody was within earshot.

I forced a smile. “You can’t tell?” I asked, and then I started to laugh. He shied away awkwardly and didn’t ask again. He didn’t need to know that I had no idea myself.

I wandered into the next room where most of the girls were mingling. I stopped next to a small group of them and pretended to admire the art on the wall. I made sure I was close enough to hear the girls’ voices. “So are we getting drunk tonight or what?” one of them asked.

“Better tonight than tomorrow night,” another replied with a shout, trying to make her voice heard over the booming music. “I heard Eric is going to be at the party tomorrow night.”

“Eric is going to be there? Then I’ll need to be drunk.” The girls all laughed at their little inside joke. And I was pretty sure they were real women—their voices were convincing, but it was hard to tell when they were shouting. I tried to subtly check out their throats, to spot Adam’s apples. But two of them were wearing chokers and the other one was short and I couldn’t get a good view of her throat. The short one noticed me looking her way. “Hey there,” she said.

I smiled and nodded. “Hi,” I said.

“I thought this was an all girls’ party,” she said.

“I live next door. Amanda invited me over,” I said.

Then the girls all looked at each other with big grins. They looked back at me. “Are you Danny?” one of the girls asked.

I nodded my head slowly. They looked at one another again and then back at me.

“Isn’t Amanda just so cute?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “She’s really nice.”

“I just think she’s so adorable. And she’s funny,” one girl said.

“I wish I had her fashion sense,” said another.

“Are you looking for some tips?” asked another.

I faked a laugh. “Tips?” I asked.

“To impress her.”

I shook my head. “Oh, no. I’m good. Thank you though.” I awkwardly shied away from their little group. My heart was pounding. How did they know my name? And why were they pushing Amanda so hard on me? Did she have a crush on me? Had she already told her friends about me? And was she really waiting upstairs in her bedroom for me?

I found Brad and told him it was time to go. He was happy to leave. He’d stationed himself in the corner of the kitchen where he was safe from the women who may or may not have really been women.


CHAPTER IV

It was a few nights later when I was out in the backyard trying to fill in a deep hole that my dad had been asking me to fill in for months. He told me that if I didn’t have it filled in by the end of the week, he was going to start charging me rent. And now it was just a few hours away from being the end of the week, so there I was with a shovel and a wheelbarrow.

I’d been out there for almost an hour, sweating my ass off. It was a warm, humid night and the mosquitos were out in numbers. I could hardly get a single scoop in with my shovel before I had to swat a big off of the back of my neck. I was quickly wishing I would have finished the job a few days earlier when it wasn’t so hot and damp.

I noticed a light flick on through the corner of my eye. I looked up and saw that one of the upstairs bedroom lights had turned on in the neighbour’s house. The blinds were open and I could see the white hearts on the pink wall. Just about everything in that room was pink. I laughed quietly to myself and wondered why trans girls do that—why are they always trying to be overly feminine? Why do they always feel the need to swing the pendulum far beyond what’s considered normal? I’d never met an adult woman with a completely pink bedroom, with hearts on the walls and stuffed animals on the bed.

The other girls weren’t any different. Their rooms were explosions of femininity. You couldn’t walk past the house without smelling perfume. And the traps were always dressing in skimpy little outfits. Most of the real woman I knew wore jeans and t-shirts from time to time—not just booty shorts and schoolgirl outfits.

I continued shovelling; filling that hole with the dirt that was on the other end of the yard. I was losing energy fast, but I wasn’t feeling like calling my dad’s bluff. If he really did start charging me rent, then I was in trouble. I had no job and I had no work experience to put on a resume. I really didn’t want to get a job at McDonalds.

But what else was I doing? I didn’t have the grades to get into college and I didn’t have the motivation to upgrade my high school grades at the local community college. And without a decent education, what else did I expect to do, besides flip burgers?

A figure walked by that pink glowing window, catching my attention. I looked up and saw Amanda with her long blonde hair cascading nicely down her shoulders. She was wearing a sweater, but not for long. As I looked up at that window, she pulled it off. I was surprised to see that she was wearing a bra underneath. The bra hardly gave her any bust at all. I watched as she reached around to unclip it.

And then I looked away abruptly. I didn’t need to see a man undressing. I liked girls—real girls, not boys who wore girls’ clothing. But a man’s chest wasn’t exactly nudity. I’d gone to the beach dozens of times before and I’d never winced away from the sight of a bare chest. And I was slightly curious to see what Amanda needed that bra for. So I cautiously looked back up, just as that bra slipped off of her chest.

I couldn’t tell if she was completely flat chested, or if she had the slightest breast lumps. She had large nipples, and a soft but flat tummy. From afar she looked like a chick—they all looked like chicks from afar. She walked around her room in just a pair of booty shorts and long white stockings. I watched as she sat on the edge of her bed and looked at her phone.

And then I forced myself to look away again. I had to remind myself that I was looking at a gay male—not a biological female.

But after a couple of minutes, the temptation to look up into that window was strong. I was just curious to see what she was doing—what traps do when they’re alone in their bedrooms. Was she going to do girly things like paint her nails and dance to Miley Cyrus songs? Or would she jerk off and play video games like a dude?

She was just standing there, looking at herself in the mirror. But she wasn’t wearing the booty shorts anymore. Now she was wearing a pair of lacy black panties. She was tilting her head from side to side, as if she was trying to decide if she liked the skimpy undies. She turned her body profile to the mirror—her front to me. And the edge of the window frame stopped me from being able to see the bulge between her legs. And thank God for that. I looked away swiftly once again.

But it wasn’t even a full minute before that temptation was back again. I could see that she was on her bed, reaching down between her legs. She had her knees up near her chest, and she was still looking into that mirror. Once again, the edge of the window frame stopped me from seeing anything below her hips. Was she jerking off? Her hand wasn’t moving in a jerking motion, but it was pressed down between her thighs…

Then she lifted up her hand, revealing a long pink dildo. I froze and a lump formed in my throat. I tried to swallow it. But I couldn’t look away. I felt like I needed to tell someone about what I was witnessing, but I didn’t know whom I could tell. And how could I tell anyone without them thinking that I was peeping on a tranny?

She ran her tongue around the tip of the dildo and then she lowered it down between her legs again. I watched for a moment as her eyes lit up and she inhaled deeply. Was she sticking it in her ass? Where the hell else could she be sticking it?

I forced myself to look away. My heart was racing. I wanted to finish filling that hole so I could run inside before she saw that I was standing out there with an almost perfect view into her bedroom. I couldn’t believe it. I had to look up briefly again to remind myself that it was real and not some exhausted delusion. She really was fucking herself with that pink dildo.

From far away I could see her cheeks turning pink. I watched as her head tilted back and she let out a soft moan—at least it looked like she let out a soft moan. I felt like I could hear it in my head. She let her hips rise slightly off of her mattress so she could get a better angle into her butthole. And that’s when I saw the tip of her erection, just teasing into my line of sight. I looked away swiftly again, and this time I told myself not to look back under any circumstances. There was a gay man plugging his bum with a dildo, and I wasn’t interested in watching. I don’t care what other people want to do in the privacy of their own bedrooms—but no one said that I had to like it.

I worked quickly to finish my work, filling the wheelbarrow with as much dirt as I could manage, and then grunting it across the lawn to fill the rest of that hole. I kept my gaze down as I wheeled the barrow back to the pile of dirt, afraid I would see Amanda in my peripheral vision. While I was filling the wheelbarrow with another round, I curiously looked up, just to see if the act was over. But it wasn’t over. Now she had one hand beneath her (probably ramming herself with the dildo) and she had the other hand curled around her erect cock. She was jerking herself off. And her face was dark red now. Her lips were parted and it looked like she was trying not to scream out in ecstasy.

So I decided to finish filling that hole in the morning. I went inside and told my dad that I wasn’t feeling well and I went straight to my room. But I couldn’t get that image out from my mind: Amanda on her bed, pushing that pink dildo up her rectum. I never saw the penetration, but I could imagine it with terrifying detail.

And I couldn’t help but wonder: was she thinking about me while she was doing it? Was she wishing that phallic tool belonged to me? Did she wish that I were lying on her bed while she was riding me like a rock-hard cowgirl? I tried my hardest to push those thoughts out from my mind, but they kept coming back.

And then I remembered that Brad’s bedroom looked right into Amanda’s bedroom. I got up and carefully crept across the hallway. Brad’s light was off, but it was too early for him to be asleep. I wondered if his light was off so that Amanda couldn’t see him while he watched. I slowly reached for the handle and I went to turn it, to bust into the room and catch him in the act. But the door was locked. Brad never kept his door locked.

So I knocked. “Hey Brad, everything alright in there?” I asked.

There was a short silence and then the sound of him stumbling. “Huh? Yeah. Why?”

“Your door is locked,” I said.

“Can’t a guy lock his door these days?” he said. He opened the door and poked his head out. “I was just sleeping.”

“You know mom and dad don’t like us sleeping with our doors locked,” I said.

“Oh, right, I forgot,” he said, forcing a smile. His cheeks were red. “Anything you need?” he asked.

I shook my head. “Nope,” I said. And then I went back to my room, wondering what the hell was going on in our little neighbourhood.


CHAPTER V

It was a few nights later when I woke up to the dull thudding of music. I looked out the window of my bedroom, towards my elderly neighbour’s house. The windows were black and so were all of the houses I could see across the street. I opened my window and that thudding became suddenly louder. I knew where it was coming from.

So I slipped into a pair of pyjama pants and I carefully crept out of the house. And sure enough, the traps next door were having a party. Every light in the house was on and figures were moving past every window. There were a few girls smoking on the front step and another group of girls chatting in the backyard. The girls on the front step looked over at me. I forced a smile and waved.

I wasn’t angry—I didn’t mind them throwing a party. They weren’t even being obnoxiously loud; I was just a very light sleeper. But I felt strangely curious. I still hadn’t figured out whether the friends were also traps. Because if they weren’t traps—if they were real women—that meant that there were regular parties next door filled with young, horny chicks.

I walked over to the girls, looking back at my own house on the way to make sure my family was still asleep. All of the lights were off in our house, but that didn’t mean Brad wasn’t at his window watching through the crack between the blinds. And I certainly didn’t want him to think that I was sneaking over to the trap house while he was sleeping.

“Hey there,” I said to the ladies, keeping my voice low so Brad would remain asleep assuming he was asleep still.

“Hi,” one of the girls said. The music was louder standing next to the house, but as long as the door was closed, I could hear the girls’ voices clearly. And I could tell that they were real women. There’s a quality to a real woman’s voice that is unmistakable. No amount of hormone replacement can give a man a woman’s voice—even a man with an already feminine-sounding voice.

“I live next door. I’m Amanda’s friend,” I said, extending my hand to introduce myself. One of the girls took my hand as she stared into my eyes. I could tell she was drunk by the redness in her face and by the way she staggered slightly as she stood and dragged off of her cigarette.

“Caroline,” she said. Her eyes were glowing. She was happy to see a man at the party. Most girls like to play hard to get but those efforts usually vanish after a few shots of hard liquor.

I felt a strong wave of relief when the other girls introduced themselves and I realized they were also real women. It was nice to know that I could still tell the difference—even from afar, I was pretty sure they were real women. Had they opened their mouths to speak and a male voice came out, I wouldn’t know what to think anymore—that would have shattered my whole gender-based reality, and I wasn’t prepared for that.

One of the girls insisted I come in for a drink. I looked back at our house to see if I could see a face looking back at me from Brad’s window. But his window was still just a black void. So I went inside and had a drink with the girls. I was nearly finished my drink when Amanda came down the stairs with one of her friends. When she saw me her face lit up and she smiled. I will say: it’s nice when someone’s face lights up at the sight of you—regardless of whether they are a biological female or not. I waved with a smile and she walked over.

“Are we being too loud?” she asked.

“No—I couldn’t sleep and I just decided to come and say hello,” I said. She smelled nice, as usual. She was wearing that same outfit she wore when I first met her: a white sweater with black stripes around the wrists and neck, and a black skirt. Except instead of the thigh-high matching socks, she was wearing thigh-high black leather boots with heels. But even with heels, she was still a few inches shorter than me.

In the soft orange lamplight, her masculine features weren’t so obvious. Her slightly harsh jawline looked soft in the dim glow, and her nose appeared smaller, though that may have been helped by makeup. She had her eyebrows drawn on darker, or maybe I just hadn’t noticed them in previous meetings.

She was staring into my eyes with a sort of grin. “What’s up?” I asked, letting out a nervous laugh. She was looking at me as though she was reading my mind and she found my thoughts to be rather curious.

Her friend, Caroline, was looking at me from across the room—and she was looking at me as if it had been fifteen years since she’d last seen a man. And I found myself wishing that Caroline would have been the one wearing that mouth-watering perfume. And Caroline would have been much cuter with Amanda’s body—minus the cock, of course. Amanda also had better hair—it was longer and it looked softer and her curls were impressively perfect. Amanda’s boots were also great—they made her already long legs look longer, like they belonged to a model—

But she wasn’t a woman; I had to bite down on my tongue to remind myself. Caroline was a real woman. Her perfume might not have been as luring and physical aspects of her may not have been perfect, but she was a woman—therefor she won automatically. But was there really any harm in admitting that Amanda was convincing in some regards? Sure, her voice was a giveaway, but did I really have to lie to myself about her body to feel secure about my sexuality? She had a nice body: great legs and a great tush. What’s the big deal? Her perfume made the edges of my lips wet, but that didn’t mean that I was attracted to her. Her skin was amazingly soft, but that didn’t mean I wanted to fuck her.

“I was thinking about you the other night,” Amanda said with a slight grin, and I couldn’t help but think of her little solo romp in her bedroom that I saw from my backyard. Was that the moment she was referring to?

“Oh yeah?” I said. I cleared my throat. “What about?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “Just thinking,” she said. And she was giving me that strange look again. “Do I make you uncomfortable?”

I perked up and shook my head. Did she think I was homophobic—or transphobic or the victim of some other recently named phobia? “What? Why would you say that?” I asked.

“Well, I’m assuming you know about me,” she said, and I knew she was referring to her biological gender.

I shrugged my shoulders again. “Yeah. So?”

“Does it bother you?” she asked.

“Of course not,” I said. I had to bite down on my tongue again. I hoped that my face wasn’t turning red. She was staring right into my eyes like a poker player trying to call a bluff.

She smiled and then she laughed. “You seem like a nice guy, Danny. If you ever want to hang out, I’m home most evenings. Tomorrow I’m totally free.” She nodded and turned away to go and catch up with some other friends. Her skirt danced from side to side as she left, almost teasing the bottom of her perky bum.

Caroline was still looking at me with that same look—and I was feeling in the mood. “It’s kind of loud down here. Want to go up to a room to talk?” I asked her. And her smile grew bigger and she slipped her fingers between mine.


CHAPTER VI

Caroline was a fun romp. She was wild and full of life and wanted to be on top the whole time. She was already wet before I got her naked. There was a large damp spot on the panties, which I threw aside. When her hands weren’t on me, they were on her own breasts, squeezing and playing with her nipples. I could smell the vodka and orange juice on her breath, but I didn’t mind.

She didn’t waste much time. She tugged my pants and boxers down to my knees and then she immediately started grinding my cock with her wet pussy, getting me nice and wet and ready for penetration. Then she reached down and stood me up and sat down on my cock, getting all of me inside of her. She let out a long, deep groan. Her legs trembled and she started to bounce like the Energizer Bunny. Her tits bounced without rhythm—one bouncing higher than the other.

And she bounced for a while with my hands on her hips. She came on my cock and then she bounced some more and came again. She took my hands and brought them to her tits and I squeezed. She came a third time, but I still wasn’t any closer to coming myself. “What’s wrong?” she asked between breaths. She didn’t bother stopping.

“Nothing,” I said. “Why?”

“Why aren’t you coming in me?” she asked. “Do you want me to talk dirty to you?”

I nodded my head, so she started talking dirty to me.

“I love the way your big, hard cock feels in my little pussy. Oh, fuck me, daddy. I want you to fuck me harder, daddy. Make me come again. Do you like it when I come on you big, hard cock, daddy?” I wasn’t a big fan of the daddies. But I didn’t want to kill her fun, so I let her go on. But I still wasn’t any closer to coming. “Come on, daddy. Come in my little pussy. Fill me with your big, hot load. Rub my clit. Come on, daddy. Come in me. Please!” She bounced harder and faster, but it just wasn’t happening.

“Turn around,” I said. She stared at me for a moment with wide eyes full of shock and horror, as if I was telling her that I would only be able to come if I couldn’t see her—and maybe that was true. She hesitated and then she turned around. I felt guilt swirling in my gut. She started to lower herself back down, but I redirected her, pushing the tip of my cock against her asshole. “That’s not my pussy,” she said.

“I know,” I said. And then I started to pull her down. She resisted a bit at first, but then she gave in, determined to give me what I wanted. She was tight and it was probably the first time she’d ever been fucked in the ass. She winced and groaned as I penetrated her puckering hole. “Fuck, you’re tight,” I said. I sunk deeper and deeper until her bum was pressed against my pelvis.

“It hurts,” she said through clenched teeth.

“You’ll be okay,” I said. And then I slowly stared to pull her up and down on my dick. It felt good—it felt amazing. I’d never been in a hole so tight before. I’d never fucked anyone in the ass until that moment. And I’d never closed my eyes and imagined my partner with a cock before—until that moment. I knew it was a bad thought to have. I knew I shouldn’t have been entertaining such degenerate fantasies, but I couldn’t help myself. I allowed myself to surrender, just for a few minutes, just so I could get off. And it didn’t take me long to get off. After just a few penetrations, I was ramming my cock hard and fast up her ass. She was tense and her fingernails were digging into my thighs, but I wouldn’t stop—I couldn’t stop. And even when my eyes were open, I was picturing Amanda where Caroline was. I imagined her flaccid cock flopping up and down and side-to-side while I bounced her on my lap. I imagined her slightly masculine voice moaning while I stuffed her.

And I imagined my cock filling her with my hot cum. Caroline came while rubbing her clit. In the end, she liked having her ass stuffed. She liked the feeling of my throbbing cock in her tight rectum. Though she was sore when she stood up and waddled over to the bathroom to get herself cleaned up. Once she was gone, my heart plunged into my gut. I’d just imagined myself having sex with a man while I was with a woman. Was I insane? Where were these fantasies suddenly coming from? I’d never imagined myself with a man before…

But Amanda wasn’t a man. She looked and smelled and felt like a woman. Her legs were more feminine than Caroline’s legs. Her face was prettier than most of the faces at that party—maybe even prettier than all of them. But I didn’t just imagine her legs and her face—I imagined her voice and worst of all: I imagined her cock. As I came, I even imagined her cock blasting cum all over my legs. I wasn’t as innocent as I was trying to justify to myself.

While Caroline was in the bathroom, I snuck out and returned to my bedroom next door. I crawled into bed and tried my best to pretend like those thoughts never crossed through my mind. I wasn’t gay. I wasn’t into traps. I liked girls and I only wanted to be with girls—and that was the end of it.

But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t stop thinking about Amanda. And now I wasn’t just thinking about plugging her bottom—I was thinking about holding her hand and I was thinking about kissing her lips. I knew those hands belonged to a man and so did those lips, but the thoughts persisted nonetheless. Maybe I did have a problem. And it was only going to get worse as long as my will was weak. That night, my will was weaker than ever. I fell asleep imagining the pillow next to me was Amanda. I threw my arm over her and I held her close and told myself I would start my repenting in the morning.


CHAPTER VII

I was happy when I got a text from a friend asking if I wanted to go with him to see some action movie that had just come out. I didn’t have a lot of money, but I was ready to jump on any excuse to get out of the house and far away from my trap neighbours.

The movie was okay—a little bit boring but I wish it would have lasted longer. It wasn’t even a whole ninety minutes, and I was only just starting to forget about my degenerate thoughts near the end. “Want to see another movie while we’re here?” I asked my buddy, and he looked at me strangely.

“You want to watch another movie?” he asked curiously.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Yeah, why not?”

“Because it’s Friday night and every party in town has already started,” he said with a laugh. I didn’t mind the idea of going to a party—I could clear my mind at a party. I would go for the booze and for the drinking games and for the conversations—not for the women. I needed a break from women (biological and otherwise). I couldn’t look at a woman without thinking about Amanda. Hell, I couldn’t even look at a blonde person without thinking of Amanda.

But a party would be a good distraction. So I got into my friend’s car and we took off for a party that he’d been invited to earlier in the week. But the party was a bust. There was a police cruiser parked out front when we pulled up. One of the neighbours called in a noise complaint. So my friend pulled out his phone and started messaging another friend. “Okay, there’s another party we can go to. Don’t worry.” He started driving and I sat back. I watched the passing buildings and found myself thinking once again about Amanda.

I was beginning to realize that I couldn’t stop my thoughts of Amanda. It was like I was infected with a virus. I knew it was degenerate and I knew that if I was actually in a room with her and I saw her bare cock, I would be repulsed. Or would I be repulsed? Why was a cock any more repulsive than a pussy? Why was the thought of fucking Amanda any more degenerate than the thought of fucking any woman? The biological purpose of sex is to create offspring, but I wasn’t doing that with biological women, so what difference did it really make?

I closed my eyes and shook my head. I was actually starting to believe my insane justifications. My mind was bent on convincing me to slip into bed with her, but I couldn’t let it happen. I needed to distance myself from her and I needed to give myself time to forget about my stupid justifications. The longer I went without seeing her, the more I began to doubt her femininity. I was able to tell myself: maybe she doesn’t look as girly as you remember. Maybe you’re just remembering incorrectly, Danny.

I started texting my brother on my phone. My parents were out of town and I was supposed to be at home watching him. But he was seventeen and more than capable of taking care of himself. “How’s it going?” I asked. “You still alive?”

“I’m just playing video games. Can I order a pizza?”

“Go for it,” I said. And then I decided to text some other friends to see what they were up to that night. When they didn’t reply right away, I moved onto someone else—anyone who could help me keep my mind away from Amanda.

“We’re here,” my driving friend said as we pulled up to the curb. I looked up and laughed. We were at my house.

“Yeah, there’s no party here,” I said. And then I realized I was wrong—there was a party underway next door, in the trap house. My heart stuttered and fluttered down into my gut.

“Quit being weird. I was told there would be girls here, and apparently there’s tons of free beer in the fridge. So let’s just leave our stash in the trunk for now.” He hopped out and started towards the house without waiting. I thought about running into my house and hiding for the rest of the night, but I didn’t want to embarrass myself. Besides, maybe seeing Amanda again would do me some good—maybe it would help me dispel the thought that she was really a viable sexual partner. So I followed my friend into the house.

It was their biggest party yet, now that they were fully settled in. It was Tracy’s birthday party and the invitation had been circulated around town. Balloons floated along the ceiling and streamers swivelled up the stairway banister. I stayed close to the wall where I was least likely to be seen. I asked my friend to grab me a beer, and then I found myself standing alone, keeping my head down so I wouldn’t accidentally make eye contact with Amanda or any of the other traps for that matter. I didn’t want my friend to see me chatting with a tranny—and I definitely didn’t want him knowing that I knew these girls, even if they were my neighbours.

Maybe I was transphobic; it was certainly starting to seem like it. I didn’t want to be transphobic but I also didn’t want any of my friends thinking that I was romantically interested in a trans girl. So I guess that technically made me transphobic, but that certainly seemed better than the alternative.

My plan was to have a drink or two and then jet; I could tell my friend that I had to check on my brother. He didn’t need to know that my brother was seventeen—turning eighteen in a few weeks—and he didn’t need to know that I lived next door. I could just sneak away and shoot him a text message. There were enough girls at the party that he wouldn’t care about or even notice my disappearance.

I checked my watch. Ten minutes had passed and my friend was still missing. Had he gone to the bathroom? Had he forgotten about me? Did he meet a girl and simply ditch me? I was fine with that. I decided to give him another five minutes, and then I would take off. Those five minutes ticked by slowly. I spotted Georgia from across the party and I looked away quickly. If I could get through those next five minutes without being recognized—that would be ideal.

I checked my watch again. My friend’s five minutes were up. So I started towards the door. And then I felt a tapping on my shoulder. I spun around, hoping it was him—but it was her: it was Amanda. Her face lit up as I looked into her eyes and she smiled big. “You came!” she said.

I looked around to make sure my friend wasn’t hovering around nearby. He wasn’t anywhere to be seen. “Hey, nice to see you,” I said.

“You okay? Your face is red,” she said.

“Oh, I’m fine. Just not feeling fantastic today. I, uh, might take off here. But it was nice seeing you,” I said. And I hated that she looked great. I hated that her face was more feminine than ever, that her hair was perfect, that her dress fit her perfectly—and I hated that I was starting to get used to her voice; I had to strain to hear that masculinity that seemed so obvious when I first met her.

“You should stay—just for a drink,” she said. And as she said it, I saw my friend emerge from the kitchen area with two drinks. He was talking to a girl, but I knew he was looking for me. I panicked. I couldn’t let him see me talking to Amanda. My head was suddenly spinning and I wasn’t able to think clearly. I grabbed Amanda by the wrist. “Want to show me your room?” I asked. I turned my back to my friend.

Amanda laughed. “Really? I’d love to,” she said. Her eyes were glowing now. She thought that I wanted to have a romp with her, but I really just didn’t want to be caught chatting with a tranny. So I moved quickly out of sight and up to Amanda’s room.


CHAPTER VIII

“Are you okay? You’re acting funny,” she said. And I realized I had a whole new problem now: now I was stuck up in Amanda’s bedroom.

I couldn’t let my friend see me coming down the stairs with Amanda. And even if I went down alone, he would suspect I’d been up there with a girl, and it would be long before he figured out which one. But my bigger problem was Amanda: now I was in her room with her and the door was closed. And she had a look in her eyes that suggested she was hoping to do more than just talk.

“Funny?” I said after some hesitation. “How so?”

“I don’t know. You seem on edge. Is everything alright?”

“You asked if I was comfortable around you yesterday,” I said. “Well I have a confession to make. I’m not.” I watched her face turn white and I tried to figure out why I’d said it. I’d had a train of thought that made sense, but now I couldn’t make any sense out of it. “I mean—I want to be, but I—I just don’t know how to be. I have nothing against you. And I even have to admit that you’re really beautiful—but I can’t stop thinking about the fact you used to be… you know.”

She was looking down at her feet. “That’s fair. You can’t help the way you think. At least you’ve been nice to me,” she said.

“Don’t get me wrong, Amanda. I like you. I like you a lot. I’m just… not comfortable. I don’t know how else to put it.”

She stared at me for a moment and I could see that sadness swelling in her eyes. “What about right now? Are you comfortable now? With no one else around?”

I had to think about it. I was strangely comfortable now—now that my friend or my brother or that large group of strangers couldn’t see me. I didn’t feel like I had anything to hide anymore, because I knew Amanda wasn’t going to tell anyone about our conversation unless I told her to. “Yeah—I’m comfortable now,” I said.

“How comfortable? As comfortable as you would be if I was a real girl?” she asked. She took a step closer to me—placing her close enough that I could smell that amazing perfume that always made me so crazy.

“I guess so,” I said. “I’m not trying to hurt your feelings. I just want to be honest with you. I want you to know why I’ve been acting weird. My brother would make fun of me if he saw us together. And my friends—they would call me names.”

“So?” she asked. And those two little letters posed a good question. So? So what if my brother makes fun of me? So what if my friends call me names? It’s not like they were going to beat me up. It’s not like they really cared at the end of the day. People only care about themselves. People like to make fun of others to make themselves feel better—but that the end of the day, they’re only truly concerned with their own affairs.

I stared into her eyes and I still couldn’t believe those eyes ever belonged to a man. Those eyes weren’t the product of any hormone replacement therapy. They weren’t put in surgically. They were her eyes. Sure, her skin was probably softer after taking hormones, but it was still her skin. She didn’t have breast implants—so her chest was her own. Her ass was her own and her stellar legs were her own. And why should I resist any of it just because of some invisible chromosomes?

I kissed her. It was the only response I could come up with, and it turned out to be a good one. She kissed back and her face lit up again. Her lips were soft and plump. She playfully bit my bottom lip before allowing me to sink my tongue into her mouth.

She put her hands gently on my sides and began to caress my body. And all of my inhibitions began to flutter away. I couldn’t ever remember why I’d ever resisted her in the first place. I found myself reaching down under her skirt. I felt her thick bulge against her tight panties. I rubbed it playfully for a moment before fishing it out without much effort. Once it was flopped out, I began stroking her length.

And nothing about it felt strange or wrong or degenerate or even awkward. I didn’t feel like I was having gay sex. I was with a woman who happened to have a cock. And so what if she used to be a man—she used to be a baby, too, so did that mean I was fucking a baby? Of course not.

I dropped to my knees without being told to do so. I suck my head under her skirt and I saw her curved snake dangling between her thighs. I didn’t stare for too long before I wrapped my lips around it and began to suck. I felt strangely liberated. I wasn’t afraid of going home and finding out that Brad saw us through the window. I wasn’t worried about going downstairs with Amanda’s hand in mine for everyone to see. Who cares?

She sat down on her bed and I kept my lips around her cock. It didn’t take me long to get her rock-hard. I hadn’t even touched my cock and I was already rock-hard. I tasted a squirt of her pre-cum and then I climbed back up over her to let her have a taste as well. She wrapped her tongue around mine while we both worked to get my pants down and out of the way. I liked the feeling of her erection rubbing against mine. I wasn’t even inside of her and I felt like I was about to come all over her crotch. She was shaved clean down there; so it would have been an easy clean up.

I aimed my cock down to her butthole and then I felt something hard and strange. I looked down. Her hole was already plugged with something black and plastic. “What’s that?” I asked.

She smirked with red cheeks. “A vibrator. I put it in before the party started. It’s set to go off randomly,” she said. Then her eyes widened and she let out a soft whimper. “And it’s going off now.” I looked down and saw that she wasn’t lying. I could see it vibrating. And I watched as another drop of pre-cum oozed from her erect cock.

The sight only made me hornier. Instead of pulling that vibrator out, I decided to climb on top. I grabbed her warm cock and I aimed its tip to my butthole. I’d never been penetrated before but there’s a first time for everything—and there was no better first time than with Amanda. I began to sit down. I winced slightly and clenched my teeth and then my rectum finally relaxed enough for her to enter. It felt strange at first, but that strangeness quickly succumbed to ecstasy. I let her sink deep while I did my best not to clench. Her cock was long and thin, and it felt amazing as soon as her tip was pressed up to my g-spot.

“How does that feel?” she asked. Her knees were trembling slightly from the vibrator.

“Amazing,” I said.

“I can’t promise I’ll last long,” she said with a smirk in her voice.

“That’s fine. As long as you don’t pull out,” I said. “I want you to finish inside of me. Please.” I was staring her in the eyes now. My cheeks were warm and probably red. I still couldn’t get over how cute she was.

“I think that can be arranged,” she said with her cute smile. And then she started to thrust her rod in and out of my body. My legs trembled. I kept my hips slightly elevated so she could pull out entirely before thrusting herself back up into me. And it wasn’t long before I started to bounce my bum up and down on her cock.

I was tempted to close my eyes in my state of euphoria but I forced them to stay open, so I could continue watching my beautiful trans date. I loved her flat chest and I loved her full lips. I loved the way she moaned and I loved the way she bit her bottom lip as her fingernails sunk into my hips. “Your cock,” she said, motioning for me to look down. I looked down.

My cock was throbbing intensely and bloating up thick. My tip was a red colour and it felt tighter than ever. I was only looking at it for a second before a stream of white perfection shot into the air and landed on her chest. More blasts followed—and my climax seemed to go on forever, until she was coated in my white load. I quivered and groaned and wondered how it was possible without being touched. Her cock must have been stimulating my prostate—and my God, did it feel good.

“I think I’m about to come. I’m definitely about to come,” she said through clenched teeth. And then I felt her cock bloating up inside of me. I sunk down hard, pressing my bum against her thighs. I wanted it deep inside of me—as deep as it would go. I felt her unloading. Her nails sunk deeper into my skin but I didn’t mind. I was being filled up and I liked it. I fell down on her and we kissed again. And then we both caught our breath and stood up. My cum slowly ran down her chest and her cum slowly drained out of my stretched hole. “That was fun,” she said with dark red cheeks.

“Hell yeah, it was,” I said. “Maybe we can go at it again later tonight.”

“That sounds like fun,” she said with that cute smile that I was obsessed with.

We went back down to the party together, hand-in-hand. My friend saw us. I even introduced Amanda to him and I watched as his skin flushed when he heard her voice. But I didn’t care. He would mock me later, but he would get bored of mocking me quickly once he realized I really didn’t care. The next morning, after we’d had sex three more times, I brought Amanda over for breakfast. Brad pulled me aside to remind me that she wasn’t actually a woman. “So?” I said. He didn’t have an answer. He just looked at me with big shocked eyes and then he went back to his room, where he would have gone regardless.

Amanda helped me clean the dishes. We didn’t get far before we started making out again. I would have brought her up to my room to fuck again, but both of our asses were sore and we both needed a day or so to replenish our cum.

It was only a few months later when I moved in with Amanda, and the trap next door became the trap in my bed. And that’s the way I liked it.

THE END


FILTHY REBOUND

Andy is left devastated after a big breakup. Nicole took the apartment, the dog, the car, and she even kept the engagement ring so she could pawn it off. It wasn’t even a week later when she announced her new engagement to the guy she’d been seeing behind Andy’s back.

Andy’s friends try everything to get Andy back on his feet. They try to assure him that time will heal the hole Nicole left in his heart. But after a few weeks, he’s more miserable than ever. His friends are convinced he just needs a rebound, but no woman will stick around to endure Andy’s despair. But the guys are determined, even if it means one of them has to pound back a few shots and get dolled up for a night.


CHAPTER I

It had been three weeks since Nicole left me for another man, and it hadn’t gotten any easier. Everyone kept telling me: “Every day will be easier.” But I’d already counted twenty-three days and it was harder than ever.

It wouldn’t have been so bad had she just left me—had she just walked up to me and said, “I don’t love you anymore.” Instead, I had to find out through a friend: a text message on a Friday night. Nicole told me she was out bowling with a couple of friends. Rex sent me a picture he snapped at Ranchman’s Nightclub: a picture of Nicole sucking the face off of a half-naked man wearing a cowboy hat.

I pretended like it wasn’t Nicole in that picture, even though she was wearing the exact custom engagement ring I’d spent my whole savings account on, and the emerald necklace I had to finance—not to mention the fifteen-hundred dollar purse that I got her for Christmas. I managed to convince myself that those were just coincidences—anyone can custom order a ring to look like that, and it’s not like the purse company only sold of those purses in their scheme to make money.

It was a week later when I was at work and my phone buzzed. It took me a moment to realize that the buzzing was coming from inside of my pocket seeing as I always had the vibrate function turned off on my phone. I reached into my pocket and pulled out Nicole’s phone—I must have grabbed it by accident before leaving the house.

And on her phone was a new message from a number I didn’t recognize. There were no words, just a photo of a naked man with a throbbing erection. The words came a few seconds later. “I’m thinking of you this morning,” the man said. And then he sent another photo of my fiancée on her knees in what looked like a public bathroom stall, sucking his cock. “Remember the other night?” he wrote.

I felt sick. I nearly threw up on my work desk. I turned the phone off and wished that I would wake up from my horrible nightmare. But it wasn’t a nightmare—it was real. I went home early from work that day and found Nicole sitting at home. She saw me holding her phone and her face turned white—and that was enough for me to know it was all true. She was cheating on me with some chiselled, horny, cowboy wannabe. “So are we done then?” I asked with a strange pain in my throat. I was still waiting for the nightmare to end.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I didn’t want you to find out like this,” she said.

“Find out like what? How did you want me to find out?” I asked. I was trying not to cry. I felt so pathetic. Could I not satisfy Nicole’s needs? Was I not good enough in bed for her?

The worst part might have been the fact that Nicole had never sucked my cock before. She always told me that she hated sucking cock—the thought made her nauseous. So for five years, I accepted that I would probably never get another blowjob—and I was okay with that. There are worse things to live without. But there she was in that photo, deep-throating some man she probably only knew for a couple of weeks.

There were other photos in that message stream—naked photos of my fiancée and more naked photos of the man. There was even a video of the man stroking his cock until he came—which I only watched a few seconds of before that nausea came back with a vengeance.

I went out to the bar to clear my mind, and to drink away the pain. But the alcohol didn’t make the pain go away. When I returned home a few hours later, she was gone. Her clothes were gone and her pillow was gone and the television was gone and our pots and pans were gone. It was an impressive getaway—a neighbour told me he saw a guy in a cowboy hat and a bunch of other guys loading up a U-Haul. They must have arrived shortly after I left for the bar, and they took pretty much everything Nicole and I ever bought together, including our dog, Dover.

“Give it a week and you’ll start to feel better,” Rex told me. But after a week, it got worse—much worse. I had a friend reach out to Nicole on my behalf, to get the engagement ring back, so I could pawn it so I would have a little bit of money to live off of. But she beat me to it—she’d already pawned it. I should have deleted her off of all my social media accounts sooner, because shortly after finding out she’d pawned the ring, I found out she was now engaged to the cowboy. Her profile picture was of the two of them, smiling at some rodeo—her holding her hand out with the new ring around her finger.

I deleted her immediately after reading the caption: “Love knows no bounds,” she wrote. “Getting married in December. Hope you will all make it out!” December was supposed to be our wedding date. She was literally reusing all of our wedding plans save for the invitations (or maybe she did reuse the invitations and she just crossed out my name). I tried calling to cancel the venue we had booked. “You’ve already paid for it,” the woman told me. “A few days ago, we charged your card—as per your request.”

I forgot that Nicole and I shared a credit card, even though it was only tied to my bank account. I called the credit card company and immediately cancelled the card, but they told me I was still stuck paying the bill. They told me, “that’s not our problem,” when I told them what Nicole did to me. It was my problem—and it was a big problem. Now I owed over ten thousand dollars and I was single and lonely.

I could have taken her to court but I never wanted to see her face again—even if that meant shelling out over ten thousand dollars for Nicole’s wedding.


CHAPTER II

It was two weeks after the big split when I moved in with some friends. They cleared out their spare room so that I could have a bedroom. I had to go to the store to buy myself a twin bed because Nicole had taken our bed (I’d been sleeping on the ground for two weeks, which hadn’t helped my fragile state of mind much). It was nice to sleep on a bed again, but it was sad falling asleep alone—and even sadder waking up alone.

Every morning, I would roll over and throw my arm over Nicole. She would nudge her bum back into my lap and we would cuddle for fifteen minutes before rolling out of bed. Now, I would wake up and run through that same motion, only to find myself hugging a cold, lifeless pillow.

Rex tried introducing me to the single life—a life he knew very well. He took me to the mall to buy some new clothes—clothes that he was certain would make women drool—and then he started taking me to the gym. Every night, he would take me to a different club to talk to young, horny women. But the women went running whenever I so much as mentioned Nicole. Rex told me not to mention her, but it seemed impossible, especially when girls had brown eyes. Nicole had brown eyes, too. “What should I talk about instead?” I asked Rex.

“Literally anything,” he said, as if it was such a simple instruction. But I’d been with Nicole for my whole adult life. I had nothing else to talk about. My work was dull and I no longer had any hobbies—all of my previous hobbies involved Nicole. I felt like I didn’t have a personality anymore. I felt like a pathetic, dull human being. Rex managed to convince a beautiful blonde to come and chat with me one night. “Andy, this is Tina. Tina—Andy,” he said. She extended her small, fragile hand. Nicole had small, fragile hands too.

I nodded and forced a smile and did my best not to mention Nicole. “Pleasure to meet you,” I said.

“I love your shirt,” she said. “It looks soft. Can I feel it?”

I let her feel my shirt. I could smell the vodka and orange juice on her breath. Rex had gone out and picked an easy one for me. Sadly, vodka and orange juice was Nicole’s favourite drink. I didn’t say anything. Instead, I started to cry. Tina stared at me with horrified eyes for a moment before looking over to Rex. Rex shook his head and parted his lips with embarrassment, but he didn’t know what to say. So Tina just looked down at her cute feet and scuffled away.

“Are you, uh, okay?” Rex asked, putting his hand on my back. Sadly, I didn’t just produce tears. There were all sorts of fluids coming out from my eyes and nose.

I nodded my head, unable to respond. There were about fifteen people staring at me now in complete silence. They probably thought that Tina walked up to me to inform me that my whole family had been murdered by some satanic cult. So I ran out of the club. Rex chased after me and caught up with me five blocks down the road.

He was out of breath when he reached me. “Hey, man. I know this sounds hard, but if you’re ever going to get over Nicole, you’re going to need a rebound.”

“I don’t want a rebound. I just want Nicole. But I don’t want the real Nicole—I want the Nicole I had five years ago. I want my high school sweetheart back,” I said. And this time I managed not to cry. Maybe I had run out of tears. I still hated how pathetic I looked.

“Well she doesn’t exist anymore. And why would you want to be with someone who cheated on you?”

“Did you not hear me? I said I want the Nicole from five years ago,” I said.

“Did it not count five years ago or something?” Rex asked.

“Did what not count?”

“When she cheated on you five years ago,” he said with confused and narrowed eyes.

“What are you talking about?”

I watched as the colour drained from Rex’s face. Then his cheeks turned red. “Dude… Five years ago, when you had been together for about six months, she cheated on you with Danny. Remember Danny?”

“What are you talking about?” I asked. My heart sunk into my gut.

“Remember that big party at Freddie’s house? You drank too much and had to spend the night in the bathroom. Nicole slept with Danny. She told us that you knew and you already forgave her.”

I wanted to throw up—so I threw up. I didn’t completely miss Rex’s feet. He tried to jump back but it was too late. “Damnit, Andy! These were brand new!” He looked around for something to clean his shoes with, but there was nothing. He took a deep breath and regained his composure. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to yell.”

“She cheated on me five years ago? With Danny?”

“Sorry, buddy. But now you know that she was never good for you, right? Now you can move on. Right?”

But that wasn’t the case. The new information only hurt more. I’d just discovered that I’d been in a sham of a relationship throughout the better half of my twenties—the prime of my life. Half of my graduating class was married with kids, and what did I have to show? I had a crappy job and a twin mattress crammed into a glorified coat closet.

I went home and I wanted to cry myself to sleep—but I could muster up no tears. So I just stared at the ceiling and hoped that my friends were right: that time would heal my wound. Though I couldn’t help but notice the conflicting advice from Rex: that I needed a rebound if I was going to get over Nicole. Did I need a rebound or did I just need more time?

And how could I ever find a rebound if everything reminded me of Nicole? There was a single spring in my twin mattress that was slightly more tense than the other springs. When Nicole and I went on our first trip together, to Osoyoos, our hotel room only had a twin mattress, and it also had a spring that was slightly more tense than the other springs. We had sex on that mattress and that was the first time I told her that I loved her. She said it back, but now I was starting to think that she didn’t mean it. Maybe she never meant it.


CHAPTER III

It was a Friday morning when I woke up early for the first time in weeks. I’d been sleeping in past noon each day because I wasn’t falling asleep until the sun was already up—agonizing over the fact that I was in bed alone. This particular morning, I’d only been asleep for a few hours, but the sound of the front door constantly opening and closing pulled me awake. I shuffled down to the kitchen where I could hear muffled chatter.

I noticed all of the shoes by the front door, as if my roommates had many guests over. I could hear them talking. “You really think this will work?” one of them said.

“He’s been here for too long. We need to get him back on his feet so he can get out of here,” said another voice. They were all keeping their voices low, so it was difficult to know who was talking—but it was obvious who they were talking about: me. I peeked around the corner, trying to be stealthy, and they all looked over at me as if they were deer and I’d stepped on a twig in a silent forest. Rex forced a smile. “You’re up early,” he said.

“Yeah,” I said. I stared into his eyes and then I looked at his co-conspirators. They were all forcing smiles, pretending like they were just having a guy’s breakfast party. There was a box of donuts on the table. One of the guys offered one to me. “I’m okay, thanks.” I stared at all of them for a moment. “Don’t stop talking because I’m here. Go ahead.”

They all looked at one another in an awkward silence. And then Rex started talking about a playoff hockey game he’d watched the night before. “Never thought the Jets would beat Nashville,” he said.

“It’s not over yet,” said Ricky. Ricky was short and blonde and possibly gay and he’d never been remotely interested in sports, even though he looked a bit like William Nylander. His input into the fake conversation only made it more obviously fake.

So I went back up to my room. I could tell that I wasn’t welcome. I closed my door and a couple of minutes later, I heard someone creeping down the hall towards my room. They only came within a few feet before creeping back towards the stairs. They were probably checking to see if my door was closed, so they could continue their secret meeting.

And I felt deceived and betrayed. Those guys owed me, not just because I was their friend, but also because I’d helped all of them out before. When we were teenagers, I carried Gary three miles to the car after he sliced open his stomach after a failed rope swing incident. I drove him to the hospital and he hardly survived—but he did survive, thanks to me. I was covered in his blood and my arms refused to work for the next four straight days.

Rex owed me because I was the only reason he made it through his second year of college. I tutored him for five months for his economics class, and then he caught a bad case of mono and couldn’t make any of his exams. His professors wouldn’t let him reschedule. “You can take the classes again next year,” they told him, but administration told him different. “If you don’t score at least a 2.5 GPA, you can’t take any classes next year. And he wouldn’t score a 2.5 if he didn’t take his exams. So I took it upon myself to do his exams for him. I had to study night and day for two weeks (with almost no sleep) for courses I knew nothing about. I put on his clothes and walked into each exam pretending to be him. I passed every course for him. And thanks to me, he got to return to college for a third year.

Ricky owed me big as well. He got mixed up with the wrong crowd and he came to me one night with terror in his eyes. “They’re going to kill me, Andy. You have to help me. Hide me. Please.” He owed a scary dude fifteen thousand dollars. He’d borrowed the money after finding out about a rigged fight—hoping to triple it by betting all of it. But the fight wasn’t rigged. He got a bad tip from a guy who saw an opportunity to take advantage of a young man. For the next few days, black cars drove slowly past my house. A man came to my door and asked if I knew where Ricky was. He made a point of showing me his gun. So I went to the bank and I emptied out my retirement savings—even though I had to pay a large penalty. I gave it all to Ricky and he paid off his debt.

The other guys in that room owed just as much, but apparently they’d all forgotten. Now, they just wanted their spare room back. They were tired of dealing with a sad, pathetic roommate.

I thought about moving out—but I had no money and I had nowhere else to go. I needed a month or two to get back on my feet. I still owed Nicole’s entire wedding on my credit card.

I found myself staring at my ceiling, wondering where it all went wrong—and wondering what I’d done to deserve such an embarrassing punishment. My own friends were conspiring against me. And if I didn’t have friends, what did I have? A twin mattress with a slightly tense rogue spring?

I tossed and turned and listened as my friends all left for the morning—their conspiracy meeting adjourned. I thought about confronting Rex, telling him I heard everything. I hadn’t heard everything, but I’d heard enough to know they wanted me out. But I was too embarrassed. It was their house, after all. They had the right to kick me out, if that’s what they wanted to do.

When I saw Rex later that day, he just forced a smile in my direction. I forced a smile back. It was an awkward moment, followed by an awkward silence. “Hey, we’re thinking of throwing a party tomorrow,” he said.

“Here?” I asked.

“Yeah. Is that okay?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Sure. It’s your house. You can do whatever you want.”

“Okay. It’ll be fun.” He was still forcing that smile. There was another long, awkward silence, and then he continued towards his bedroom.


CHAPTER IV

The party started early. Before anyone arrived, the guys insisted that I join them in the kitchen for shots. When I was taking my second shot, I noticed the guys were watching me carefully, hesitating before pounding back their own drinks. I looked around and said, “What’s going on?”

Rex smiled. “Just nice to see you cutting loose,” he said, as if I hadn’t had a drink since breaking up with Nicole. I’d had plenty of drinks—almost every night since the big split. I’d practically been in a constant hungover state since I received that picture on her phone.

I noticed a small clear puddle on the ground, which I suspected was vodka. Rex was tossing his shots over his shoulder when I wasn’t looking. Gary was the one pouring the shots, and I noticed he was only pouring his own to the halfway mark. He was a big guy and could tolerate lots of liquor. Ricky was drinking his shots, and he was smaller than me. But I still couldn’t help but think they were trying to get me drunk for a reason.

Once people started arriving, the shots kept coming. Rex would come over to me with two shot glasses filled with clear liquid. He would hand me mine and then we would drink together, though I suspected he was just drinking water. I was starting to feel tipsy.

They’d invited an impressive crowd—some people I knew, some were complete strangers. I wasn’t interested in mingling—especially not with women. So I stayed close to the kitchen where the drinks were. A couple of girls approached me to chat, but I suspected they were sent over by Rex and the guys in an attempt to pull me out of my funk. I entertained their conversations but I refused to make any moves. I was tempted to compliment one girl, but I knew that’s what Rex wanted. I’m not sure why, but I didn’t want to leave Rex feeling satisfied.

So to get away from the girls, I would excuse myself for the bathroom and hide out until enough time had passed that the girls would lose interest and wander away. Then I would sneak back into the kitchen for more drinks.

And I drank more than night than I had in many years. I was stumbling through the house, unable to see in a straight line. A man I never met before helped me into the kitchen and he started forcing a glass of water on me. I drank the water, knowing if I didn’t, the next morning would be agony. He came back with another glass of water and I drank that too, even though it felt like drinking poison. The next thing I knew, I was in the bathroom, throwing up. And I was happy to throw up—it always made the next morning hangovers easier to bear.

By midnight, I felt more-or-less sober, though I was still staggering slightly. I could think straight, and that’s what really mattered. I wasn’t going to make any dumb mistakes. I had another glass of water, and then I noticed her standing in the corner: a petite young woman with long dirty blonde hair. She had big brilliant eyes and a cute nose. I’d never seen this woman before, but she fascinated me—though I couldn’t figure out why. She smiled at me and I smiled back before looking away.

There was nothing about her that reminded me of Nicole—but for some reason that only made me think more of Nicole. I tried to push the image of that cheating skank out of my head. When I looked back up, the petite girl was gone. I thought for a moment that I’d just imagined her.

But I saw her again fifteen minutes later when I emerged from the bathroom. She was chatting with Rex across the room. She looked over at me, still with those big brilliant eyes. She smiled and then looked back at Rex. A moment later, she was walking away. I was tempted to follow her, but I resisted that urge. She was cute, and I didn’t want to ruin my chances by bursting into tears in front of her, like I’d done with Tina.

But I knew if I didn’t approach her, I was also ruining my chances. Like Gretzky said: you miss 100% of the shots you don’t take. But I decided not to shoot that night. I couldn’t stand the thought of chatting with another girl with romantic interests in mind. It somehow felt like cheating, even though I was single, and even though Nicole was set to get married in just a few months.

I felt an agonizing clenching in my chest. I thought I was having a heart attack and then when I didn’t die, I realized it was just my heart reminding me that everyone I loved and liked betrayed me. So I went up to my room and I closed my bedroom door and stared at my ceiling hoping sleep would come sooner than usual. But sleep didn’t come.

It was twenty minutes later when there was a tapping at my door. I looked over at the door and said, “Occupied.” But the door opened anyway. I sat up. “Sorry, this room is occupied.”

The petite blonde slipped into my room and closed the door behind her. She stood shyly, looking down at me. She was vaguely familiar but I couldn’t figure out why. My room was dark and she wasn’t turning on the light. “Can I help you?” I asked. Butterflies buzzed in my gut.

She pushed her pointer finger to her lips and said, “Shh.” She climbed up onto my mattress and leaned over me. I froze as her face came down towards me. Our lips pressed together. She was kissing me. I remained frozen for a moment before kissing back. Of course I was thinking about Nicole—agonizing over what she would think if she saw me kissing another woman—but I was sick of being lonely. I missed the touch of a woman. Her skin was soft and her lips were plump. She seemed tense. I didn’t even know her name—and maybe that was for the best. Maybe anonymity was a good thing.

I kissed back. She slipped a bit of tongue into my mouth, and I allowed it. I put my hands on her sides and felt her ribs through her skin. And I wondered: did Rex and the guys put her up to this? Was she a prostitute? Maybe… Probably… But in that moment, I didn’t care what she was.

She sunk down, kissing my chest along the way. I took a deep breath when she was between my legs. She gently slipped her fingers through the hole in my boxers and she pulled out my cock, which was already throbbing. She stared at it with those big, brilliant eyes. But now she looked afraid. She was still for a moment. I wanted to ask if everything was okay, but I liked the fact that there hadn’t been a single word spoken between us. I knew that anything she could possibly say would probably remind me of Nicole. With her silence, I was able to imagine that she was the anti-Nicole—everything Nicole wasn’t, with a completely different voice and nothing to say that Nicole might have said.

She curled her fingers around my cock. I was a bit embarrassed that I was already erect and throbbing, but I hadn’t gotten off in weeks. I couldn’t masturbate—not without feeling sad and pathetic and lonely.

She slowly started stroking my cock, staring at it with those big, scared eyes. She had the mannerisms of a virgin, but why would a virgin be sneaking into my bedroom without saying a word? Why would a virgin be so quick to pull my cock out from my boxers? She stroked gently but it felt good. I let my head rest back and I wondered if I was dreaming. It seemed too good to be a dream. But it seemed too good to be real.

She leaned her head down and carefully pressed her lips around my tip. She only stuck about an inch of my cock into her mouth before she started sucking, still stroking with the hand that wasn’t holding her up. Maybe the guys did put her up to this, and maybe instead of being upset about it, I should have been grateful. They were just trying to get me back on my feet… Or maybe this chick was just horny and into me. Was that not possible too?

She sucked the pre-cum right out of my cock and then she choked for a moment. I let out a little laugh. She looked at me with a smile. I wanted to tell her to slow down—or I was going to come prematurely—but I appreciated the silence too much. I stared into her eyes for a moment, feeling a warm fuzziness growing inside of me. I sat up and gently touched her face. She still looked afraid. I rolled over her and I pinned her arms at her sides. I leaned in and kissed her, tasting my cock on her lips—but I didn’t mind.

I started to grind my erection between her legs. She let out a soft sigh. She was wearing a skirt, which I flipped up—but it only stayed flipped up for a moment. She pulled a hand free and then she reached down and flipped the skirt back down, and I assumed she was just shy. I wasn’t going to force myself on her.

She reached beneath her skirt to pull her panties aside—at least that’s what I assumed she was doing. Then she took my cock and pulled it towards her hole. She began pressing it in. She was wet, but it didn’t feel like I was being pushed into a pussy. It was too tight and too low to be a pussy. Was she shoving me into her asshole? I wanted to look down but I wanted to be respectful. But how was her butthole wet? It felt like lubricant. Had she lubed herself up before coming into my room? Who the hell was this woman?

I wasn’t about to complain. I reached down and held her hips with both hands and I started pushing my cock into her butt. She closed her eyes tightly and moaned gently. I sunk deeper and deeper, impressed by how much she was able to take. She was clenching and straining but she wasn’t telling me to stop. I got my whole cock inside of her and I could feel her puckering along my length. It felt good—too good. I knew I wouldn’t last long.

I started thrusting, in and out, slowly at first but it wasn’t slow for long. With each penetration I came down harder and faster. She wasn’t clenching anymore. Now, she was only clenching onto the bed sheets with both of her hands, hanging on for dear life. I was ruthless, letting out all of my anger. I couldn’t stop thinking about how much I hated Nicole. My pelvis was slapping the petite blonde’s ass hard, leaving dark red marks.

Now I was pinning her hands with a tight grip. She let a little “ouch” slip, but I didn’t stop. I refused to stop. I was grunting loudly and thrusting with brutal force. Fucking that young woman was like therapy—much needed therapy. I felt my orgasm coming but I didn’t want it to end. I held on as long as I could, coming down even harder and ever faster. Her face was dark red and strained and she was moaning uncontrollably now. “Fuck,” I groaned. And then I pulled out and came all over her chest—ruining her white crop top and her black skirt. She lay limp for a couple of minutes, catching her breath. I wanted to apologize. Her ass probably hurt like hell, and her clothes were ruined. But I honoured our silence.

She finally smiled at me and sat up. Her cheeks were dark red as she looked at me one last time before leaving my room. And then I sat there wondering if the act was real, or if I’d imagined the whole thing. My cock was limp and drained, so unless I’d actually fucked my mattress, it was real—she was real.

I slept like a rock that night, for the first time since my big breakup. I probably slept for fourteen hours before a knock on my door woke me up.


CHAPTER V

It was Rex. He wanted to make sure that I was okay. He had a worried look on his face when I answered the door, and that look disappeared once he had a good look at me. I suspected he had a bad feeling that I’d killed myself or something. “Just checking on you. You’ve been asleep for a while.”

“What time is it?” I asked.

“Four in the afternoon,” he said. I felt embarrassed, but strangely energized. He asked if I wanted something to eat. He had some leftover sandwiches from a platter he bought for everyone who woke up hungover in the house. I went down and ate a sandwich. A few of the guys were in the kitchen, slowly sipping glasses of water with green faces. They were looking at me, until I looked at them—then they looked away.

And I remembered the night before, with the beautiful stranger who may have been a prostitute. “So that girl,” I said. “Which one of you found her?”

They were all silent, looking at one another and then back at me. “What girl?” Rex asked with his back to me as he washed up the dishes.

“Oh, c’mon. I’m not an idiot. The blonde—she was short and I think she had freckles.”

The guys all shrugged their shoulders. They were silent.

“I’m assuming you got her to be my rebound, or whatever,” I said, and then I thought about Nicole and realized I’d gone that whole morning so far without thinking about Nicole. I’d only been awake for thirty minutes, but it was still a record. I hadn’t gone a single minute without thinking of her before. I caught myself smiling. Maybe the rebound was a good idea; or maybe it was time—or a combination of both. Regardless, I felt a glimmer of happiness for the first time in many weeks.

“We don’t know about any girl,” Rex said. “At least I don’t.”

The other guys all shrugged in agreement. So maybe she was just some horny chick who wanted a commitment-free romp. I didn’t even know her name. But I couldn’t stop thinking about her. I couldn’t stop thinking about those big, brilliant eyes. “So was she a friend of yours?” I asked. “She was hardly 5”4’; long blonde hair—dirty blonde—and she had a band of freckles on her nose, kind of like Ricky. She was wearing a white crop top and a black skirt.”

The guys all shrugged their shoulders. There was an awkward silence. “Don’t know her,” Gary said.

“You didn’t see anyone like that?” I asked.

“I was hammered. I don’t know what I saw,” Gary said with a laugh.

“I think I saw her—not sure who she came with though. But I’m glad to hear you had a good time last night,” said Rex, who came over and gave me a pat on the back. But he was acting strange. Why wasn’t he more interested in hearing about my night with the little thot? Why wasn’t he asking more questions? He always wanted details—he loved details. He would have lost his mind had I told him that the girl stuck my cock into her ass—and he would have been rolling on the floor laughing if I told him that she was already lubed up. But he wasn’t asking, so I didn’t tell him. I still felt like there was something going on. Did they just want me to think that she wasn’t a prostitute, so I would feel better about myself? Or was she really just a stranger who showed up, let me fuck her, and then disappeared?

I felt uneasy heading back up to my room. I had the girl’s face imbedded in my head. I couldn’t stop thinking about her and her big eyes and cute freckles. Ricky had a similar band of freckles—maybe she was Ricky’s sister. I knew that Ricky had a sister, who was a few years younger than us. I’d never met her, though I saw her a few times when she was a young teenager. She looked a bit like the girl I fucked in the ass—maybe it was her, all grown up.

So I called Ricky. “Hello?” he answered. His voice was uneasy.

“Hey, I’m trying to track someone down. I was wondering if you saw a girl like this at the party last night…” I went on to describe the girl to Ricky. He was silent while I went over the description. And then he was dead silent when I told him about the band of freckles that looked just like his.

“Sorry, Andy. I don’t know who it was,” he said. I wanted to ask if his sister was at the party, but I didn’t want him to think that I thought I fucked his sister. Even if it weren’t her—he would probably be pretty angry to find out that I thought it was her and still did it anyway. “Try not to obsess over this girl. Sounds like she was just looking for a one-night stand,” he said. And maybe he was right—or maybe he knew more than he was letting on and he just didn’t want me digging any deeper. I suspected the latter. And how could I not? Everyone was acting so strangely. Rex didn’t want to hear anything about it and Ricky kept insisting that I drop it.

And I kept thinking: if she was real, then why shouldn’t I pursue her? She was perfect. She was cute and wild and gentle. She had the power to make me forget about Nicole, which was all I wanted. I needed a rebound—not just a one-night stand. I needed a girl to distract me until Nicole was just a distant memory—no more than a passing nightmare.

A photographer friend of mine had been at the party, and I remembered seeing her with her camera out. So, I went to her Facebook page to see if she’d posted anything. There was nothing, so I sent her a message, asking if she could send me a few photos. I told her I was trying to track someone down who was at the party. It took her a few hours to respond; she linked me to a folder full of pictures, some better than others. “Hope you find whoever you’re looking for,” she replied.

I looked through fifty photos before I found one of the blonde—standing at the back of the room, alone, looking nervous. It was the only photo of her in the lot, but at least she was in focus. I sent that picture back and asked if my photographer friend knew the stranger. “Sorry, no,” she said. But at least I had a picture to work with now.

I zoomed in on that photo and stared closely at the details of the girl’s face. And the longer I looked, the surer I was that I was looking at Ricky’s sister. She looked just like Ricky—she had the same freckles, the same nose, and the same cheekbones… So, I looked up Ricky’s sister on Facebook. But Ricky’s sister looked almost nothing like Ricky. If Ricky got his mom’s nose, then his sister got their dad’s. If Ricky had his mom’s freckles, then his dad had none, just like his sister. That wasn’t Ricky’s sister in that picture, but I was starting to think it might have been Ricky.

A terrible nausea swirled in my gut.


CHAPTER VI

Had I really slept with Ricky? Was the quiet girl who snuck into my bedroom actually my long-time friend? Was I too drunk to realize it at the time, or was I just being paranoid now? I sat up in my bed and stared blankly at the wall of my tiny bedroom. My heart was pounding and my arms were trembling. It would explain why she wouldn’t let me flip up her skirt, and why she stuck me directly into her ass…

I’d always suspected that Ricky was gay, or at least bisexual. There was no defining incident to make me think he wasn’t straight—just a combination of little things. Whenever he was around guys, he would become quiet and shy, the way most young guys are around girls. He always put a lot of effort into his appearance—always getting his hair cut, keeping himself clean-shaven, using facial products before bed—but I suppose that didn’t mean anything necessarily.

But the more I thought about it, the surer I was that the mystery blonde was actually Ricky. Who else could it have been? I’d showed that picture of the girl to everyone I knew and no one knew her. So why would some stranger show up to our house party and subsequently sneak into my bedroom to sleep with me?

But maybe a better question was: why would Ricky do it?

I didn’t get a lot of sleep that night. It was a miracle that I got any at all, finally falling asleep around 6:00 AM, and then I was awake at 9:00 AM for work. I didn’t get a lot of work done either. I stared blankly at my computer screen while my gut continued to turn. I found myself on Ricky’s Facebook page, looking through old pictures. There was one old picture in particular that made me squirm: a picture of Ricky from three years before, in makeup and a wig. His sister was taking a makeup course at the local technical college and she needed a male test subject to do drag makeup on. Ricky volunteered after asking all of us if we wanted to do it. Of course, we all said no.

And in that picture, he looked just like the blonde I fucked in the ass during that party. I didn’t need any more evidence to reach my conclusion. I fucked one my best friends in the ass.

So I sent him a text message, after a long, gruelling day of trying to figure out what to do about it. Do I cut him out of my life? Should I be angry? Should I hurt him? Should I tell the others? Should I threaten to kill him if he told the others? It was late when I simply sent him a message saying: “Come over. We need to talk.” He didn’t reply, but I could see that he’d read the message.

I paced up and down the hallway outside of my bedroom. I would have paced in my bedroom, but it was too tiny, and I needed to move or I was going to go insane. Rex and my other roommates were asleep—everyone had to work in the morning. I had to work in the morning too, but I knew I wouldn’t get any sleep unless I got to the bottom of this Ricky nonsense. I heard the door close downstairs and I knew that it was him.

But I still didn’t have a plan. I didn’t know why I wanted to confront him. I didn’t know what I was hoping to gain from chewing him out to his face. I heard him coming up the stairs. His steps were quiet, and I knew our conversation would be quiet as well. I didn’t want Rex overhearing—though I suspected Rex might be in on it. They were probably all in on it.

I remembered that little meeting they had down in the kitchen. They were probably planning everything—looking for someone to volunteer to sleep with me in an attempt to pull me out from my funk, so that I could move out and be out of their hair.

I turned my back to the staircase before he reached the top. I was afraid to look him in the eye. I still couldn’t believe that I’d had sex with a man. I knew I should have been angry, but it still seemed so absurd and unbelievable—so how could I be angry? I at least wanted to confirm everything 100% before I unleashed my true anger. And I wanted answers. I wanted to know if Rex and the others were in on it, and I wanted to know why he did it.

I turned around. And that’s when I saw her with her long blonde hair and her big, brilliant eyes: the blonde from the party. But this time, I knew she was actually Ricky. I knew that band of freckles like the back of my hand. I’d spent the whole day staring at his Facebook photos, trying to match that band of freckles to the band of freckles from my photographer friend’s photo. And now I could see that they were undeniably the same. Ricky truly was the blonde I’d slept with.

“What are you doing?” I whispered. “Why are you all dressed up? Is this a big joke to you?  Don’t you realize what you’ve done?” I stared into her eyes with my fists clenched. I wasn’t sure whether it was appropriate to clock him in the face. I had to remind myself that he was a man—I wouldn’t be hitting a woman.

She walked to my bedroom door and held it open before motioning for me to enter. I stood in the hallway for a moment, my heart racing with hot blood. We could talk privately in the bedroom, so I went in. She followed me and closed the door behind her.

She was wearing that same perfume—a nice perfume that was floral with hints of vanilla, but not too strong. Her feet looked cute in a small pair of heels. And her eyes—I still couldn’t figure out how she made her eyes look so big and pretty. She had a little bit of eyeliner, but not enough to make a massive difference. Maybe those were just her eyes—I mean—his eyes. I shut my eyes and shook my head. “Just tell me why,” I said.

But she didn’t say anything. She just stared into my eyes with a half smile.

“You’re lucky I don’t break your neck. Why did you do it? Is this some big joke to you? Do you go around tricking drunk guys a lot? Is that something you do? Well? Why aren’t you saying anything?”

She pressed her pointer finger to her lips and said, “Shh!” Then she stepped forward and put her hands on my hips and leaned forward to kiss me. And I actually let her kiss me—for a second. And then I pulled away and wiped my lips.

“Are you crazy? Do you want me to snap your neck?” I wiped my lips again, to make sure there wasn’t a hint of his gay saliva left behind. I looked back into his eyes—her eyes. Those eyes belonged to a woman, even if I knew he was a man. I had to admit—she had a pretty face. And her body was nice and petite, just like I liked. The only issue was what was dangling between her legs—and the fact that her bust wasn’t real: probably just some socks stuffed into a borrowed bra.

But she was still looking at me with that half-smile, still staring into my eyes with her big, brilliant eyes. And suddenly I felt weak. I started questioning everything, and I started justifying one last little romp. I’d already done it once—one more go wouldn’t hurt, would it?

So I leaned forward and kissed her. She kissed back. My heart was pounding. I knew I was indulging in something very, very wrong, and I knew I would wake up and regret it in the morning. But it wasn’t the morning now. Now, I just wanted to ravage her body one last time.


CHAPTER VII

We kissed for a while and then I flipped her onto her stomach on my bed. I looked down at her little skirt, which didn’t quite cover her whole bum. I grabbed her ass with both hands and I squeezed. It was soft but firm—a perfect feminine butt. Her legs were shaved smooth and so was her crotch. I gently pulled her panties aside, just to be completely certain that she really was Ricky—and between her legs was a deflated ball sack—her balls pushed up into her body and her cock tucked back. I didn’t touch it; instead, I covered it back up with her panties and turned my attention back to her body, which was unquestionably feminine.

I caressed her legs and her soft sides and then I pulled down my pants. My cock was half-erect. I slapped it down between her warm butt cheeks and I began to grind. She let out a soft moan. My cock made her bum look small—it made her whole body look small. I gently pulled her panties aside again, this time only to uncover her butthole, which was glistening slightly. Once again, she had herself lubed up, as if she came expecting sex. How did she know that I would cave? How did she know that I wasn’t just going to punch her lights out?

It didn’t matter. I pressed my tip up to that slippery hole and I began to push in. I wasn’t interested in wasting too much time with foreplay. I didn’t need to spend any more time with her than necessary.

She clenched at first, holding my cock back. I reached down and spread her cheeks, but her hole remained clenched. “Relax,” I said. She wasn’t as easy tonight as the other night, probably thanks to the lack of liquor. I remembered her taking shots with me before the party started—before she ran off to get dolled up. Tonight I couldn’t smell any liquor on her at all—and I was sober too. I wouldn’t have anything to blame this embarrassing ordeal on in the morning.

She took a deep breath and her hole finally relaxed. I sunk in deep. I didn’t go easy on her. I had no reason to go easy. I sunk the whole length of my cock into her body. She let out a pained moan but I didn’t hesitate. I started thrusting—bringing my hips up and then ramming my cock down. I could feel her tight anal walls stretching wide, and I’m sure she could feel every pulsing vein on my cock. She clutched the bed sheets tightly. She bit down on my pillow to stop herself from screaming, so her friends wouldn’t know that she was back, putting out again.

I slapped her ass hard, leaving a red handprint. I liked the way her butt jiggled, so I did it again. She seemed to like it. Her moaning no longer sounded in distress. Now she sounded like she was in a state of euphoria. She was pushing her butt into my crotch with every penetration. She reached a hand down between her legs, probably to stroke her shaft while I fucked her. I didn’t mind in the moment…

I could feel my orgasm approaching. I grabbed her sides tightly, realizing just how small she was: I could almost touch my fingers together. I held her firmly and fucked relentlessly. And then I started to unload deep inside of her. She groaned and moaned and tried to squirm but I held her in place. Once I was drained, I rolled off and started to catch my breath. She remained still for a moment before rising to her feet. She straightened her skirt and then she looked me in the eye.

There was an awkward silence—both of us realizing what we’d just done. I could see my cum running down her leg. She smiled and waved and then left me alone, once again wondering if it had actually happened. I rolled over to go to sleep and felt something wet. It was her cumshot: a small pool of wet cum. It was all over me now. But I was too exhausted to do anything about it, so I just went to sleep and then I woke up in the morning covered in her dried semen.

The night had a dreamlike quality to it—maybe just because it all seemed so impossible. I couldn’t figure out why I kissed her. I couldn’t figure out why I didn’t ream her out. Had I been drinking without realizing it? There were no empty bottles or cans in my room…

I tried to distract myself with my work, but only managed the opposite. I once again found myself on Facebook, scrolling through Ricky’s old pictures, finding myself again on that picture of him all dolled up for his sister’s school assignment. I wondered if I’d seen that photo before this whole ordeal—he really looked like a chick in the picture.

I couldn’t stop thinking about him—or I should say, about her. I wasn’t thinking about Ricky. I was thinking about the blonde with the brilliant eyes and the cute smile, even if those eyes and that smile belonged to Ricky. The matter wasn’t so simple.

I received a text message late that afternoon, before I went home for the day. “Want me to come over tonight?” It was Ricky.

My heart stuttered. “Yeah,” I replied. And then I found myself nervously watching the clock all night, waiting for my roommates to head off to sleep so I could send Ricky the go-ahead message. “Coast is clear,” I wrote. And fifteen minutes later, I heard the front door open.

This time there was no conversation and no confrontation. Ricky slipped into my room and we started kissing. She was wearing the cutest little white dress that was strung up in the back, and she had some of her hair tied into a bun on the top of her head—the rest flowed straight down her shoulders. She sat on my lap and straddled me while we kissed. My neck hurt a bit from looking up, but it was worth it. She pushed her tongue into my mouth and dug her nails into my skin. And after a few minutes, I felt her cock beginning to bulge as she became more and more aroused.

I could feel the slickness of her pre-lubed butthole on my naked thigh. I only had my boxers on. She reached through the slit in my boxers and fished out my cock. She started to grind it between her butt cheeks—getting it lubed up and ready for penetration. But she was more aroused than ever. I don’t think she noticed that her erection slipped free from her panties and was now rubbing against my abdomen. I didn’t stop her. I kind of liked the way it felt.

I felt my cheeks turn red as my heart started pounding viciously. I had the sudden urge to reach down and stroke it. I fought the urge back for as long as I could, but the urge eventually won the battle. I reached down and slipped my fingers around her throbbing member, and I began to stroke it gently. I took a deep breath in, my jaw trembling slightly.

And then I found myself succumbing to an even more unreal urge. I sunk down and ran the tip of my tongue up her throbbing cock. I pressed my lips around her tip and then I sunk the whole cock into my mouth. Her cock wasn’t large, so it wasn’t hard to suck the whole length. She slipped her fingers into my hair and gently moaned as she massaged my scalp. She even started to gently thrust herself into my throat. She wasn’t big enough to make me gag.

A moment of clarity came to me and I realized what I was doing. I leaned back and wiped my lips quickly. But the moment went away as soon as my gaze found those brilliant eyes. I found myself slipping back up and kissing those lips again. We rolled over until she was on top of me and we picked up where we left off: her grinding my cock with her lubed-up hole. She reached down and grabbed my cock to line it up. She sat down while shutting her eyes tightly. She clenched a little bit, but not enough to halt the penetration. Once I was completely inside of her, I could feel her ball sack sitting on my pelvis.

She started to bounce like a horny bunny rabbit. I held her sides and guided her up and down. I loved how tight she was. I loved the way her stuffed bra bounced up and down with each penetration. I loved the way her plump lips parted as she let out a long, elated moan.

I lifted up her skirt to watch her erection bouncing. It was throbbing and pulsing. Her tip was bright red. I was tempted to stroke it but I fought back the urge. I was already embarrassed enough with my actions.

But I found out a few minutes later that it didn’t need to be stroked or pumped. Her moaning intensified and then suddenly, her cock began to blast white streams of warm cum, up into the air and down onto my chest. It wasn’t long before I was coming deep inside of her body.

For the second morning in a row I would wake up with dried cum all over my body. And I’m sure she was waking up for the second morning in a row with a sore asshole.


CHAPTER VIII

It was only noon the next day when Ricky sent me another text message. “Again tonight?” he asked. And the message made my stomach turn. We were out of control, having sex almost every night. “I’m kind of tired,” I replied. I knew I just needed some time to myself, so that I could clear my mind and think with a straight head. I wasn’t acting like myself. I wasn’t acting sanely.

But my moment of defiance was short lived. An hour later, Ricky sent me another message, this time with a picture attached. “Are you sure?” she asked. And in the picture she was wearing black lacy lingerie and black leather gladiator heels. I could see the bulge of her cock between her legs—but it was her eyes that lured me in: those big, stunning eyes. She could have been a model—she knew how to smile only using her eyes.

So I caved. “Same time?” I replied.

And she simply replied with a winky face. And that night, we fucked again. This time, I sucked her cock without hesitation. I flipped her over and stuffed her ass and then I listened to her moaning in pure pleasure and felt suddenly jealous. “Fuck me in the ass,” I said. She looked back at me with wide eyes. “Really?” she said. And it might have been the first time I heard her voice—her female voice.

I nodded. I slipped my cock out of her bum and then I laid my body flat on the bed, ready to lose my anal virginity. She mounted me slowly, and started by rubbing her cock between my shy cheeks. She spread my cheeks wide and spat directly onto my butthole. She pressed her tip to my hole and said, “Are you ready?”

I just nodded my head. She began to sink in. I clenched. It didn’t hurt but it certainly felt strange—unlike anything I’d ever felt. I tried to push her out, but I couldn’t. She placed a hand on my lower back and said, “Relax.” So I took a deep breath and managed to unclench. And then she sunk deeper. Her cock didn’t look long, but it sure felt long. It sunk deeper and deeper and deeper. I felt her pelvis press against my bum and a wave of relief washed over me.

She slipped her hands onto my hips and then she began to thrust in and out of me. And it actually felt kind of nice in a weird way—the way a massage feels nice. Once I surrendered to her, I was able to enjoy the moment. And then she turned her body ever so slightly and started pressing against something inside of me. I perked up and became tense. A blast of warm tingling ran through my nerves. She pressed against it again and again. It felt good—too good. I heard myself moaning but I wasn’t in control. I clutched the bed sheets with both of my hands and I swayed my head from side to side.

And she kept hitting that spot. “Oh God, don’t stop,” I moaned, and I couldn’t believe what I was saying. She came down harder and faster, making each warm jolt more intense. My breathing was shallow now. The euphoria was intense, culminating in my crotch. My penis felt hot. I was erect. I was worried she was going to make me pee, but I’d just gone a few minutes before she showed up.

“You’re tight,” she said through clenched teeth. She was relentless—each thrust harder than the one before it. I clenched the bed sheets harder. The euphoria became more intense. I was groaning loudly now, probably waking up my roommates.

“I’m close,” she said. And as she said it, I felt something warm and wet. I looked down and realized I was coming.

“Fuck,” I moaned. I was coming all over my own stomach. I felt embarrassed but strangely carefree. I could feel her cock bloating up inside of me. And a moment later, I could feel her eruption: blasts of warmth inside of my body. She was coming inside of me. I bit the pillow to stop myself from screaming—just in case all of my roommates weren’t already awake. She groaned and dug her nails into my skin, but I didn’t mind.

When she pulled out, I felt strangely empty, and stretched wide. I sat up and felt her load rushing down to my butthole. I let it spill out on my sheets—they needed changed anyway. I looked into her eyes and she looked into mine. We kissed.

“Same time tomorrow?” she asked.

“Why don’t you just stay the night?” I asked. I watched a smile cross her face.

And the next morning, I rolled over and threw my arm over my pillow—except that pillow nudged herself back and pressed her warm bum into my crotch. I opened my eyes and remembered everything: I was sleeping with Ricky. My heart stuttered and skipped a beat. But I didn’t let go of her.

She felt different than Nicole, and not just because she had a cock. She pushed her bum into my crotch—Nicole never did that. She let me play footsies with her—Nicole threw a fit whenever our feet touched. She turned her head and gave me a kiss. I couldn’t remember the last time Nicole kissed me in the morning.

So I surrendered to the moment. There was no sense in agonizing over the fact she was a man. I just wanted to enjoy it while it lasted, and I could agonize over it later. And I knew that there would be plenty of agony once she was gone—once I realized the true reality of what I’d done.

But she left and that regret didn’t set in. I went to work and that regret didn’t set in. I found myself constantly checking my phone, looking forward to receiving a text message. I got one around lunchtime. “How’s your day going?” she asked.

“Great. And yours?”

“Wonderful,” she said. We ended up texting all day, until my roommates went to sleep. Then she was back over, and we were back in the sack.

Nothing changed over the next three weeks. She stayed over most nights. We had tons of sex. There were a few nights we couldn’t have sex because we were both so sore from constantly fucking.

I was at work one afternoon when I received a text message. I smiled, thinking it was her. But it was from a number I didn’t recognize. “I’m sorry about everything,” the message read. I stared at it for a few minutes, trying to rack my brain as to who it could be.

“Who is this?” I ended up asking.

“Are you serious? It’s Nicole…” the response read. And I realized that I’d gone weeks without even thinking about Nicole. I’d forgotten about her entirely, as if she never existed at all. Before the big party a few weeks before, I deleted her from my phone and removed her from my Facebook friends.

“Oh. How are you doing these days?” I asked. And I smiled when I realized that I didn’t even care to read her response. It made no difference. It felt like talking to an old friend from elementary school. She was a distant memory, growing more distant every day.

“Toby left me. I want you back. Will you forgive me?” she asked. And I laughed out loud.

“No, sorry,” I said. I felt great sending that message. I didn’t need her emotional tyranny. I was happy—happier than I’d been in years; maybe even happier than I’d ever been before in my life.

I got another text message, which I assumed was from Nicole. But it was Ricky. “Same time tonight?” she asked.

“Why don’t you come earlier? Around five, when I’m home from work?”

“But everyone will still be up,” she said.

“So?” I replied. “Who cares?”

There was a silence, and then my phone lit up. “Okay. I’ll be there at five.”

We were all sitting in the living room when I heard the footsteps coming up the front steps. I looked back and watched the door jolt open slightly. Then she walked into the room. Everyone looked over at her. “Can we help you?” Rex asked without getting up.

“Lady, you can’t just go around letting yourself into people’s houses,” said Gary.

She smirked, her cheeks dark red. And I realized then that it wasn’t some big scheme all along. The other guys weren’t in on it. Ricky chose to sleep with me on her own accord. She put herself up to the task of being my rebound and she’d wanted it to remain a secret just as much as me. But she didn’t think it would be more than a quick fling on a drunken night. I didn’t think so either. But it was so much more than just a quick fling. Now, it was real. Now, there was no more secret.

I patted the seat next to me and she came and sat down. I threw my arm over her shoulders.

“Aren’t you going to introduce us?” Rex asked.

She sat there with her smirk until the guys clued in. “Oh my God,” Gary said. He was the first one to figure it out. And his reaction made the other guys clue in as well. “Ricky?” Gary said with a shocked voice.

“We’ll be up in my room if you guys need anything,” I said. I helped her to her feet. She was blushing but smiling big. It couldn’t have been easy for her to come out—she was braver than me.

We ran up to my room and closed the door and immediately started kissing. I could feel her heart pounding against my chest and she could probably feel mine. “I think I love you,” I said.

“I know I love you,” she replied. And we kissed again. She wasn’t just a rebound anymore.

THE END


EMASCULATED

Dylan’s got a little fantasy that he’s kept a secret for many years. His fiancée, Caitlin, is the only one with a vague idea. She’s caught him wearing her panties a few times before, and there was that one time he happily let her peg him in the bedroom.

But even Dylan has no idea how deep his fantasy goes until he meets the trans owner of a new adult store: Veronica. When she realizes Dylan has a soft spot for cute lingerie and eyeliner, she decides to make him into her own personal sissy—and she isn’t taking no for an answer.


CHAPTER I

It was during my lunch break at work when I overheard Joel, one of my co-workers, talking about the great sex he’d had over the weekend. He bragged about how wild his wife was in the sack. “She was like a whole different person,” he said. “She even climbed up on top. The last time she was on top—hell, it was a long, long time ago.”

“Maybe’s she’s cheating on you,” Rex said. Everyone snickered.

“Why would she be cheating on me?”

“Maybe she’s getting turned on by some other guy while you’re out of the house. Have you checked her phone?”

“She’s not cheating on me. Believe me. I bought her this lingerie and she loves it. I don’t know why, but it was the best thing I’ve ever bought. I’m going to start buying her lingerie every week,” he said. And had I not overheard that conversation, I wouldn’t have had the idea to go to the little boutique sex shop on my way home from work to buy Caitlin, my fiancée, some new lingerie. And had I not gone to that little boutique sex shop, my life wouldn’t have been completely changed.

It was a Friday evening when I pulled up to that little shop. It was new and I’d never been inside, but I’d been meaning to ever since it opened. The building was freshly painted a hot pink colour and the door was a clean white. I wished it wasn’t so flashy and attention grabbing as I stepped out from my car. It was on a busy street and I knew that passing drivers were looking over at me: a man going into a sex store by himself. I’m sure everyone assumed I was some lonely pervert buying some kinky movies for my lonely Friday night in. I kept my face down and turned away from the busy street as I went into the store.

I was immediately surprised by the inside of the store. It was spacious and packed with inventory. I was expecting much less—Columbus didn’t exactly have a reputation for having the greatest sex stores in the country. I went into one little shop once and the storeowner actually tried to sell me a used vibrator. He claimed it wasn’t used and that the box had just been damaged in transport—and he almost had me convinced until I discovered the dead batteries inside of it. The adult video store near our house was an even bigger joke: the last time I went in with Caitlin, they only had twenty-five movies for sale. We bought one more as a joke than anything. But the disc was scratched and it wouldn’t play in our DVD player.

But this new hot pink shop was different: everything was shiny and new and it all looked high quality. I wandered into the space and looked around. The shelves were high and impressively stocked. All of the boxes of sex toys and accessories were different shades of pink.

I actually had to look around to find the lingerie. I went down one of the many DVD isles, doing my best not to look at the covers. I wasn’t wearing my firmest boxers and I didn’t want to get an erection in the middle of the store. What can I say? The girls on those DVD covers are sexy.

I found the lingerie in the back. The stock was impressive. They had slips and babydolls and teddies and thongs and bralets and things I’d never even heard of before. There was a whole rack of just stockings: every colour, every fabric, and every length. They had fifteen different garter belts to choose from and dozens of crotchless panty options. There were even panties with pre-fashioned holes just for anal. But it was the shine of the leather boots that caught my attention: thigh-high stripper boots, some with studs and spikes and buckles, some just plain and simple and sexy. They had stilettoes as high as fourteen inches.

I laughed at the thought of Caitlin in a pair of fourteen-inch studded leather stilettos. She wasn’t even 5’0”—those shoes would be more like stilts on her feet.

I meandered back to the soft and colourful wall of lingerie. There was a cute purple slip that was more her speed—certainly more her speed that studded leather stilettos. I found myself laughing again at the comic image of her walking into the room, wobbling on those giant shoes. I almost wanted to buy them just so I could make that gag a reality.

I reached for the purple slip and then I noticed a blue slip with the same cut—blue was Caitlin’s favourite colour. And she looked good in blue. I looked good in blue, too, though I preferred red—but I was there to buy something for Caitlin. Sure, maybe I would try it on one afternoon while Caitlin was out, but my priority was getting something she would like.

She usually wore a small or an extra-small. And usually I would buy her an extra-small if there was an extra-small available—unless of course it was something I wanted to wear as well. They had the blue slip in extra-small, but I would never fit an extra small.

I once bought Caitlin a medium dress in a bright red colour and told her that they were sold out of every other size. The truth was I really wanted to wear that dress when she was out of the house. And I did wear it—and hell, I was nearly caught wearing it when she came home early one afternoon. I locked myself in the bathroom and told her I wasn’t using the toilet while I carefully took off the dress and hid it under the sink. I got it back into the closet while she was showering a couple of hours later.

But I really did want to buy something just for Caitlin—not for myself. It had been a while since I’d bought anything for her to use in the bedroom and the last thing I wanted was for her to lose interest. I even grabbed the extra-small, even though I knew it would never fit me. I kept reminding myself: this is for her, not for me. Besides, smalls always looked too small on me and mediums were just too big on her.


CHAPTER II

On my way to the counter, I decided to grab a few extra items: I grabbed a pair of long white stockings, a pair of long black stockings, a couple pairs of crotchless panties, and a pair of panties with a hole in the anus—those were for me, but I could pretend like I bought them by accident. I noticed a sex toy on one of the shelves that was labelled ‘Pleasure Maker: For Him’. It was a realistic silicone cock with a suction cup for a base. The box said that it vibrated and was curved to perfectly reach the prostate. “The Pleasure Maker will make any man come in minutes.” I wanted to buy the toy but I had to remind myself that I was there for Caitlin. So I continued towards the checkout.

I brought everything to the counter and then I looked around. It wasn’t until that moment that I realized I was truly alone in the store—there wasn’t even a clerk around. “Hello?” I called out, but I wasn’t very loud.

I waited a moment before calling out again. And then I heard the loud clunking footsteps approaching from behind me. I turned and looked back and saw the woman who was walking towards me: she was tall—or maybe she just looked tall because she was wearing tall high-heels—and she had a slender build. She had a cute face and dirty blonde hair. Her eyes were large and mesmerizing. She smiled at me and said nothing as she walked around the counter. She looked down at the lingerie I’d picked out and then she held it up. Another smile crossed her face and she looked at me. “This is cute,” she said. My heart skipped a beat the moment I heard her voice: she was trans—a tranny, a t-girl, a trap, a shemale—whatever you want to call it. “But I don’t think it will fit you.”

“It’s not for me,” I said. My cheeks became warm and I found myself looking away, too embarrassed to maintain eye contact with her—though I’m not sure why. What difference did it make if she was a shemale or just a regular girl or even a regular man for that matter? “It’s for my fiancée,” I said.

She smiled. “I’m just fooling around,” she said, and she let out a cute little laugh. She started scanning my selections. And I watched her closely, trying to see if I could make out her Adam’s apple; it wasn’t very apparent. Her shoulders were impressively narrow—not at all like a man’s—but her voice was unmistakable. But hell, if it wasn’t for that voice, I’m not sure I would have figured it out. Though now that I knew, I could see it in her face: her jawline was slightly more rigid than the average woman’s, and the bridge of her nose was prominent and flat, which seemed to be more a male quality than a female one. I was most impressed by her eyes, which were surrounded by dark, thick eyeliner—

“Well?” she said.

“Well what?” I asked. I’d slipped into a bit of a daze. I’d had a long day at work. Our boss had us all putting in extra hours because we had a big deadline coming up. I’d been bringing my work home with me, too, which Caitlin didn’t love—when I took over the whole kitchen table with my laptop and all of my binders and paperwork.

“I asked if you found everything okay,” she said, still with that voice that was just masculine enough that I could discern the true gender behind it.

“Oh, yeah—no problem. The store looks great,” I said, and I forced a smile. And then I watched as she picked up the panties with the hole in the asshole. She looked at them for a moment and then she looked at me with a little smirk. Now my face felt red-hot, and it probably looked red-hot as well.

“These are cute,” she said.

I forced a smile and nodded. Could she tell that they were for me? Of course she couldn’t. I needed to relax. Why was I so tense? Well—I knew exactly why, but I never thought that this would be the way I reacted.

“Is that everything?” she asked.

“Yep,” I said, pulling out my wallet.

“Because you’re spending more than fifty dollars, you can get one of these items ninety percent off,” she said, and then she motioned towards four items that sat on the counter: there was a fancy vibrator, a boxset of dirty DVDs, a large board game called ‘Erotix’, and a purple strap-on dildo. My heart started pounding. “It’s a good deal—everything here is worth more than fifty bucks. The deal ends at the end of the weekend.” She was staring into my eyes, still with that smirk on her face, as if she was trying to guess which deal I would choose. “This would go good with those panties,” she said with a wink, and then she nudged the strap-on towards me.

A cold sweat bathed the back of my neck. My heart was pounding hard now. “Okay, sure,” I said, sliding the strap-on towards us. I pulled out my credit card and got ready to swipe. I got through the transaction as quickly as I could and then I started towards the door with my hot pink bag of naughty supplies. I saw my face in the door’s window reflection; it was dark red. “Have fun,” she called out with a smirk in her voice.

“Thanks,” I replied without turning back. I hurried to my car and I drove away quickly. I nearly hit a car turning out of the parking lot. It wasn’t until I pulled up to my first red light that I realized my hands were trembling. I took a deep breath.

I’d always fantasized about being with a shemale. It wasn’t something I ever actually thought would happen. After all, I’d always thought that the only convincing shemales were in pornography, and the rest were far from convincing. But the girl in the boutique sex shop was terrifyingly convincing—until she started talking. But even when she was talking, I still found myself questioning. Maybe I was mistaken—maybe she just had a deeper voice than most girls.

But it wasn’t just the deepness of her voice. There was another quality to it—a quality that I couldn’t put my finger on, a quality that you only hear from trannies. There was no question in my mind that she was trans—but why did that make me so nervous and flustered?


CHAPTER III

Caitlin was home when I pulled up to our townhouse.

Before getting out from the car, I looked over at the pink bag I got from the sex shop. I could play the fetish panties off as a mistake, but what was I going to say about the strap-on? ‘Hey, honey. It was a good deal so I just bought it.’ That strap-on only had one purpose: to be strapped around my fiancée’s beautiful hips and to be thrust into my ass.

Caitlin knew a little bit about my fetish. She knew that I sometimes liked to wear her panties, and she didn’t mind—though I could always tell that she thought it was a little bit weird. Sometimes during foreplay I would let her press her dildo into my ass—a dildo I bought for her just a year after we started dating. I didn’t ask her to do it, but she knew that I wanted it. It started out innocently enough: her reaching around during sex to stick a finger into my ass. I didn’t stop her, and she sunk all the way to her knuckle. When we had sex again the next night, she stuck two fingers in and made me moan. When we started having sex, she reached around again to stick her fingers in my ass, and she made me come in record time. And a week later, she pulled the dildo out and I just bent over and submitted while she had a bit of fun.

We didn’t really talk about it. In fact, we’d never really talked about it. Whenever someone made a sissy joke on a TV show or in real life, Caitlin and I would both become silent and I wouldn’t dare to look into her eyes—at least not until a new topic came up and took over the conversation.

She never even mentioned the panties, except for once, early in our relationship, when she noticed that I was wearing a pair of her red lacy undies. “Are you wearing my panties?” she asked with a laugh. I’ll never forget that moment—I’d never felt more humiliated in my life. I thought they were hidden, but they must have ridden up.

“Sometimes I like to wear your panties,” I said. And the conversation ended there. She didn’t judge me—at least I don’t think she did. She seemed to understand. She had fantasies of her own—everyone has fantasies.

But the strap-on was a whole new level. I’d tried my best over the past year or so to keep my sissy fantasies at bay. I’d read online that people can have cross-dressing fantasies if they don’t have enough testosterone—so I stared eating more meat and going to the gym more often. I thought I could defeat my embarrassing little fetish by being more manly. I even grew a short beard. But the fantasies never went away, and the temptations were stronger than ever when the trans chick at the sex store nudged that strap-on towards me.

Caitlin didn’t know that I often fantasized about being with a shemale. She didn’t know that the best dream I ever had involved me getting dolled up and going out to a nightclub and having men hit on me. Caitlin didn’t know that I once sucked a cock at a college party—I had my eyes closed and I imagined that I was a chick. I even made the guy come—and I swallowed. Caitlin didn’t need to know any of that because we were happy and there was no sense in jeopardizing our happiness…

But I did really want her to wear that strap-on for a night. So I took a deep breath and I went into the house. Caitlin was watching TV, already wearing sweats and a tank top. She looked at me with a smile and then she noticed the unavoidable hot pink bag. “What did you get?” she asked.

“Just a few little things for you—on my way home from work.” I put the bag down on the counter, even though I knew she wanted me to bring it to her. I was terrified of how she was going to react to that strap-on.

I wanted Caitlin to think that I was macho and manly, but I just couldn’t help myself. “Can I see?” she said.

I took a deep breath. My heart was still pounding. I slowly walked the bag towards her, forcing a smile on my face. “I thought—I dunno—maybe we can fool around a bit later.” I watched her face closely as she looked into the bag. I had the strap-on at the bottom of the bag, so she wouldn’t be too shocked right out of the gate. She lifted up the blue slip and she smiled big. “I love this,” she said. “And it’s so soft.”

Then I watched as she lifted out the stockings and the panties. She didn’t notice the pair of panties with the hole in the ass. Then I watched as her eyes widened at the sight of the straps and the plastic cock. “Is that what I think it is?” she asked. She lifted it out slowly.

I’d already walked away, casually towards the kitchen. I was too afraid to see her reaction, and I was especially afraid that she would see mine. She didn’t say anything else about the strap-on. She had everything back in the bag once I was back from the kitchen with a beer. “Thanks, babe,” she said with a big smile. “Maybe I’ll wear the blue thing tonight.”

“Yeah, that would be great,” I said. I still had no idea what she thought about the strap-on. I wondered if I’d made a big mistake in buying it. Was it really worth the humiliation? Did I really think that Caitlin would be on board with the idea of strapping it on and pegging me in the ass?

“That dildo thing—it was just a gift for spending more than fifty bucks,” I said with a nervous laugh. “It was either that or a boxset of creepy DVDs. I guess they’re having some sort of store opening promotion, or something.”

She smiled and said, “That’s great.” And I wasn’t sure if she believed me or not. Maybe I should have just picked the damned DVDs.

We were both mostly quiet during dinner. We ordered Chinese to the house. It was supposed to be date night, but Caitlin didn’t feel much like going out, and I was tired from a long day at work. We cuddled on the couch and watched a romantic comedy that neither of us had heard of before. It went straight to Netflix, and for good reason—it wasn’t great.

Caitlin excused herself to use the bathroom while I scrolled through the list of movies for a second movie to watch. It was still early in the night. I wanted to watch an action flick, but we’d already seen all of the ones worth watching. I finally settled on an oldie. I loaded it up and paused it and waited for Caitlin to return. But she was taking her time. “Hey babe, you okay up there?” I called out.

“I think so. Can you maybe come give me a hand really quick?” she called out.

“With what?” I called back, but there was no response. So I pulled myself up to my feet and I jogged up the stairs to see what she was up to. Our bedroom door was closed but the light was on inside, so I assumed that’s where she was. I opened the door and then I saw her: wearing that cute blue slip and that strap-on dildo around her waist. Her cheeks were red and she was smiling. “Come here,” she said, waving me over with one finger.


CHAPTER IV

I could tell that she was nervous and out of her comfort zone. But my God, did she look beautiful in that little slip. I walked over to her and I kissed her. I put my hands on her sides and confirmed that she was tense. “I love you,” I said.

“I love you, too,” she said. And then she started pushing on my shoulders until I dropped to my knees. The long plastic cock was dangling in front of my lips. Caitlin was looking down at me. “Well?” she said. “Go ahead.” And I knew she wanted me to suck her off.

My heart was pounding. I was always embarrassed whenever I surrendered to my sissy fantasies, but I couldn’t help myself. I parted my lips and gently ran the tip of my tongue around the cock. She held it up and even teased it around my lips. I replaced her hand with mine and then I sunk the cock into my mouth. I tried to pretend like I had no idea what I was doing. Caitlin didn’t know that I’d sucked a cock before—not too long before we met, in fact. She didn’t need to know.

And while I was sucking that plastic cock, I secretly wished that it were real. I wished that my fiancée had a real cock between her legs. I wished I could have sucked and pumped that cock until it sprayed warm cum onto my face, and then I wished I could have licked up that cum and swallowed it.

But the strap-on really was the next best thing, and I wasn’t about to complain. I looked up at Caitlin and she was wearing a red-cheeked smirk. “What is it?” I asked with the tip of that cock touching my chin—a strand of saliva hanging down, about to drip onto the floor.

“Put these one,” she said, and then she held out the fetish panties I bought. My heart stammered—she did notice them; she just didn’t say anything. I felt my face turn red. I bit my lip and I took the panties. I didn’t say anything as I slipped into them. Caitlin watched. She was smiling but she still looked nervous and slightly uncomfortable. She was indulging in my fantasy—not her own. She was doing her best to play along, but I knew it wasn’t really what she wanted. And I couldn’t help but wonder what she wanted. Did she want some big muscular hunk with a deep voice? Did she really want a guy who would have winced at the idea of being pegged by a big plastic cock?

Sadly, I wasn’t that guy. Not tonight, anyway. With my panties on, she had me bend over the bed. My heart was racing. She’d stuck her dildo in my ass before, but this seemed different. First of all, the strap-on dildo was much larger than the dildo I’d gifted her years before. Second of all, she would actually be thrusting with her hips, as if the cock was really part of her body—and I would be taking it while imagining and wishing that it were a part of her body.

I looked good in the panties. I always looked good in panties. They were red with black lacy embellishments—and I always looked best in red. I made sure that I could see myself in the mirror while I was bent over—but I didn’t turn my head completely, so Caitlin wouldn’t know that I was watching myself while she fucked me. I always loved how long my legs looked when I was wearing panties. Unfortunately my legs were hairy, which distracted from the fantasy.

She pressed the tip of the plastic cock up to my exposed asshole. I let out a nervous laugh. She rubbed my ass with both of her hands. It felt nice. She slid her cock up and down the length of my butt crack, which was something I always did before I penetrated her. The artificial veins and ridges of the cock felt good as they teased my butthole. I wanted her inside of me badly, but I didn’t want her to know that I was desperate.

I felt the tip press up to my hole again. I let out a long, deep breath of air. And then she started pushing in. She had to hold the cock steady with her hand, and it wasn’t until she was a few inches deep that she was able to pull her hand away. I could tell that she was still tense. She probably didn’t love watching a cock slipping into her fiancé’s asshole, and I suppose I couldn’t blame her.

She thrusted slowly and carefully, probably worried that she would hurt me. I wanted her to ram my ass and stretch me wide, but I didn’t want to tell her that. I was already embarrassed enough, so I just let her do her thing. “Does it feel okay?” she asked.

I nodded. “Yeah,” said. And it’s not like it didn’t feel good—it just could have felt so much better. “Maybe you could—I dunno—reach around and jerk me off,” I said. I suddenly felt even more humiliated. I wouldn’t dare to look back and see her reaction. But she followed my command. She reached around and slipped her fingers around my cock and she started to beat me off while she gently pegged me from behind. I watched myself in the mirror for a minute and then I closed my eyes and imagined that her cock was real, and that I was really a woman.

And then I came—spoiling the bed sheets with my hot load. I tried to hold back the groans, but it was impossible with the tip of her cock pressing right against my sweet spot. After I came, I was even more embarrassed than ever. I couldn’t look back to see Caitlin’s face.

She pulled her cock out of my body and she started taking the strap-on off. “So,” she said, and then there was an awkward pause. “Did you like that?” she asked.

I was still catching my breath, still revelling the lingering euphoria of the moment. “Yeah,” I said. “It was nice.” But I still wouldn’t look her in the eye.

“It was fun,” she said, but I’m not sure I believed her. I was pretty sure she was just trying her best to be supportive, and I loved her for trying.

We said nothing else about the act. We got ourselves cleaned up and we changed out the bed sheets. The next thing she said to me was, “Good night,” when she flicked off the bedroom light.

“Good night,” I replied, and then we went to sleep.


CHAPTER V

Caitlin was out with Colby on Sunday afternoon and I was home alone. And sometimes when I was home alone, I liked to try on outfits that I didn’t want Caitlin to know I was trying on: sometimes lingerie, sometimes skirts and dresses, and sometimes just casual outfits. She was out of town one weekend for a wedding, and I spent the whole weekend in her clothes. I watched six episodes of a single TV show while wearing a cocktail dress and high-heels that were far too small for my feet. I told Caitlin that the blisters were from my new shoes, though I’m not sure she believed me.

But I didn’t get dressed up that Sunday afternoon. I had no idea when Caitlin would be home and I didn’t feel like risking it. I called up my friend, Connor, to see what he was up to, but he was busy playing baseball with some guys from work.

I found myself on my computer, looking up that sex toy I was tempted to buy a few days before: the Pleasure Maker: For Him. The reviews were all positive. One reviewer even claimed it felt no different than a real cock. They were all sold out online, but I knew where to get one.

It wasn’t my proudest moment, getting into my car to drive halfway across town to buy a sex toy, which I planned on sticking in my ass and then hiding it somewhere Caitlin would never find it. But I’d always found it difficult to resist an idea once I’ve entertained it—and I’d seriously entertained the idea of playing with that suction dildo.

The sex shop was open. The parking lot was empty, as per usual. I pulled up to the supplements store next door just in case anyone who might recognize my car drove by. I quickly rushed into the sex shop and then I felt strangely relieved once I was inside, surrounded by the impressive selection of lingerie, movies, and sex toys. I figured I would make my trip quick and efficient. I went straight for that Pleasure Maker box. I grabbed it and brought it straight to the counter. And then I looked around for the clerk. The store was empty—I figured someone was in the back. And I wondered if it would be the same girl: the tranny with the pretty face and the unmistakable voice.

“Hello,” I called out nervously. The super-realistic suction dildo was far more embarrassing than the strap-on. I was just hoping the transaction would be quick and smooth and over with before I had the chance to feel any more humiliated than I already felt.

I heard the familiar clunking of high heels and I knew right away who it was. I didn’t turn to look back. I wanted to keep our eye contact to an absolute minimum. I just stared down at the counter and waited for her to ring my single item through her system. She walked around the counter and looked at me. I looked into her eyes but only for a moment. Then I looked away with my nervous heart thudding. She was pretty and she had a great body. She was wearing a low cut top, which showed off a lot of her perky, implanted cleavage. I was staring down at the counter again when I noticed her smirking.

“How was the strap-on?” she asked. I looked around abruptly to make sure no one heard.

“Oh, uh, it was… um—good, I guess,” I said. Now I really couldn’t look her in the eye.

“Just good?” she asked. She picked the Pleasure Maker box and looked at it. She laughed. “Are you sure you want this?” she asked.

I just nodded my head. This interaction had already gone on for too long.

“It’s not true, you know,” she said.

“What’s that?”

“It doesn’t feel like the real thing. It just feels like an overpriced, floppy dildo. And the suction cup base hardly works. I’m pretty sure all of the reviews for it are fake.”

“Oh, okay,” I said. “Well, uh, I guess I’ll put it back.”

“You want a recommendation?” she asked, leaning over the counter. The counter pushed her breasts up and nearly pushed them right out of her top. “Because I can give you a recommendation.”

“Um, sure,” I said. My legs trembled slightly. I had to bite my tongue in an attempt to gather my composure.

“The real thing,” she said with a grin. “Nothing beats the real thing. That’s my recommendation.”

I cleared my throat and faked a laugh. “Well, I’m engaged and she doesn’t have the real thing,” I said, and I was shocked that I was able to say it.

“But you have needs, don’t you?” she asked, still leaned over the counter. I was impressed by her feminine mannerisms. She’d clearly spent a long time practising and perfecting everything about herself. And I was a little bit jealous—I would have loved to be standing in her position, in her stilettoes, in her cute outfit, and with her perky tits. Maybe in another life…

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know,” I said.

“You do. And you never know—maybe your fiancée would be into watching another man sticking it to you.” She had a big grin on her face now, as if she was trying not to laugh.

“Yeah, I don’t know about that,” I said.

“You never know until you ask,” she said. And the thought made a chill run down my spine. I could just imagine Caitlin’s reaction when I told her that I wanted her to watch me have gay sex. But I didn’t want to have gay sex; I wanted to have straight sex, where I was the woman.

“It’s not that simple. So do you have a recommendation for me? I should really be going,” I said.

“You’re all flustered. Why are you flustered? You’re safe here. Anything you say or do in here, I promise your fiancée will never find out about unless you want her to find out about it.” And there was that big smirk again.

“I’m not flustered. I just—You don’t know the whole story. That’s all.” I forced a polite smile and hoped she would make a proper recommendation so I could get going. I was already tempted just to buy the Pleasure Maker.

She stared at me with that smirk, her eyes narrowing. “You’re a guy who’s engaged to a girl. But you wish that you were the girl and you wish you had someone to dominate you and poke you. I saw you looking at the lingerie the other day—you were imagining yourself in it. I could tell.”

My heart fluttered down into my gut and my legs suddenly felt weak. I wanted to tell her that she was wrong but I couldn’t muster up any words—because she was absolutely correct with everything she said.

“Do you want to try something on?” she asked. Her eyes were wide and cute now, like she’d just come up with the best idea she’d ever had.

I shook my head. “I should be going,” I said, and I turned to the door, practically with my tail between my legs.

“Stop,” she said. “I wasn’t asking. I just got a bunch of new stock in and I want to see how it looks. Come into the back with me and try some of it on. C’mon, don’t look all embarrassed. You’ll have fun.” She walked into the back and assumed I would follow. And there was my chance to escape: she was gone and the door was just a few feet away. I could easily run out and get in my car and never return. When I passed the store from now on, I could just raise up a hand to cover my face, in case that pretty tranny was looking out the window.

But I didn’t turn around and run. I was curious to see what she had stored away in the back for me. And like she said: she wasn’t asking me to follow her—she was telling me.


CHAPTER VI

The back room was dark and the light she flicked on didn’t help much. There were tall stacks of boxes that blocked out most of the dim hanging lights above. Across the room, the trans storeowner already had a few boxes opened up. She was using other boxes as tables to hold stacks of lingerie—and there was a lot of it. There must have been thirty different styles in that back room. “If I could put it all out, I would, but I’ve only got the one wall for lingerie,” she said. “So maybe you can help me decide what to put up.”

I looked around the room and then I looked back at that door. I knew I could still escape and I couldn’t figure out why I wasn’t trying.

“Let’s start with this,” she said, holding up a cute pink bra with lacy trim. She handed it to me and then she fished out a pair of skirted panties that matched. She handed those to me as well. “Well? Go ahead,” She said.

“Go ahead?” I asked, my throat suddenly dry.

“Try it on. I want to see how it looks,” she said with a big smirk. She was staring at me casually as if her request wasn’t completely insane.

“Try it on? Why don’t you just try it on?” I asked.

“Because I’m not interested in seeing how it looks on me. I want to see how it looks on you—on a customer.” She smiled big, as if there was something funny about what she’d just said. I looked down at the soft, little outfit in my hands. “C’mon,” she said. “Don’t let me down now.” My heart skipped a beat. I didn’t want to let her down. But I also didn’t want her to know that I really did want to try the little outfit on—especially the cute panties with the tiny sewed in skirt.

“Where should I change?” I asked, looking around.

“Right here is fine,” she said.

“In front of you?”

She laughed. “It’s nothing I haven’t seen before, darling.”

So I turned my back to her and took a deep breath. I pulled off my shirt and gently tossed it aside. Then I bent over and slipped off my pants. I left my boxers on for an extra moment while I waited to come to my senses. But nothing was changing. I could still feel her gaze burning my back and I still wanted to know how I looked in that pink two-piece. So I quickly slipped off my boxers and I wriggled into the little panties. It wasn’t easy keeping my package in place. There wasn’t quite enough fabric to hide everything, but luckily the tiny skirt helped a little bit.

The lacy bra was a bit tight, even on its loosest setting, but it didn’t feel too bad once I had it properly in place. I looked down at myself, feeling a little bit stupid, having agreed to the embarrassing ordeal. I was half-expecting to turn around to see her holding a camera and snapping a photo of me. I couldn’t quite figure out why she wanted me to model for her so badly, but I especially couldn’t figure out why I was going along with it. I bit my tongue and took a deep breath and finally turned around.

She was still smiling, and now she was nodding, too. “Not bad,” she said. “You’re hairier than I thought you’d be.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Can I take it off now?” I asked.

She tapped her chin with the tip of her pointer finger for a moment and then she nodded her head. “But then I want you to try on one more outfit,” she said. She walked back over to her makeshift table and she picked up a one-piece corset. “I think this will look good on you. You may need my help tying it up.” She handed it to me. It was dark and soft and sexy, like something a stripper might wear on stage.

I caught myself smiling. I fought that smile away—I couldn’t let her see it. I slipped out from the little pink outfit and then I stepped into the corset. I felt her warm body step up behind me. She pulled it up and then she cinched it tight, nearly squeezing the air out of my lungs. “How’s that?” she asked.

“Tight,” I said, straining slightly.

“Good. It’s supposed to be tight. It’s not supposed to feel comfortable—it’s supposed to feel sexy,” she said as she tied up each of the little strings. “My name is Veronica, by the way. You can call me Ronnie.”

Veronica smelled nice, like expensive perfume. She was gentle with her hands, and her skin was impressively soft. Had it not been for that voice, I still would have thought she was a real woman.

“Dylan,” I said with a nervous voice. There was something embarrassing about her knowing my name, even though I’d only given her my first name.

Once she had my corset tied up tight, she reached down and around with both hands and handled my cock and balls. I perked up and froze. “What are you doing?” I asked sharply. She was pushing on my balls, and it felt strange.

“Getting you tucked away,” she said. She pulled the thin strip of fabric over my crotch and then stepped back. I looked down. My bulge was almost non-existent—but where did it go? “Haven’t you ever tucked before?” she asked.

“No,” I said. I felt my crotch. She’d pushed my balls up into my body and pressed my cock down, over my empty sack. Now, my bulge looked more like a camel toe than anything.

“I think this looks really cute on you. What do you think?”

I looked down at myself and then I looked at her and shrugged. She pointed across the room. There was an old mirror leaning against the wall. So I walked over to it. And she was right: I did look pretty good. That corset squeezed some nice curves into me—or maybe they were already there. I had pretty good hips and nice long legs. I spun around to check out my butt—which was probably my best asset.

“Well?” Ronnie asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “You’re right. I do look pretty good.”

“Come back tomorrow and I’ll have you try on a few more outfits for me,” she said, and she had that big smirk on her face again. “I’ll be waiting for you. Oh, and do me a big favour and shave up—your legs and your chest and your pits—oh, and your face too, of course.”

“My face?” I asked. I could feel the colour draining from that very face now. “Why?”

“Because the outfits look kind of silly with all of that body hair, don’t you think?”

“What will I tell my fiancée?” I felt a cold shiver tingling under my skin and pulsing down my spine.

“Just tell her you wanted to try something different. She might even like it.” Ronnie winked and then started folding outfits and placing them back into their appropriate boxes as if there was nothing left to say. “See you tomorrow,” she said, so I got changed and I left. And my heart wouldn’t stop pounding.


CHAPTER VII

I didn’t shave when I got home, even though Caitlin was still out. I didn’t even shave that night—not even when I was in the shower. I was terrified of emerging from the shower with a shaved body for Caitlin to see. What would she think? Would she believe me if I said I was just trying something different? Or would she assume it had something to do with that strap-on I brought home?  

I already had a feeling she was starting to suspect there was more to my feminization fantasies than just wanting to occasionally wear her panties. Whenever there was a silence between us, I couldn’t help but think that she was thinking about me—wondering what I got up to when she was out of the house. I wondered if she could ever tell that her dresses had been worn by me. I always had to adjust her bra straps whenever I tried on one of her bras, and I always did my best to readjust the straps once I was finished, but I was never totally sure that I was doing a perfect job.

It was the next morning when I decided to shave. I didn’t want to let Ronnie down, but I still hadn’t mentioned anything to Caitlin. I got a bit of a lucky break. Caitlin had a day off and she was watching a movie on Netflix—and in that movie was a clean-shaven muscular man. “Do you ever wish I looked like that?” I asked.

Caitlin laughed, thinking it was a joke, and I laughed along. “I like you just the way you are,” she said.

“Right—but would you like me the way I was if I was all smooth like that?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I’m sure I would,” she said.

So I went to take a shower, and while I was in the shower, I used her pink razor to shave away my body hair. The first swipe was easy—and then the realization that there was no turning back was hard. I looked down at my chest, which was missing a long strip of hair, and my heart started pounding. I was all-in. I had to commit. So I started shaving more of my hair away. It took a good thirty minutes before I was hairless. I looked down at my legs and my heart started throbbing angrily. I could easily explain away the chest, but how was I going to explain the legs? Even the muscular hunk in the movie had hair on his legs. 

I was too afraid of what Caitlin would think, so I slipped into a pair of sweats before emerging from the bathroom—to give myself a little more time to come up with a proper excuse. I knew there were some swimmers and runners who shaved their legs so they would be more aerodynamic—but I was no professional swimmer or runner. I stepped out from the bathroom. Her movie was still on. I walked up behind her and took a deep breath. “Well?” I said. I could feel that my cheeks were red.

She looked back and her eyes lit up. She let out a laugh before looking into my eyes. “Oh my God, look at you,” she said. “What on earth made you want to do that?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know… Something different,” I said. I forced a smile.

“Well it’s certainly different.” She was looking at my chest again.

“Don’t you like it?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t not like it,” she said. “It’s just… different.”

“I was thinking of shaving my face, too,” I said.

She nodded slowly. “Really?” she asked.

“Yeah. Why not? It will all grow back in a few weeks if it’s not working for me.”

“Okay,” she said. And I could tell that she was put off slightly—but she wasn’t saying anything. I wondered if she’d clued it—if she knew I was secretly trying to make my body a little bit more feminine. I tried to remain optimistic, and I told myself that I had nothing to worry about.

I got ready for work. My shirt felt strange against my smooth skin. My boxers felt especially strange against my hairless package. A few of my co-workers commented on my shaved face. Rex made a half-assed joke about how I looked like a girl without my beard. A few of the guys snickered but then they got over it. They would have had a real field day had they seen my shaved chest, pits, arms, and legs. But of course I kept all of that hidden.

The day ticked by slowly. There wasn’t a lot to do at work, but I wished there would have been—I needed something to distract my mind from wandering over to that sex shop where Ronnie was waiting for me. I was excited and nervous and nauseous at the same time. I wanted to try on more of those little outfits, and I could wait to see how I looked without my body hair distracting from the full picture—but I knew I was going down a rabbit hole that I should have been avoiding. I’d put a lot of effort into avoiding that very rabbit hole for many years, and now I was suddenly indulging with reckless abandon.

“Big plans after work?” Patrick asked as he took a long sip from his coffee—it was his fourth or fifth cup of the day.

“Huh? Why?” I asked. And the paranoia in me thought that maybe he’d seen me going into that shop on his way home from work the other day.

“You keep staring at the clock,” he said, his eyes narrowing slightly, probably wondering why I was so tense.

I forced a smile. “Just a case of the Mondays, I guess,” I said. And it was a good enough answer for him. But the closer that clock ticked towards the end of my workday, the more I stared at it. It seemed to tick in super-slow-motion, and then it was suddenly time to leave—time to meet up with my secret trans friend to try on more lingerie before heading home for the day.

I got into my car and I sent Caitlin a text message. “I’ll be home late tonight. Just have to finish up this assignment,” I wrote. I hated lying but she was better off with the lie. It’s not like what I was doing was harming her in anyway. I wasn’t cheating on her or betraying her. She didn’t need to know that I was going to get dressed up as a girl.


CHAPTER VIII

I was hesitant going into the back room with Ronnie again, but I knew that I couldn’t be too hesitant—I’d showed up, after all. I didn’t have to show up. She didn’t know where I lived or where I worked and she didn’t even know my full name. It’s not like she could track me down and humiliate me in front of my friends or family members. I didn’t show up at her shop again out of fear. I was there to try on more outfits, and she knew it.

I saw all of the outfits she had laid out for me—and they were all cute, but the outfit I really wanted to try on was the one she was wearing. She was wearing a black crop-top and a short black skirt with her tall black boots. She had a choker around her neck, hiding her Adam’s apple. And it wasn’t until that moment that I realized she had a killer body of her own. I was a bit jealous.

The first outfit she had me try on was a baby blue babydoll. It was super cute and made of the softest satin I’d ever felt. It had a frilly skirt that looked like something a toddler might wear, but in a weird way that made it cuter. It tied up behind my neck with a blue ribbon. Ronnie had to help me tie it up. While I was staring in the mirror, she started taking pictures of me.

“What are you doing?” I asked, that familiar tension rushing back into my joints.

“Don’t worry—they’re just for my own reference,” she said, thumbing through the photos she’d just taken.

My heart stuttered but I trusted her—even though I didn’t have any reason to trust her. I knew nothing about her aside from her name.

The next outfit was one of my favourites ever. It was a sheer black bralette with a lacy floral band. The matching bottoms had three straps that rose up over my hips to pronounce my figure, which looked shockingly feminine now that I didn’t have any distracting body hair. It was amazing how big of a difference the smooth skin made.

I tried to tuck my balls the way Ronnie had the day before, but I wasn’t able to get them to go up. She saw my struggle and walked over. “Like this,” she said. She cupped my balls with her hand and pressed up slowly but firmly. It felt strange again, but I could feel my balls pushing up into my body. She then reached around to get my cock down, but there was an issue: my cock was semi-erect and unwilling to lay down. She giggled. “You like this outfit, huh?” she asked.

I was facing the mirror and I watched as my cheeks turned red. I slowly shrugged my shoulders. “Yeah,” I said.

“Tell me that you like this outfit, but tell me in your best girl voice.”

I cleared my throat. “I like this outfit,” I said. I watched in the mirror as her eyes became wide.

“That wasn’t bad,” she said. “You’ve been practising.” And it was true—sometimes when Caitlin was out I would talk to myself in a girly voice. I never used it around her—terrified of what she would think. I never thought I sounded too good, but Ronnie seemed to think otherwise. “You’ve got a lot of potential with that voice.”

I saw myself blushing in the mirror and I couldn’t fight back the smile for long. “Bend over,” she said. I followed the command, putting the palms of my hands down against one of the heavier boxes. She walked up behind me and she ran her hands up and down my torso. “You did a good job shaving,” she said.

“Thanks,” I said.

“You’ve got some nice curves,” she said.

And my cheeks became redder. “Thanks,” I said. And then I felt something against my bum: a bulge. It was warm and long and I knew that it was one of Ronnie’s less feminine body parts. A lump suddenly formed in my throat and my body became tense. Her hands carefully moved around to my bum. She squeezed my ass with one hand while pulling aside my panties with the other, exposing my butthole.

“I’m engaged,” I said sharply.

“You’ve mentioned,” she said with a grin in her voice.

“Then what are you doing?” I asked. But I wouldn’t move. I was too afraid to move.

“Consider it part of your training,” she said.

“My training?”

“Well how can I know if you make a convincing girl if I don’t even know if you can take a cock?”

I took a deep breath. She teased my asshole with the tip of her thumb before pressing it inside of me slightly. I clenched on her thumb but she continued to tease.

“You’re nice and tight,” she said.

My head was spinning with conflict. She was offering me something that Caitlin would never be able to offer me: a real, warm, throbbing cock. And like she said—it was part of my ‘training’. And maybe it was necessary. But what would Caitlin think of me if she found out about it? What would Ronnie think of me if I denied her?

I watched in the mirror as Ronnie reached down and slipped her erect cock out from her panties. She held it up and pressed it between my butt cheeks. It was warm. I could feel her veins pulsing. She was big.

I took a deep breath in. My legs were trembling. I tried to convince myself that Caitlin might even approve of the act—seeing her fiancé’s fantasy fulfilled. It’s not like I planned on running away with Ronnie. I didn’t have any feelings for her. I just really wanted to know what it felt like to be plunged by a real cock.

She spread my cheeks and then bent over and spat right into my hole. Her saliva was warm. She used the tip of her erection to spread it around, getting me lubricated. I heard myself let out a gentle moan. I was shocked to hear that noise coming out from my own mouth. I found myself looking at the mirror again, watching as that beautiful shemale lined her big dick up with my throbbing hole. She was stroking herself, making herself rock-hard. My own cock was throbbing, but you couldn’t tell in the mirror.

I closed my eyes in an attempt to calm myself down. And while my eyes were closed, she pushed in. I clenched but I clenched too late—she was already a good three inches deep and sliding deeper. I bit down on my tongue and opened my eyes. It didn’t hurt but it felt strange. I knew what it felt like to be penetrated, but this was different. Her cock was warm and it conformed slightly to my back door. I could feel her veins pulsing inside of me, and I could feel her foreskin being pulled back and forth as she pulled in and out. She wasn’t fucking me with her full cock—not yet.

I looked down and watched my legs tremble. I tried to will them to stop, but they wouldn’t stop.

“Deeper,” I said.

And then I watched in the mirror as a big smile crossed her face. “Sure thing, girly,” she said. And then she pushed her cock in deeper. I could feel it in my gut. She was hard—almost as hard as that plastic strap-on dildo. But this was so much better. Everything about her long rod felt so nice, sliding around inside of me, pressing against my sweet spot with precision.

She slapped my ass hard. I became tense for a moment and then I quickly relaxed as the euphoria consumed me. It felt good. It felt too good. I was enjoying myself too much, considering I wasn’t with Caitlin. But it wasn’t fair to compare—Caitlin didn’t have what Ronnie had, and that wasn’t her fault. I loved Caitlin—I loved everything about her. But the reality was: I had a fantasy that no toys or outfits could completely satisfy.

I started pushing my butt back into her pelvis, making sure her whole member was inside of me with every penetration. I loved the feeling of her balls slapping against my tush.

Ronnie was moaning. She had a cute moan, but that tinge of masculinity was still apparent. She reached around and started jerking off my cock. I was flaccid, though I’m not sure why—I’d never been in a greater state of pleasure in my life. She only yanked my flaccid cock a few times before it started oozing large globs of cum onto the floor. She caught a few of those shots and rubbed them all over the length of my cock. I’d never come so fast in my life—before I was even erect!

She giggled, thinking it was funny. My face was redder than ever before. She pulled herself out of me and demanded I drop to my knees and spin around. So I did. Then she grabbed my head with one hand while beating her erection with the other hand. She aimed the tip of her cock to my lips. I opened without being told to do so. She pumped her cock against my tongue. I could taste my own asshole, but I didn’t mind. I looked up into her eyes. I wanted her warm load in my mouth badly. And I got it.

She groaned and unloaded shot after shot onto my tongue. It tasted strange. I winced slightly, but she told me to swallow. I swallowed. And then she pressed her cock up to my lips again so that I would suck the last drop out of her, which I did without hesitation.


CHAPTER IX

Before I left, Ronnie gave me a free parting gift, but it wasn’t something from her shop; she gave me two pill bottles, full of pills, and told me to take one each morning and night. “What is it?” I asked nervously.

“The blue ones are testosterone blockers and the white ones are your female hormones. You should start noticing some changes within a week. I think this will help with your voice and it should give you some nicer curves, not that you need too much work in that area. Oh, and within a month or two, you should have some nice A-cup titties. Wouldn’t that be nice?”

My heart plunged into my gut. “But I have a fiancé. I can’t take these,” I said.

“Doesn’t your fiancé want you to be happy?” she asked with that increasingly familiar grin.

“Sure—but she doesn’t know about… you know.”

“What did she say when you brought home that strap-on? Didn’t you say that you used it?” She was looking at me strangely now with a slightly tilted head.

I had to strain to think of a response. “She doesn’t know about everything,” I said.

“I think you’d be surprised, beautiful,” she said with a wink. “If she’s pegging you, she knows. Believe me—she knows.” Ronnie walked over to her stack of lingerie. She grabbed the baby blue babydoll and handed it to me. “Take this home and wear it for her tonight,” she said. “Don’t mention the hormones just yet—it will be months before she notices anything different, which is lots of time to warm her up to the idea.”

“But what if she doesn’t?” I asked with a quiet, broken voice.

“Does she love you?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“Then don’t sweat it. Wear the babydoll for her tonight and start there.”

Caitlin was home when I pulled into the driveway. My heart was throbbing violently, somehow in my throat and my gut at the same time. A cold sweat bathed my back. “This is insane,” I said quietly to myself, looking down at my two pill bottles. And even though I knew it was insane, I popped my two pills right there in the car before going inside.

I didn’t actually plan on putting the babydoll on. I had it stuffed into my bag, which I left by the front door. My plan was to lie to Ronnie—tell her that I put it on and everything went well—and hope she doesn’t ask too many questions seeing as I wasn’t a good liar.

We ate dinner and then we watched a few TV episodes together on the couch. I could tell that Caitlin was in the mood to fuck. She was gently running her fingers up and down my thighs and she was leaning her head on my shoulder. I wanted to pick her up and run her up to the bedroom but I was nervous of what she would think of my legs—she still hadn’t seen them since I’d shaved. She hadn’t seen my shaved cock either—though I figured she might like that. Since shaving, it looked a bit bigger.

She went to use the bathroom. My heart started racing. I started to consider the idea of putting on the baby blue babydoll. But between the babydoll and the shaved legs—it seemed like too much. But what if it wasn’t? What if Ronnie was right—if she loved me, she would be fine with it?

I nervously stood up and walked to my bag. I pulled that babydoll out and stared at it. Maybe I could put it on and play it off as a joke—but I knew Caitlin would never buy it as a joke. She knew I liked wearing her panties, so why would some lingerie suddenly be a joke?

I found myself in the bedroom, alone, undressing. I had the babydoll laid out on the bed. My heart was racing. I was really going to put it on. I wasn’t sure how I’d managed to justify it to myself or if I was just acting on nervous impulse now… Probably the latter. I took a deep breath and pulled the soft garment over my head. I could hear Caitlin emerge from the downstairs bathroom. I only had a few minutes before she came upstairs looking for me, to see what I was up to. She probably thought I went to use the upstairs bathroom while she was using the downstairs.

I had just enough time to put a bit of her eyeliner on. I’m not sure what possessed me to do it, but there I was: standing in front of the mirror, carefully drawling dark lines around my eyes. Caitlin still wasn’t upstairs, so I put a bit of lip-gloss on, and then I powdered a tiny bit of blush onto my cheeks. I looked cute. I wished that my hair was longer though.

I climbed up onto the bed just as I heard her coming up the stairs. “Everything okay up here?” she called out. And as she reached the top of the stairs I suddenly became tense with regret. What the hell was I doing? No woman wants to see her fiancé wearing her makeup! No woman wants to see her man dressed up in a baby blue babydoll, with shaved legs and shaved armpits! I became a statue, my face turning white. I tried to figure out what had come over me—and I tried to figure out something to say to Caitlin. It was too late to get undressed. It was even too late to dash for the bathroom and lock myself away. I had to face her.

She opened the door and froze in the doorway. Her lips parted but she said nothing. I couldn’t muster up any words of my own. I’d been caught and now I would have to live with that face for the rest of my life: the shocked face that Caitlin was currently wearing.

I wanted to tell her that I could explain, that it was just a joke, that one of the guys at work dared me to do it, that I lost a bet—but I couldn’t say anything. I was just stuck there waiting for her imagination to make its own decision. I wanted to throw up. But instead, I found myself forcing a smile, as I lay on our bed in that skimpy lingerie with that dark eyeliner around my eyes.

She brought her hand to her mouth.

“I’m sorry,” I finally managed to say.

She shook her head. She was silent for another moment before saying, “Don’t be sorry. You… You look good. Did you shave your legs?”

My heart skipped a beat or two. “Yeah,” I said.

“Why?” she asked. And now she was looking into my eyes.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I just wanted to, I guess,” I said.

She walked over to me slowly. “Are you wearing my eyeliner?”

I nodded my head.

“And my lip-gloss?”

I nodded my head again. She reached out and ran her fingers down my arm. “You’re so smooth,” she said, and she let out a nervous laugh.

I was still frozen stiff on the bed. She looked down my legs and then she lifted up my skirt to see what I’d done with my crotch. I watched as her eyes lit up. And that’s when I remembered that I’d pushed my balls up into my body so that I could fit into the tiny panties I was wearing. She reached down and felt my bulge. Then she looked into my eyes. I smiled, my cheeks still burning red hot.

She smiled back and we kissed. The strongest sense of relief washed over me. She was okay with me dressing up. Maybe she even liked it a little bit. But what would she think when I told her I’d started taking hormone blockers? What would she think when she saw me in a couple of months with small breasts? What would she think when I started to grow my hair out? When I went with her to get my hair done? When I sat up at night painting my nails?

I pushed those thoughts away. My mind was getting carried away. Of course I wouldn’t grow my hair long or start painting my nails. I still had to go to work every day. I still had to be a man. I could hide the A-cup breasts I got from the hormones—those could just be for the bedroom. But I needed to be a man for the other twenty-three and a half hours of the day. I couldn’t let this little fantasy infect my whole life.

But for now, I could enjoy my little victory. Caitlin saw me in lingerie and her makeup and she wasn’t demanding that I move out. And now we were kissing. I wrapped my arms around her and held her tight. She wrapped her soft legs around me and I rolled over top of her. I wanted her to grab that strap-on again, but I had to meet her needs, too. So I fished my cock out from my panties after tugging her panties down and throwing them aside. After a few minutes of kissing she was wet, so I pushed my cock into her cunt and I held her tight while I pumped her. And we kept kissing.

She moaned, muffled by my mouth. I gently bit her bottom lip, which she liked. She gently bit my bottom lip. My lip-gloss was smeared on her face, which I thought was cute. It was probably smeared on my own face as well. She looked into my eyes. She looked happy. Maybe she liked what she was seeing—or maybe she was just happy to see me happy. She reached around and pushed a finger into my ass—and maybe that was just a reward for giving her what she wanted.

She dug her nails into my smooth skin when she came. Her wet pussy tensed and released my cock and she pushed her finger deeper into my ass. I was as hard as I’d ever been, and ready to bust a load for the second time that day. I groaned and buried my face against her shoulder and unloaded deep inside of her.

I wanted to tell her about Ronnie and what I’d been up to over the past few days, but I didn’t want to ruin the moment. I kept my mouth shut and enjoyed the moment while we were both happy.


CHAPTER X

I found myself back in Ronnie’s shop after work the next day. She was standing behind the counter when I walked in and she looked surprised to see me. And that’s when I realized she never asked me to come back—I’d just assumed that she wanted me to come back. “Fancy seeing you here today,” she said with a big smile.

“I wore the babydoll,” I said.

“And?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “She didn’t say if she liked it or not. But she didn’t look upset.”

Ronnie laughed. “But what did you think? How did you feel fucking in it?”

I bit the corner of my lip. “I liked it,” I said.

“And you’ve been taking your pills?” she asked.

I nodded my head. And I was already starting to feel different—but I couldn’t put my finger on why I was feeling different. I swore that my skin was starting to feel softer, but then again I’d only just started shaving regularly.

Ronnie was staring at me with that smirk—staring right into my eyes. “Are you in a rush?” she asked.

“No,” I said.

“So you can stick around for an hour or two?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess so.”

Her grin grew even bigger. “Great. In that case, I’ve got a test for you. But first we need to get you dolled up. How often do you do your makeup? I’ll show you some tricks. And I want to find you a wig. I’m thinking something dark—not quite black but maybe a dark brown. What do you think?”

She sprung to her feet with renewed life and started to search around through her shop for the perfect outfit. She had some makeup supplies in her purse and she found a wig with one of the slutty costumes she sold in her store. It was a long brunette wig with bangs. I never imagined myself with bangs, but the bangs looked cute, especially once Ronnie finished drawing little flicks next to my eyes with black eyeliner. She gave me a cat-eye look that was to die for—and she showed me how to do it myself.

She used a little bit of eye shadow and a bit of lip-gloss, but aside from that, she kept it minimal. It turns out, I don’t need a lot to look good—and I really did look good. I couldn’t stop smiling as I looked in the mirror, and Ronnie noticed my smile. She shook her head and laughed.

She had me put on a cute two-piece set of lingerie, and then she gave me a red dress to slip on overtop of it. She found a pair of stiletto heels in my size. It was nice to not have to crush my feet to fit into a pair of heels. She gave me a few tips on how to walk properly in heels.

I couldn’t help but notice Ronnie constantly checking the clock, as if she was waiting for something. It was close to 6:00 PM when someone walked into the store. I walked away quickly, keeping my back to the new customer. I headed into one of the store corners and pretended to look at the selection of DVDs. I didn’t recognize the person—someone I’d never seen before in my life and someone I probably would never see again in my life—but I still didn’t want them to look at me and know that they were looking at a man in drag.

“Dylan, come here. I want you to meet someone,” Ronnie called out from across the shop. And I felt my heart sink low into my gut—a feeling which was becoming increasingly familiar. I turned around slowly.

The man was staring at me with a gentle smile. He was a tall man with thick arms and a tight t-shirt. He was leaning casually against the counter. “Dylan, this is Mark. Mark, this is Dylan,” Ronnie said.

“Hi Dylan,” he said with a head nod. He turned to Ronnie with a smile. “She’s cute.”

“Isn’t she adorable?” Ronnie said. Then there was a silence in the room. I had no idea what was happening, but I had a feeling it wasn’t good. “Should we get right to it then?” Ronnie asked. And then she started towards the back room. “Follow me. Dylan—you too.”

Mark followed Ronnie into the back room, leaving me alone in the shop. I was terrified but I had to go along with it. I’d come this far—I couldn’t let Ronnie down now. I went into the back room and saw that Ronnie had a chair set up in the middle of the room. She asked Mark to take a seat. Mark’s cheeks were red and he was still smiling.

“Dylan—Mark here is a friend of mine. He agreed to help you out with your training,” she said, and she winked.

“Ronnie tells me that you’re practising to be an exotic dancer,” Mark said. And Ronnie had the biggest grin on her face.

I nodded my head. “Yeah,” I said softly in my best feminine voice. I wasn’t sure if Mark knew that I wasn’t actually a woman or if that was something he was into. And there would be no way of knowing without asking—unless I had a slip.

“Mark is going to let you give him a lap dance,” Ronnie said. “I’ll go start the music.”

My limbs were tense. He was staring right at me with that smile. I was pretty sure he could hear my heart pounding, even once the music started playing out of Ronnie’s little boom box.

I’d seen lap dances before, so I knew the basic idea—lots of sensual touching and lots of grinding. It wasn’t rocket science—but in order to give a lap dance, one actually has to be able to move. And while that song was playing, I couldn’t move. “C’mon, Dylan. Don’t be shy. Mark’s a nice guy,” Ronnie said.

I took a deep breath and miraculously was able to move my legs. I walked over to him, one foot in front of the other, the way Ronnie showed me. I walked around him and gently put my hand on his shoulder. My heart had no discernable rhythm. It was just pounding away with intensity. I wasn’t sure if my impulses were taking control of my body or if it was something else—some foreign entity possessing me so I wasn’t just standing there like a complete fool.

I started by lowering my bum onto his lap, with my back to him. I swayed in circles. I’d never been much of a dancer, but in that little dress, something was different. I swayed while dipping lower and lower, until my bum was grazing his lap. He gently put his hands on my hips. I leaned my back against his chest and I leaned my head onto his shoulder. He let a small nervous laugh slip.

I put a hand on his thigh and ran it up and down, inching closer to his cock. He let out another nervous laugh.

And then I stood up and walked around him again. I ran my chest down the back of his head, which he seemed to like. And then I reached down his chest and his abs. He was surprisingly chiselled.

Ronnie was watching me from across the room with a big smile on her face. She was observing me closely, testing me, rating me, deciding whether I was doing well on my way to becoming a woman.

I straddled my man, now with my front facing him. He looked up into my eyes while I started to grind his lap. And I could feel his bulge now: hardening quickly, pressing against my bum. I tried to cradle his shaft between my butt cheeks—and he really liked that. He put his hands on my hips again and let out a soft groan. His face was red and his eyes were narrowed. I let a little giggle slip—a little bit of satisfaction. It felt nice, knowing that I was giving him pleasure. I was satisfying him—just like a woman. He reached up and cupped my non-existent breasts, and he squeezed. “You don’t mind, do you?” he asked with a nervous voice.

I shook my head. I didn’t mind. It actually felt kind of nice. He was strong and powerful. He would have been able to pin me down and fuck me senseless if he wanted to—and I wouldn’t have been able to resist much. He was easily twice my size.

And his cock was certainly twice the size of mine, now that it was fully erect. I reached down and ran the tip of my finger along his covered erection. His body shuddered and his face became redder.

I stood up and I found myself reaching down, pulling his cock out from his jeans. His cock sprang free and slapped him in the abdomen. I looked at Ronnie again, who looked more pleased than ever with what she was seeing. And her approval filled me with warm joy. I turned around and bent over as far as I could. I pushed my bum back, hiking up my skirt, and I massaged his shaft between my butt cheeks, and I let him squeeze those very butt cheeks with his hands.

“Oh, fuck,” he groaned.

“How’s she doing?” Ronnie asked casually from across the room.

“Fantastic,” he said, his voice slightly shaken.

My face was beaming. I could see myself in the mirror and I was sexy. I didn’t want to look away from myself. I wanted to pull my panties aside and let him penetrate me with that massive dick, but I had to remain rational. Letting Ronnie fuck me was one thing—letting a stranger fuck me was a whole different story. So I resisted that urge, and luckily I didn’t have to resist for long.

I turned around again to face him while I grinded his cock. Now I was grinding his cock with my pelvis. My cock was still tucked down. It wanted to be erect but it was tucked firmly enough that becoming erect was impossible. “How does that feel, big boy?” I asked, doing my best sexy voice.

And apparently the voice was pretty good. He didn’t reply—not with his words, anyway. Instead, he came. His cock erupted upwards, staining white streaks into my red dress. He groaned deeply and stared down while his member blasted my stomach. His cum ran down and made a big mess on his lap.

“I’m so sorry,” he said.

“It’s okay,” I said. And I honestly thought it was kind of cute—and incredibly satisfying, knowing I’d just gotten a man off. Mark certainly left the store a satisfied customer.

And I left the store with a new toy and a new assignment. It was a Wi-Fi controlled vibrating butt plug that Ronnie could turn on at any moment. She wanted me to wear it to work the next day, under my panties. “What if I’m in a meeting?” I asked nervously.

“I hope that you are,” she said with her classic grin. And I didn’t put up a fight. I went home and kept that vibrating sex toy hidden from Caitlin. I didn’t stick it in until I was in the bathroom at work the next morning.


CHAPTER XI

I was at my desk when the vibration started. It was around noon, and the little toy had been in my ass for a few hours already. At first, I thought my phone was buzzing in my pocket—the vibration was minimal. But after a minute, the intensity turned up. And after another minute I was clutching the edge of my desk and biting the edge of my tongue, trying not to make any noise—I wanted so badly to let out a long, satisfied moan.

There must have been more than just intensity controls on her remote. The style of vibration changed suddenly from a constant buzz to a wave: intense buzzing for a moment and then a moment of lull. This setting made my legs tremble. My cock was hard in my panties.

I smiled as Patrick walked past my desk. “Hey Dylan,” he said with a nod. I opened my mouth to reply and a moan nearly slipped out. So I just settled with a nod and a smile and then I bit down on my tongue harder.

After ten minutes, I came. My whole body shuddered and I finally let out that moan. My panties were warm and wet with cum. I had to wait for my erection to go away before I got up to sneak to the bathroom to clean myself up. Thankfully the cum didn’t soak through my pants.

The vibrating started up again around 4:00 PM. I was on a call when it started. And five minutes into the call, I had to hang up. “I’m sorry, can I give you a call back in a few minutes?” I asked before I was too overtaken by euphoria to make a coherent sentence. Most of the office was already gone for the day. I looked around to make sure no one was looking and then I reached into my pants and gave my cock a few tugs—that’s all it needed with that intense vibration right against my sweet spot. I came for the second time that day, this time with a tissue stuffed into my panties to catch the warm, wet mess.

When I pulled up to my townhouse, I popped my pills and then went inside to spend the evening with my fiancée.

I’d decided that it was finally the night to come clean to Caitlin: to tell her everything, from Ronnie to the hormone pills. But I just couldn’t find an opportunity to spit it out. We sat together on the couch and there were plenty of silences—plenty of times I could have simply opened my mouth and said it—but instead I just remained silent, terrified of what she would think when she found out that I was becoming a woman with help from the trap that worked at the sex store…

And I really was becoming a woman. My God—it sounded so absurd now that I was thinking about it. I was taking pills to stop my body from producing male hormones, and I was taking a twice-daily dose of female hormones. In a few weeks I would have tits. My pecs were already starting to feel soft and squishy. My skin was already starting to feel softer—I was sure of it now. My body hair wasn’t growing back the same: thinner and sparser; and it would only become thinner and sparser as I took more doses. I was overdue for a haircut and I had no plans of actually going to get one. I figured I could have medium-length feminine hair in just five months. I was seriously becoming a woman and Caitlin was completely oblivious.

Would she support my decision? Maybe… Not if I didn’t say anything, though. If I just waited for her to figure it out on her own, she would be devastated and she would feel betrayed. She was my fiancée—we were going to be married—could I not tell her everything?

“Hey Caitlin,” I finally said just a few minutes before we went off to bed.

She looked at me with a smile. “Yeah?” she said. She was looking into my eyes.

“You, uh, know the other night—when I put on that blue thing?” I said. I pushed my hands under a throw pillow so she wouldn’t see them trembling.

She had a coy smile on her face now. She nodded. Even she was too afraid to talk about it aloud. We hadn’t spoken about it since the act. Once I had her makeup washed off my face, we went on pretending like it hadn’t happened. I continued secretly putting on her panties before work. Nothing had changed. Maybe we’d come a step closer towards my coming out, or maybe we’d taken a step back. I was still just as terrified as ever of her finding out about my desires. Hell, I was probably more terrified than ever, now that I knew they were real desires and not just curious fantasies…

“Sorry if that was weird,” I said, and then I looked away swiftly. “I guess I just thought it would be funny or something.” I was definitely taking a step back now, but I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t stand to look into those eyes and live through her disappointment. She needed a man—not a woman. She wanted a bearded hunk. I’d watched her thumbing through magazines before—stopping briefly on the full-page Gillette ads with the muscular male models. She never stopped to admire any Sports Illustrated covers.

She shrugged her shoulders and just held onto that smile. She said nothing. It was too embarrassing to talk about—even for her. So I dropped it and changed the subject. “Dinner was great tonight. Was that a new recipe?”

“Yeah—I got it from a magazine,” she said.

“Oh, no way. We should add it to our approved recipe list.” I forced a smile and looked back at the television, hoping that she would quickly forget I ever brought up that night with the baby blue babydoll.


CHAPTER XII

It was two weeks later when I found myself back in Ronnie’s shop. She wasn’t surprised to see me, but she was surprised that it took me so long to make my way back to her. She motioned me to follow her into the back room. She was excited to see my progress.

“Lift up your shirt,” she said. “Show me how it’s going.”

I grabbed the base of my shirt and lifted it up for her to see. And I couldn’t help but smile when I watched her face light up. “Wow,” she said. “It looks like you’re ahead of schedule.” And I was. I already had the humble beginnings of breasts—something close to a pair of A-cups. I really wanted a pair of C-cups, but it was already hard enough to hide what I had from Caitlin. I was always sure to keep my shirt on until we were under the covers, or until the lights were out. She’d never been one to grope my chest, but I still worried whenever our chests rubbed together, when we were making love.

“And your fiancée—how’s she been getting along with your transition? Does she love it or what?” Ronnie asked with her classic big grin.

I forced a smile and nodded. “Yeah. She likes it,” I lied. I’m not sure why I lied—though I’m not sure I was lying so much as trying to remain positive. I kept telling myself that Caitlin knew and there was no point in talking to her about it—because surely it was obvious. My hair was shaggy now—almost long enough to style into something cute. I’d continued shaving my legs and my chest and my arms and my pits, even though the hairs were coming in thinner and thinner. My voice was starting to change slightly, but when I was around her, I tried to deepen it slightly. But still, it must have been obvious—right?

Ronnie had new outfits for me to try on—a fresh new shipment of summer lingerie styles. She even had some cute bridal lingerie that I was dying to get onto my body. She left me alone in the back while I got myself dolled up. She even let me use her makeup, even though I’d recently invested in some of my own (I kept it hidden deep in my work bag, so Caitlin wouldn’t accidentally find it while cleaning up).

The lacy white bridal lingerie looked great on me. It was the first time I’d gotten fully dolled up since I’d started regularly taking the hormone pills. Caitlin had been home more often and I hadn’t had a couple of hours to myself. But now I was free to do whatever I wanted—free to try out different styles and free to admire myself in the mirror without the fear that someone was going to barge through the door. The only person who came through that door was Ronnie, and she only came to tell me how cute I looked in white lace.

Next I tried on some of Ronnie’s new ‘stage wear’. It was a black leather two-piece that hardly covered much skin at all, but my God did it look good on me. I still couldn’t get over how great my legs and ass looked all shaved up. I spent far too long standing in front of the mirror admiring myself.

“You would make a great stripper,” she said to me.

“I think you’re right,” I said. I found myself cupping my breasts, lifting them slightly. I still couldn’t believe how quickly they came about—but I’d read online that some trans girls got tits in less than two weeks.  I couldn’t wait to see what kind of rack my body had in store for me. I mean—they weren’t the same sort of breasts that real women had; I would need implants for those. But they were cute and they were mine.

“You look like the kind of stripper that would do a little extra on the side, if you know what I mean,” she said with a cute wink. I laughed. “Well?”

“Well?” I said.

“Let’s see you do a little extra on the side. Get on your knees,” she said, motioning me down to the ground. The cement floor of the back room was cold. I looked up at Ronnie. The bust of her chest made it hard to see her face and her devilish grin. I looked down at her skirt. She wanted me to suck her off and I very much wanted to suck her off. I reached under her skirt and ran my fingers over the bulge of her warm dick. I liked her dick.

I fished it out and I didn’t waste a beat. I started sucking. She grew quickly. Once she was too big to fit completely in my mouth, I stroked what I couldn’t fit with a clenched fist. “You would make good tips in the strip club,” she said with a deep, satisfied breath.

I sucked her with intensity. I wanted to make her come. I wanted to taste her cum. I wanted to swallow her warm, sticky load. I wanted it all over my face.

She reached down and held my head with both of her hands, and then she gently started thrusting her long member down my throat. I managed not to gag. Her ball sack slapped me in the chin. “Have you started saving for your tit job?” she asked. “I think you would look cute with a couple C-cups. What do you think?”

She didn’t release my head for me to respond. She continued to throat fuck me with increasing speed and intensity. I could taste the sweet tinge of her pre-cum on my tongue. She was throbbing powerfully. The tip of her cock was sliding down my throat hard. I did my best to massage her length with my tongue, as it was the only part of me I could control.

She grabbed a handful of hair on the top of my head firmly, to hold me in place. Then she pulled out, tilted my head back, and came all over my face. I think she was making a point of missing my mouth, even though I had my mouth open and my tongue out. She made a real mess of my face, which was exactly what I wanted.

But the moment of glory was short lived. The door opened and I heard a familiar voice say my name. “Dylan?” It was Caitlin.


CHAPTER XIII

I looked over at her slowly. The colour was quickly draining from my face. Ronnie slipped her cock back into her panties with haste but it was too late; Caitlin had already seen everything.

A large glob of cum dripped off of my chin and splashed on the floor. I stood up to my feet. Her face was white and her eyes were wide. “I—I can explain,” I said—and I’m not even sure how I was able to produce any words through the thick lump in my throat.

There was a long silence in that dark back room. “I’m waiting,” she said. And I was shocked she was still standing there. I’d expected her to turn around and run—to have her bags packed before I was able to even wash the makeup from my face. But instead she was standing in that doorway, waiting for my explanation.

I opened my mouth to respond, but the truth was: I couldn’t explain. I didn’t have anything to say. I knew she wouldn’t understand the truth of it all because even I couldn’t understand the truth of it all while I was standing there with a shemale’s cum dripping off of my face. “I love you,” I managed to say. “And I want you to be happy. But—But I want to be a woman.” My heart stuttered and sunk deep into my gut where it began to burn in sizzling bile.

She was staring at me with watering eyes. I knew that I’d fucked up. I knew that this moment marked the end of our long relationship.

“You want to be… a woman?” she asked, her voice weak and hoarse.

I nodded. “But I like girls—I mean—I like you. I’m not gay. I just… want to be like you. I want to be a girl. I don’t know how else to say it. And I know it sounds insane. Ronnie here has been helping me. She was the one who gave me the babydoll. She told me to tell you, but—but I couldn’t do it. I didn’t want to let you down.” I felt tears welling up in my own eyes. I couldn’t understand how Caitlin wasn’t crying hysterically. Why was she not screaming at me or slapping my face or storming away to somewhere I would never find her?

“Ronnie?” she said after a short silence. She looked over at Ronnie.

Ronnie waved shyly. “I really did tell him to tell you,” she said. There was another long silence that felt like an eternity. “You have to admit that he really does make a pretty lady.” I felt my cheeks turning red, but I knew it was a bad time to be revelling in my own satisfaction.

“This is what you want to be?” she said, still with that raspy hoarseness in her voice.

I nodded my head. “But I don’t have to be. I would give it all up for you. I can just be a man—for you. I’ll stop wearing your panties and we can throw out the dildo and the strap-on and all the other stuff. I’ll start going to the gym more often. I’ll put on some muscle. Whatever you want.”

She stared into my eyes and shook her head, and I had a feeling I was about to receive the worst news of my life. Her lips parted and I could already hear the sound of her breaking up with me—telling me she never wanted to see me again. But that’s not what she said. “I love you,” she said. “I love you whether you’re a man or a woman. I just wish you would have talked to me about it.”

My heart sprang up and started hammering against my ribcage. My lips parted but I wasn’t sure what to say. I wanted to say ‘thank you’ one thousand times, but I already felt pathetic enough.

“Well I guess I’m telling you now: I want to a lady. I’ve been taking hormones for three weeks and I’ve been saving up for a boob job.”

Her eyes were wide and full of shock. “Why do you get to have a boob job? I want a boob job,” she said.

“You’ve got great boobs,” I said with a laugh.

“But wouldn’t they look good if they were just a bit bigger?” she asked, cupping her breasts and pushing them up slightly. She laughed. And my God, was it a relief to hear her laugh. My legs were still trembling but I no longer felt like throwing up all over Ronnie’s back room.

Ronnie had a big smile on her face. She looked from Caitlin to me and then back to Caitlin. “You girls are so cute,” she said. And then her eyes became wide. “Oh, I just got the perfect thing into the store,” she said. “Hold on one second.” She ran off to the far end of the back room and started sorting through boxes.

I walked up to Caitlin and put my hands on her sides. “I really tried to tell you—and I just should have done it,” I said.

“You’re doing it now. And I have to admit—it’s kind of hot seeing you with cum all over your face.” She wiped a dab of cum off of my face and then brought her finger to my lips. I licked the cum off. She laughed. “You’re a little slut,” she said.

I nodded my head. “I guess so,” I said.

Ronnie returned with a white box. She quickly opened it and revealed a new strap-on dildo. But this one was different: it was double ended. It had a cock facing out for him and a cock facing in for her—or in our case: a cock for her and a cock for her. “Go ahead. Try it out,” Ronnie said, stepping back.

“Right here?” Caitlin asked, her face flushing.

“Yeah—I need to make sure it works before I can start selling them, don’t I?”

Caitlin looked at me with wide, shocked eyes. I smiled and shrugged. “It’ll be fun,” I said. She covered her mouth to stop herself from laughing.

“Don’t be shy, darling,” Ronnie said.

I reached down and pulled Caitlin’s shirt up. She resisted for a moment, looking back over at Ronnie and then at me. But I could see in her eyes that she was excited to do a bit of experimenting. She lifted her arms and allowed me to pull her shirt over her head, leaving her in just her pale lavender bra. I reached around and easily unclipped the bra. She kept her breasts covered with her hands for a moment. “Don’t be shy,” I said. She looked at Ronnie and then back at me, and then she uncovered her tits. “How did you find me here, by the way?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I just came to check out the new shop, and then when I walked into the store, I heard your voice.”

My cheeks were warm with embarrassment. I couldn’t believe I’d ever tried to keep a secret from her. I couldn’t understand why I wasn’t just open with her from the beginning. I knew she loved me. I knew that she would accept me for whatever I wanted to be.

I tugged down her leggings, along with her panties. Her face was red with embarrassment. We’d never fucked with an audience before, but I could tell that she was excited about it. She started doing up the straps. She had to get her end of the strap-on dildo inside of her before she could cinch it tight. “It’s thick,” she said, perking up once it was inside of her body. Her face became even redder. She was trying not to look over at Ronnie, who was watching with a big grin on her face.

“How does it feel?” Ronnie asked.

Caitlin shrugged her shoulders. “Like a dildo.”

“There should be a button on the base.”

Caitlin reached down and pressed the button—and then she really perked up. “Oh my,” she said, and Ronnie started to laugh.

“It will get more intense the more you pump your girl here,” Ronnie said. “It’s got a friction sensor inside of it. They’re saying it’s the future of pegging.” She laughed.

Caitlin used her hand to stroke the plastic cock, and her eyes grew wide. “Oh my,” she said again. “It really works.”

I was already bent over and in position. I couldn’t wait for my fiancée to stuff my ass with the new toy. I couldn’t wait for her to get off while pumping my butt. It was the start of a new chapter in our lives. I couldn’t stop smiling. I felt so free—like I was no longer being weighed down by a dark, dirty secret. “Fuck me,” I said.

She pushed the tip of the plastic cock into my ass. She used her hand to stabilize the member while she sunk in deep. I tried my best not to clench. I wanted all of it—I wanted every last inch inside of my body. I wanted to show Caitlin just how much of a sissy I could be. She let out a soft moan. I could feel the residual buzzing of her vibrating inversed cock. She grasped my hips firmly with her small soft hands.

And she started to plunge her long cock into my ass. It wasn’t long before my legs were trembling and rattling. I held firmly onto the box in front of me. 

Ronnie walked around in front of me. She looked at Caitlin with a smile. “Do you mind?” she said.

“By all means,” Caitlin said.

Ronnie fished her cock out from her panties. There was still a drop of cum clinging to the tip of her penis. “A real girl can make a cock come twice,” she said. And I was up for the challenge. With my fiancée’s cock in my ass, I started to suck Ronnie for the second time that afternoon. And who would have thought that the happiest moment of my life would involve being plugged by two thick cocks?

THE END


ROCK HARD

It’s a beautiful day and it seems like nothing can go wrong—until a U-Haul pulls up outside of the house across the street and Michael steps out: the 6’6” hulk of a man who used to bully Vinnie and his roommates relentlessly back in high school.

But he’s changed now. He’s seemingly calm and collected and he’s a successful businessman with a sharp wit and a suave personality. But Vinnie’s roommates aren’t falling for it. One night they convince Vinnie to join them on a little mission to see what Michael is really up to. But Vinnie sees too much when he looks through a window to see Michael enjoying lewd videos of well-hung transgender women. But Vinnie doesn’t know he’s been caught on camera, and Michael isn’t about to let him off so easily.


CHAPTER I

I couldn’t believe my eyes when I saw Michael Bafaro step out from that U-Haul. My heart plunged into my gut and all of those horrible high school memories came flooding back to me.

Michael was my tormentor: the biggest bully in the school—literally and figuratively. In the tenth grade, he was 6’6” and he wasn’t finished growing. He was on the basketball team until he became too thick and bulky—then they put him on the football team. He was clumsy—a lousy athlete, but no one ever told him. Even the teachers were afraid of him. He was a powerful man, always breaking everything he touched. No pencil survived a day with Michael Bafaro—usually not even a full period. In the eleventh grade, he sent six different kids to the hospital during football games. They had to tell him to skip practises because they didn’t want him hurting his teammates.

Michael would always steal my lunch money. It sounds cliché, but it was true. My mom would give me five dollars every morning so that I could buy myself a sandwich and a small carton of milk. And every day I starved through lunch because Michael would always find me during the first period break and demand I pay him. He told me that if I told on him, he would find my little sister and snap her in half—and I believed him because he’d been suspended so many times for snapping the bones of so many different kids.

He was immune from being expelled. Luckily for him, he wasn’t very smart. He was so dull that they couldn’t decide if he had a learning disability or if he was just thick. To be safe, they went with the former, and he had to take special classes with the kids who rode the short bus. No one dared to mock him for this—because to do so meant to risk your life. But kids in the learning disabled class could do no wrong—a suspension at worst, never expelled.

I tried to complain to the teachers anonymously after months of having my money stolen (I estimated he’d already stolen close to four hundred bucks). They scorned me for being insensitive. “He has a disability,” my teacher told me with narrowed, angry eyes, as if it was somehow my duty to pay him five dollars each day.

Michael found out that I went to the teachers and he beat me up that afternoon. I went home with a black eye. I had to tell my mom that I ran into a post because Michael told me if I told anyone, it would become a daily ritual. And I knew if I told my mom, she would tell the teachers and the teachers would tell Michael’s parents. My mom didn’t believe the post story, but at least she didn’t have Michael’s name.

I’ll never forget graduation day: standing up on the stage and looking down at Michael, who had been held back for grade thirteen. He would never torment me again. I was finally free.

And then he reappeared five years later, emerging from that U-Haul across the street from the house that I’d just signed a new lease on. I had to look twice, to make sure it was really him—but how could I be mistaken? He was nearly seven feet tall with arms as thick as trees. He had short hair and the same stubble beard he had in the tenth grade, which was still more than I was able to grow.

He looked over at me and my body froze. Suddenly, I could vividly remember the feeling of his fist connecting with my face. I remembered the blood running down from my nose. I remembered him lifting me up as if I was no heavier than a barn cat, and throwing me nearly ten feet. I remembered him threatening my life.

I looked away but it was too late. Surely he recognized me, and surely he was going to come over and beat my skull in. I looked over again and he was walking towards me. I panicked and ran into the house. I called out for my roommates—a couple of guys I went to high school with. Tony came running, thinking there was an emergency—and as far as I was concerned, there was. “What is it?” he asked with wide eyes.

“Lock the windows and the doors,” I said. “He’s back.”

“Who’s back? Listen to yourself—you sound insane!” he said.

“Michael Bafaro,” I said. “He’s outside.”

And Tony perked up. He ran to the window and looked out. “Oh my God,” he said. “How did he find us?” He started running through the house ensuring the windows and doors were locked. But it probably didn’t matter. Michael couldn’t have smashed the windows and punched down the doors without much efforts. And given his luck, the police would have told us that we were to blame because Michael might have had a learning disability.

I flicked off the light and closed my eyes, hoping it was all a nightmare. How would I ever sleep comfortably again knowing that Mean Michael was right across the street? My bedroom was on the main floor! My window was single paned glass. How long before Michael wanted to snap me into two pieces?

There was a knock at the door. Morgan came down the stairs and looked around. “What’s going on?” he asked, pushing his glasses up.

Tony looked at him slowly. “Shh!” he said. “Michael Bafaro is here. He’s at our door right now.”

I watched as Morgan’s face turned white. There was another knock at the door. “What do we do?” I asked.

“I don’t know. Answer it and tell him that we’re going to call the cops. Tell him we have a guard dog.”

“But we don’t,” I said.

“Tell him we’ll get one. I’ll go right now and get one—I’d do it,” Morgan said.

I looked back at the door as Michael knocked a third time. I took a deep breath and reached for the handle.


CHAPTER II

I forced a smile as I opened the door. “Can I help you?” I asked, pretending like I didn’t recognize the hulk of a man. He stared down at me with that grin that I knew all too well. He was happy he found me—happy he had someone to pound on near his new home.

I looked past him and across the street. His hulk buddies were unloading the truck. Maybe he wasn’t moving in—maybe he was just helping someone else move in. Hell, maybe he worked as a mover—that would be a good fit for him: a job that requires no thinking, just big muscles. “Hey Vinnie,” he said. “Long time no see.”

I was ready to leap back and slam the door in his face. I wondered if I could do it fast enough—or if he would be able to slam his foot down and stop the closing the door. I took a deep breath and carefully kept an eye on his fist. I knew he liked to throw right hooks first—I’d been smoked by many of his right hooks. “Do I know you?” I asked, hoping he was dumb enough to think that I was just a guy who looked a lot like the Vinnie he went to high school with.

“Oh, c’mon. It’s me Michael. Remember? I used to beat you up,” he said, still with that big grin.

I felt the colour beginning to drain from my face. I slowly nodded my head. “Okay. Is there anything else?” I asked. And I was still ready to slam that door at a moment’s notice.

He stared into my eyes with furious intensity. “I just wanted to swing by and say sorry for being an asshole in school. I was going through a bad time and I took it out on you and your friends. I hope we can be friends from now on—especially seeing as it looks like we’ll be neighbours.” He smiled big and motioned towards the house across the street. I couldn’t tell if he was being genuine or if he was setting me up for an unguarded punch to the face. He extended his hand towards me, hoping I would shake it. I was scared of taking that hand—worried he would pull me out of my house and stomp my face on my own front lawn. But I was also worried he would become angry if I didn’t take his hand. So what could I do?

I shook his hand. He had a strong grip, but he didn’t try to break my arm, which I appreciated. “Maybe I can buy you a beer sometime,” he said. “As an apology for all those years.” But it was going to take a lot more than a beer. He’d stolen over five hundred dollars from me throughout high school. He cost my family hundreds of dollars in hospital bills: X-rays, stitches, and so on.

I slowly nodded my head and forced a smile. “Nice to see you, Michael,” I said, and then he waved and walked over to his house. I closed the door and turned around to see Tony and Morgan hiding in the hallway like a couple of terrified church mice.

“Do we need to move?” Morgan asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. I don’t know what just happened,” I said.

“He’s going to come and kill us, isn’t he? Is he crazy? Did he seem crazy to you?”

I shook my head. “No. He seemed… normal.”

And this evoked more shock from the guys than any other response I could have made. They stared at me in silence for a moment before Morgan said, “He’s tricking us. He must be tricking us. I don’t want to get beat up again. I’ve gone five years without being beaten up. I can’t go through it again. I won’t go through it again.”

“Calm down. I don’t think he’s going to beat us up. I really think he just wanted to apologize,” I said.

“Not buying it,” Morgan said, shaking his head.

We all found ourselves at the living room window, peeking our cautiously with the blinds down around our heads. We watched as Michael and his friends unloaded the big U-Haul truck. He looked just as terrifying as ever, but I had to admit that he did look strangely calm. He didn’t have that permanent scowl on his face that he used to have. He seemed relaxed and happy. Maybe something really had changed.

It was later that night when there was another knock on the door. Morgan and Tony fled the room, scurrying like a couple of cockroaches. It could have been the mailman for all they knew. I went to the door but hesitated before opening it. I took a deep breath. What if Morgan and Tony were right? What if Michael was setting us up? What if he just wanted someone to invite him inside so that he could beat us up in the comfort of our own home?

I opened the door slowly and looked up. It was him. He was wearing a polo shirt and khakis and a big smile. He held up a case of beer. “Here’s that beer I promised.” He handed me the case of beer with one hand. He made it look so light, but once it was in my hands, I nearly toppled over. It was a 36-pack—and it wasn’t cheap beer.

“Um, thanks,” I said.

He stared at me with that smile and I realized he wanted me to invite him inside. I knew Morgan and Tony would kill me if I did, but what other choice did I have? I knew how angry Michael could get and I didn’t want to see that anger now. I never wanted to see that anger again. “Want to come in and have one?” I asked. I tried lifting the case of beer up but I wasn’t strong enough.

“Sure. That sounds great, man. Show me around your place.” I huffed the beer to the kitchen counter and then I started the tour. I watched him closely and wondered if he was casing the joint—creating a mental map of our house so he could come back in the night and find our bedrooms without any effort. Morgan’s door was closed and locked. Tony’s was open but he wasn’t inside, and I assumed he was in Morgan’s room with Morgan—probably waiting by the door with baseball bats, ready to fight Michael once he smashed the door down like the troll creature in The Lord of the Rings.

“And this is, uh, my room,” I said reluctantly. He peeked into my room and laughed.

“It’s just what I would have imagined,” he said. We started back towards the living room. The beer in his hand looked tiny, like he was drinking a shot of beer. But I had an identical beer in my hand, which I couldn’t even reach my fingers around. We sat down on the couch and he let out a long sigh of relief. “Moving is the worst, isn’t it?” he said.

I forced a smile and nodded my head. I hated how normal he was acting. At least when he was an angry spaz, he was more or less predictable. I knew when he wanted to smash my face into a wall. Now, I had no idea what to think.

He took a long sip from his drink. “What are the chances?” he asked. “That we would end up on the same block. Are you seeing anyone?”

I shook my head. “Are you?” I asked.

“Nope,” he said. “I was seeing someone, but… it didn’t work out.” He took another sip from his drink, and I couldn’t help but wonder if he was telling me that he’d killed his last girlfriend. I bit my tongue in an attempt to hide my quelling fear. “Want to hear something you’ll never believe?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Sure,” I said.

“I got my bachelor of science degree from Berkeley. I graduated with honours, and then I mastered in environmental studies.” He had a big smile on his face. And he was right—I didn’t believe him. It was impossible. I had a hard time believing he’d graduated high school, never mind college—never mind Berkeley. But I forced a smile nonetheless. “I really managed to turn things around,” he continued. “I bet that sounds pretty farfetched, huh?” He laughed.

I laughed, too. “Yeah,” I said. And then I immediately regretted saying it. “I mean—I don’t know. I didn’t really know you very well. I, uh, never saw your grades or anything.”

He laughed. “They weren’t good—not until I had to retake the twelfth grade, anyway.” He finished his beer. “Anyway, it’s late. You probably have to work in the morning, so I won’t keep you up any longer. Thanks for showing me around your house. Maybe you can come by my house sometime and I’ll show you around.’ He stood up and started towards the door. “Oh, and I almost forgot. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a wad of money. “This is for all the lunch money. I’ve felt guilty about it for years. Luckily fate brought us back together.” He put the money down on the side table and then left. I waited until he was far away from the house before I jumped up and locked the door instinctively. Then I checked that wad of money.

$650—which was probably about the amount he owed me. But I couldn’t believe he’d just given it to me. A part of me wondered if it was a setup—stolen, marked bills that would get me arrested if I tried to deposit them into my bank account. But they seemed normal. And Michael seemed normal. Hell, he wasn’t just normal, he was charming and nice and personable. What was happening?


CHAPTER III

I was asleep until I heard my bedroom door open. My room was dark and it was the middle of the night. I heard a pair of footsteps approaching my bedside. Was it Michael? Was he coming to give me the ultimate beating? I jumped out of bed and I screamed so that Tony and Morgan would wake up—so someone could come to my aid, or at least come and see that Michael was in my room so that they could testify against Michael in court during his murder trial.

But it wasn’t Michael—it was Tony. He was staring at me with wide eyes. “What’s wrong with you?” he asked.

“I thought you were Michael,” I said.

“Well I’m not. But we’re going over to Michael’s now,” he said. I looked at the clock. It was 2:00 AM.

“Why?” I asked.

“His lights are on,” Tony said. I noticed then that he was dressed in a black shirt, black pants, and he was wearing a black toque like some comic book cat burglar.

“So what?”

“He’s up to something. And we’re going to see what,” he said.

“You guys have lost your minds,” I said. My heart was still pounding from my rude awakening. “I’m going back to sleep.”

“Morgan saw him with a gun,” Tony said. And my heart skipped a beat.

“A gun?”

“Morgan was watching them while they were unloading the U-Haul. He said that Michael took a rifle out from the truck and brought it into the house. What if he’s crazy? What if he comes over here to kill us?”

It sounded absurd, but I couldn’t help but feel a bit afraid. I knew how easily Michael could snap. What if he woke up on the wrong side of the bed one day? What if he had a bad day and decided to go on some shooting rampage? Sure, he was nice now, but maybe he was just taking medication. And what would happen if he missed a dose of his medication?

And who on earth let him buy a gun?

So I got dressed in my blackest clothes and I decided to join Morgan and Tony on their little reconnaissance mission. We crept across our front lawn and then we ran across the street. There were a few lights on in his little house. We sidled up the wall of his house. Morgan went around clockwise while Tony came with me counter-clockwise. Tony asked me to help him up, so he could peek through one of the darkened windows. I wasn’t sure what he was hoping to find—I wasn’t sure what any of us were hoping to find.

Even if we found some incriminating evidence, what could we do? It’s not like we could call the cops without angering Michael…

“What do you see?” I whispered.

“Boxes. Lots of them.” He sounded surprised, as if a room full of boxes meant something. So I lowered him back down and we continued creeping around the house. As I tried to remember why we were trespassing on Michael’s property, I felt suddenly stupid. I couldn’t help but feel like Tony and Morgan were simply looking for some form of revenge—some decade-old fantasy. Right now, we were giving Michael a reason to want to hate and hurt us. Since showing up in our neighbourhood, he’d been nothing but nice.

“I think I’m going to head back home,” I said.

Tony stared at me strangely. “But why?” he said.

“This is crazy,” I said. “The guy isn’t up to anything. He’s not the same guy that he was in high school. Neither are you and neither am I. So, if you want to carry on with this nonsense, go ahead. But I’m not doing it.”

Tony shook his head. “Fine. Go.”

So I went. I started creeping back around the house. I moved slowly so that I wouldn’t make even the slightest noise. I stopped briefly after stepping on a twig. I looked back. Morgan and Tony were out of sight now, probably trying to climb the wall in the backyard. I started back towards our own house. And then the window next to me lit up.

I fell to the ground hard and froze. I could hear his heavy footsteps inside of the house—the floorboards bending under his impressive weight. I bit my tongue so that I wouldn’t scream. The light remained on. I slowly rose up to my feet, keeping my head low and out of sight. I started creeping towards our house. I wanted to make a mad dash, but I didn’t want to alert Michael.

But I also wanted to see what he was doing awake at 2:30 AM. So I turned and carefully looked into the window. He was standing up, naked, with his back to me. His body was like a Greek statue, bulging with muscles. He had his hand down between his legs and he was stroking himself. He was masturbating.

He had his laptop computer propped up on a stack of boxes. And on his screen was pornography—but not just any pornography. He was watching shemale porn: a chick with a big erection riding another chick with a big erection. The girls’ fake tits bounced awkwardly as they cried out with fake moans.

Michael was into shemale porn.

My lips parted. I had to snap a picture for Tony and Morgan to see. This was what we came for—a small piece of justice for all of those miserable years. Michael could never threaten us again without facing complete humiliation. It was perfect. So I snapped a photo with my camera. And I’d made a huge mistake.

I didn’t turn off the flash, so my camera’s flash lit up his bedroom. It also reflected off of the glass, ruining the photo and setting off Michael’s motion light, which was pointed right at me. Michael turned around and looked at me with wide eyes.

My heart fluttered down into my stomach and I wanted to die. Hell, I was probably about to get what I wanted. I stood motionless for a moment before the instinct to run kicked in—and then I ran as quickly as I could back to my house. I locked the door and then I went into my bedroom and I locked that door too. I closed and locked the window and I shut the blinds and then I stood in the middle of the room with a pounding heart. I was short of breath.

“Fuck,” I said to myself. I was in some serious shit now.


CHAPTER IV

The next day was silent. I didn’t have work. My plan was to do some work in the yard, but I was too afraid to leave the house. I was still waiting to see what Michael had in store for me, after seeing me in his window, trying to take a photo of him jerking off to shemale porn.

Had we been in high school, I would already be dead—no question in my mind. Michael would have found a bat or even just a large piece of wood, and he would have beaten me to death before I had a chance to tell anyone. But now, there was only silence.

I peeked out the window occasionally. Michael’s truck was gone, and I remembered that he had work today, but I was still too afraid to go out, in case he was hiding around a corner.

Morgan finally woke up around noon. He came down the stairs rubbing sleep out of his eyes. He looked at me and yawned before saying good morning. I hadn’t told him about what I’d seen or about what had happened. I was even too afraid to tell Morgan, worried that he would tell someone else who might tell someone else, and so on. If Michael found out that I’d gone around telling people about what I saw, I would surely be dead.

“Are you okay? You look sick or something,” Morgan said, looking at me with a head tilt.

I forced a smile. “Nope. I’m fine. Just… didn’t get a ton of sleep last night.”

Morgan nodded his head. “We couldn’t find anything last night. We might go back over once he’s unpacked everything. Though we did find a window with a broken lock. Maybe we can sneak into his house while he’s at work one day.”

“I don’t think that’s a good idea,” I said.

“Why not?”

“Is that a serious question?” I asked. “You’re both acting like crazy people.”

Morgan shook his head. “Famous last words,” he said. “Famous last words…” He walked to the kitchen to make himself breakfast.

And I found myself pacing around in my bedroom, wondering if the night before was just a nightmare, or if it had really happened. Did Michael actually see me? Could he recognize me? Or did I just look like a figure in the window? The light was shining right on me, but the light was on in his room—maybe I was just a backlit silhouette. Or maybe I was just being hopelessly optimistic.

It was 4:00 PM when I heard tires crunching on loose gravel. I peeked out the window and saw Michael stepping out of his pickup truck. It was a massive truck that looked small next to him. His hands were dirty from work and so was his face. I looked over at our house and I dropped to the ground faster than a sac of lead.

Morgan came into the room and saw me on the ground. “Oh God, is he coming again?” Morgan asked.

I slowly stood up. “No, but he’s home,” I said.

“So you are afraid of him—why can’t you just admit it?” Morgan said.

I still didn’t want to tell him about what I saw. Even if I did have the courage to tell Morgan, I didn’t have the evidence. The photo on my phone was just a bright blur with a hint of skin—and not to mention, the story was just unbelievable. How could a hulk of a man like Michael be into shemale porn?

Morgan and Tony went out for drinks later that night, and to watch a playoff hockey game at the bar, seeing as our television was acting up like it did from time to time. I would have gone with them had the nausea gone away. But I was worried that a single drink would be enough to make me throw up. I was running off next to no sleep, still waiting for the front door to be kicked in. I couldn’t figure out how I was still alive—why Michael wasn’t coming over with that gun he apparently owned…

I paced nervously until it was late, and then I started to feel a strange hopefulness: maybe he didn’t see me. Maybe the light blinded him from his motion light outside. Maybe I hadn’t stood in front of his window for as long as I remembered—maybe it just seemed like a long time in the heat of the moment. I finally let myself breathe—and then there was a knock at the door.

My heart skipped a beat before it started ruthlessly pounding into my ribcage. “Shit,” I muttered. Was this it? Was this the end for me? I was afraid to answer the door but I was more afraid to ignore it. I approached the door slowly and turned the handle. It was Michael, standing on my doorstep with a big smile. “Hey neighbour,” he said with a little wave. “Am I interrupting anything?”

He seemed completely calm and rational, as if the previous night hadn’t happened. I tried to reply but I couldn’t muster up any words. So I just shook my head slowly.

“You like hockey?” he asked.

And I nodded my head slowly. I hid my trembling hands behind my back.

“I’ve got the Golden Knights game on now, if you want to come watch. Bring over a couple of those beers—or did you drink them all last night?” He laughed. “C’mon. It’ll be fun,” he said.

He turned around and started towards his house. He wasn’t even waiting for my answer—and I wasn’t sure he was asking. My heart flopped around in my gut. I stuffed a few cans of beer into a grocery bag and then I slowly started towards Michael’s house. “What are you doing, you moron? Don’t go to his house,” I said to myself. But I couldn’t talk myself out of it. I wanted to act normal, as if nothing happened the night before—holding onto the hope that he didn’t recognize me when his motion light went off. But I knew that was wishful thinking…


CHAPTER V

Michael had a lot of his boxes already unpacked, which was impressive seeing as he’d spent most of the day at work. I knew he was up late the night before, but I also knew that he wasn’t just unpacking…

He had a large leather couch and a massive television. On the walls he had framed hockey jerseys, signed by all of his favourite players. His lamps looked expensive and so did the art that hung in near the front door, which was signed and looked original. “Wow,” I said.

“Like it?” he asked. “It’s not much, but it’s home.”

“Is all of this yours or is some of it your roommates’?” I asked.

He laughed and shook his head. “Roommates,” he said. “I haven’t had a roommate in years.” The art there was a bit of an investment. It’s an original Hans Lieberman. Most of the hockey jerseys are bonuses from work.”

“Bonuses?” I asked. His house was so impressive that I’d almost forgotten that there was a good chance he was bringing me to his house to kill me.

“Yeah, sometimes they give me more money, and sometimes they give me gifts so that they can stay within the budget. Last year they reached their budget limit before Christmas, so for my Christmas bonus I got seasons tickets to the Knights. We should go sometime.” I looked around his house again, this time noticing the impressive grand piano in the corner of the room.

“Do you play?” I asked.

He laughed. “I’ve been learning. I’m only a level five. But maybe in a few years I’ll be good enough to play you something.”

I wasn’t sure this was the Michael that I knew in high school. The Michael I knew in high school didn’t play piano—he played violent video games. The Michael I knew was unemployable—and now he had some epic job where he got amazing bonuses and apparently a mighty paycheque. The Michael I knew would have killed me by now. “Have a seat. The second period’s about to start. The Knights are on fire tonight, but Jones is hot, too. It’s going to be close.” I took a seat but Michael didn’t take a seat next to me. Instead, he disappeared, off towards his kitchen. But he was gone for a while—longer than it took to grab a beer.

I became overly conscious of my pounding heart. I tried to take a deep breath to calm myself down. He didn’t seem like a murderer and he didn’t seem like he knew I was the Peeping Tom from the night before.

Suddenly he tapped me on the shoulder, making me jump. “You okay?” he said, handing me one of the beers I brought over.

“Huh? Yeah. I’m fine.” I forced a smile. I was starting to brainstorm ways to escape his house.

He took a seat next to me, just as the game started back up. He casually started talking hockey. He pointed out different players. “I met him. Great guy. Really funny,” he would say. I was impressed with his life. Just six years ago, he was on track to be some thug in some violent criminal organization. Or just an inmate in a prison.

A commercial break came on and he turned down the volume of the television. Now, he was staring at me. There was an awkward silence in the room. I looked around nervously. “What’s up?” I asked.

“I think it’s time we address the elephant in the room,” he said.

That nausea came back with a fierce vengeance. “What’s that?” I asked.

He continued to stare at me with that blank intensity. “Last night, you saw something that you weren’t supposed to see.”

My legs began to tremble. My body felt cold. I wanted to spring to my feet and run back to my house, but my joints were locked. “Huh?” I said, trying to act dumb, but I knew it was pointless.

“It’s okay. I’m not going to hurt you. That part of my life is over,” he said. “But we need to talk about this. I want to know why you were looking in my window.” He continued to stare at me—right into my eyes. He didn’t seem embarrassed at all about what I’d seen. Instead, he was just angry about my peeping.

“I—I don’t know,” I said. I wanted to tell him that Morgan and Tony roped me into it, but I didn’t want them being thrown onto the chopping block with me.

“It’s okay. I think I get it. You’re still feeling bitter about our high school years—and I don’t blame you. I was a real asshole. I was going through a lot at home and I didn’t have the guidance I needed. Maybe you thought I was up to something, maybe you thought you could get a bit of revenge—and hell, maybe I deserve it.” He laughed. “But you invaded my privacy, and that’s not cool. I feel like I’m owed an apology.” He was staring at me again with those dark, expecting eyes.

“I’m sorry,” I said with a weak voice. I still wanted to throw the blame on someone else, but I knew it wouldn’t get me anywhere.

“And the other guys—It’s Morgan and Tony, right?—Do you think they’re sorry as well?”

So he already knew they were there, too. Did he catch them? Or did he know the whole time. No—of course he didn’t know the whole time. He wouldn’t have gotten naked and jerked off to shemale porn if he knew the whole time. So I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know,” I said.

“It would really be a shame to pick things up the way they left off all those years ago,” he said. And he was staring at me as if it was a threat. But it was also true: I didn’t want things being picked up where they left off. I liked the new Michael. He was nice and generous and interesting. And best of all, he didn’t beat me up and steal my lunch money every day.

“I agree,” I said softly. He stood up and I remembered how big he was. Sitting, my face was hardly up to his thighs. He looked down at me.

“Come with me to my room,” he said. “I came up with a way you can repay me.”

He walked down towards his room. It was my chance to make my escape—but I knew it was pointless. Running would just make the situation worse—that much was obvious. So I had to follow him.

His room wasn’t quite set up. He had his bed and a lamp and nothing else. The room was full of boxes. He went to one of those boxes and opened it up. Then he pulled out a wig, a dress, a pair of panties, and a bag of what I assumed was makeup. “What size are your feet?” he asked.

The lump in my throat made it difficult to say, “A size seven.” He dug through his box and amazingly pulled out a pair of lacy black heels that were actually in my size.

“Okay, so get dressed up for me, and we’ll call it even. How’s that? Don’t worry, no one will find out about this, but I might take a few pictures for myself. You understand, right?”

I wanted to throw up. I wanted to say ‘No way in hell’ but I was terrified of Michael. I knew what he was capable of—at least I knew the least of what he was capable of. His wrath probably knew no limits. I tried bartering, but he’d already made his decision—he knew what he wanted. So after a few cold, hesitant minutes, I found myself in his bathroom, getting dressed up like a girl. And I realized as I was trying to draw eyeliner around my eyes that this was so much worse than being beaten up.


CHAPTER VI

Michael turned his attention to his cellphone. I thought about running while his gaze was pointed down at his screen, but I knew running was hopeless. And then he turned his phone to me, showing me the security footage of me and Morgan and Tony sneaking around his house. He stopped the video on a shot where my face was perfectly in focus. “You wouldn’t want the cops seeing this, would you?” he asked.

My heart trembled. “We were just kidding around,” I said, my voice breaking.

“How so?” he asked calmly. He was so calm about the whole thing, like it was just a big joke. He probably didn’t feel threatened. How could he feel threatened? He had a whole security system installed, and there was next to nothing Morgan, Tony, and I could do to him—he was strong enough to snap us all in half.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “It was a stupid mistake. It won’t happen again.”

“It won’t happen again—you’re right. Now get dressed for me.” He motioned towards the outfit he had prepared for me, with the stiletto heels that were in my size.

I looked around, my legs feeling weak. I had to do it—what other choice did I have? I wasn’t sure what I was more afraid of: Michael’s terrifying size and strength, or a permanent criminal record that would surely be the end of my professional career. I cautiously took a step towards that outfit. My heart stuttered and I half-hoped that I would collapse so I could get away in an ambulance. Though I’m not sure Michael would call an ambulance for me. I didn’t want to know what Michael might do with my unconscious body, seeing as he wanted me to get dolled up now.

I picked up the dress. It was a baby blue colour with thin straps. It didn’t look very big. “Get undressed,” Michael said. He took a seat on his bed and started to thumb around on his phone.

So I slowly got undressed. I was going to keep my boxers on, and then he said, “Boxers too.” So I stripped down nude, with my back to him. I felt like an idiot slipping the panties up my legs. They were tight and lacy but once they were on they were surprisingly comfortable, holding everything in place nicely. I felt even stupider stepping into the dress. I tried pulling it up, but I couldn’t get it past my wide hips. Michael laughed at me after a minute of watching me trying to squirm my body into a dress. “It goes on the other way—over your head.”

So I slipped the dress on over my head. It was a tight fit, but it fit. I kept pulling down on the skirt of the dress, feeling the cool room air tickling my exposed bum, but the dress wasn’t designed to cover my whole ass.

The dress had pads sewn into the cups, as if it was made for a woman with no breasts—or for a man who was being blackmailed into wearing it. I got the wig on snugly. It was a strawberry blonde colour and it was surprisingly high quality. I wondered why he owned it—it surely wouldn’t fit his big head. And the dress surely wouldn’t fit his thick body. So why did he own any of it?

I wobbled it the shoes once they were on my feet. “Do a spin for me,” Michael said. Now he wasn’t looking at his phone. I did a spin, nearly falling. The heels were tall and awkward. They were far from comfortable.

Michael scratched his chin. “You can go into the bathroom to get your makeup done. But first, maybe just shave your legs. Your leg hair is putting me off. There’s a new razor in the bathtub. And maybe shave your arms too, while you’re at it.”

“I can’t shave my arms or my legs,” I said.

“Why not?”

A felt a cool breeze tickling the back of my spine. The hairs on my arms stood up—maybe for the last time. “I have to go to work.”

“They don’t let you work with shaved arms or legs?” he said casually, with a big grin.

“They’ll wonder why I shaved,” I said.

“Then come up with a good excuse. Or tell them that you got dolled up for your neighbour. I don’t care what you tell them. But if you don’t want me to take this tape to the police, then you will do it.” Now he was looking at me with dark, serious eyes. That smirk was gone. He really meant it. He really wanted me to shave away my body hair.

So I found myself in the bathroom with a razor in my hand. I took a deep breath before making the first swipe. I closed my eyes while I ran the razor along my skin. And then I opened them and felt sick. There in front of me was a perfectly smooth strip of hairless skin. It looked unnatural, but I had no choice. I had to finish both legs and both arms.

And when I was finished, I looked ridiculous. My legs were shining and smooth. They looked strangely thin and defined. When I looked in the mirror and covered out my face, I really looked like a chick. My stomach turned.

I walked up to the mirror, my feet starting to hurt in the heels. I looked closely at my face. Even my face looked a bit feminine, and I didn’t even have makeup on yet. The wig made a big difference, with the way it framed my face. And the dress made a difference too, the way the straps sat on my shoulders and kept part of my chest exposed. I dug through Michael’s little makeup bag and I decided to start with the eyeliner. I remembered seeing my mom doing her makeup before work every morning, so I had a vague idea of what everything was. Though I had no idea how hard it would be.

It took a few attempts to get the eyeliner to look right. I didn’t want to step out from that bathroom with a bad makeup job—I didn’t need to give Michael any reason to leak that tape and ruin my life.

I powdered on a bit of blush and then I rubbed a bit of shadow onto my eyelids. For my lips, I decided to go with a lip-gloss instead of a lipstick. As a finishing touch, I rolled some mascara onto my eyelashes. And then I took a step back and looked at the finished product.

And I looked surprisingly feminine.

“Almost done in there?” Michael called out from his bedroom.

And I’d almost forgotten that there was a man in the other room waiting for me. My legs started to tremble again as I took a deep breath in. “Here goes nothing,” I muttered to myself. I still didn’t even know what Michael wanted from me.


CHAPTER VII

Michael clapped slowly when I walked into the room. “Now that’s what I’m talking about,” he said with a big smile. He was watching me closely. I was waiting for him to pick up his phone to take a photo. Surely that’s what he wanted, right? Surely he just wanted to get an embarrassing photo of me to send to my old high school class: the ultimate humiliation.

But he never picked up that phone that was now sitting on the edge of his bed. So what did he want?

“Do a spin for me,” he said. So I did a spin for him. His grin grew bigger. “You’ve got a nice butt. Spank it for me.” So I spanked my butt. “Spank it harder.” I spanked it harder. He laughed and shook his head. “You really don’t want that tape getting out, huh?” he said.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I prefer you deleted it,” I said.

He raised his finger into the air. “What was that voice? That wasn’t a girl voice. From now on, I only want to hear you speak in a girl voice. Understand?”

I found myself looking at the window: the same window I was caught looking in through. I wondered if Morgan and Tony would be back, looking through that window. What would they think if they saw me now? Would they even recognize me? Would they make fun of me or would they understand that I was trying to save their asses as well as my own?

Michael picked up his phone. My heart stuttered. I closed my eyes and waited for the dreaded moment that he would snap that photo. But he didn’t snap any photos. Instead, he turned on some music, which played through a nearby Bluetooth speaker. “Now dance for me,” he said.

I hesitated, but I did as he said. I started dancing, swaying from side to side, and twisting as much as I could in the heels. He watched me with a big grin. I didn’t want to disappoint him. So I raised my hands over my head and I closed my eyes. I started dancing like I really meant it—like I really didn’t want him to release that tape of me breaking the law.

When I opened my eyes, he was standing up, still with that big grin on his face. He took a few steps towards me and I stopped dancing. “What is it?” I asked, forcing my best female voice. I had no idea if the voice was even any good or not.

He said nothing. He reached out and put his hands on my arms. His big hands made my arms look like spaghetti noodles. I looked up into his eyes. Those hands hadn’t touched me in years. The last time those hands touched me, I went home with a black eye and many bruises. “You’re a pretty girl,” he said.

“Thanks,” I said, forcing a smile.

He turned me around without much effort. I nearly fell over but he grabbed my hips before I could fall. I could feel his gaze drifting down to my ass. “You look good,” he said.

“Thanks,” I said. And then those hands slid down from my hips to my ass. I perked up, tense. He laughed.

“Don’t be so afraid,” he said. He squeezed my ass firmly. “Look at yourself.” He turned me to face the full-length mirror that hung on the back of his door. And he was right: I really didn’t look half-bad. I looked like a chick. I really looked like a girl—especially with him standing next to me, towering over me, making me look so small and fragile.

I watched as my cheeks turned red. I looked away from the mirror quickly. “Can you, uh, delete that video now? Please,” I said.

He smiled. “I’m not finished just yet,” he said. He stepped up behind me again, this time pulling my bum into his crotch. I could feel the bulge of what I was pretty sure was his erection. He carefully grinded himself against me. And then I remembered that he was looking at shemale porn on his computer. Was he using me to fulfil some sexual fantasy? And what option did I have? If he wanted to fuck me, would I have the option? Would he release that tape if I said no?

Suddenly, he handed me his phone. “What do you want me to do with this?” I asked.

“Delete the video,” he said.

For the first time that night, I didn’t hesitate. I quickly navigated towards his videos and I deleted the security footage. I had no idea if it was the only copy he had, though.

“Good,” he said. “Do you feel better now?”

Even though I had no idea if that was the only copy, I did feel better. I felt strangely relieved, even though I was still standing in his bedroom, in a wig and a dress and panties and makeup—and he was still standing with his bulging erection pressed against my little tush. “Yeah,” I said.

He slid his hands up to my chest and he squeezed those built-in pads. “I’m rock hard,” he said into my ear. My stomach turned.

I didn’t respond. I didn’t know what to say.

“Look in the mirror,” he said.

I looked into the mirror, but the sight was the same: me all dolled up with him behind me. But there was something special that he saw—he wanted me to see it, but I just couldn’t see anything. “What?” I asked.

“Look at how sexy you are,” he said.

And that’s when I felt something warm and fleshy slip up against my bare bum, under the short skirt of my dress. I became stiff and I knew exactly what it was: his cock. He’d quietly unzipped his pants and carefully pulled out his member. And it was enormous—thick and pulsing against my bare skin. I leapt forward, my heart beating intensely. “I should go,” I said.

By the time I looked back, he had his cock back in his pants. He zipped up. “You sure?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said. I took off the wig and I quickly squirmed out from the dress. I nearly ripped the soft fabric pulling it over my head. I didn’t even bother washing the makeup off. I just put on my pants and ran back to my house with my shirt in my hand and eyeliner around my eyes. The guys still weren’t home from the bar, thankfully. Once I was all cleaned up, I looked out the window towards Michael’s house. His windows were still glowing.

I went around the house and made sure the doors and windows were locked.


CHAPTER VIII

I didn’t get a lot of sleep that night—and I didn’t get a lot done at work the next day. It was hard to pull my mind away from that strange evening in Michael’s bedroom, getting dolled up and dancing for him. And no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t stop thinking about that warm cock that slid up against my tush. I could practically still feel it, even after two showers.

Michael wanted to sleep with me. He wanted me to get dressed up like a girl so he could fuck me like one of the girly-boys in his porn videos. And how could I know that he wasn’t going to try to blackmail me into actually doing it? Would I have bent over and spread my butt cheeks for him had he threatened to release that video to the police? I liked to think that I would have taken the criminal record instead, but then again, I did get dressed up and shaved up for him…

It was near the end of the workday when one of my co-workers asked why my arms were shaved. I lied and said that the doctors wanted to check out a discolouration on my arm. “He shaved a strip and it looked funny, so I just shaved the rest when I got home, so it would be even.” He seemed to buy into the lie—and who wouldn’t? Who would suspect that their co-worker was actually blackmailed by their hulk of a neighbour into shaving so he would look more feminine?

I was only home for fifteen minutes that evening before I heard the crunching of gravel: Michael’s truck pulling into his driveway. I cautiously watched from the slit between the curtains as he hopped down from his truck and went into his house. I looked at the house for a minute, trying to spot Michael’s cameras. I couldn’t see them, but there was a lantern hanging off the corner of his house that could have been a hidden camera.

Morgan startled me when he said, “What are you looking at?”

I spun around, my heart pounding. I’d been on edge since that motion light gave me away. “Just looking,” I said. “Nothing in particular.” I forced a smile.

“We’re going back tonight. Are you in? Tony is out picking up some pig’s blood. We’re going to leave it in his kitchen as a warning not to mess with us. You know—like they do in the movies. He needs to know that he can’t get away with the shit he used to get away with—not anymore.”

“Don’t do that,” I said. “Are you nuts? Do you really think that will do anything? Has he done anything to you since he moved in next door?”

“No, and we aren’t going to give him the chance to do anything. Hell, maybe we’ll even freak him out enough that he’ll move out.”

I shook my head. I wanted to tell Morgan about the hidden cameras Michael had around his house, but I didn’t know how to tell him without telling him that I’d already been caught. “Please don’t do this,” I said.

He stared at me. “I’ll think about it,” he said.

I fell asleep early that night, exhausted from a long day working off of little sleep. And I slept through the night, until my alarm for work went off at 7:00 AM. I felt like I hadn’t slept for more than an hour. It was going to take a few days before my body was back in its usual schedule.

I pulled myself out of bed and got ready for work. And while I was walking out towards my car, I noticed a small red spot on the road—and then I noticed a second one closer to Michael’s house. And I knew what I was looking at: spill from a bucket of pig’s blood. Morgan and Tony went through with their stupid plan, and now there were going to be consequences.

Once again, I got very little done at work. I couldn’t stop thinking about what was going to happen. Would Michael think that I had something to do with the prank? Would he decide to take that original tape of me sneaking around his house to the police? I could imagine Michael walking into that kitchen and seeing all of that pig’s blood. I could imagine him rolling his fingers into a fist. I could still remember how much rage he was able to muster back in high school—and high school wasn’t even a whole decade ago…

I sent Morgan a text message. “Please tell me you didn’t go through with your plan last night,” I wrote.

“We did what we had to do,” he wrote back.

“Do you have any idea what you’ve done?” I asked. I wanted to throw my phone against the wall. They really did it: they really broke into Michael’s house and vandalized the place with pig’s blood. How many charges would that be? Was that enough to get them prison time? Breaking and entering and destruction of private property.

When I got home from work, Michael’s truck was already in the driveway. There was another truck there with a company logo on the side of it: ‘Jim’s Industrial Cleaners.’ I watched from the slit between the curtains as a crew of guys emerged with mops and buckets. I knew they were cleaning up pig’s blood.

I paced around the house trying to think of some solution. I knew Michael was going to be mad. I knew he was going to want revenge. Maybe Tony and Morgan deserved it, but did they not also deserve their own revenge from years of being beaten up? Did they not deserve some revenge for having to spend three years sore necks from constantly looking over their shoulders?

Maybe they did deserve revenge morally—but the cops wouldn’t be interested in who deserved revenge; they would only care about who broke into the house and broke the law. Michael hadn’t broken any laws—not since high school, and he already paid the price as far as society was concerned. Now Morgan and Tony were going to pay the price—and possibly me too.


CHAPTER IX

It took a good hour to build up the confidence to walk across the street. I didn’t have a plan and I couldn’t think clearly enough to come up with one. I just knew that I didn’t want to go down with Tony and Morgan, and I knew that would involve begging Michael for my life. So I found myself at his door with my thumb hovering over the doorbell.

I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. I tried to convince myself that it was all just a nightmare—that I would wake up and look outside and see some nice young family moving in across the street—and not Michael at all. Of all the houses in the city, why was that the house he had to move into?

I pressed the doorbell but heard no sound—either because his house was very well soundproofed or because the doorbell was broken. I hoped for the latter. I rang the bell a second time and then took the extended silence as my opportunity to leave and reconsider my non-existent plan. Then the door opened and there stood Michael, still just as tall as ever—taller than the doorframe. He stared at me for a moment with a grin on his face. “Can I help you?” he asked.

“I, uh, just wanted to swing by and, uh, see how everything was going. How’s unpacking?” I forced a smile.

And he stared at me in silence for another moment. “Unpacking is coming along. I found a box that I was looking for yesterday—I’m glad I found it.”

I smiled and nodded. But I knew I had to get down to business. “My roommates—they mean well. They really do. They just have some bad memories from, you know, high school.” I looked into his eyes and I thought for a moment that I was looking into the eyes of a wolf that was about to pounce on its prey.

“They mean well, do they?” he said. “That’s not the impression I’ve been getting, if I’m going to be honest.”

I could see his kitchen from my spot on the doorstep, and I could see a red tinge on his white tiles—a stain that the cleaners couldn’t get out. Those tiles would have to be replaced, which wasn’t going to be cheap. “I just wanted to say, I had nothing to do with what those guys did. I don’t even really know what they did, and I don’t think I want to know. But I want to make it better. So why don’t you let me pay for the damages. Here…” I pulled the wad of cash he gave to me out from my pocket. “Just let me know how much more it costs to fix whatever they ruined and I’ll get you the money. Deal?” I reached my hand out and noticed it was shaking. He looked at it and shook his head.

“I can’t take your money, Vinnie—especially if you say you had nothing to do with it. But thanks for letting me know who ruined my kitchen. The security footage is no good. The motion light didn’t go off and the guys in the footage are wearing masks over their faces.” My heart plunged into my gut as I realized I’d just ratted out my friends.

“They really mean well,” I said again, but even I didn’t believe it. They didn’t mean well. They wanted revenge and nothing more. No one who wants revenge ever means well…

Michael just stared at me. “So you’re saying I shouldn’t report them to the police?”

“I would appreciate it. I can talk to them and try to talk some sense into them. They’re just mad from… you know—high school. They didn’t have the best time with all of the… you know.” I was afraid to say the word. Luckily, he said it for me.

“The bullying?” he said.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I’ll talk to them.”

“Don’t bother,” he said. “I think they’ve got it out of their system. Instead, why don’t you come inside and we can mess around a little bit?” He said it with that same cold intensity in his eyes. And I realized he wasn’t asking—he was giving me two options: have me dress up for him again or he would report my friends to the police. I didn’t want either of the options, but I especially didn’t want my friends to end up in jail because I wouldn’t put on a dress.

So I went inside. There were fewer boxes stacked in the rooms. He led me to his bedroom. His bed was covered in clothes—all female clothes. The floor was covered in shoes and there were three different wigs on his desk. “I think I want to see you as a platinum blonde today. I’ll pick you out an outfit while you do your makeup.” He spoke so casually, as if he was my boss running me through the day’s tasks. I stood quietly in the middle of his bedroom for a moment before picking up that little makeup kit and walking to the bathroom. I closed the door and I stared at myself in the mirror. My face was white and my eyes were wide.

Here I was again, in Michael Bafaro’s bathroom, putting on makeup. And for what end? What did he ultimately want? Did he want to see me dance again for a couple of minutes, or did he want to pick up where he left off? What was the cost to keep my friends out of jail?

I started again with the eyeliner, and then the blush, and then the eye shadow, and then the lip-gloss. I was a bit quicker this time, now with a bit of experience under my belt. At work earlier that day, a flower delivery girl came through the office to drop flowers off for one of my co-workers (it was her birthday). I noticed and admired the flower girl’s eye makeup. So I tried to imitate it now. She went thick with the eyeliner and she used a greenish colour for her eye shadow. I thought the same look looked pretty good on me.

I ruffled up my hair and stared at myself again. I still couldn’t believe how feminine I could look with a wig and a bit of makeup. It was scary to think that I could have grown my hair out and pulled the same look off without the wig. And what did that say about my face? Did that mean that I looked just as girly as actual women? If every girl stopped wearing makeup one day, would anyone be able to tell me apart from them?

I looked closely, admiring my eyes. I never really realized how big and stunning my eyes were—though I wished my nose was a bit smaller.

“Ready yet?” Michael called out. I took a deep breath and smiled. I was ready and strangely excited to see what outfit he had picked out for me. I was curious to see how I would look all dolled up once again, but I was terrified to find out why Michael wanted me to be all dolled up.


CHAPTER X

The outfit for the night was a black skirt with a white sleeveless blouse. The outfit was complete with a pair of sheer black stockings with little bowties that rested on the fronts of my thighs. Michael loved the outfit. His eyes grew wide and his face lit up.

“You like it?” I asked in my girly voice. I had to make him happy. I had to make him enjoy the experience so he would drop everything with Tony and Morgan. And then I just had to hope that Tony and Morgan got their revenge out of their systems.

He nodded his head. “I love it,” he said.

“Want me to dance for you?” I asked. He picked up his phone and picked out a song. I started dancing. I kept a smile on my face the whole time.

My strategy wasn’t much different than the strategy I used to get out of being bullied in high school: pretend as if I wasn’t bothered, hoping that it would make Michael bored. Back in high school, people called me names until I started to embrace the names. A substitute teacher asked me what my name was one morning and I said, “Shrimp Boy.” Everyone laughed because it was the cruel name they’d assigned for me. But the laughter was short-lived when they realized it was no longer funny to call me Shrimp Boy.

Michael told me to walk over to him. Then he told me to turn and face the mirror, so I did. As I was looking at myself in the mirror, he slapped me hard on the tush. I jumped. “You’ve got a great ass,” he said.

“You like it?” I asked, bending over slightly and shaking my bum. I watched his face in the mirror as his cheeks turned red. Then he put both of his hands on my ass and squeezed. He gently spread my butt cheeks. Thankfully there was a thin strip of panties covering my butthole. My heart skipped a beat but I did my best to stay in character.

“I like it a lot,” he said.

I stepped forward, away from his grabbing hands. I straightened my skirt and then I continued my little dance. I noticed the tower in his pants: his erection that desperately wanted out from his jeans. “I see you really like it,” I said. There was a lump forming in my throat. How much more did he want? Was I leading him on too much?

“You’re cute,” he said. “Too cute. Keep dancing.”

I closed my eyes and let the music take over for a minute. I tried to clear my head and calm my heart. Then I heard a slight moan coming from Michael’s lips. I opened my eyes and saw it: his big, throbbing cock in his big clenched fist. I stalled for a moment with wide, terrified eyes. Then I looked away quickly as if I never noticed. I kept dancing.

“Don’t stop,” he said. I looked over quickly again—just quickly enough to see that he was stroking himself. I was his porn for the night. And he seemed to have no qualms with masturbating right in front of me. He gently bit the corner of his bottom lip. I couldn’t believe how big his cock was.

A new song came on, but I just kept dancing—even through the silence between the songs. But it wasn’t silence. I could hear the sound of his fist sliding along his cock.

“Come here,” he said. So I came closer. I kept my eyes up at his face, but I could still see that monster cock in my peripheral vision. “Do you like what you see?” he asked.

I looked down and forced a smile. “It looks dry,” I said. And then I leaned over it and spat onto the tip of his bloated cock. He spread my spit up and down the length of his cock, and then I took a few steps back, away from the intimidating beast. I continued my dance.

His breathing was becoming louder. I turned my back to him, so he could enjoy my ass for a while and so I could pretend like I was alone. I positioned myself so I couldn’t see him in the mirror either, but I could still see myself: all dolled up and dancing elegantly, swaying my hips to the music. I still couldn’t believe how cute I looked. I watched as I ran my hands up my thighs, pulling my skirt up and teasing Michael just a little bit by showing him my bum. I ran my fingers between my legs and then I cupped my chest. “Fuck,” I heard him moan.

I sunk down to my knees and I bent over, showing him my bum again. He seemed to like my bum more than anything. I reached back and pulled aside the thin strip of fabric hiding my butthole. I showed him my tight hole for a couple of seconds and then I rose back up to my feet. I turned around to face him again, giggling. And then I saw that his face was dark red and his eyes were glossed over. “You okay?” I asked. And before he could answer, he came.

His cock blasted streams of cum into the air. I jumped back, even though I wasn’t within range. He groaned and unloaded his seemingly endless load onto his bedroom floor. Warm, white jizz rolled over his fingers.

“So that was okay then?” I asked, my face turning red.

He nodded. “That was great. Uh, thanks. You can, uh, go home now.” He stood up and scurried off to the bathroom. It was kind of funny to see him all flustered—and to know that I was the one that made him all flustered. I used his main floor powder room to get myself cleaned up before heading back over to my house. I still had no idea what Michael planned on doing with the police—if anything. I had no idea if Tony and Morgan were safe, but I had a pretty good feeling that I was safe. Surely he wouldn’t tell on me, right? Surely he wanted his own secret to remain safe: his overwhelming love for young men in women’s clothing.

I was a bit worried about how ecstatic I was feeling as I laid down in bed that night. I’d just gotten a man off by dressing like a girl and dancing around in his bedroom. That wasn’t exactly something to be proud of. No man should be happy that he can look like a lady and make a man come in just a couple of minutes. But at the same time, it was strangely nice to know that I looked good in those skirts and dresses. I wasn’t just dancing around looking like some low-rate drag queen with stubble and a hairy chest.

I found myself at the living room window, looking out at Michael’s house. His lights were still on. I wondered what he was up to.

“What are looking at?” Morgan asked.

I looked back at him. “I just though I heard something.

Morgan laughed. “Probably the sound of Michael punching a hole in the wall. We got him good last night. It’s too bad you didn’t come along with us.”

“You guys should go over and apologize,” I said.

“No way,” he said. “And we aren’t going to stop until he apologizes to us.” He crossed his arms with a big grin on his face. He was proud of his act of defiance. He had no idea that it was costing me more than it was costing Michael—and he had no idea that if I stopped my efforts, he would end up in jail.

“I hope you aren’t serious,” I said. And he just grinned, as if he already had the next big prank planned out in his head.

“If you don’t want in, that’s up to you. But this weekend is going to be epic. If I were you, I wouldn’t want to miss out. We’re going to finally get back at him for all of those years.”

“What are you going to do?” I asked.

That grin grew two sizes. “We found where he charges his phone at night. It won’t be easy, but we’re going to get it. Tony is working out a way to get him to take a sleeping pill without knowing it. Once we have his phone, we’re going to send messages to everyone he knows. It’s going to be epic, Vinnie. It won’t be easy—but with your help it will be easier. What do you say?”

I shook my head. “No way. I’m out. And if you’re smart, you’ll reconsider.”

But I could tell by that grin that there was no plan to reconsider.


CHAPTER XI

I knew that I had to warn Michael because I knew that I had no hope in stopping Tony and Morgan—they weren’t going to be satisfied until they dragged Michael through as much torment as they were dragged through back in high school, which was a lot. But they still didn’t realize that Michael had my testimony and some camera footage to go along with it.

I was afraid to go over to Michael’s house. I knew that he was going to want something in return for the safety of Tony and Morgan—and I knew exactly what that something would be. But I didn’t want to go back to him. I didn’t want to find myself back in his bathroom, in front of his mirror, powdering on makeup so that he could get himself off. I didn’t want to put on another dress or another skirt or any lingerie or whatever he had in store for me. I saw that large pile of clothes on his bed—it was all for me.

Who else was it for? Did he have other neighbours that he blackmailed on a regular basis? I was constantly looking out at his house, and I never saw anyone coming or going. And he certainly couldn’t fit into any of those little outfits.

I could hear Tony and Morgan talking upstairs: plotting their attack. I had no idea when they planned on making their move, so I didn’t have much time to waste. I needed to tell Michael as soon as possible. He was home now: his car was parking in his driveway and his windows were lit up, though I couldn’t see him from our living room window.

I snuck out the back door and went around the block: down our alley, across the street, and then down Michael’s alley. I didn’t want Morgan and Tony spotting me—I didn’t want them to know that I was conspiring against them, even though I was actually trying to save them. I had to hop over Michael’s back fence so I could knock on his back door. He was slow to answer—he was always slow to answer. But he always answered. And a smile crossed his face as soon as he looked down at me. “Vinnie,” he said. “To what do I owe this pleasure?” he asked.

“Can I come inside? I need to tell you something,” I said.

He was still for a moment, and then he moved aside, motioning for me to enter his house. Now, there were no boxes to be seen. He had the whole place set up, and it looked good. I could smell fresh paint but I couldn’t decide which walls had been newly painted—I couldn’t remember what the colours were before. There was art on every wall and it all looked expensive. He even had a flat screen television wall-mounted in his kitchen. Now, that television was playing a hockey game. There was a cutting board out, covered in fresh vegetables. “Sorry to interrupt, but I have to tell you something,” I said.

He stared at me with a dark, expectant look. He said nothing. And suddenly, I became nervous. I felt that same fear that I felt so many years ago when I stood face-to-face with Michael Bafaro—the bully of my childhood. And I still wasn’t convinced that he was a changed person. Sure, he was successful and he seemed put together, but then what happened to his anger issues? Anger issues don’t just disappear over night. “Well?” he said, finally breaking the long silence.

I bit my tongue and I said it. “Morgan and Tony are planning on coming back. I don’t know when, but they said they aren’t going to stop until you apologize for what you did in high school.”

I watched as the slight smirk on his face vanished. And then I noticed his hand at his side: curling into a fist. He was trying to hold back his rage but at the end of the day he was a wild animal—and wild animals can’t truly be domesticated. “They want me to apologize?” he said.

“That’s what they said,” I said softly. I didn’t want to make him any angrier. He only needed a small nudge before he was over the edge—and he was a lot bigger now than he was in high school. He’d easily packed on an additional forty pounds of muscle, and his skin appeared to be tougher, like a natural carapace.

“I’m going to kill them,” he said through clenched teeth. Then I watched as he shut his eyes and took a deep breath, as if he was trying to calm himself down; it wasn’t working. His face turned a shade of red and his fist clenched tighter. I realized it was probably a mistake going to warn Michael. I should have put my efforts into trying to stop Tony and Morgan—even though they wouldn’t listen. Hell, I should have just told them that Michael already knew they were behind the pig’s blood incident.

“Please don’t kill them,” I said. “They mean well.” I regretted saying it as soon as I said it—because I knew it wasn’t true. “I mean—you were really mean to them back in high school. They’re not over it.”

He looked at me with those brooding eyes and I realized I used the wrong words. My gut turned with regret. “What did you say?” he said.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. I should be going. I—I didn’t mean to ruin your night.” I turned towards his back door and then I heard the loud slam and shrill crash: he threw a heavy pot across the room, which connected with an arrangement of glass cups. I didn’t stick around to try and calm him down.

Michael was still the same person. Maybe he was trying to be a better person, maybe he was getting therapy, and maybe he was taking pills—but he was still Michael.


CHAPTER XII

I managed to sneak back into our house without alerting Tony and Morgan. They were in the kitchen, still going over their plot. I decided to try one last time to stop them. “Please just let it go,” I said. I didn’t have any chips left to bargain with—all I could do was plead. But they both just looked at me as if I was a traitor—as if I didn’t remember how difficult Michael made high school. I remembered—maybe I remembered better than they did, because I didn’t want that same viciousness unleashed on me now as an adult.

“Why don’t you want to see him taken down?” Tony asked me, his eyes narrow and full of suspicion.

“Right now he’s not angry. I don’t want to make him angry,” I said. “Why is that so hard to understand?”

“It’s irrelevant. It’s a matter of principal. Do you think he should get away with what he did in high school, just because he’s putting on a smiling face now?”

“I think you should be careful that you don’t end up in jail,” I said.

He shook his head. “Just try not to worry about it, okay? Let us do our thing and let us worry about the consequences. Now go up to your room.” He waved me away as if I was some hungry stray dog. So I went up to my room and I tried to take his advice: I tried to forget about the conflict between my roommates and Michael Bafaro. Maybe they would end up in jail or maybe they would end up broken and bruised—it wasn’t my problem. I did what I could. I cleared my own name and it wasn’t my responsibility to clear their names as well. So I closed my eyes and I did my best to fall asleep.

I didn’t think Tony and Morgan would act that night—but I was wrong.

When I woke up, I knew something was wrong. I don’t know how I knew. The morning was quiet and the neighbourhood was still asleep, but I could feel a cold tension in the air. I looked out the window towards Michael’s house. Nothing looked out of the ordinary but I knew something bad had happened while I was asleep.

Quietly, I peeked into Morgan’s bedroom. He was asleep with his arm hanging off of his bed. Tony was also asleep, snoring loudly. But their muddy shoes were left next to the door, and their black hoodies were left on their bedroom floors.

I went to work with dread swirling in my gut. I finished what I needed to get done and then I went home, and that tension was still lingering in the still air. Michael was still home. His blinds were closed but I could see that his lights were on. Tony and Morgan were up and about now, with smiles on their faces. They were hopping with energy. I even caught them high-fiving at one point. “What’s up?” I asked, and they looked at each other with big grins. They didn’t plan on telling me what was up.

So I found myself looking back across the street, still with that dread in my gut.

And after an hour I just couldn’t take it any more. I put on my shoes and I slipped into the alleyway. I went around the block and across the street and I found myself at Michael’s back door. I took a deep breath before knocking. As usual, he was slow to answer. But there was no grin on his face: just an exhausted look and reddened skin. “What do you want?” he asked.

“What happened?” I asked. I always felt small around Michael—smaller than I expected. Even when I knew a giant man was about to answer the door, his size always took me by surprise.

“Take a look for yourself,” he said, and then he moved aside. And that’s when I saw the vandalism. Tony and Morgan didn’t just steal Michael’s phone—they also spray painted his kitchen cupboards and his walls. The contents of his cupboards were on the floor along with the contents of his fridge. The whole place smelled of spoiled milk. He had his windows open in an attempt to clear the air.

“I swear I didn’t have anything to do with this,” I said.

“But your roommates did,” he said. “And now I’m wondering what’s stopping me from going over there and flattening those brats.”

I noticed more red spray paint in the living room. They wrote: ‘Move away or else,’ on the walls. The spray paint didn’t miss the big screen television. “Do you have insurance?” I asked, and he looked at me as if it was the wrong question to ask. And once again I found myself regretting having come over. Maybe I was better off not knowing what the guys had done. Maybe I was better off not knowing how angry Michael was. Why could I just not stay out of it?

“Please don’t hurt them,” I said. “Just go over and apologize for what you did in high school.”

“Why should I?” he said.

“So this will all stop,” I said. It seemed like an obvious answer—and it was an obvious answer for me. But for him, there was a more obvious answer.

“If I call the cops, it will all stop and I’ll get some revenge on top of it. That’s the only reason I haven’t gone over there to beat the hell out of those two—so I won’t complicate things with the police report. By the way, can I borrow your phone?”

Thankfully I left my phone back in my bedroom. “I don’t have it on me,” I said.

“You know they sent messages to all of my contacts. They told my parents that I hated them. They told my boss that he’s an asshole. They told my sister that she’s a whore. I’ve spent the day doing damage control. Any idea what that’s like?”

I shook my head slowly.

“Of course not. Anyway, go run on home. I’m going to ask the neighbours if there’s a phone I can borrow.” He started towards the front door.

“Wait,” I said. My heart was pounding. “Maybe there’s something I can do to change your mind. Maybe there’s something I could do to convince you to apologize to the guys instead of calling the cops.”

He was staring at me with dark, narrowed eyes. “Like what?” he asked.

I tried to swallow the thick lump that was forming in my throat. “Maybe I can be yours for the night. You can do whatever you want with me—as long as you don’t call the cops. And in the morning, you can go over and tell them that you’re sorry for bullying them in high school.”

He stared at me in complete silence for a minute. He was actually considering the offer. He looked down at my body and for the first time that day, he cracked a grin.


CHAPTER XIII

Michael left me standing in his messy kitchen as he went to the bedroom to set things up. I paced around, trying to clear my head, trying to figure out why I was once again whoring myself out for the wellbeing of someone else. I picked up a cloth and tried scrubbing away some of the spray-paint, but it wouldn’t come off. The cupboards were going to need to be sanded down and re-stained.

Michael called to me from the bedroom. He had the perfect outfit waiting for me: a black, lacy bodysuit, black stockings, black satin gloves, and a lacy black choker. He also picked out a black wig and a black pair of heels. I guess he was in a black kind of mood, but I didn’t mind. The outfit looked sexy and I was excited to come up with a makeup style to match—something grungy and mysterious. I took the whole ensemble to the bathroom without saying a word. There was nothing left to be said: he was agreeing to my deal. Once again, I was bailing Morgan and Tony out—and if Michael really was going to go next door to apologize, then I may have been whoring myself out for a good cause: ending a decade old conflict between two disgruntled parties. It was like the reuniting of North and South Korea… So who was Kim Jong-un?

The lingerie fit perfectly, and I couldn’t help but wonder if he’d gone out and bought it just for me. I loved the way the stockings felt, hugging my legs, and the satin gloves were fun, too. The choker was a bit tight, but it hid the subtle lump of my Adam’s apple, which made me look more feminine than ever. I decided to spend a bit of extra time getting my makeup just right.

I went thick with the eyeliner—thicker than I had before. And I went dark with the eye shadow, giving myself a sort of smoky-eye look. I used a bit of highlight to bring attention to my eyes, and I decided to go with lipstick instead of lip-gloss—something darker to go with my dark outfit. I looked good. I couldn’t stop smiling as I stared at myself in the mirror.

And then I watched as that smile disappeared as I realized why I was getting dolled up: I was about to have sex with a man. Michael was in the bedroom getting himself ready to fuck. And why was I doing it? To save my roommates from the consequences of their own actions?

Or was I doing it because I was secretly curious? I caught myself smiling again. I’d never been fucked in the ass, and the thought terrified me—especially with Michael’s enormous cock. But what if it felt good? I knew that I looked good. I knew that I would look sexy being bent over and stuffed from behind. I wanted to have a view of the mirror when he penetrated me: so I could see my face as my asshole stretched wide—

I shook my head. Was I delirious? Was I succumbing to insanity? I tried to remember the last time I got a full night’s sleep. Why was I smiling? Why was I excited? Why did I like the feeling of that tight lingerie hugging my skin? It wasn’t natural. That lingerie was made for women… Though if it was made for women, why did it fit me so perfectly? And why did it look so good on me? I shook my head again and tried to remind myself that I was doing this for my friends, not for myself. Though it was hard to believe.

I adjusted my cock, making sure it was tucked back with my balls—out of sight. I wanted this night to be perfect for Michael. I didn’t want to give him any reason to pick up the phone and call the police.

I took a deep breath and then I blew a kiss at myself in the mirror. I caught myself smiling again and realized it was time to put all of this nonsense behind me. I emerged from the bathroom.

He’d been hard at work since I slipped into the bathroom. New sheets had been put on the bed and candles had been lit around the room. He had the lights off—all except for one dimly lit lamp, which casted a soft orange glow that was both romantic and flattering. There was gentle music playing, but the room was desolate. Michael was nowhere to be seen. I walked over to the bed and felt the sheets. They were satin—and they were likely reserved for moments just like this. “Check under the bed,” Michael said, startling me.

He was standing in the doorway now, topless. His big muscles were bulging and possibly oiled up—or he was just sweaty from a long day of cleaning.

Under the bed was a red box. “Open it,” he said. Inside the box was a large dildo. Michael was smirking as I held it up. It was an intimidating thing—though not nearly as intimidating as his monster cock. There was also a small bottle of lubricant in the box. “You’ll need to stretch yourself out before I can get in,” he said. “I hope you don’t mind if I watch.”

My heart was trembling and stuttering. A nausea crept into my gut and I forced a smile. “I don’t mind,” I said with my girly voice, which was getting better and better. I looked at the dildo again. It was long and straight and smooth. I had to take a seat on the edge of the bed so I wouldn’t topple over. My legs felt weak. My head was spinning. I forced a smile at Michael before picking up the bottle of lube.

“Don’t be shy,” he said. “Use the whole bottle if you want to.”

I squirted a healthy amount of lube onto the sex toy. I knew the lube would help, but I knew it wasn’t going to stop the pain. I looked over at Michael again. I could see the bulge of his cock pressing against his jeans. Just the sight of me holding a dildo was exciting him—and maybe the dildo had nothing to do with it; maybe it was just the sight of me—maybe that was enough to arouse him. I cracked a little smile. The vindication was nice.

I stood up on all fours on his bed, with my butt facing him. I reached back with the dildo and pressed it under the thin strip of lingerie covering my tight hole. I ran it up and down, lubricating the surrounding area. My head was still spinning—faster than ever now. I tried to bite my tongue in an attempt to calm myself down, but it was a failed attempt.

“Fuck, you’re so hot,” he groaned from across the room.

I lined the tip of the dildo up with my hole. My lingerie slipped aside; I’m surprised it didn’t rip, as it was so thin and soft and dainty. I closed my eyes and I started to press the dildo into my bum. It didn’t penetrate at first—my body wouldn’t allow it. I had to concentrate all of my willpower into making my rectum relax. Then suddenly, it pushed in. I let out a sharp gasp and I stopped it from sinking any deeper, but it was already three inches deep.

But I was going to have to endure more than three inches if Michael was going to get his enormous cock inside of me. I took a series of deep breaths and I concentrated again before pushing the dildo deeper. I could feel myself stretching out.

I hesitantly looked back to see Michael’s reaction. He was standing right behind me now. “May I?” he asked.

So I let go of the dildo and I grabbed the bed sheets with both hands. I took another deep breath. He grabbed the base of the artificial cock and he started to gently pull it out and push it in, penetrating me over and over. His gaze was fixed on my hole, which was being stretched wider and wider by the second. I could hear him breathing heavily.

I looked forward and tried not to look back. I wanted to forget the reality of what was happening: that there was a massive hulk of a man plunging a dildo in and out of my butt while I was dressed up in lingerie on his bed.


CHAPTER XIV

I bit my tongue hard once the pain stopped. I could feel a strange euphoria setting in, but I didn’t want to accept it. I didn’t want to accept the pleasure because I was a man and I was straight—I wasn’t supposed to enjoy being pegged in the ass, especially by another man.

But it was impossible to deny the physical euphoria that accompanied the constant friction inside of my asshole. He had the dildo aimed directly at a sweet spot—poking me right in a pleasure center I didn’t know I had. Luckily my lingerie was tight enough that my cock couldn’t get hard—at least not yet.

He pulled the dildo out and then there was a silence as my butthole puckered. I felt strangely empty. I didn’t want to look back because I was afraid of what I would see. And suddenly, I felt something warm and wet. It took me a moment before I realized it was his tongue pushing into my ass, his nose nestling between my butt cheeks. He was eating me out. And it felt strangely nice. I wiggled my bum and pressed it back into his face. He seemed to like it—so I got an idea. “Lay down,” I said. He looked at me for a moment and then he followed my command without saying a word.

I crawled over top of him and then I sat my ass down on his face. And without further direction, he started eating out my asshole as I let my weight rest on his face. I let a little giggle out. It was kind of cute, and it felt amazing. I reached down and slipped my fingers into his hair. “You like the way that tastes?” I asked.

“Mhm,” he said, muffled by my asshole.

I was grinding my ass against his face when my ball sack tumbled loose. It fell right on his nose and I became tense and embarrassed. But instead of being repulsed, he shifted his attention and started sucking my ball sack, which also felt amazing. I didn’t stop him. I let him continue. But now my cock was untucked and beginning to harden. And after a minute, I couldn’t help myself—I reached down and grabbed my rod and started stroking it. “Yeah baby, stroke your fucking cock,” he said, still muffled by my asshole. He seemed to like my beating my cock over his face, so I kept doing it. He moved his tongue back to my asshole.

My face was warm with embarrassment. I looked over at the windows, which were open—no curtains to hide us from any Peeping Toms. But it was hard to care in that moment—it was hard to care about anything besides getting off.

And I was already on the verge of coming, so I had to stop beating myself off. I had to think about Michael—he was the one that needed to walk away from our romp satisfied. Maybe he did want me to come all over his face, but first he needed to get off.

“I’m ready,” I said reluctantly. I could see the tower in his pants that was his large cock, throbbing and begging to be put into action.

I stood up and I laid myself flat on the bed. “Are you sure?” he asked. He slowly started to pull down his pants. His large cock sprung free. It was even bigger than I remembered. My heart stuttered.

I took a deep breath. “Yeah. Let’s do it,” I said. I bit down on my tongue hard and I looked forward. I knew it was going to hurt but I knew it wasn’t going to kill me. I remembered how quickly he came the other night—so I was hoping this night wouldn’t be much different.

He climbed on top of me and lowered himself down. I felt his warm thick cock resting heavily between my butt cheeks. I thought it was his arm at first, and then he planted both hands down next to me. I took another deep breath. “It’s going to hurt,” he said. “But you’ll like it.”

I nodded my head. A tear rolled out the side of my eye. I told myself: just endure a couple of minutes, and then it will all be over—this whole conflict will be over.

He slid that monster cock downwards, pressing that warm tip up to my tight hole. He rubbed it in circled, getting it lubricated from the residual lube and saliva that was all over my rear end. I could hear him breathing heavily with eager anticipation. Then he started pressing in. My body became tense. I tried to will my rectum to relax, but it wasn’t so easy. He was thick—much thicker than the dildo. I thought my skin was tearing in every direction. “Stop,” I said, and he stopped. I took a deep breath and bit my tongue and then said, “Okay. I’m okay. Keep going.” I couldn’t allow him to be disappointed.

He sunk deeper and deeper. I could feel every throbbing vein in his cock. I could feel the hard ridge of his thick tip. I could feel the blood pumping into his member. He was rock hard—my asshole had to conform to him instead of the other way around. And his length was endless; he just kept sinking deeper and deeper and deeper. I was biting so hard on my tongue; I’m not sure how I didn’t draw blood. Finally, I felt his pelvis press up to my butt. “Oh my God,” he muttered. “You took the whole thing.” There was shock in his voice. I was too shocked to reply. I wasn’t even sure I believed it. When he had the massive thing on my butt, the tip nearly reached my mid-back! And now it was inside of me? How was it even possible?

He drew his cock out a few inches and then pushed in, as if he was testing to see if I would start screaming. He pulled out a bit further the next time, and then even further the next. Soon, he was plunging me with the whole length of his cock—pulling it out to the tip and then plunging it in until his pelvis slapped my ass. Maybe I was getting used to it or maybe I’d just gone numb, but the pain was gone. I was finally starting to relax as blasts of warm euphoria filled my body.

I pressed my bum back with each penetration, getting the most of his cock. At one point I swear I could feel it pressing up towards my throat, but I never stopped. I didn’t want it to end. Each pump felt better than the last. And then there was the mirror—

I couldn’t stop staring at myself in that mirror. I loved the way I looked, my body being rocked by a large, buff man. He held me tightly so I wouldn’t fall limp on his bed. He was nearly finished—I could feel his semen bloating into his cock. I knew it was about to end and I wasn’t sure if I was sad or excited to feel his hot load filling me up.

“Fucking hell,” he groaned, and then he unleashed his sticky white fury inside of my body. I became tense, biting down on my tongue for a moment and then screaming out the next. It felt great—better than great—it felt phenomenal. I groaned and rocked my head from side to side and then he finally released me from his double-handed grasp and I fell to the mattress like a well-used sex doll. He pulled out and I was too stretched out to clench. I could feel his load dribbling out of me.

“Oh my God,” I heard myself mutter. I realized then that the panty part of my lingerie was filled with warm cum, which was now oozing down my inner thighs. He had stimulated my prostate until I came. “That was amazing.”

He gave me a firm slap on the tush. “That was better than amazing,” he said. He started to pull his pants up. His cheeks were still glistening with his own saliva from when I sat on his face. He wiped his face with the sleeve of his shirt. “If you’ll excuse me, I think I have an apology to make.” I watched, still exhausted and out of breath, as Michael walked towards his front door. His hair was messy and his collar was half-popped. He took a deep breath. It wasn’t easy for him to apologize for things he did as a child—especially after the torment Morgan and Tony put him through—but he was a man now and he knew that this was a time to man up. I stayed in my makeup and my cute little outfit as I watched from the living room window. He walked right up to our door, knocked, and waited. I didn’t know what to expect. Hell, I half-expected Tony to open the door with a baseball bat.

It was a minute before the door opened, and Tony and Morgan were standing side-by-side, ready for the attack—ready to push the door closed at a moment’s notice. I couldn’t hear anything from where I was standing, but I could tell that it was tense between the three of them. Then, after a minute, Michael reached out his hand. Morgan hesitantly reached out and grabbed it. Another moment later, Tony did the same. I saw my roommates smiling. I’m not sure exactly what Michael said, but it worked.

And I stood there in shock. I would have never predicted that moment: Michael being the one to take the high road. Sure, he needed a good nudge and a touch of incentive, but he was the one who brought the peace back to the neighbourhood.

For Tony and Morgan, they got more than peace. When I finally returned home, they looked renewed and happy, like a weight had been lifted off of their shoulders for the first time in nearly a decade. I couldn’t help but wonder if they’d been looking over their shoulders since high school. Maybe they had been dreading the day Michael came back into their lives—but not anymore. I found myself shocked again a few days later when there was a knock at the door.

Tony sprung to his feet to answer. He didn’t hesitate when he opened the door. Michael was standing on the other side of the door, holding a case of beer. “Has the game started yet?” he asked.

“It’s just about to,” Tony said. They made a spot for their new friend on the couch. And I realized: people can get over anything—and I found myself wondering: would they get over me if I went across the street and came back wearing a wig and a dress?

“Hey Michael,” I said. “Mind if I run over to your place for a minute?”

He tossed me his keys. The guys didn’t think anything of it. I was looking forward to seeing their reaction. Would they admit that I was babe with long platinum blonde hair and a little bit of eyeliner?

I was biting the corner of my bottom lip as I ran across the road. I couldn’t wait.

THE END


REAL DOLL

When Patrick goes online to order himself a Real Doll—the latest in lifelike sex doll technology—he doesn’t realize the neighbour’s bratty eighteen-year-old son, Mitch, is watching him through the window. And it wouldn’t be so embarrassing if he wasn’t ordering his Real Doll custom with a special endowment between her legs.

Now Mitch is determined not to let Patrick forget about the embarrassing purchase. He even goes so far as to get the life-sized doll’s outfit so he can pretend to be Patrick’s custom-made toy. And Patrick can’t help but wonder if the dolled-up Mitch really wants it.


CHAPTER I

I had an embarrassing moment when I was online ordering a Real Doll.

It was late and I’d been surfing around on the Internet for a few hours already. It was never my intention to order a Real Doll—apparently the world’s most lifelike sex doll—but I’d heard about them in the news. Supposedly they were quickly becoming immensely popular. I stumbled upon one of those news articles that night, written by a journalist who toured the Real Doll facility. “The skin feels just like real skin,” he wrote. “And it’s warm, too. There must be a small heater inside of it.” The pictures all looked convincing. I ended up on the Real Doll website, curious to see how much people were paying for these lifelike sex dolls.

They were going for $1,100—and that was without any special add-ons. If you wanted a doll with long hair, that was an additional $200. If you wanted a doll with a lifelike asshole, that was another $300. The base model only came with a lifelike pussy. If you wanted your model to speak a language other than English, you had to pay for the language software. For the ‘extra lifelike’ package, it was an additional $900. And from what I’d read online, it was pointless not to get the ‘extra lifelike’ package.

I had no intention of buying one of the sex dolls, until I came across an eBay ad: someone selling an unused Real Doll—with the extra lifelike package and all additional features—for only $900. It seemed like a deal that was too good to be true, but the seller had a stellar score on the website, and the pictures looked genuine.

But there was one catch: the doll had a special add-on. The platinum blonde Real Doll had the pre-op transgender add-on: a big cock that could be made hard or flaccid. This particular add-on was likely the reason the doll was being sold for such a stellar price—I couldn’t imagine there was much demand for such a special feature. But that little extra special feature just made me want the Real Doll even more.

I will admit that I have a bit of a tranny fetish: I like girls with cocks—small cocks, big cocks, hard cocks, soft cocks… It’s not something I ever wanted in real life—it was just something that made porn better, in my opinion. When I watched porn, which wasn’t very often believe it or not, I preferred to watch shemales—especially shemales fucking women. Because what’s better than a man fucking a woman? How’s about a woman fucking a woman?

I knew that the reality of trannies was much different than porn. I’d seen trans girls around town: at the mall and in the streets. They were hardly convincing. They were always tall for some reason—as if no short guys ever decide to become women. They always had broad shoulders as if they also played for their high school football teams. And their voices were more masculine than Morgan Freeman’s, for whatever reason. I’d read online that many professional porn producers will have real women dub over trannies’ voices, and the videographers have to be careful shooting from certain angles. Some shemale porn isn’t even real: just women with high quality prosthetic cocks covering their pussies. For close-ups, they get shaved young men into the shot. Even porn is full of movie magic.

But dreamers can always dream. And that night I was feeling like a dreamer—and I had recently received a bonus at work. So I ordered the special Real Doll at the discount price. And as I pressed the order button, I looked up and out my window and my face flushed with embarrassment.

My teenaged neighbour was watching me from his bedroom window. He had a big smirk on his face. I quickly reached up and shut the blinds. My monitor was facing away from the window, but there was a mirror behind me. Could he see what I was buying? Perhaps he saw that I was ordering a Real Doll, but could he tell that I was ordering a Real Doll with a special endowment? My heart was pounding. Why weren’t my blinds shut the whole time?

Because I was never planning on drifting towards the lewd corners of the Internet. I originally sat down to check my e-mails and goof around on Facebook until bedtime. Now it was long past bedtime and I’d gone much further than my e-mail inbox and my Facebook profile.

I climbed up onto my windowsill and I tried to look at my computer monitor through my mirror; I was trying to figure out how much my teen neighbour saw. I could see flesh tones and pink, and I could see a female figure, but I wasn’t sure I could tell that she had a cock. I couldn’t read the writing on the website, but maybe the kid’s eyes were better than mine. Or maybe he didn’t see anything at all and his smirk was just in my head. I mean—how much could he have seen? From his bedroom across the lane, through my mirror in my darkened room… I was panicking over nothing… Right?

I got a migraine as I imagined him going to tell his parents what he saw—or the buddies he always had over. I walked past them almost every day on my way home from work. They were always hanging out on their front yard, kicking a soccer ball back and forth. Would I have to hide my face now whenever I walked past them? Every time I heard them snickering, would I assume they were snickering at me: the guy who ordered a Real Doll with a big dick?

My computer dinged. I had an e-mail from the eBay seller: “Your item has shipped,” it read. “Expect it to arrive within 3-5 business days.” Attached to the e-mail was a receipt, reminding me that I’d just paid almost a thousand bucks on a sex toy: almost my entire bonus on a silicone hole that I planned on sticking my cock into. I suddenly felt foolish. It probably wasn’t worth the money, and it definitely wasn’t worth the humiliation…


CHAPTER II

Mitch was the young man who saw me ordering my embarrassing sex doll. I thought he was fifteen or sixteen years old, but the day after I saw that big smirk on his face, I found out he was actually eighteen—all of his friends came over to celebrate his eighteenth birthday. His friends all looked much older than him. He was the shortest of them—hardly 5’3”—and he couldn’t have weighed more than 110 pounds on a rainy day.

Or maybe it was the way his parents treated him that made me think he was younger than he was. I was in my living room when I heard the faint singing of ‘Happy Birthday’. I went to my window and saw his mother walking a cake into the room, with candles burning on top of it. On a nearby table was a stack of wrapped presents, and over the doorway was a banner that read, ‘Happy 18th Birthday!’ For my eighteenth birthday, my parents gave me twenty bucks and told me to go see a movie.

I don’t know how I didn’t know that Mitch was eighteen. I’d been living next door to him for ten years—since he was eight. And I certainly didn’t think he was younger than five when I moved in. I guess I just never paid much attention to him over the years. In fact, for the first couple of years that I lived next door, I thought he was a girl.

He always had long hair—even now that he was eighteen—and he was always wearing tight clothes. When I had just moved in, he would always wear a pink hoodie—so what was I supposed to think? I guess he just liked the hoodie. Sometimes he even dyed his hair blonde from its original dark brown colour. When I was a young boy, I never dyed my hair or wore pink clothes—but I suppose every generation is different. In his defence, whenever I walked past the local school, I saw plenty of young boys wearing pink. Pink was in with boys, I guess.

He’d always been a brat—which is why I was very nervous after he saw me ordering my Real Doll. He was always ringing my doorbell and running away—usually in the middle of the night. I always knew it was him because I could hear him laughing as he ran away, and he had a very distinct laugh—kind of like a girl’s laugh. This prank went on for years, until he realized that I’d disabled my doorbell. For months he’d been pressing a dead button thinking he was tormenting me.

He once rearranged the letters of my name on my mailbox, so instead of reading Patrick Colburn, it read Burnt April Cock. I’m still not sure what that means, but he had a good laugh about it. I had to buy adhesive remover to get the letters off, because he had glued them down.

So of course I suspected he would find a way to torment me about my purchasing a Real Doll. I just prayed that he didn’t notice that I’d bought one with a special endowment. Besides, owning a Real Doll wasn’t the most embarrassing thing in the world. They were so popular, one news program said that one in ten households had a Real Doll in it. I don’t know how true that was—I’d never seen one in any house before, but I’m sure the dolls’ owners were keeping them hidden. I planned on keeping mine hidden. I already had a nook in my garage just for the lifelike sex doll.

I had nightmares about Mitch finding my doll. My garage was alarmed, but that kid was clever. If he wanted to find my doll, he would find a way. And if he found a way, I couldn’t even imagine what he would do. In one nightmare, I woke up to find my doll sitting on my front lawn, propped up in a chair, facing traffic. My neighbours were all standing on the street, pointing and laughing. It was only a nightmare but if Mitch really did see that I ordered a Real Doll, there was a possibility that I was just seeing a glimpse into the future.

I felt a bit bad for the kid, now that I knew he was eighteen. I couldn’t imagine being 5’3” in my senior year of high school. He was probably smaller than most of the girls. Hell, I’m sure the mean kids called him a girl. I was called a girl back in high school and I was 5’8” and 145 pounds. Especially with Mitch’s clothes: how was he not every bully’s target?

He never acted like a victim. He always came home from school with a smile on his face. He had plenty of friends who didn’t seem to care that he was nearly a whole foot shorter than them. Who knows—maybe kids are different these days…

I could see Mitch being the bully: a little Napoleon in his high school. He was good at being a thorn in my side—I could only imagine how he was with his peers, and his poor teachers. His parents always looked exhausted—since the day that I moved in. They had another kid: Mitch’s younger sister… I think her name was Devon. But she wasn’t the source of her parent’s exhaustion—always quiet, always keeping to herself. I only saw her once a month at most. She was even smaller than Mitch: 5’0” if she was lucky, 90 pounds on a rainy day. Their parents weren’t big people, so I wasn’t surprised. Sometimes she would sit out on the front lawn and draw.

I liked Devon because she never came over to my house to pointlessly ring my doorbell, and she never rearranged the letters on my mailbox. I’m not sure where Mitch inherited that behaviour from—in ten years I’d never heard his dad speak a word, and his mother was the most soft-spoken woman I’d ever met in my life. Who knows? Maybe there was a blood moon the night Mitch was born…


CHAPTER III

It was Friday evening when my Real Doll arrived. I was walking from down the street when I saw the large human-sized box sitting on my front step. My heart skipped a beat and I thanked God that Mitch didn’t get to it before me.

The box had no markings on it, which was for the best. It didn’t even have my address on it, which I thought was strange. I pulled it into my house and I went to retrieve my box cutter. The box was lighter than I expected: not even thirty pounds. How could they make the doll lifelike without giving it a somewhat real weight?

The box was filled with packing peanuts. I dug them out with eager anticipation. And then my heart sunk into my gut. Inside the box was a tree branch with an old volleyball stuck to one end. Someone had drawn a face on the volleyball with a Sharpie. At the other end of the branch was a condom—blown up with air to resemble a cock.

And of course I knew who was behind the prank. I looked out my window and there he was, sitting on his front porch. He waved at me with that big grin. My gut turned. So it was confirmed: the neighbour kid knew that I ordered a tranny sex doll online. I couldn’t think of anything more humiliating.

Reluctantly, I opened the window. “You’re very funny,” I shouted at him.

He shrugged his shoulders. “Is she everything you dreamed of?” he asked, still with that big grin on his face. I had to look around to make sure the other neighbours weren’t out and within earshot.

I forced a smile. I learned one thing about dealing with bullying in high school: laugh with them and they get bored. “She’ll make great firewood,” I said. And then I started to close the window.

“Don’t you want the real one back?” he called out. Then I noticed he was holding up the delivery slip. So he did get to the doll before I could get home—which meant he saw what I ordered. I felt the colour drain from my face.

My lips parted but I found it difficult to respond—to admit to a teenaged boy that I ordered a thousand dollar sex toy on the Internet. He already knew, but that didn’t make it any easier to admit. “Do you have it?” I asked, my voice cracking slightly. I couldn’t even remember the last time my voice cracked.

“Yeah. Want me to get it?” He was still grinning big, as if he still had more prank left in him.

“Okay,” I said from my window, and then I watched as he sprung to life and ran into his house to retrieve my sex toy. My hands were trembling with humiliation. Hell, I couldn’t think of a more humiliating scenario.

I watched as the front door of Mitch’s house opened. He dragged a big box out, huffing as he pulled it over his doorstep. I went outside to take it from him. My face was dark red. I just wanted to get the box into my house so that I could begin the process of forgetting this horrible embarrassment ever happened. Then I noticed the tape had been cut.

“I took a look at her. I hope you don’t mind,” he said. “You really paid a thousand bucks for that thing?” He started laughing.

“It’s a gag gift for a friend,” I said, but I knew he wasn’t going to believe it.

He laughed. “That’s an expensive gag, dude. You could have just borrowed my volleyball if you just wanted to make a joke. And by the way, her cock is way too small. Did you order it that way?”

I felt my cheeks burning even redder. “Like I said, it’s a gag gift.” I started dragging the box away. I still hadn’t seen the sex doll myself, but Mitch seemed unimpressed. I was regretting my purchase now more than ever.

“Have fun! Make sure to close your blinds before using it!” Mitch shouted before I closed the door of my house. I genuinely considered killing him to save myself from the humiliation. But I knew I could keep lying about it being a gag gift. Maybe he wouldn’t believe me, but at least the lie gave me a bit of solace.

I opened the box and looked down at the doll that I’d spent nearly my entire bonus on. And I was underwhelmed. This was a Real Doll with the extra lifelike package? I felt the skin on her cheek. It didn’t feel like real skin at all. I pulled her out from the box and I plugged her in. She was already half charged. There was a small computer screen on her mid-back, under her white cotton shirt. I explored the different options for a few minutes; there weren’t many. There was the option to engage the heater, to make her feel warm and more realistic. Then there was the speaking option. I turned it on and was disappointed when she started talking dirty: repeating the same few stock phrases every time I touched her private parts.

Her cock was small. The instructions said to rub it to make her erect. After a few strokes, I heard what sounded like grinding gears, and then her cock rose up quickly. It only stretched a bit—and once erect, it looked nothing like a real cock; it was more like a soft dildo.

Even her hair didn’t seem very real—wispy and wiry. The Real Doll website said that Real Dolls have the ability to talk back to you, but according to the instructions, there were only a handful of phrases that she was programmed to say. And I have to admit, I was kind of creeped out when she spoke. Her lips opened and closed but they didn’t form the shapes that real lips make when humans speak. It was a bit like talking to an automated nutcracker.

“Aren’t you a bit old to be playing with dolls?” she asked a number of times while I was exploring her.

Of course I tried her out that night. I carried her to my bed and laid her on her stomach. I turned on the warming feature and waited the recommended five minutes for her body to warm up. Her legs stuck straight out and wouldn’t spread very far apart, so I had to climb on top of her and fuck her from an awkward angle. I could feel something hard inside of her rubbing against my cock—maybe a gear or some other piece of hardware. I came while she was repeating: “Fuck me harder. Fuck me harder. Fuck me harder.” There was no variation in her voice: just the same recording looping over and over.

And I immediately regretted turning her on. Had I left her off, I could have sold her on eBay for about what I paid for her. But no one would ever buy a used Real Doll—especially not a used Real Doll with a cock. So I was stuck with her.

I put her in that nook in my garage and I never used her again.


CHAPTER IV

It was Saturday morning when there was a knock at my door. I’d only been up for twenty minutes or so and I was still in my housecoat. With a mug of warm coffee in my hand I went to answer the door. Mitch was standing on my doorstep. “Well? How was your hot date?” he asked, looking up at me. He was already snickering.

“I told you that it’s just a gag gift for a friend,” I said.

“So you haven’t taken it out of its packaging?” he asked. I felt redness rushing into my cheeks, betraying me.

“Nope,” I lied, hoping he wouldn’t prod much further.

“Prove it,” he said.

“Is that why you came over here? Don’t you have better things to be doing?”

“Nope,” he said. “Did you hear that everyone’s returning their Real Dolls? They’re being sued for false advertising. What do you think? You going to sue them, too?” He was still staring up at me with that grin. I couldn’t understand how a young man could have so much confidence. He had no reserves whatsoever—no filter, and no cares.

“I didn’t hear that,” I said. But I wished I had heard it before I bought the useless thing. I forced a smile. “Is that all you came to tell me?”

“I actually just wanted to ask if you needed the outfit that she came with—or I should say, would it ruin your gag gift if I took it?” Every Real Doll came with the same outfit, which had become somewhat iconic over the past couple of months: a white cotton crop-top with Real Doll written in big red letters, a pair of frayed jean shorts, and a pair of crotchless black lace panties.

I shrugged my shoulders. “What do you want it for?” I asked.

He smiled. “A gag gift,” he said.

I rolled my eyes. “I would have to take it out from its packaging,” I said, lying.

“You don’t mind, do you?”

I shrugged my shoulders again. “Just wait here,” I said, and then I went to the garage to undress the Real Doll. Funny enough, I actually believed him when he said that he wanted the outfit as a gag gift. Everything he did was a gag. It wasn’t easy to pull the crop top over the Real Doll’s head, as her arms weren’t terribly flexible. She spoke while I was pulling off the crop top. “Aren’t you a bit old to be playing with dolls?” she asked, startling me. I thought I had her turned off. I must have accidentally pressed the on button, which was just a small button on her backside. I was worried Mitch might have heard the doll speak—then he would surely know that I had her out of her packaging.

But I got the outfit off and brought it back to him. He took it from me with a big smile. “You’re too kind,” he said. I was hoping that the gift would convince him to keep his mouth shut about the whole Real Doll thing, but a part of me worried that he wanted the outfit so he could pull some sort of gag on me. I didn’t think much of it—I just hoped that he wouldn’t tell his parents. I don’t think I would ever be able to look them in the eye if they knew that their son watched me order a tranny sex doll on the Internet.

I looked into selling the unit, even though it was used. There were people trying to sell them used on eBay for $300 plus shipping, but no one was buying them. I saw one sell for $100, but it didn’t seem worth the effort. But I didn’t want to just throw the unit in the garbage—it seemed like a monumental waste of one thousand dollars. But I had no intention of fucking it again. My cock was still a bit sore from that hard bulge inside of the doll’s asshole. And I was still having bad dreams where that robotic voice was repeating those same dull phrases to me.

Even if they did manage to make a truly lifelike-looking sex doll, it just wouldn’t be as good as the real thing. People move and adjust during sex. Things contract and clench and become wet and harden—no robot will ever be able to come close to any of those subtleties—at least not in my lifetime.

It was a week later when I decided to venture down to a bar that had recently opened on a trendy street. I’d heard that the LGBT community had taken it over; maybe because of the costume karaoke they held every week.

I wanted to see if any trans chicks would be there. And I wanted to see if there were trans chicks who were more convincing than the ones I’d seen around town—maybe the ones from the pornos really did exist in real life.

I felt stupid walking in. I knew that my fetish was better left a silly fantasy and not a full-blown obsession—and I knew that by indulging a little bit, I was taking a step towards letting it become a full-blown obsession.

I wore a pair of prescription-free glasses and a baseball cap. There were a few other guys wearing similar subtle disguises in the bar. The place was loud and colourful. It wasn’t officially costume night, but I could tell that to the patrons, every night was costume night. There were obvious gays and drag queens and there was a whole table of lumberjack lesbians. The place seemed silly—everyone was a walking (or dancing) stereotype.

I took a seat at the bar and ordered a simple drink. I wasn’t gay—I wasn’t interested in having sex with a man or even a tranny that was obviously a man. Hell, I wasn’t even sure I wanted to actually have sex with a tranny. I wasn’t sure why I was in that bar at all.

I liked to think that I could do it—that I would have the balls to go through with it, as if it was some sort of adrenaline sport, like skydiving. But another part of me found comfort in the thought that I would never do it—that I would actually be repulsed by the sight of another penis.

Yet there I was, sitting and scanning the room. I spotted a couple of trans girls. They were chatting in a booth. One was obviously manly with broad shoulders and a five o’clock shadow that was probably a permanent feature on her face. The other was kind of cute, but her jawline was obvious. I wandered past the couple on a trip to the bathroom, and was instantly put off by their voices. I wasn’t even sure if they were trying to sound like girls.

Another small group of trans chicks walked into the bar and looked around. They were already tipsy and ready to dance. I made eye contact with one of them: a petite girl with big fake breasts that looked swollen and uncomfortable. She started to approach me and I became rigid with fear. I wasn’t used to be being approached at bars.

“Hey there,” she said. She was doing her best female impression, but it was just that: an impression. I could hear that she was straining and forcing that softness into her voice, and she was missing the mark. She smelled like a girl: wearing a cheap perfume a high school girl might wear. She leaned over and put her hand on my thigh. “You’re kind of cute,” she said.

I forced a smile. “Thanks,” I said. And a sadness filled me as I realized I really never would live out that unrealistic fantasy in my head: sleeping with a chick with a dick. It was becoming increasingly evident that there was no such thing as a chick with a dick—just dudes with tits.

“Maybe you can buy me a drink,” she said. “And we can talk about… stuff.”

I had to bite my tongue to suppress a cringe. “I was actually just about to leave. Maybe next time,” I said. I finished my drink and stood up.

And that’s when I noticed a familiar face walking into the bar: Mitch. He was by himself. He looked around and his gaze met with mine. I looked away quickly. I don’t think he saw me for long enough to recognize me—not with my baseball cap and my glasses. I looked around and spotted the exit and I didn’t hesitate. But I had a feeling I was going to regret my visit when I woke up in the morning.


CHAPTER V

I was doing some gardening when Mitch emerged from his house the next day. He looked at me and I looked away quickly, still praying that he hadn’t seen me at that new bar. I slowly looked back over at him, trying to remain inconspicuous. He was looking at me with a grin, but there were so many possible reasons for that grin—it might have been a residual grin from the whole Real Doll incident.

“Hi Mitch,” I said from across our yards.

“Hey Patty,” he said. He hopped on his bike and started biking away. He looked back at me before he turned the corner, still with that smirk on his face. I hoped that a car would hit him—not to kill him, and not to seriously injure him—just to make him forget the last couple of weeks. I was starting to think that the embarrassment would never go away. How could anyone forget about the time their neighbour ordered a transsexual sex doll?

I forced a smile and nodded and found myself whispering under my breath. “I really hope he didn’t see me at that bar.”

I never found out if he did see me in that bar, but that night, I realized it was very likely.

I went out to meet some friends for a drink. It wasn’t long before one of my friends asked me why I was being so quiet. I didn’t think that I was being any more quiet than usual, but the other guys were all looking at me with expectant eyes, as if they agreed that I was being unusually quiet. I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know,” I said. “I guess I’m just tired.” But really, I couldn’t stop thinking about how much damage Mitch could possible cause. Would he tell his parents? Would he tell his friends? Would he tell my friends? I had family over from time to time—would he tell them if he had the chance? Would I have to beg and bribe him to keep his mouth shut?

My buddies all laughed at me. “A girl keep you up all night?” one of my friends asked.

I laughed.

“By girl you mean a Real Doll,” said another one of my friends. And everyone laughed. But I couldn’t stop the redness from entering my cheeks. I bit down on my tongue in an attempt to keep my composure.

“What’s that?” I said, hoping it would keep them off of my trail.

They looked at me strangely. “What? Do you live under a rock or something?” Everyone laughed. “The sex dolls? They’re being sued by like three hundred people. Can you imagine being desperate enough to buy one of those things?”

I laughed. “Oh right, I heard about those,” I said, forcing a smile. They didn’t seem so suspect anything from me, and thank God for that.

I did my best to change the subject and felt incredibly relieved when the guys started talking sports. I didn’t care much for sports, but I cared less for talking about Real Dolls.

I went home a bit tipsy that night. I was ready for bed, tired from a mostly sleepless week—waiting for Mitch to unveil his dastardly plan. But I was feeling hopeful that night that Mitch wasn’t cruel enough to do anything besides snicker at the sight of me. I could handle a bit of snickering. I could even snicker along until he got bored.

As I walked into my house, I immediately noticed the smell of perfume. It was subtle, but it was there. I sniffed and tried to follow the scent, but I couldn’t trace it. It was a floral scent, but it was also a bit spicy. I wondered if one of the neighbours planted some new flowers near one of my windows.

I went to the bathroom to brush my teeth before bed. I tossed my clothes on the ground. It was a warm night and I planned on sleeping naked. I stared at myself in the mirror and thought my cock looked bigger than normal. I ran my fingers down it and wondered if I could fit in a quick wank before bed. My laptop was in my bedroom, so I went to retrieve it. I opened the door and turned on the light. I took a step towards my bed and then I noticed the person lying over my covers.

I jumped back and covered my cock. It was a girl: petite and platinum blonde. She was wearing a cotton crop-top with red lettering: Real Doll. She was completely still. “What the hell are you doing? Who are you?” I asked. My heart was pounding. I took another step back to my doorway. “Well?” I said. But she didn’t move and she didn’t speak. Though I swear I saw her blinking. Was she a Real Doll? If so, why was she so much more lifelike than the one I had in my garage? “Answer me,” I said.

But she remained perfectly still. I watched her cautiously for a second. “Seriously. I’m going to call the cops,” I said. I took another few steps back, into the hallway. I managed to reach into my bathroom so I could grab a towel to wrap around my waist. Then I went back into the bedroom with a renewed confidence. I had a feeling this was part of Mitch’s pranks—maybe the girl was a friend of Mitch. “Seriously. You need to go. This isn’t funny. This is breaking and entering and it’s against the law. I’ll call the cops—I’ll really do it.”

Then I noticed the slip of paper on the bed, at her feet. ‘Tap my shoulder to turn me on,’ it read. But I knew I wasn’t looking at a robot. I knew I was looking at a real human being, doing her best to remain perfectly still. I rolled my eyes and quickly tapped her on the shoulder. She moved, startling me, even though I saw it coming. I jumped back. “Jesus,” I said. I grabbed my towel to make sure it stayed up—even though I knew she’d already seen my cock.

“Real Doll activated. Hello. What is your name? My name is Jessica,” she said. She had a strange voice—definitely human, trying to sound robotic, but not quite female.

“Okay, Real Doll. Do me a favour and go home to wherever your home is. Or I’ll call the police.”

“Don’t you want to play with me?”

“No. I want you to go. Now go. Please.”

“I want to play with you. Pull down my shorts to see what I’ve got for you.” I knew it wasn’t a Real Doll because she’d already said more than the Real Dolls were programmed to say. I rolled my eyes and then I realized she looked familiar. I tried to place her. Did I know this girl? Was she one of the chicks who I’d messaged with my online dating profile?

“Who are you?” I asked.

“I’m Jessica. What’s your name?”

“I’m Patrick. And now that you’ve had your fun, you need to go. You’re lucky I haven’t called the cops.”

“I just want to play with you. Don’t you want to play with me?” she asked. She stared right into my eyes with a big grin, and that’s when I realized I was staring at Mitch.

My heart stumbled into my gut and I felt sick. My teenaged neighbour was sitting on my bed, dressed like a Real Doll, asking me to have sex with him. He had a platinum blonde wig on, and plenty of makeup. Hell, he actually looked surprisingly good with that wig and makeup. And he didn’t sound half bad either—certainly better than the trannies at the bar.

I laughed. “Okay, Mitch. Time to go. Don’t make me call your parents over.”

He was still grinning. “Don’t make me call my parents over,” he said, still with his girly voice. And my heart stumbled deeper into my gut. Was he threatening me?

My lips parted but I couldn’t muster a response. I was fairly certain that he was blackmailing me. And what did he want? Did he just want me to play along so he could have his laugh?


CHAPTER VI

I stared at him as the last of the colour drained from my face. “What do you want?”

“I want you to play with me,” he said—though it was hard to think of him as a he. He really looked like a girl. His face was shockingly feminine, his frame was undeniably feminine, and his voice was surprisingly feminine. He had his legs shaved smooth, and his armpits, and every part of his body save for the top of his head. The blonde wig he was wearing looked real, and had I not just seen him the day before, I would have thought that it was real.

Her mannerisms were amazingly feminine too. She crossed her legs and let her foot dangle in the air; she gently twirled it in circles. She played with a strand of her hair between her thumb and her pointer finger. And the way she stared at me—I’m not sure why, but it felt incredibly feminine, as if she had female contacts in her eyes, if such a thing could possibly exist. Maybe that was just some makeup trick, or maybe the boy just had girly eyes. But what even makes a pair of eyes girly?

“I can’t. You—You’re my neighbour’s kid. You’re just a kid.” A cold sweat bathed the back of my neck.

“I’m eighteen, I’ll have you know,” she said.

“Only just,” I said.

“Just admit it—it’s not my age that scares you.” Her voice was getting even better, as if she was settling into it. It was becoming harder and harder to remember that I was talking to my neighbour’s son.

“I just think you should go, and we’ll leave the police and your parents out of this,” I said.

She slid up to the edge on my bed, her feet now dangling over my mattress; she was so small that her feet couldn’t reach the ground. She kicked them playfully like a toddler might—which was a nice reminder that I knew her back when she was just a kid. But everyone was a kid once, right? Was that really a reason to reject her advances?

I shook my head. The fact that she was a kid once wasn’t a reason to reject her, but the fact that she was my neighbour’s son certainly was a reason. She reached out and grabbed my belt. She started undoing it. “What are you doing?” I asked. My body froze up. Maybe I should have swatted away her hands, or jumped back. But a rigidity set in that left me unable to move.

“Just relax and play with your doll, Patty,” she said. She looked up at me with a smile. I still couldn’t get over how feminine she looked. My heart trembled and skipped a beat. Was this not exactly what I wanted? Was she not everything I secretly dreamed about when I was alone in the shower with my fingers curled around my cock? She was perfect in many ways: the look, the voice, and the mannerisms. But there was also the fact that she was the kid that grew up next door.

She tugged down my pants. “Stop right now,” I managed to say. My voice was trembling.

She let out a cute giggle. “Just relax, Patty,” she said, and then she ran her petite fingers over my bulge. I closed my eyes. My brain was conflicted: was it really so wrong? What difference did it make where she grew up? What difference did it make if she was one week older than eighteen or twenty years?

Why was I trying to hard to justify sleeping with her?

She managed to slip her fingers through the slit of my boxers and around my bare flesh. I perked up, but my body was still rigid—though I’m not sure if it was rigid with fear or with an overwhelming curiosity. If she wanted to fool around, what was the big deal? And there I was again, trying to rationalize sleeping with the boy next door.

“Stop now,” I said.

She just laughed. She knew that I didn’t really want her to stop. She could feel the blood rushing into my cock as I became increasingly aroused. It was a game for her, and with every second that I stood there doing nothing, she was winning.

“Just relax, Patty,” she said.

I bit down hard on my tongue and I closed my eyes. I needed to come to my senses. I needed to muster up some willpower to put an end to this degeneracy. The girl massaging my cock had a cock of her own. Maybe that was my fetish, but that didn’t make it right or sensible.

She slipped onto the ground, planting her knees on my bedroom floor. She held my semi-erect cock up and slipped it through her lips. Her mouth was wet and warm and comfortable. She sucked gently, tickling beautifully with the tip of her tongue. “Do you like that?” she asked.

I nodded my head. I could feel that my cheeks were dark red. I felt a deep shame churning in my gut, but I still couldn’t muster the willpower to stop her. I was hard now—fully erect—and throbbing in her mouth. Her lips were soft. Whenever she stopped to breathe, she would stroke me quickly with her hand, spreading her saliva all the way down to my pubic hair. She stared at my cock with sparkling eyes and then she stared back up at me. “You’re big,” she said.

“Thanks,” I said. And I knew that I was only drifting further away from that willpower I wanted so desperately.

“Are you going to come on my face?” she asked with a big grin.

“I don’t know,” I said softly, still horribly embarrassed.

“I want you to,” she said. She released my cock for a moment while she reached down and unzipped the fly of her jean shorts. She reached through the opening and fished out her cock. She let it rest out in the open. “You like that?” she asked with an even bigger grin.

I found myself staring at it, not sure if it made me even more anxious, or if I really did like it. I kept staring at it while she resumed sucking my cock. She was half-erect and getting harder fast. She was big—maybe even bigger than me. Her cock was thick and rugged, with thick veins and a harsh curve to the left.

My head was spinning and my heart was pounding out of control. This was really happening: I was really getting head from my neighbour’s son, who was dressed up like a little slut. My dick was tingling with warm euphoria. I bit down on my tongue as the euphoria became more and more intense, and I realized I was about to come.

“Fuck,” I said.

“Are you going to come?” she asked, her eyes glowing with excitement.

I nodded my head, even more embarrassed than ever. She pulled my cock out from her mouth and aimed it right at the centre of her face—just in time. I started blasting her cute face with warm jizz: shot after shot. It seemed endless. I’d never felt so satisfied in my life. My legs trembled and I looked down at her smiling face. Globs of cum fell from her chin. One of her eyes was closed, with my cum on her eyelid. Her forehead was covered, and her nose, and both of her cheeks. And she loved it.

“I’m sorry,” I said on impulse.

She giggled. “Don’t be sorry, Patty. I’m your Real Doll. You can do whatever you want with me.” She stood up and wiped my cum with her hand. She licked the cum off her fingers. “But I should be going for now. Maybe we can play again tomorrow night.” She waved at me and then she left me alone in my room, my heart pounding. I wasn’t sure if the act had truly happened.


CHAPTER VII

It was the weekend, and I was fairly certain that I had weekend plans, but I couldn’t remember any of them. I couldn’t keep my mind on a single topic for more than thirty seconds before I started to think about Mitch next door.

I felt strangely guilty, as if I’d done something illegal. I kept waiting for his dad to come to my door with a loaded shotgun, ready to take me out. But I didn’t technically do anything wrong. Mitch was an adult acting on his own accord. But that didn’t mean that I couldn’t have stopped him. I had many opportunities to stop him—I chose not to. In my defence, he blackmailed me. He threatened to tell his parents about my apparent perversion. But was that really enough to stop me from stopping him?

I couldn’t stop thinking of the image of her with cum dribbling down her face. I couldn’t stop picturing that cute grin, glistening with white jizz. I couldn’t stop thinking of her semi-erect penis hanging out from the opening in her little jean shorts.

I kept looking out my window, towards Mitch’s house. It was 10:00 AM and the house was quiet. I wondered if anyone was up yet, or if they were out on some family outing. I was nervous—worried I would see Mitch out of makeup. Would he look at me with that same mocking grin that he always looked at me with? Was he going to rub my weak will in my face? Was he going to be his usually bratty self and threaten to tell his parents about what I did? What I did? What he did… I just stood there. But maybe standing there was worse than anything I could have done.

I went for a walk. It was all I could think to do. There was a small park near the house with a treed area and lots of quiet paths. Sometimes people walked their dogs there, but usually the park was just silent. I was hoping some fresh air would clear my mind, but that was wishful thinking. I found myself more tormented than before as I remembered that Mitch was still in high school. He may have legally been an adult in the eyes of the law—but he was still in high school. He still wore a backpack on his back and he still ate his lunch when a bell rang.

His father owned guns. I know because most weekends I saw him loading those guns into his truck, before heading down to the shooting range. His father scared me—even before I fooled around with his son. He was an older guy with grey hair and a bit of a gut, but he always looked mean. He was always scowling and he never spoke—always keeping to himself. He seemed like the kind of guy who was always waiting for some sort of terrorist attack or home invasion so he could have an excuse to shoot a person. I didn’t want to be his excuse. I’ve heard that a man has the right to defend his property—and does a child not count as property?

“Not a child, Patrick,” I said to myself aloud like a crazy person. But I had to remind myself: Mitch was an adult, whether his father liked it or not. I slapped myself on the face. The fact that I was even struggling with this conflict should have been enough for me to realize I needed to step back from everything. I knew it wasn’t right and I had to stop justifying it to myself.

But that was easier said than done.

“Yoo-hoo,” a girl’s voice called out from behind me. I looked back at there she was, in her white cotton crop-top and her jean shorts. She was wearing a different wig this time: a dark brown wig that was close to her natural hair colour. She was also wearing fingerless biking gloves, which went nicely with the grungy makeup she had on.

I thought for a moment that I was dreaming. Now she wasn’t just hiding in my bedroom, she was out in the open, just a couple of blocks from her house. How had she gotten dolled up without her parents seeing? And how did she find me? “What are you doing here?” I asked, looking around to make sure no one could see or hear us.

“Well, I was thinking about it this morning, and I feel like I got to have all the fun last night. I saw you wandering out from your house towards the park here, and I figured I would catch up with you and let you have some fun, too. It’s only fair, right?” She grabbed a piece of hair between her thumb and pointer finger and gently played with it. The sight reminded me of the night before, when she was doing the same thing on my bed. “Well?” she said.

“Look—I had a chance to think about it, and I just don’t think this is a good idea. Don’t get me wrong—you make a beautiful woman—but you’re young, and I know that your parents wouldn’t approve of this. So let’s just pretend like it never happened,” I said.

“Don’t you want to play with my dinky?” she asked with a little giggle. My heart trembled into my gut. She reached down and unzipped the fly of her shorts.

I looked around swiftly. We were in a decently private area, but it was still a public park on a nice weekend morning. There was nothing stopping anyone from coming around the corner. When I looked back at my Real Doll impersonator, she had her cock hanging out. She held it up gently with her fingers. “Don’t you want to play with me, Patty?” she asked.

“This isn’t funny anymore,” I said. “This is serious. Your dad will kill me. I don’t want to be involved in this.”

She stepped up to me, ignoring me completely. She took my hand and pulled it down to her cock. Her cock was warm and I could feel it gently throbbing. “Go ahead,” she said. “Play with your doll, Patty.” She smiled and stared into my eyes.

And I surrendered, letting my fingers curl around her warm genitals. She gently bit her bottom lip, still with that smile. And I hated myself more than ever before.


CHAPTER VIII

I felt her getting harder and harder. I tightened my grip. My palms were sweaty and so was my forehead. I had a young man’s cock in my hand. But he wasn’t a man—he was a girl. At least that’s what I kept telling myself. She looked more feminine than ever that morning, as if she’d gotten a tiny bit better at doing her makeup, and she’d gotten a tiny bit better with her posture.

I looked down. I had her foreskin pulled back, revealing her bulbous tip. I could see it throbbing. Her tip was a bit red. I looked back into her eyes. “Do you want to suck it?” she asked.

I looked around again. “Not here,” I said. “We should probably stop.” I kept stroking her. I don’t know why, but I loved the feeling of her foreskin pulling back and forth over her tip. I loved how warm her rod was in my hand. I loved the feeling of her throbbing meat.

“You’re the one who isn’t stopping,” she said with a cute giggle.

I forced my hand off of her cock. I watched as it wobbled slightly and then stood stiff. “Okay. My place?” I said, my heart racing.

“No. If you want to suck it, you suck it here,” she said.

My head was spinning. I took a deep breath and looked at her cock again. I don’t know why, but I did want to suck it. I wanted to know what it felt like in my mouth. I wanted to know what it tasted like. I wanted to taste her pre-cum, and a part of me wanted to know if I could get her off. I looked around again. My heart was beating faster now. I was really considering her proposition.

“Well?” she said.

I sunk to my knees and I grabbed the dick again. I aimed it down at my lips and took a deep breath. What was wrong with me? Why was I going through with this? I slid it through my lips. It was warm on my tongue. Goddamnit, I loved it. I wanted to hate it so badly, but I couldn’t lie to myself—I liked sucking it. I wanted to keep sucking it. I wanted to taste her cum. I wanted to know what it felt like to swallow her cum. I looked up at her without taking her rod out from my mouth. She was looking down at me with a red-cheeked smile. “Think you can make me come?” she asked.

I nodded my head slightly.

“Stick a finger in my butthole,” she said with her big grin growing. I looked around again and then I tugged down her shorts, leaving her bottomless. I stuck her cock back into my mouth and then I reached around with my hand. I slid the tips of my fingers down her crack, which was a bit damp with sweat. I found her rubbery hole. I teased it for a moment, circling it with my pointer finger. And then I started to push in. I could feel her puckering along my finger: holding me for a second and then releasing me to push deeper. The inside of her body was warm and tight. She let out a soft moan as I began to thrust my finger in and out of her asshole.

“Fuck—just like that,” she moaned. I watched as her head tilted back. She closed her eyes and parted her lips. She let out another moan. So I started plunging my finger harder. “Don’t stop,” she moaned. I thought I heard something behind me, but I didn’t stop. I had her right where I wanted her. I didn’t want to kill the moment. I sucked harder than ever, and I massaged the inside of her butt with my finger. I felt her body tensing up. She clenched my finger tightly and then I felt her cock twitch.

And she came—blasting her warm load into my mouth. I froze up but I caught every single blast. I even sucked the last drop out from the tip of her cock, and I swallowed the whole thing. The taste was strange—like sweet pancake batter. That taste lingered on my tongue for the rest of the day, though it may have just been in my mind.

“Are we still on for tonight?” she asked as she zipped up her little jean shorts.

I stared into her eyes. My gut turned. “Yeah,” I said. I wanted to say no—but it seemed impossible. I was quickly losing control over myself. I’d allowed myself to indulge in a fantasy that should have just stayed a fantasy—and now I had a real problem on my hands: I had a hot date with my neighbour’s son: a boy who was hardly eighteen, with a father who would blast my head off if he caught his son putting on his sister’s eyeliner.

She turned and started walking towards town—away from her house. “Where are you going?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Out,” she said. And then she left. She was obviously comfortable in her little disguise. I watched her leave the park, headed for downtown where everyone would be able to see her and judge her, but she didn’t seem to care. She didn’t even seem worried that her parents or sister might see her—and surely they would recognize her. She didn’t look radically different than normal—just her same self with a wig and makeup. She was wearing her sister’s clothes—surely her sister would recognize those clothes…

But none of that mattered to her. She just wanted to be out enjoying the sunshine, dressed like a little slut, even wearing her Real Doll crop-top as if it was all a big joke.

And I found myself back at my house, with the blinds closed all but a sliver so that I could spy on Mitch’s father. He was out in the yard, fixing an old lawnmower. I was trying to decide if anything was different about him—if he seemed angry or suspicious or humiliated. But he just seemed his normal self—oblivious to the fact his son was wandering around town dressed like a literal sex toy.


CHAPTER IX

I spent the rest of that afternoon cleaning my house up, getting it ready as if I had a real woman coming over for a real date. I even found myself pulling candles out from my storage room. And what was I going to do with candles? Light them as if it was some romantic date night? It was a booty call at best—and even then, I’m not sure that’s what it was. It was more like two people indulging in degenerate fantasies—and such an occasion probably doesn’t warrant candles.

Yet there I was: lighting candles around 8:00 PM. I had no idea when she would be coming over. I had no idea what she was expecting. Was I supposed to make dinner? Would she want to watch a movie? Or was she just expecting to come inside and get right down to business? And what was ‘business’?

My heart trembled. Was she hoping to just suck each other off again, or was she looking for more? What about me? Was I hoping for more? Did I have the courage to stick my cock in her tight little ass and pump her full of my hot come?

I shook my head. The degeneracy was taking over. It was becoming harder and harder to lie to myself. I knew that our secret romps were degenerate but I just couldn’t seem to remember why.  I knew I had a good reason to want to tell her to quit the act, but I just couldn’t remember what that reason was. I was blinded by lust and excitement. I’d masturbated many times to the thought of fucking a tranny, and now was my chance.

But she wasn’t even a tranny, was she? She was just a sissy boy: an eighteen year old man who liked to put on his sister’s clothes and makeup. Her hair wasn’t even real. She didn’t even bother stuffing her tops with socks—she was perfectly content with her flat chest, just like she was perfectly content with her cock. It was just a part of her. She wasn’t trying to convince me that she was a girl—she was just trying to convince me that she was a boy with a beautiful, feminine face and a petite figure, which is exactly what she was.

I left my front door unlocked. I had a bottle of lubricant on my side table, which came with the Real Doll. I looked at it now and thought that it seemed depraved—certainly not something I should just have out. I needed to be a little bit respectful, even if I knew she was just coming to get stuffed.

So I went to grab that bottle, but I stopped when I heard the door downstairs open and close. I froze completely, my heart stopping momentarily as well. I looked over towards the stairs and I could hear her footsteps. It was definitely her: I could hear her heels tapping up the steps. I was excited but still nervous. It was our third romp, but I was still terrified as if it was the first. And in a big way, it was the first: we were really going to have sex.

And what if she wasn’t looking to get stuffed? What if she was the one who wanted to do the stuffing? I’d seen those videos online, too—men getting plugged by well-endowed shemales. And she was well endowed. I couldn’t get her entire cock into my mouth, and she had no problem getting all of me into her mouth. Could I say no if she told me to bend over? Was it fair to reject her if—

She stepped up the stairs and stopped in my doorway. She wasn’t wearing her cotton crop-top anymore. Now she was wearing a black strappy piece of lingerie with black fishnets stockings. She had her platinum blonde wig on again, and her makeup was on point: thick eyeliner, lots of eye shadow, and a heart-pounding cherry red lipstick. “Miss me?” she asked. I wondered if she walked over from her house dressed like that. Surely she came over in a robe or a trench coat…

“Yeah,” I said, my voice cracking once again. I was like a shy teenager around her. I couldn’t understand how she was so full of confidence. I suppose she just felt comfortable dressed like a little hoe.

She walked towards me, one foot in front of the other like a professional model. She stopped short and looked down at my cock. She smirked. “Are you going to play with me tonight?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “Aren’t you a bit old to be playing with dolls?” she asked.

I shook my head. I put my hands on her hips. I couldn’t decide what was softer: the satin of her lingerie or her warm skin. I preferred touching the skin. I slid my hands up and found myself feeling her flat chest. I knew that I was feeling a young man’s chest, but there was still something overwhelming feminine about it—or maybe I was just justifying wrong behaviour…

She took one of my hands and brought it down to her cock. She pressed it firmly and then I took over by rubbing. I could feel her whole cock stuffed delicately into her panties. She was big and already growing. I couldn’t wait to see it out in the open, even though I’d already seen it and felt it and tasted it earlier that day—I could still taste her pancake batter cum on my lips.

“We’re going to have fun,” she said. She turned around and walked away from me, showing off her exposed bum, which was impressive to say the least: perky and firm, with just the right amount of bounce. She climbed up on my bed and then I watched as she noticed the bottle of lubricant, which I was suddenly regretting more than ever. She giggled. I just watched. She grabbed the bottle and popped it open. She reached around back and started squirting it out onto her bum, which she swayed gently from side to side. “This is going to be a lot of fun,” she said. “But you have to be gentle. I may just be a sex toy, but I’m a virgin.”

And suddenly my heart went off on a tangent once again. She was a virgin? I was about to take my young neighbour’s virginity? I felt sick, but my cock was still throbbing with eager anticipation. I bit down on my lip and took a deep breath. I tried to convince myself that she was just saying she was a virgin so she could laugh at my reaction. She was looking at me now with a big grin. It was just a big game for her—right? She wasn’t really a virgin, was she?

She stood up on all fours, lubricant dribbling down her bum and both of her legs. She reached down between her legs and fished her cock out from her panties. She pointed it down and stretched it out as much as she could. Then she pointed it back between her legs, aiming it at me—teasing me.

And I found myself walking towards her with my hands out like some Frankenstein’s monster wannabe. I felt silly, but I couldn’t help myself. I was hungrier than ever. I wanted to ravage her pretty, little body. I wanted to make her moan and scream and come all over my bed. I climbed up on the bed and she crawled away from me, still on all fours, teasing me a little bit more. I grabbed her by the hips and stopped her. Gently, I pulled aside her panties, exposing her butthole. A stream of lube had already dribbled by, leaving a glistening line down her crack. I leaned in and pressed my tongue into her tight hole. She gently nestled her bum back into my face so I could get my tongue deeper.

And suddenly, all of my anxieties fluttered away. This moment was too perfect to waste on stress. I ate out her perfect little asshole while holding her tight. I made her moan and squirm. I even reached around and made sure her cock was nice and hard. I’d lost myself completely. I was now a slave to my own fantasies. I no longer wanted to stop myself—not in that moment, anyway.

I spread her cheeks wide and looked down into her hole, which she held open for me. I wiped up some lube off of her skin and I pressed it into that hole. She puckered around my fingers. I laughed. She looked back at me and her cheeks were dark red. “Seriously though,” she said. “Please be gentle. I really am a virgin.” And I could see that she wasn’t lying to me—she really was nervous. She really was giving herself up to me.


CHAPTER X

I hesitated, my gut suddenly full of anxiety. Was this right? Was it wrong of me to take her virginity? She was so young and in reality, she was still so innocent. What was I doing? Was I corrupting her with my lack of willpower?

She was still looking back at me with those glowing eyes. “I’ll be gentle,” I said. I just couldn’t stop now. She had my heart pounding. She had my hands trembling. I was not strong. I stood up on my knees and flipped my cock out from my jeans. I was hard and throbbing and ready for penetration. I wiped some more lube off of her shining bum and rubbed it along my rod. I was going to be gentle, but I wasn’t going to hold back. I still planned on stuffing her completely. I still planned on making her moan and scream, and I still planned on making her ruin my bed sheets with her cum.

I pressed my tip up to her hole. She clenched hard. Her whole body was tense. I heard her taking a deep breath. “You okay?” I asked.

She nodded her head, and then I watched as her shoulders relaxed and her butthole unclenched. I took a moment and then I started pressing in. She clenched again once I had the first inch of my cock inside of her. I waited for her to relax before going any deeper. It only took five seconds or so. Then I started pushing deeper—and deeper and deeper. I watched as her fingers curled into my bed sheets. I watched as her head swayed from side to side, and I listened as she began to moan. “Fuck me. I’m ready. I want you to fuck me. Please,” she said.

I held her hips and looked down at her bum, which had my entire cock inside of it. She was so tight—still so young and youthful. Anxiety churned in my gut. But I didn’t stop. I started to slowly thrust in and out of her tush. Her anus held my cock like a suction cup—pulling out slightly as I pulled out, and pushing in as I pushed in. It was strangely mesmerizing to watch. But I really wanted to watch her. I ran my hand down her back, feeling her smooth, youthful skin. I pressed my hands around her sides and could nearly touch my fingertips together. I couldn’t believe how small she was.

And then I watched as my cock continued to pump her soft bum. She was taking the whole thing impressively. The inside of her body was warm and pleasantly lubricated. But she was so tight that I knew I wouldn’t last long, even though I wanted to last forever. I loved the feeling of her asshole puckering along my girth. I loved the feeling of her clenching when bursts of euphoria made her moan. I loved the way she pushed her bum back with every penetration, making sure she was getting all of me inside of her little body.

I reached around and slipped my fingers around her cock. She was throbbing intensely. I stroked her cock and felt that throbbing become even more powerful. She wrapped one of her hands around mine, trapping it around her cock. She wanted me to stroke harder with a tighter grip, so I did.

My pelvis was now slapping against her bum, but you could hardly hear it over her moaning. I couldn’t believe how feminine her moaning was—but I didn’t understand how she could be controlling it under the circumstances.

I was close—on the verge of coming. I strained as hard as I could but I knew my efforts were futile. I closed my eyes and then I remembered that I didn’t want to miss a second of my fantasy, which was unfolding right before my eyes.

“Flip me over,” she said.

I flipped her over quickly, worried my cock would burst during the few seconds I wasn’t in her tight hole. I could feel it tingling, ready to unload at any second. I quickly plugged her butt again and continued pumping her. Now her cute heeled feet were dangling in the air, and her erection was throbbing on her abdomen. I reached down for it and then she swatted my hand away. “Don’t touch it,” she said. “I want to see if it will come without that.” She closed her eyes and her head tilted back.

“I don’t think I can last that long,” I said through clenched teeth.

“Just hold it,” she said through her own clenched teeth. She was breathing heavily, her chest heaving. She let a cute moan out, and I bit down hard on my tongue. It was hopeless—it was a miracle I held on this long.

And then I watched her cum suddenly blast white streaks across her chest. She was coming hands-free. It was a marvellous sight. And it was an incredibly arousing sight. There was no more holding back anymore. I pumped her one last time and unloaded everything I had deep inside of her body. She groaned and wriggled, and then I fell down on her cum-soaked chest. We both remained still as we caught our breath.

“That was fun,” she said after a good two minutes of complete silence.

I nodded my head. “Yeah,” I said. I realized then that my cock was still in her butt, now flaccid. I could feel my warm load wanting to dribble out. So I rolled over onto my back and I watched as it slowly started coming out of her, like a cream-filled donut with a leak. She laughed.

“Tomorrow—same time?” she asked.

I looked at her. “Aren’t you worried your parents will find out?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “They can’t find out,” she said.

“Why’s that?”

“Because if they find out, we’re both dead.” She smiled at me and then she stared back up at my ceiling. And all of that dread and all of those anxieties and regrets came flooding back into me. I’d just taken my eighteen-year-old neighbour’s virginity.


CHAPTER XI

It was early the next morning when I was awoken by a tapping on my chest. I rolled over as if I was dodging a barrage of sudden gunfire, and I cocooned into the fetal position. And then I noticed Mitch standing over me—without makeup, without female clothes, and without one of his wigs. “Hey,” he said in his usual voice.

“What are you doing? How did you get in here?” I asked once the trembling in my chest slowed down.

“You left a window unlocked. I have to be quick. My dad grounded me. I can’t leave my room. So tonight, you need to come over to my place. I’ll leave my window unlocked so you can climb in. 11 PM—no earlier or they might hear you.”

I stared into his eyes. They were the same eyes of the girl I’d been fucking—an unfortunate reminder that I’d been fucking a young man and not a woman. I tried to swallow the thick lump in my throat.

“That’s crazy,” I said. “I’m not coming over to your place. If your dad catches me, he’ll call the cops,” I said.

Mitch laughed. “No, he’ll probably just kill you,” he said. “Anyway. I’ll see you tonight.”

“No you won’t,” I said.

“Well my dad just ran out to buy some butter for dinner. He’ll be back any minute, so I should get back to my room. Later Patty,” he said, and then he left my room, and I sat there wondering if the whole thing was just some parasomniac nightmare. I went to my window and looked out to see Mitch climbing up the side of his house, and crawling back through his bedroom window. I could see his mother pacing around their kitchen. His dad’s truck pulled into the driveway a couple of minutes later.

I shook my head. He was insane if he thought that I was going to brave his parents just to have a quick romp. But as the day went on, I started to consider it. How hard would it be to sneak over in the dark of night and climb up that wall? Mitch made it look easy. And the lights next door usually went out by 10 PM… If I was quiet, then would the risk really be so high? The reward was certainly high: another night massaging my cock in her tight hole.

I found myself at the window multiple times throughout that day, looking out, considering different routes. I had to get around their fence, which mean either sneaking through the back yard or crossing the front yard. Or there was the option of climbing the fence—that way I would avoid the motion sensor in the back, and the obviousness of the front. But could I climb the fence? I hadn’t climbed a fence in fifteen years. I was older now and I probably wasn’t quite nimble enough… But I was terrified of finding myself in the spotlight of that motion light in the back, and Mitch’s parents always left the porch light on, so all the neighbours would see me sneaking around the house like a cat burglar.

So at 11 PM, I found myself in my back yard, looking up the fence as I built up the courage to vault myself over. Mitch’s house was dark—even Mitch’s bedroom. I wished I had a phone number I could have sent a text message to, to confirm our date, but I had no number and maybe that was for the best. What if his dad had his phone when I sent the message?

I jumped up and grabbed onto the top of the fence. I instantly felt the strain in my joints. I pulled myself up with a muffled grunt. Now that strain was in my muscles. I kicked against the fence posts in an attempt to gain some momentum. I felt splinters eating into my fingers. But somehow, I managed to pull myself over. I landed on the other side with a dull thud. And then I looked back up at the house.

His light was still off. I wondered if he’d forgotten and gone to sleep. And what if he wasn’t dolled up? What if he was just his regular self? I wasn’t interested in sleeping with the male Mitch. I wanted the girl he called Jessica. I wanted the platinum blonde wig and the thick eyeliner. I wanted the seductive voice and the lingerie. But he was grounded… Surely he wasn’t insane enough to get himself dolled up while he was under house arrest—though I hoped that he was.

I grabbed onto the lattice and started climbing. His bedroom didn’t look so high from the ground, but now that I was pulling myself up his wall, it seemed dangerously high. I tried not to look down, worried panic would set in and I would fall. I clung firmly to that lattice. And then I looked down, unable to help it. The ground was far away. And if any neighbours were looking, it probably didn’t look too good: like a criminal trying to break into a house.

I made it to that window and with a trembling hand. I reached out and pushed it open. It was unlocked and it opened easily. Squeezing through the open window wasn’t so easy. I managed to make it happen, but I was far from graceful, grunting and shaking. I would have made a loud thud as I fell into the house, but someone was there to catch me: two soft hands and a soft chest absorbed the impact.

The room was black but I could feel the soft satin against my skin and I knew she was dolled up and beautiful. Her chest was clad with lace, and her soft hair tickled my face before she brushed it aside. I tried to locate her eyes, but I could only find her silhouette. But even that was enough. We kissed, making sure not to make any obvious kissing noises that could be heard in the next room over. I ran my hands down her body, trying to determine what she was wearing. It was a lacy bodysuit of some kind. She had satin gloves on her hands and fishnet stockings on her legs. And I could taste the bitter tinge of her lip-gloss. She was playing a dangerous game, but it was well worth it.


CHAPTER XII

I couldn’t see for sure that she was wearing a full face of makeup and not just some lip-gloss. I had no idea what I would see if the lights suddenly turned on—if I was making love to a beautiful trans girl or the boy the next door. “We have to be quick,” she whispered. “My dad’s been checking in every hour or so.”

I still didn’t know why she was grounded—she never mentioned. I wondered if it had anything to do with her playing dress up. Her dad didn’t seem like the type of guy to tolerate such behaviour. Maybe he caught her getting dolled up—or maybe one of his friends saw her around town the day before, when she went out in her Real Doll crop-top.

A coldness tickled the inside of my chest. If her dad was checking in every hour or so, then when would he check again? Had he just checked before I slipped into the bedroom? No—she couldn’t have gotten into her makeup and lingerie that fast. Unless she was already dolled up and she just hid under her covers when her dad came in, risking everything.

And what would he do if he found us together. Would he kill us? Surely that was just an exaggeration, right? He wouldn’t actually commit murder, would he? Though I suppose he could argue that he thought I was an intruder and he had to shoot in self-defence.

“You okay?” she whispered, our foreheads pressed together.

“Yeah. I’m fine,” I said. I found myself looking towards that doorway constantly. It was impossible to forget that a dangerous man could barge in at any moment. But it was impossible to pull my hands from Jessica’s delicate body. I reached down and ran my fingers over her bulging erection. I slipped it out from her lingerie and then I pulled my own cock out and rubbed both together. She still had the bigger cock, and I still didn’t mind.

She spat into her hand and then took over the dual-rubbing, getting us both wet and ready. I loved the feeling of her warm tip rubbing up against mine. She repositioned herself slightly, still with my cock in her hand. She wasn’t very gentle in lining me up with her butthole, but she was in a rush. This was only supposed to be a quickie—and the quicker the better. I looked over at the door again as I thought I heard something in the hallway. But the sliver under the door was still black.

She sat down on my cock without clenching for more than a couple of seconds. It was only her second time being penetrated and she was already much more confident. She knew what she could handle and she knew how amazing it would feel once the act was underway. I heard her wincing slightly as her butthole stretched wide. I pulled her body close to mine, so I could feel her warm, throbbing erection against my abdomen once she started to bounce. And I kept holding her close, so her cock would rub against my belly. I wanted her to come on me so badly.

I reached around and pressed a fingertip over her asshole, so I could feel my hard cock sliding in and out. I was tempted to try and stick that finger in along with my cock, to stretch her even wider, but I didn’t want her moaning or screaming any louder than she already was. She already had a hand over her mouth so her father wouldn’t wake up and catch up in an embarrassing act: his barely-legal son with his middle-aged neighbour.

I gently rubbed around her rim while I penetrated her fully. She started moaning louder, so I stopped. But the moaning didn’t cease. She kept moaning, even through her muffling hand. I looked back towards that doorway. But I couldn’t stop myself so that she would stop: it felt too good. The stimulation was too intense. I was already on the verge of coming. “Don’t stop,” she whispered, and then she started moaning again.

I thought I heard the opening of a nearby door. I didn’t stop, as per her request, but I found myself staring at that door, waiting for the most humiliating moment of my life. Was I insane? Was I really so horny that I was potentially risking my life? If not my life, then I was certainly risking my reputation in the neighbourhood. I would never be able to leave my house comfortably again. I would never even be able to open my curtains…

A warm tingling became too intense to ignore in my crotch. A moment later, I started coming. I filled her tight hole as she groaned and squirmed. I filled her deep until she was laying limp on her back. And then I heard what was certainly approaching footsteps.

I became tense and frozen, and I would have remained like that had my trans fling not pressed on my shoulders, forcing me under the covers. I scurried down as far as I could and I flattened my body. I heard the light thud of her wig hitting the ground before she flipped over, her back to the door. She became still, pretending to sleep. And her crotch was pressed right against my face.

I heard the door open and I felt the residual light entering the room. There was a silence.

And suddenly, I had the strangest impulse to open my mouth slowly and slip her cock through my lips. I sucked on her tip without moving. After a few seconds, I felt it twitching and bulging. I felt her body suddenly become tense. She let out a little moan and then I became tense.

But the person in the doorway must have mistook it for a snore. They closed the door and walked away from the room just as that cock erupted in my mouth. She must have been right on the verge of orgasm before her father came to check in on her.

My mouth filled with her pancake batter semen. I sucked out the last drop and swallowed. Then she repositioned herself slightly so her asshole was against my tongue, and I felt her pushing. My own cum came out suddenly with a wet squishing noise. My cum didn’t taste too much different than hers. I heard her giggling—mocking me for tasting my own load out from her butthole. And maybe I deserved to be mocked.

I came up from under the covers and made her taste it off of my tongue, which she did without hesitation. We kissed again. She giggled some more. I loved her giggle. She was so cute when she was being a little brat. I wanted to stay and lay with her—I even wanted to spend the whole night with her in my arms, but I knew her father would be back. I knew I needed to slip out before I ended up looking down the barrel of a hunting rifle that was powerful enough to blow my whole head off.

So I kissed her on the forehead and I made my way to the window to start my awkward climb down.


CHAPTER XIII

A whole week went by where I didn’t see Mitch or Jessica. Her bedroom blinds remained closed and her grounding continued. I think her father must have doubled down on that grounding, because she wasn’t even sneaking out when her parents left the house. I didn’t bother trying to sneak in, worried there were cameras set up—I figured there was a reason she wasn’t coming to me.

But she did come over one Friday evening while her parents were out on a date. She was wearing a yellow dress and she had her brunette wig on, which she had tied into a ponytail with her bangs hanging just over her eyebrows. “I’m not grounded anymore,” she said with a big smile as she stood in my doorway.

Even though her parents were gone for the evening, I was still nervous that a neighbour would see us together and rat us out. So I insisted she come inside.

“How do I look?” she asked, doing a little spin. Her dress lifted cutely into the air, showing off her white cotton panties.

“You look amazing,” I said. I put my hands on her arms and I felt her smooth skin. “Why were you grounded, by the way?”

She smiled and shrugged her shoulders. “I was naughty,” she said.

“How so?”

“Don’t worry about that,” she said. “I want you to fuck me.”

“Gladly,” I said. And I started reaching for the base of her little dress so I could pull the whole thing off of her tight body. But she stopped me.

“You’ll have to try harder than that,” she said. “Take me out on a date. I’m thinking dinner and a movie. Actually, there aren’t any good movies out. How’s about, dinner and the mall? We can walk around, hold hands, and do a bit of window-shopping. Maybe you can buy me something,” she said with a big grin. And she knew that she was forcing me into an uncomfortable scenario: surrounded by people. The mall on a Friday night was a busy place, especially seeing as the movie theatre was in the mall.

“And for dinner, I was thinking we could go to one of those Japanese restaurants. You know the ones, where they make the food in front of you?” And she purposely picked a restaurant that would be busy and not at all intimate. She was testing me—trying to see if I really thought that she was worth the effort.

And I wanted to rub my cock inside of her asshole so badly that I accepted the date. So she reached out and grabbed my hand. “Dinner first?” she said.

I felt strange walking her to my car. A few of my neighbours were out doing some evening yard work. One of them looked up and smiled at me. I wondered what they were thinking: who is that girl? Boy, does that girl ever look like that Mitch boy. Does Patrick have a daughter? Is he taking his daughter out? Why is he holding his daughter’s hand? I tried not to look them in the eyes.

We got into my car and took off for Benihana. The parking lot was crammed, but we found a spot near the far end. We weren’t out of the car for ten seconds before she grabbed my hand again. I liked holding her hand, but I was terrified that people would see us together—even people who didn’t recognize either of us. The skirt of her dress was short, and the breeze kept lifting it up, teasing her white cotton panties and the bulge that was her very large cock.

It took ten minutes before we were able to get a seat. My heart wouldn’t stop pounding. We weren’t too far from our own neighbourhood. Many of the people around us could have been our friends and neighbours—and it was only a matter of time before they realized that Jessica was actually a young man. Her voice was good, but it wasn’t perfect. Her body was feminine, but it was still a young man’s body. Her face was convincing, but her Adam’s apple still existed, and her black choker didn’t cover it completely.

People were looking our way. I even noticed one couple pointing at Jessica. They looked away quickly when I looked towards them. Did they know?

Did it matter if they knew?

Jessica didn’t seem to care in the slightest. She just sat down and picked up her menu and started going off about all the different food she wanted to try. She was excited and giddy—carefree and full of life. It was hard not to smile watching as she soaked the moment in. She was smiling at everyone, waving at the people we shared a table with. And she was chatty—not afraid to engage the people around us.

And we got a few weird looks from people that clued into her reality—but they were just weird looks. No one seemed to care for more than five or ten seconds, and then they went back to worrying about their own problems. And I couldn’t help but wonder: does anyone actually care? If my own friends saw me, would they care? Sure, they might make a few jokes at my expense, but would they stop being my friends? Would they insult me or try to hurt me? Probably not…

Jessica seemed to understand this. She wasn’t even a little bit worried. She was beaming the whole night—even when we were at the mall. She pointed a girl out to me in a shop and said, “That’s Ellie. She’s in my biology class. She’s pretty nice, but she hangs out with a couple of real cunts.” She laughed. But she didn’t even seem to be nervous around someone she went to school with—someone who apparently was friends with mean girls. It would only take one quick text message to start a massive chain that would let the whole school know that Mitch was going around dressed like a lady. But she didn’t care. It didn’t matter if Ellie recognized her or not.

We went into a lingerie store. They had a Playboy Bunny outfit, complete with the cuffs and the ears and the white cotton ball tail. I bought it, of course, excited for Jessica to wear it. I also bought her a couple of cute dresses and a green necklace that perfectly matched her eyes. I knew that I was actually spoiling my neighbour’s son, but I didn’t care. I was having fun and it made my heart warm when I saw her beaming smile.

We went back to my place and she put on the Playboy costume and we fucked all night like bunny rabbits.


CHAPTER XIV

When I woke up the next morning, she was looking into my eyes. “Good morning,” she said with a big grin. I was shocked at how much energy she had. It was only 6 AM but she was wide awake, wanting to get the most out of our time together, before she had to go back to her male life next door.

“Good morning,” I said, rubbing the sleep from my eyes.

“I had fun last night,” she said. “Is your bum sore? You did well for a first timer.” She had a big grin. She gently bit her bottom lip, probably remembering the night before, when I let her bend me over.

She had managed to get her whole cock into my asshole, but it wasn’t easy and it took a few tried. She was thick, stretching me wide, and I was an anal virgin. She started out by spreading my cheeks and sticking her tongue deep into my tight hole. She got me nice and wet before pressing the tip of her erection to my puckering back door.

She started out slowly, sinking in a single inch at a time. I bit down on my pillow when I felt her rod entering into my gut, which was already turning. But I never told her to stop. I wanted to feel her warm load inside of my body.

I could feel every vein and ridge of her impressive dick when she started thrusting. She used her entire cock to massage the inside of my butthole—and she used plenty of spit to keep everything lubricated. I didn’t mind—I even liked the sound of her cock squishing between my anal walls and her saliva. Her orgasm felt incredible. I ended up making a mess of my bed sheets. Now, we were waking up on clean sheets that I put on after our romp was through.

But even still, there was a wet spot on the clean sheets because we ended up waking up in the middle of the night to go at it again. She wanted to suck my cock and she was determined to make me come. I ended up coming without warning, deep in her throat. She gagged and coughed and ended up spitting my cum out onto my bed sheets. She apologized and even offered to lick it up. Instead we kissed and she fell asleep in my arms.

“Do you still have your Real Doll?” she asked me. “Or did you already give it to your friend?” She had a smirk that suggested that she knew it was never a gag gift, like I said it was.

“It’s in the garage,” I said. “But it’s no good. It was a big waste of money.”

“Maybe we can play with it,” she said. She sprung to her feet.

“It’s really not very good. The hole isn’t so comfortable, and the skin feels fake.”

But she didn’t care. She ran down to my garage to retrieve the life-sized sex toy. She dragged it back up the stairs. It wasn’t until I saw her holding it that I realized it was bigger than her. She dropped it down on the bed. “How do I turn it on?” she asked.

“There’s a button on the back,” I said. “It takes a minute to heat up.”

So she turned it on and it went through its list of stock phrases.

“How do we make it hard?” she asked.

“You just rub its cock and it’s supposed to get hard. I didn’t really try it,” I said.

She reached down and massaged the robot’s dick. Then she watched with glowing eyes as the cock began to rise upwards. It pointed straight up at a ninety-degree angle, almost comically. It wasn’t very big. “We’re going to try something,” she said, reaching for the bottle of lubricant that was still on my nightstand. She squirted a healthy dab into the palm of her hand and then she rubbed it up and down the length of the robot’s cock. It was a sensual sight, even though I knew the Real Doll wasn’t real at all.

She laid herself down, her back on the chest of the Real Doll. Then she shimmied down until her bum hole was pressed against the tip of the doll’s cock. She took a deep breath and then she sunk down lower, taking the cock into her butt. Her eyes lit up. “It feels pretty real,” she said. She bit her lip. “Now you get in.”

“Get in?” I asked.

“Penetrate me,” she said. “I want to be double-penetrated.” He bit her lip harder and smiled bigger. “Holy crap—it’s really warm.”

My body tingled. The sight was arousing, and no part of me could turn down the offer. I wanted to stretch her little butthole wide. I wanted to make her moan and come with two cocks in her ass. So I nestled in-between her legs. I had to hold her legs up to make room. It was somewhat awkward getting my cock lined up with her hole, with four legs surrounding me, but I managed. She was already erect: her cock throbbing on her abdomen. She was excited.

I pressed my cock up to her hole. She handed me the lubricant. I squirted plenty onto my dick and then I started to press in. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. “Oh God,” she said. And I could see that her asshole was stretching painfully. It looked red, but she didn’t want me to stop. She clenched a little bit and then she unclenched so I would go deeper. Her asshole looked like an elastic band that was being stretched to its absolute limit. “Are you okay?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “Don’t stop,” she said. So I sunk deeper and deeper, until I was completely inside of her.

“It doesn’t hurt?” I asked.

“A bit, but it’s fine. Just fuck me,” she said. So I fucked her. I slowly pumped her bum. She was right: the Real Doll’s cock was unnaturally warm, but it felt nice. It even started to vibrate slightly as I rubbed my cock against it. I never realized it was designed to do that, seeing as real human cocks don’t vibrate under any circumstances.

I was tempted to stroke her rod for her, but I knew that she liked it when I made her come by stimulating her prostate and nothing else. So that was my goal. I pumped harder and harder, adjusting my angle slightly every few pumps until I found that sweet spot that made her moan and squirm. And then I was relentless. I came down hard and fast. A slight trickle of what I think was lube came out from her tight tush hole, and then a drop of pre-cum oozed out the tip of her dick.

It dawned on me then that she was completely naked: no lingerie, no stockings, no dresses, no Playboy costumes. She had her wig on, and a little bit of makeup, but otherwise I was looking at the body of a clean-shaven young man. And strangely, I didn’t mind. Even though she didn’t have tits, she still looked like a girl. Even though she had a big throbbing cock, she still looked like a girl. And I liked her a lot. I felt the strangest desire to keep her safe and happy. Her smile filled me with more joy than anything else in the world. Maybe I loved her…

“Oh God,” she screamed without a filter. And then her cock erupted. I reached down and wiped her warm cum all over her chest. And I didn’t last much longer. I ended up filling her tight tush with my hot load. Her eyes nearly rolled into the back of her head.

Then I rolled off of her. She remained still, panting, the robot cock still vibrating in her asshole. Her cheeks were dark red and there was a crooked smile on her face, seemingly permanent. Her chest heaved. “That was amazing,” she said. “You need to try that sometime. Although I’m not sure I’ll be able to walk for another week.” She laughed.

My cum oozed out around that Real Doll cock. Suddenly I didn’t feel like the doll was such a waste of money. That single five-minute romp was well worth a thousand bucks.

“Maybe one of these days,” I said, catching my own breath.

She turned her head and looked into my eyes. “I graduate next week,” she said.

I forced a smile. I didn’t need the reminder that she was still in grade school. “Congrats,” I said.

She laughed. “I want to move out from my parents’ house. Think I can move in?”

My heart stuttered. If she moved in, there would be no hiding from her father, unless she planned on keeping the blinds closed and only leaving the house when her parents were asleep or out of the house. “What about your dad?” I asked. And I found myself looking towards the window, as if to make sure he wasn’t looking in.

She shrugged her shoulders. “He’ll have to deal with it,” she said. “He can either accept it or he can disown me. But the other option is that I live the rest of my life with a big secret, and I’m never truly happy.” She stared right into my eyes as she said it.

And she had a point. I was afraid of her dad’s opinion, and the opinions of many other people, but was I willing to let those opinions dictate the direction of my life? Was I willing to compromise my happiness for the acceptance of other people—people who might not even care that much?

“Okay, move in,” I said. My heart was racing. I knew that I was taking a massive gamble: high risk, high reward. But the reward was there regardless. If everyone in the world disowned us, we still had each other. And after weeks of fooling around and having fun, I couldn’t imagine a life without her. I couldn’t even figure out how I’d gone so long without the joy that she filled me with.

So she went home to tell her dad about her secret. I stayed back and waited to hear the verdict. It was a quiet afternoon, and the seconds ticked by slowly—painfully slowly. I kept looking at the clock, sometimes before a single minute would pass. My heart refused to stop beating. I knew she was telling her father about me—not just about her secret desire to be a woman.

And I knew her father wouldn’t swallow it easily. But she was eighteen, an adult, and she could do what she wanted, regardless of what her father wanted. She brave—braver than I ever had been in my life. I couldn’t imagine the courage it must have taken to confront her father.

It was later that night when my doorbell rang. I ran down to open it, assuming it was Jessica with the final verdict. It was either good news or great news: either her father told her never to show her face around the house again, or her father accepted his son as a daughter. Either way, she would be moving in.

But it wasn’t Jessica or Mitch at the door. It was the father. He stared at me with cold, lifeless eyes. I was ready to slam the door shut; worried he was about to thrust a punch directly into my face. “Hi Patrick,” he said, his voice hoarse as if he’d been yelling.

“Hey,” I said.

“So my son tells me that you and him are… friends.” And I knew that he knew.

My mind was spinning and my head was light. I tried to remain on my toes, ready to slam that door shut in case he pulled out a knife or a gun or even just his clenched fist. “Yeah,” I said.

“So this isn’t some big prank?”

I shook my head. “No,” I said.

He stared into my eyes, as if he was trying to decide how he wanted to kill me: quickly or slowly. It seemed like he was leaning towards the latter. “Just do me a favour,” he said.

I nodded my head, suddenly too afraid to speak.

“Treat him well—or I should say her, right? Don’t hurt her. If I find out that you hurt her, I’ll come over here and that will be it. Got it?” I could feel the heat radiating off of his body.

I nodded my head. “I’ll treat her well. Don’t worry,” I said.

And that was the end of the conversation. He turned around and left. And later that week, she came over with two heavy suitcases at her side. She wasn’t wearing either of her wigs. It looked like she’d been letting her hair grow naturally. It was almost down to her shoulders—long enough that it was feminine. She brushed a strand of hair away from her eyes as she smiled. “Hey Patty,” she said. She was wearing the cutest pleated black skirt and white blouse. She still had her flat chest—just the way I liked her.

“Hey Jess,” I said.

She jumped into my arms and nestled her face into my shoulders. I felt the wetness of her tears. I wondered how long she’d been waiting for this moment—the moment where she could finally be the person she always wanted to be.

THE END


TWO TRAPS

Katie, a petite, brunette trans chick, is nervous about her upcoming ten-year high school reunion. She’s hoping she will blend in and no one will recognize her—especially her old best friend, Tanner, who has no idea about her transition six years ago.

Tae, a gorgeous blonde trans chick, can’t wait for her ten-year reunion. Her goal is to seduce one or two oblivious guys and have a wild, passionate, and meaningless night. But she’s nervous too, because her friend Karl might be at the reunion, and she hasn’t spoken to Karl since before she decided to transition, after high school.


CHAPTER I

The dress that hung in that trendy store’s window was exactly the kind of dress that Katie was looking for: black with white polka dots, not too short but not too long, and with a nice low cut. She went inside to see if the dress came in her medium size, and it did, but sadly it just wasn’t right: made for girls with a bust.

But the dress really was perfect. Katie wondered if it was perfect enough to stuff a bra with some breast pads. She held it up and considered it for a minute, feeling the soft fabric between her fingers. She didn’t like stuffing her chest with pads; she’d done it a few times before but always hated how fake she felt, as if she was trying to trick people. At least there was some honesty in her flat chest.

A young woman with thick-framed hipster glasses came up to her and said, “We have dresses with pads built into them.” It was as if she read Katie’s mind. Katie wasn’t sure why, but her cheeks turned a warm shade of red.

“I’m okay. Thank you.” She said it softly, so the hipster store clerk wouldn’t realize that she was a trap.

She left the store without the dress—she would keep looking for the perfect dress for her upcoming high school reunion. It really wasn’t the biggest deal—finding the perfect dress wasn’t her top priority. It was more of a distraction than anything, so the longer it took the better.

She asked the clerk of another store if they had any dresses that might fit a medium figure with a flat chest. “Ooh,” the clerk said, perking up with glowing eyes. “I think I have just the dress. It will make you stand out from the crowd,” she said. She was about to run off but Katie stopped her.

“I want the opposite of that. I want to blend in,” she said, still with that coy voice that didn’t want to be realized, even though she suspected this particular store clerk had already clued in.

The clerk looked at her with a half-smile that was fully forced. “Blend in?” she said, as if the request was completely alien. “Okay. So maybe something grey or black? Is the venue bright or dark? What colour are the walls? If the place has floral wallpaper, maybe I can find you a floral dress.” Katie suspected a hint of sarcasm in the voice. This clerk wasn’t interested in selling dresses that ‘blended in’. She wondered if the clerk made the dresses herself—that would explain the defensive stance.

“It’s in a gym,” Katie said. “Like a school gym.”

“Reunion?” she asked.

“Yeah,” Katie said.

And then the clerk smiled with a genuine smile, as if ‘I want to blend in’ suddenly made perfect sense. The only people who want to stand out at their reunion are the ones who became successful doctors or lawyers. Most people want to show up briefly, just to get an idea of how well or poorly their lives are going. The ten-year reunion is the ultimate success barometer. But Katie had no interest in comparing her success—she knew that she would be well behind most in attendance. She was going on the recommendation of her therapist, who thought it might help with her anxiety and her progress as a trans woman: come out to your old classmates and realize that adults aren’t as judgemental as high school kids. Katie wanted to laugh when her therapist made the suggestion; adults are more judgemental, they’re just better at hiding it.

But maybe there was some hope. Maybe she would show up and some old bully would obliviously hit on her. Wouldn’t that be the perfect vindication? Though it was the opposite that she worried about: that she would be mocked harder than ever before. ‘Look at Karl! He’s wearing a dress!’ The nightmares had been consistent since she got the invite in the mail weeks before.

The store clerk came back with three dresses. Katie took all three into a changing room. The first two were beautiful, but once again, they had too much space for a bust. “Come out and let me see,” the clerk said. So Katie stepped out. “Wow. Your chest is really small,” she said. “What’s your bust size?”

That warm redness returned to Katie’s cheeks. The answer to the question was: non-existent. But that was too embarrassing to say aloud. “A-cups,” she said. She would have killed for a pair of A-cups. She thought about getting implants, but she really didn’t want to be anymore of a ‘trap’ than she already was. If the A-cups came naturally with the HRT, then great. If not—then she would make do with what she had—or in this case, what she didn’t have.

The third dress fit nicely, thanks to its stretchy material. It was tight and designed to hug the skin—and it was designed for A-cup breasts. It was black with grey sides. The grey sides were cut to create the illusion of curves, and it did a pretty good job. Was it the perfect dress that Katie had in mind? Far from it. But had Katie ever been able to find the perfect anything considering her circumstances? Absolutely not. So, it was fine. “I’ll take this one,” she said.

Though she was a bit worried about the tightness. She would have to spend a few extra minutes tucking her cock between her legs—maybe wear a couple pairs of panties to make sure everything remains in place. Because even with the white cotton panties she wore now, there was still a bit of a bulge through the tight black fabric. Maybe she could even put on some sheer pantyhose for some extra security.

The dress wasn’t cheap—of course. It was somehow the only dress in the store that wasn’t on sale, but she’d convinced herself that it was necessary, seeing as she’d been searching for anything all day. While she was paying, someone tapped her on the shoulder.

She jumped, strangely on edge—but she was always on edge. It was hard to relax, especially out in public. She turned and saw a surprisingly handsome man staring into her eyes. “I was wondering if you could help me,” a man said.

“I don’t work here,” she said quietly, after a moment of nervous silence.

He laughed. “No, I know,” he said. “But you look a lot like my sister. She’s flying in from Scotland tonight and I told her that I would buy her a bathing suit. She forgot hers at home. She’s only here for a few days and she doesn’t want to spend any of her trip shopping. I was just wondering if you could try on a bathing suit or two for me—so I know they’ll fit. I know that sounds weird, but you have a similar body. I saw you in that dress.”

Katie smiled nervously. She couldn’t say no to the man, even though it was the last thing she wanted to do—though the distraction was welcomed. She’d never been able to say no. She once went on a date with a horrendously creepy man who asked her out on a street corner. She even went on a second date after he tried to reach his hand up her skirt to grab her cock. “I want to suck it,” he said with a frightening Charles Manson-esque grin. Thankfully she was able to say no to that comment. But she wasn’t able to say no when he said, “I’m sorry about that. Can we go on another date so I can show you that I’m not the creep you think I am?” On that second date, he proved that he was that creep she thought he was. Luckily he didn’t ask for a third date after she wouldn’t put out on the second date.

Those were the only dates she’d gone on since beginning her transition at twenty-two years old. She’d been asked out three times by normal guys who were oblivious to her downstairs reality. And each time, she considered keeping her downstairs reality a secret—but she just wasn’t that kind of person. She didn’t want to be a trap. “I’ll go out with you, as long as you know that I’ve been transitioning for six years,” she would say. Two of the three normal men still took her number down (though they did so with pale faces). Zero of those two actually ended up calling her back. At least they were polite to her face.

And then there were the guys, like the Charles Manson-esque guy, who got terribly excited when they overheard that Katie used to be Karl. She was their fetish and they were her nightmare.

“Sorry—you don’t mind, do you?” the man in the store asked. Katie had zoned out. She shook her head and forced a smile.

“I don’t mind.”

The man handed her a few bathing suits that he’d picked out. “Just so I can see if they fit,” he said. “And then maybe I can get your opinion on which is the best—you know: a woman’s perspective.”

She was always flattered when people genuinely thought she was a woman—flattered and nervous. Whenever someone mistook her for a biological female, she worried that she was deceiving them, setting them up for a sort of embarrassment. She’d seen the rage that came from that embarrassment before. She even considered buying a hat that said, ‘Trans Chick’ on it (she saw it online and actually thought it was pretty cute). But she also didn’t want to invite the creeps over.

She slipped into the changing room and tried on the first bathing suit: a black one-piece with blue lining. It fit nicely—though it was a tad bit baggy where her breasts should have been. The main issue was how tight it was between her legs, and how little it covered between her legs. She tried to squish her cock back, so it looked like a camel toe, but it kept slipping out just a little bit. She was able to uncomfortably push her balls into her body, but there was still a hint of flesh showing out the side.

But the man wanted to see the bathing suit. She tried the other two on quickly, hoping she could lie and say that the black and blue one-piece just didn’t fit. But it was the other two that didn’t fit even slightly. “How’s it going in there?” the man called out.

“Okay,” Katie said, her heart pounding nervously. She tried to press her cock back again, this time with a bit more luck. She couldn’t see it in the mirror, though it felt like it was one awkward step away from falling out. She took a deep breath.

“The black one is the only one that fits,” she called out.

“Mind if I see?” the guy said—and that was the response she was dreading. She wanted to say no, but that tiny word was just too hard to say. So she carefully stepped out from the changing room: her boyish body in a pretty, little one-piece.

The man smiled and nodded. “I think that looks good. What do you think?” The man looked her up and down. And then he looked down again, for a couple of seconds before his eyes darted back up. Katie looked down. Her cock had slipped slightly—not out of the suit, but out of place. Now there was a bulge. She felt the colour drain from her face.

“I think it’s good,” she said. “But I really should be going.”

The man said nothing as she slipped back into the changing room. She got back into her jeans and her hoodie as quickly as she could. She handed the man the three bathing suits. He still said nothing. It was a reaction she was used to, but it never got any easier. In fact, it only got harder the more she realized that was just how her life was going to be as long as she wanted to be a woman.


CHAPTER II

Tae bought three different dresses for the upcoming ten-year high school reunion. She wasn’t sure which one to wear, so she decided to spend a night in each one, to see what kind of response she would get. It wasn’t a perfect experiment: a different bar each night, surrounded by different people. And maybe it was just an excuse to get glammed up and to get hit on.

The first dress was tight and red and short and hardly more than a tube sock slipped over her body. She thought it was cute, especially with the black gladiator heels she wore with it, but she realized once she took a seat at the bar that it made her look like an escort. It was too short and too tight and too red. She had to sit cross-legged so the whole bar wouldn’t see up the skirt of the dress, which hardly existed when she was sitting. And sitting cross-legged on a barstool is practically the same as shouting: ‘Look at me! I’m an escort!’

So she got plenty of attention and plenty of free drinks. One man even whispered, “How much?” into her ear. And for a minute, she considered saying ‘Five hundred’ to see if she could make a few bucks. Instead she slapped his face.

She loved the compliments she got in the dress, but she knew they were all hollow: just men trying to get into her panties. It wasn’t the kind of attention she wanted to get at the ten-year reunion. But it was fun for the night. She ended up going up to a hotel suite with one of the men who bought her a drink. They kissed and she felt his muscles. He had a hard body.

She knew that she was supposed to like hard bodies, but there was just something off-putting about them. She knew she was supposed to like rugged jawlines and stubble beards, but she just couldn’t seem to acquire that taste. Stubble beards were a nuisance, leaving her face red and irritated at the end of the night. She usually refused to admit it to herself, but most nights she missed making out with girls. But there were nights—usually nights alone in her apartment—where she would stare in the mirror and consider becoming a lesbian, so she could caress a woman’s soft body, squeeze her perky tits, and suck her gentle lips…

But when she became a woman, she knew that men were part of the deal. Because if she wanted to be with women, she could have just remained a man—it would have been a hell of a lot easier. She was convinced that she would develop a taste for men as time went on. And she wasn’t completely wrong. In eight years as a woman, she’d learned that a cock can be a lot of fun—and there’s nothing more satisfying than making a big, powerful man squirm. She liked watching cum blast up from a man’s cock—she liked knowing that she made it happen, as if she had some kind of power.

And women weren’t challenging enough—not once you have them figured out, anyway. Every woman just wants an alpha, or at the very least, someone pretending to be an alpha. They become submissive as soon as you successfully assert dominance. Sure, getting men into the bedroom is probably the easiest challenge in the world—Tae could do it with less than five words (her record was three). But convincing a man to be on the bottom, to be the submissive one—that was a real challenge.

That was her goal with the man from the bar. He was wealthy and obviously successful. His thick stubble made her think that he was going to be a tough challenge. He was trying to be dominant, as if he’d seen that Fifty Shades of Grey movie and was now trying to imitate the titular character. He kept pinning Tae’s arms as they made out against the hotel suite’s wall. He pushed her down to her knees so that she would suck his cock. And she just happened to be in the mood to suck cock that night. Besides, she usually sucked cock just a little bit before revealing her secret. It was always easier to sweeten them up a bit before the big reveal.

He had a big cock and it was already hard and throbbing when she got it out from his dress pants. She ran the tip of her tongue along the base of his shaft, making his whole body shudder. She always loved that initial shudder—the first impression of her power. She ran the tip of her tongue in circles around the tip of his throbbing shaft, making it twitch harder. And then she sunk the cock into her mouth, making the man moan. His legs were already trembling. He was going to be an easy target.

He slipped his fingers into her hair. He was suddenly being very gentle, speaking softly as if he’d forgotten he was trying to be the alpha. She sucked without hesitation—and she sucked until she could taste that tinge of pre-cum. That was always her cue to make her move.

She looked up at him. “You’re cute,” she said.

“You’re hot,” he said back.

“How hot?” she asked.

“So fucking hot. I just want to lay you down and fuck you until you squirt all over my room,” he said.

She giggled. His dirty talk sounded strangely rehearsed as if he’d watched too much porn. “I want you to suck my cock,” she said.

His smile faded before returned with a nervous chuckle. “What?” he said.

“I used to be a man. I’ve got a cock. I want you to suck it. Do you want to do it here or on the bed?” she said it with a straight face, smiling with her eyes the way a top model would. She knew how to seduce a man. Before becoming a woman herself, she’d been seduced by many women. She’d always been fascinated by the powers of women, so she always paid careful attention. And there really wasn’t much to it: be assertive and confident.

“You’re kidding, right?” he said.

She stood up and she tugged up her dress, showing off her black lace thong. There was a bulge there, but she could tell that he still wasn’t convinced. So she reached down and flipped out her flaccid cock. “Suck it, pretty boy,” she said. “I won’t tell anyone—don’t worry.”

His face was bone-white now. His lips parted and his gaze remained fixed on her cock for a moment before drifting up to her eyes. He was afraid like a little schoolboy who was waiting to see the principal.

She took a step towards him. “Don’t be afraid. You’ll like it. Just take a deep breath and relax.” She pushed down on his shoulders, and then she watched him surrender faster than she’d expected. He dropped to his knees and found himself inches away from her impressive member. He reached out, his hands trembling, and slipped his fingers under her cock. He took a sharp breath in. His eyes were glowing and she wondered if this was a fantasy he’d had before.

He stroked her a little bit. She started getting hard. He was slow and hesitant, but only for a couple of minutes. Once his lips were around her cock, he was a full-blown faggot: sucking like he wanted her cum in his mouth at that very instant. He bobbed his head and moaned gently. His own cock was still rock-hard—maybe even harder than it was before.

Tae stood with her hands on her hips and a smile of her face. The only thought on her mind was: I still have those other two dresses to try out.

Erect, she was bigger than him. But she had to admit that he was pretty good at sucking cock. She could tell by his red cheeks and pale skin that it was his first time, so she was impressed. She made him lay on his stomach on the bed. Guys always wanted to lay on their backs, but Tae preferred the other way around. It was easier to imagine a woman when the man was on his stomach—though it was practically impossible either way with this particular man and his muscles. Still, she stuck her cock into his ass and pumped him relentlessly. He moaned and gripped the bed sheets and eventually came all over his own bed. When she pulled out to cum, he flipped himself over and slid down quickly, opening his mouth. She gave him what he wanted: a mouthful of warm tranny cum. She was surprised when he swallowed it: first timers aren’t usually such massive sluts.

“Can I have your number?” he asked.

She shook her head. “Sorry. I hope I didn’t give you the wrong impression. I was just trying out a dress,” she said.

And he stared at her with wide eyes and parted lips.

She slipped her cock back into her panties and she tugged the skirt of her tight dress back down. She grabbed her purse on the way to the door. “See you around,” she said, and then she left.


CHAPTER III

Katie tried her new dress on as soon as she got home, and she was already starting to regret it. It may have been black and grey, but it wasn’t going to help her blend in. It was too tight—no one in a skin-tight dress has ever blended in before.

She turned around to stand profile before her full-length mirror. The dress hardly covered her whole bum—but at least it made her bum look pretty cute.

But the question now on her mind was: does this dress make me look like a slut? Maybe a slip would have been more appropriate. She found herself at her closet, looking through the dresses she already owned. Nothing worked any better than the black and grey bodycon dress—and deep down, she knew that the bodycon dress was perfectly fine. But she wanted to keep her mind distracted. As soon as she started thinking about all of the people who would be at the reunion, her stomach started to turn and she found herself inching closer and closer to the bathroom. She thought about taking her anxiety pills, but she didn’t want to find herself back on that train.

She wondered if Tanner would be there. Tanner would be the one to recognize her, even though she looked completely different. Would anyone else recognize her? Probably not—but no one had spent nearly as much time with her back in high school than Tanner.

Tanner had been like her brother, and she still wasn’t sure why they stopped talking shortly after high school. Maybe it was because they went to different colleges. She suspected Tanner just found new friends. Before he deleted her from his Facebook friends he added a bunch of new friends. Out with the old and in with the new… But that didn’t explain why he would delete her.

Katie often wondered if she’d said or done something to piss Tanner off. Did she hit on a girl he liked? That wouldn’t be fair, seeing as Tanner liked pretty much every single girl save for the lesbians on the field hockey team (and he probably liked a few of them as well).

But Katie tried to think of Tanner’s sudden disappearance positively. Had Tanner still been around when Katie started considering becoming a woman, he would have certainly talked her out of it. He probably would have surmised that Katie was just doing it to escape her inability to attract women. So in a way it was a blessing that Tanner disappeared when he went off to college a state over. He was her only friend—and it was better than she go through her transition alone, without the fear of her friend’s judgement.

But it was inevitable that he would reach out eventually—or that they would cross paths coincidentally. And Katie couldn’t help but remember a conversation she had with Tanner a few days before graduation. “My biggest regret is that I didn’t fuck the volleyball girls,” he had said. “I spent all of my time with the cheerleaders—but now I’m thinking the volleyball girls would have been a better use of my time.”

“Be happy that you got to sleep with any of them,” said Katie, who was Karl at the time.

“You could have to had you just taken my advice,” Tanner said.

“I did take your advice.”

“Not really. You bought the clothes I told you to buy. You got the haircut I told you to get. But you didn’t talk to the girls the way I told you to talk to them.”

“Oh, c’mon. I always said exactly what you told me to say,” Karl said.

“But you didn’t say it the way I told you to say it—with confidence—like you aren’t asking them out, you’re telling them that they’re going out with you.” He looked back over at Valerie Perkins, the captain of the volleyball team. She had a big rack that was always bouncing. “I guess there’s always the ten-year reunion,” he said longingly.

Katie wondered now if Tanner remembered saying that. And she wondered what he would look like, all grown up. He didn’t have a Facebook page anymore—or if he did, it was set not to show up when searched.

She turned back to the mirror and stood up straight. Her lack of chest was distracting from her feminine appearance—it was always distracting. She went into her closet and pulled out a strapless bra she bought online. It had built-in C-cups that were made of a surprisingly realistic silicone. She’d never worn it out of the house before. She’d never worn it at all without feeling somehow guilty, like she was nothing more than a liar.

She slipped that bra on under her black and grey bodycon dress. The dress stretched out to accommodate the addition. She did a little jump, making the silicone tits bounce slightly. They didn’t bounce quite like Valerie Perkin’s tits, but at least they bounced. She bit the corner of her bottom lip and did a cute pose, shifting all of her weight onto one leg.

It was too bad she couldn’t bring herself to wear the fake tits out of the house. They looked good. She stood there wondering if Tanner would think they looked good. She smiled at the thought of Tanner hitting on her, oblivious to the fact that he was hitting on his old best friend.

She stood profile to the mirror again. Now her curves were perfect. She looked like a model with her perky set of C-cups. She cupped them with her hands and gave them a little shake. And then she felt the blood rushing into her cock, and the illusion was quickly ruined by the growing bulge between her legs. Her panties couldn’t hold back her big cock when she started to become erect. It had been an issue since she started her transition: her cock was big—and not exactly feminine. Thankfully she rarely became erect when she was out, and she could usually sense it coming with enough time to slip into a bathroom.

She had to avoid mirrors whenever she wore tight, sexy outfits. Short skirts always made her hard—and short skirts did nothing to hide erections. It was a problem she wasn’t sure how to fix.

And it was the problem that made her realize she preferred being a woman. It was a joke back in high school, when she was hanging out with Tanner. Tanner got a blunt from a buddy and he found Karl during lunch. “Come smoke this with me,” he said. They went to the old drama room, knowing there was no drama class after lunch. They smoked the blunt by an open window. And then Tanner walked over to the costume rack and said, “I dare you to try on this dress.” It was a purple ball gown dress that sparked. Tanner found a brunette wig that he tossed to Karl. “And this too,” he said.

Karl put the outfit on and Tanner began to laugh hysterically. They were both high and they both had a break after lunch. So they kept fooling around. Tanner tried on a dress for another laugh: it was black and short with lots of frills and pleats. Katie was pretty sure that it was a sort of modern flamenco dress.

Then Tanner found a little stage makeup kit. And he insisted Karl do up his makeup. So, going along with the joke, Karl put on some eyeliner and some lipstick. They guys both laughed, and then Karl saw himself in the mirror. He kind of looked like a chick—no, not kind of—definitely looked like a chick. He looked away from the mirror and forced another laugh. But over the next twenty minutes, he looked back at that mirror whenever he had a chance, checking himself out whenever Tanner was looking the other way.

And then Karl started to get hard. His cock pressed firmly against his boxers, which didn’t do much to stop the bulge from appearing between his legs. He quickly turned away from Tanner and got out of the dress. “What are you doing?” Tanner asked, still giggling, still high from the blunt.

“I think I’m done,” Karl said.

And when he got home that evening, his parents and his sister were out at a piano recital. So he went into his sister’s room and tried on one of her skirts. And sure enough, a minute didn’t go by before he got hard. And then a day didn’t go by when he didn’t try on some piece of female clothing. He kept a pair of white stockings under his bed, and a skirt he stole from the lost and found at school.

It was a week after his high school graduation when his parents and sister left town for some big important piano performance. Karl lied and said that he was busy, but really, he just wanted the house to himself for the weekend. As soon as he was sure his family was on the plane, he started getting dolled up. He used his sister’s eyeliner, her eye shadow, her lipstick, her foundation, her concealer, her blush, and her mascara. He even borrowed a pair of her panties.

And for the first time ever, he left the house as a girl. He’d spent a few years secretly practising the voice and the mannerisms. His sister owned a pair of heels that were two sizes too big for her feet. Whenever she was out, he would sneak into her room and wear the heels, just to get used to the feeling of walking in them. As soon as he moved out, he bought his own pair. And when he was twenty-two, he discovered hormone replacement therapy—HRT. He got his first few doses illegally over the Internet. Then, he built up the courage to ask a doctor for a proper prescription.

The day he got his prescription, he decided he wasn’t a he anymore. He wasn’t Karl anymore. Now, she would be known as Katie. She sent her family an e-mail because she was too afraid to tell them in person. They were silent for a few days, and then they sent back an e-mail trying to be supportive, but mostly trying to talk her out of the insane idea of trying to become the opposite gender.

The struggles with her family never ended.

Now, she knew she was a woman. She knew she was a pretty woman. But she knew that to men, she wasn’t exactly a woman. Sure, some people were more accepting than others, but even the ones who saw her as a female still saw her as a transgender female.

And she still got aroused when wearing women’s clothing, which was a serious dilemma seeing as she was a woman.

Her erection made trying on outfits difficult. So she dealt with this issue the same way she always dealt with it—the only way to deal with it—by hiking up her dress and jerking herself off. She turned her back to the mirror and stared at her reflection over her shoulder. She had a firm grip on her throbbing cock. She loved the way her ass looked in that dress. She turned slightly so she could see her C-cup bust. She loved the way that looked, too—she just wished it was real.

With her free hand she squeezed one of her tits. And then she started to feel the warm tingling between her legs. Suddenly, she had a naughty idea. She wasn’t the naughtiest girl—in fact, most people treated her as if she was somewhat of a prude—though she did get the odd dirty idea. Like right now. She dropped to the floor and stood up on her shoulder blades. She aimed her cock down at her mouth, using the nearby bed to support her back. The position was sore on her neck, but she wanted to make sure she didn’t get any cum on her dress. She was flexible enough that she could reach the tip of her cock to her tongue. She strained to make sure that she would catch every blast—not a single drop to touch her expensive dress.

She stroked her cock hard and fast, and she could feel her orgasm coming. She just needed a little bit more…

She came into her own mouth. And for a few seconds, she felt strangely liberated from her anxiety. It was nice to be free and naughty for a change. But then, as she sucked the final drop of cum out from her own long cock, she realized what she’d done. She jumped to her feet and ran over to her bathroom to spit her cum into the sink. Her neck was still a bit sore.

She looked in the mirror and watched as a dribble of cum rushed to her chin. She stopped it before it could drop onto her dress. And then she wondered if she really was cut out to be a woman, or if she was just in it for the sexual gratification. She couldn’t even leave the house without feeling somehow guilty.

But she couldn’t even bear the thought of being a man again—what a terrifying and unnatural thought! It was hard to believe she ever was a man. All of her male memories were awkward—always thinking that something was wrong. And then there was that day in the drama room, wearing that sparkly purple dress. And for once in her life, something seemed right—if only just a glimmer. She’d had that feeling a few times since then. She knew she was supposed to be a woman. She just still wasn’t sure how to be a woman, or if it was truly possible. Maybe she was just doomed to be a trap for the rest of her life—and maybe that was still better than being a man.

She took off her dress and her panties and her C-cup padded bra. She held her hair back behind her head and stared into the mirror again. The hormones hadn’t done much to her body. They’d changed her voice considerably—but her body still looked more-or-less the same as it did when she was twenty-two, the day before she took that first handful of pills.

The only question on her mind now was: am I looking at a boy or a girl?


CHAPTER IV

After her night out in her tight red dress, Tae woke up with a surprising hangover—surprising because she rarely ever got hangovers. She hadn’t had much to drink—no more than usual—and she recalled drinking plenty of water. But she also remembered men buying drinks for her—and men (horny men especially) had a tendency to buy the strongest drinks that bartenders could make.

So she took the night off, which only left her with one night before the big reunion. She had to pick one of her remaining two dresses to take out on a test run: she had the black cocktail dress, which was sexy but safe, and then she had the yellow dress.

She bought the yellow dress on a whim. When she picked it off the rack, she wasn’t sure if she was holding up a frilly shirt or a dress—and she still wasn’t sure now. But it was slightly long enough to cover her tush, as long as she wasn’t bending slightly and as long as there wasn’t the slightest breeze. It was a dress in three layers: a skirt around her chest, a skirt around her hips, and a skirt around her bum. Each frilly layer was slanted in a different direction, and the dress only had a single thin strap that went over her left shoulder. Had the dress weighed more than a couple of ounces, the thin strap wouldn’t have held. The dress went perfectly with a pair of tiny, strappy black heels.

Putting it on now, Tae still wasn’t sure if it was supposed to simply be a shirt. She probably should have asked the store clerk. But it was mostly irrelevant, as she didn’t plan on wearing anything under it regardless—except for a black thong. She didn’t mind if half of her graduating class got a good look at her ass. In fact, she was half-hoping that they did get a solid look at her ass.

But before she could show it off to the men and women she shared the school hallways with, she wanted to show it off to complete strangers, so she could get an idea of how it fared in the public realm of judgement—though she already had a pretty good idea of what to expect. And her expectations weren’t wrong. She wasn’t in the bar for ten minutes before she had a drink placed down in front of her: a strong drink with naughty expectations. She accepted the drink and the conversation that came with it.

He was a tall man, again with a stubble beard. Why did men insist on having stubble beards? Sure, they had the power to make a man look handsome, but they were such a nuisance in the bedroom. If it weren’t for Tae’s concealer, she would still have the red irritation around her lips from last night’s stubble beard.

The man wasn’t terribly interesting. He boasted about his sales and work and then he boasted about the new car he bought and the boat he was planning on buying. He asked Tae all of the standard questions, as if he was working off of the same pickup textbook every other guy owned—maybe something they sold at Barnes & Nobel. He made sure to squeeze in a compliment every ten minutes or so—just enough to keep Tae blushing, but not so many that she would become uncomfortable.

Her favourite part of the night was when she went to the bathroom: her chance to show off her skimpy dress to the whole bar. She felt the gazes of tipsy men snap onto her as the many frilly skirts of her dress (or maybe it was a shirt) danced from side to side. They were all hoping that dress would ride up just a few millimetres so they would get a view of that firm ass. Tae had no idea if they got what they wanted, but she had the same audience on her way back from the bathroom.

Her man was still there waiting for her, with a couple of fresh drinks. It was supposedly the same drink, but it was much stiffer. Tae drank it slowly, not wanting to spend her high school reunion hungover. But she could feel it working its way into her system quickly. She got up to use the bathroom again, this time to check on her makeup, which she was sure that she smudged by accident. She stumbled slightly, drunker than she originally thought. And on her way back, there was another fresh drink awaiting her.

The man was persistent. He’d decided: if she was going home with someone, it was going to be him. But she didn’t want to limit her night to the attention of one man. So she decided to use her best strategy to scare the man off. “By the way, I’m a pre-op transsexual,” she said. “With no plans of becoming a post-op transsexual.”

She watched as the man’s face became white—a sight she was used to seeing. She was hoping he would awkwardly scuffle away like most guys usually did. But instead, he remained, suddenly with a slight grin. He looked into Tae’s eyes after looking around to make sure no one was within earshot. “Can I suck it?” he asked. And she realized she’d found the one guy within a ten-mile radius who was actually deviously into traps. “I want to make you come.”

She took a long sip from her drink. “Fine,” she said. “Just don’t ruin my dress.” They went back to his place, which was only a couple of blocks away.

“Take a seat on the couch,” he said. His apartment wasn’t much: surprisingly crappy compared to his suit and his watch and his cologne. Tae figured he was the type to spend his entire paycheque on his appearance, hoping he would look more successful than he actually was—probably some sort of ‘fake it ‘till you make it’ mentality. And he’d certainly fooled her.

As soon as she was seated on the couch, he was down on his knees—no kissing, no caressing, no dirty talk aside from his request in the bar. He gently lifted up her skirt and his gaze met the bulge in her thong. His eyes glowed—she wasn’t lying! His shaking hands reached forward and he pulled the thin black thong aside, letting the cock fall out.

Tae figured the blowjob would progress to more, but in the end, the man had one goal and one obsession: sucking her off. He sucked and jerked her cock, getting it hard. He was mumbling to himself: “Oh yeah,” and, “Fuck, it’s so hard,” and, “Holy shit, I’m so hard. I’ve never been this hard before.” He reached down and jerked himself off in his trousers while he worked away at Tae’s cock.

Tae was bored, but she wasn’t sure what else she wanted. The man’s mouth felt good, but there was no challenge. It was the challenge she usually got off on. She looked down and watched as the man salivated all over her erection. At least he was having fun. She closed her eyes and tried to imagine a woman between her thighs. She hated having to resort to such means, but it always worked when she needed things to hurry up.

“Oh fuck,” the man moaned. She opened her eyes and looked down. The man was twitching and spasming. He groaned loudly and then she watched as a wet spot began to form at his crotch. Those pants were ruined—at least it wasn’t her dress.

She took a moment to hike her dress further up, to keep it far away from the action. She loved that dress and was pretty sure she would wear it to the reunion.

The man continued to suck, groaning and moaning constantly. He reached a hand below her and began to finger her asshole, which felt kind of nice. She closed her eyes again and imagined a cute manicured finger pressing into her butthole. She took a deep, long breath. She wasn’t just imagining any woman—

She was imagining her old best friend, Karl, in his dress and his wig. It was a memory that came back to her constantly: that day in the drama room, when she convinced him to try on that dress. It was just supposed to be a joke—she didn’t think he would actually look good in the damn thing. And she certainly didn’t think he would look good in the wig. She still wasn’t sure how it was possible that he suddenly looked like a girl because he was wearing a dress and a wig—he didn’t even need makeup, or tits. Though a shave would have been an improvement, but not necessary seeing as his leg hair was already so thin and clear.

The sight of Karl in that wig and dress was the catalyst for Tae’s transition. Curious to know if she could look suddenly feminine in a dress, she tried one on too. And it was love at first feel—the fabric of that dress on her skin was something close to euphoric. She looked in the mirror and saw her figure, which was undeniably female—she just needed a bust to complete the look. She went home that night and snuck into her older sister’s closet while her sister was out with friends. She tried on outfit after outfit. And then her sister came home early and caught her at the worst possible moment: face dolled up with makeup, clip-on earrings on her ears, a slutty clubbing dress on her body, and a thong buried deep between her butt cheeks.

“Tanner?” Tae’s sister said. “What in the hell are you doing?”

But Tanner couldn’t reply. He was caught and speechlessly humiliated. His lips parted but no words slipped out.

“I am so telling everyone,” his sister said.

“Please don’t,” he was finally able to say. But embarrassingly, the words came out with the feminine voice he’d been using to speak to himself all evening. He cleared his throat and said it again in his normal voice.

His sister shook her head. “You have two options: either I get to tell everyone about this, or you have to be my slave for the rest of the month. It was only the 5th of the month. 

“I’ll be your slave,” Tanner said. He thought it would mean having to clean her room, make her breakfast—that sort of thing. But she was more interested in making him into her own personal doll. She would call him into her room with outfits already picked out. “I love that we’re the same dress size—and the same shoe size. Can you believe it?” she would say, and then she would make him dress up. He did his best to pretend like it was torture, but it wasn’t even halfway through the month when he realized he looked forward to those nightly dress up sessions. He especially loved it when she took pictures of him. She always threatened to post the pictures online if he didn’t play along, but he always intended to play along. He even got onto her phone one night while she was in the bathroom and he sent all of those pictures to himself. He admired them whenever he was alone.

Tanner’s sister made him shave his legs and his armpits. Some nights, when their parents were out of town (they were both travelling sales people), she would make him spend the whole night dolled up. She would make him sit with her while she watched TV. She would make him paint his nails with her (he had to wake up early before school the next morning to remove the nail polish). She would make him put on facemasks with her. One night she even made him go to the mall with her, so she could buy a new tube of liquid eyeliner.

It was the 10th of the next month when Tanner realized his slave time was technically over. He wondered if his sister made the same realization. He decided to play dumb. He kept going to her room to get dolled up.

“I think it’s coming,” said Tae’s date for the night. Tae opened her eyes and realized she was still getting a blowjob. She’d zoned out. “Oh God, it’s coming.”

Tae looked down and suddenly felt the buzzing euphoria that her date could apparently feel as well. She took a deep breath and tried to hold it back. The man was pumping her cock and aiming it right at his face. He wanted a facial—something he probably dreamed about frequently. She bit down on her lip and then she surrendered. She watched as her cock blasted the man’s face with creamy white goo.

He moaned and had a sort of second orgasm. He spread the cum on his face and pulled it down to his lips so he could lick it up. Tae just giggled. It was always nice to leave a man satisfied—even if he was a bit of a creep. She stood up. “I should be going,” she said. Then she looked down and noticed the cum on her perfect yellow dress. The man must have accidentally wiped his cum-soaked fingers on the delicate fabric. The dress was ruined. She tried not to let it ruin her night.

The man sprung to his feet. “Don’t go. Stay with me. You can stay as long as you’d like. What are you doing tomorrow? Want to get dinner with me? I know a great restaurant across town.”

She forced a smile. “I’m busy tomorrow. But tonight was fun.” She started towards the door. The man chased her, still with a face covered in cum.

“Can I get your number?” he said.

“I don’t know. Can you?” she said back with a grin. And then she left.


CHAPTER V

As Katie drove up to her old high school, she had no idea what to expect. She knew the event was being held in the old gymnasium, so she couldn’t expect too much. She remembered a charity dinner that was held in that gymnasium many years before. Everyone sat on plastic folding chairs at plastic folding tables and drank out of plastic cups and ate with plastic forks. The food at the charity event was the same food they served in the cafeteria on Thursdays: pasta day. She was fairly certain it was the same pasta you could buy pre-made in bulk at Costco.

She found a parking spot on the street. The school’s parking lot was full, and she wasn’t sure if that was a surprise or not. She was late, but it was a large parking lot. Was the turnout for the reunion really this impressive? Or was there another event happening nearby. She looked around. The neighbourhood was quiet. Who even goes to their ten-year reunion? Apparently lots of people.

But there were no people in sight now—just cars. But she could see the glow from the gymnasium windows, and she could see the figures moving around inside through the frosted, reinforced glass.

She stood near her car for a moment to gather her composure. She could still turn back and go home for the night. She still wasn’t even sure why she came to the silly reunion. She already had enough reasons to feel inadequate.

Another car pulled up—a much nicer car than Katie’s car—just a few spots ahead of her. She watched as a man she vaguely recognized stepped out from the driver’s seat. He was tall and he had a beard. After five seconds or so, his name came to Katie suddenly: Jeremy Paul. He was a short kid back in high school, and of course he didn’t have the beard. Now he was surprisingly handsome. He wore a suit that looked expensive and the glimmer of his gold watch was unmistakable. Katie remembered that Jeremy had always been obsessed with computers. He always had his face glued to the same monitor in the computer lab. She could only assume now that he’d made some sort of small fortune in programming.

Maybe he’s single, Katie thought. She smiled as he looked towards her, and then she suddenly felt silly, standing awkwardly outside of the parking lot. She wasn’t a smoker but she wished she had a cigarette, so it would at least look like she was doing something. He smiled back and nodded and then he went to passenger door and opened it. A gorgeous woman in a glittering dress stepped out. She also looked at Katie with a smile.

Katie waved but the wave was too late—the couple was already looking away and heading towards the school. She kept her hand awkwardly in the air for a moment before throwing it down to her side. She wondered what they thought she was doing.

She let out a deep breath of air and she closed her eyes. “What are you doing here?” she asked herself, but she did not answer herself. When she opened her eyes, she could hear the murmuring of an announcement coming from inside the school. She checked the time on her phone. She was already thirty minutes late—dinner was probably close to being served. So she started towards the door.

She walked carefully and consciously. She was trying to look graceful, but she had a good feeling that she looked stiff. Trying to force grace is a sure-fire way to look stiff. She pushed the front doors open. They were heavier than she remembered. Before she reached the second set of doors, she found herself facing a man at a plastic folding table. Printed programs were stacked in front of him, next to a clipboard with a list of names. “Name?” he said.

He looked familiar, but his name didn’t find her. “Katie,” she said. The man started scanning the list, and she realized that Katie probably wasn’t on the list. Her heart trembled. She watched as he went through the list a second time. He shook his head. “Hm. I don’t see a Katie. Are you someone’s date?”

“Um, try Karl,” she said. “Karl Jacobs. Karl with a K.”

“That’s your date?” he said.

Katie was silent for a moment. She bit down on her tongue and then forced a smile. “Yeah,” she said. “He should be here soon.”

The man found Karl on the list and he scribbled something down in a column that was labelled ‘+1’. She couldn’t help but notice almost every single ‘+1’ box had a checkmark in it. “Feel free to take a program and head inside. It’s the second door on your left,” he said. She took a program and headed for the gymnasium.

The doors to the gymnasium were already open, and she could hear the bustle inside. It sounded busy. The music was loud but the chatter dominated. Katie took a deep breath and looked down at herself. She was wearing her C-cup bra—a last second decision she made before leaving the house. It was part of the reason she was late, because she had to take off her dress to get the bra on—and then she had to stand in the mirror for fifteen minutes deciding if it was a good idea. Now she was regretting the decision. She considered buzzing down to the bathroom to take it off. She could slip it into her purse. But a few people had already seen her. What would they think if they suddenly saw her with a flat chest? ‘Didn’t that chick have tits before?’ they would wonder. Or would they even notice? She took another deep breath and shook her head. The bra would stay on—it was decided. No more flip-flopping.

“Here goes nothing,” she whispered to herself, and then she walked into her ten-year reunion.


CHAPTER VI

Tae was sitting at a table, nursing a martini, when she noticed the entrance of the shy brunette in the flashy black and grey dress. She watched as the girl looked around nervously before reaching down and tugging down her dress, as if it had ridden up—which it hadn’t. The girl was strangely familiar, but Tae couldn’t figure out why. She was obviously someone Tae went to school with—everyone in the room was a little bit familiar. But this girl was more than just a little bit familiar.

She watched as the newcomer took a few steps into the gymnasium and looked around. Was she looking for someone? Or was she just looking for a place to sit. She was pretty—too pretty to be dateless. But people probably thought the same thing about Tae. There was plenty of room at Tae’s table, and she considered waving the pretty chick over, but she didn’t want the girl to think that Tae knew her—the last thing she wanted was one of those awkward conversations between two people pretending to know one another. So she just watched and strained to remember who the hell the girl was.

The names of most of the girls in the room came easily: she had tried to sleep with most of them, after all. Hell, she had slept with most of them, back when she was a man and a bit of a player. Who was she kidding? She was still a player. As she watched the shy newcomer, she ran through the names of the girls on the volleyball team, and then the names of the girls on the cheerleading squad. Maybe this girl was an ugly ducking back in high school—one of the girls who hung out in the library with frizzy hair and flabby arms. Or maybe she was one of the goth chicks who wore black, dyed her hair black, painted her nails black, and only talked about things that were black.

The shy newcomer’s gaze met with Tae’s. Tae smiled and nodded and the girl looked away quickly. Why was she so anxious? She was pretty and fit. She had a great ass and amazing legs. Her tits were nice and perky, though maybe a bit big for her figure. Tae would have killed for her long, soft-looking hair.

Then the newcomer’s gaze returned to Tae, as if she recognized Tae. And now Tae was the one feeling anxious and slightly guilty. She beat me to it, she thought. Awkwardly, Tae raised her hand and waved with a smile, but the girl didn’t move. Why wasn’t she moving? She looked like she was staring at a ghost. Did she recognize Tae? Could she see Tanner through that makeup and that fancy up do?

Suddenly Tae was the nervous one—filled with an anxiety she hadn’t felt in years, since she first left the house dressed up in women’s clothing.

She never technically came out of the closet as a trans woman. The thought of coming out was too difficult, though she was sort of using this reunion to officially come out, even though she had no plans of telling anyone who she was, unless they figured it out themselves. But she didn’t actually think anyone would figure it out. But this pretty brunette apparently had her figured out—but Tae didn’t think it would be so scary. She took a deep breath and turned her attention back to her martini.

Instead of coming out, she just left. She moved across town and went to a different college than the rest of her friends. She moved out from her house and cut off contact with her parents. They hardly even noticed, always busy on the road, selling their printers or whatever it was they sold. She only kept in touch with her sister. She even deleted her Facebook page and created a whole new one, only adding friends from her new life. And sure, many—if not most—of them knew that she was trans, but being a trans woman is easy when no one knew you as a man.

Instead of coming out, she just jumped from one life to the other. Occasionally she regretted leaving everyone behind. She did miss her parents, even though her parents hardly noticed her sudden disappearance. She missed a few of her friends. But she especially missed her best friend, Karl. There were many times when she thought about reaching out to him, to tell him why she’d vanished so suddenly. But she was comfortable in her new life. There was no drama in her new life. But she did often wonder what Karl was—

The woman she was looking at was Karl. Her heart skipped a beat as this realization occurred to her. Her mouth suddenly became dry, so she drank a large gulp from her martini, but that only made it worse. So she drank the small sip of water she had left in her glass. But somehow that even made it worse.

Why was Karl dressed up like a girl? Why was he wearing that dress? Why was he wearing that wig? Was it a wig? Those tits—were they real? Was Karl a trans chick too?

She cleared her throat and took a deep breath. She looked back towards the newcomer, hoping to see that she was mistaken. But now the brunette looked more like Karl than ever. She didn’t look manly, but she looked like Karl—the eyes gave her away. Or maybe it was the nose. Or maybe the cheekbones. Hell, everything about her screamed Karl. But Karl had a sister—what did she look like? Tae tried to remember the sister’s face, or even her name… and then she started to wonder why Karl’s little sister would be at Karl’s ten-year reunion. Who goes to someone else’s ten-year reunion? No—she was looking at Karl. It was obvious. She knew Karl’s face better than she knew her own sister’s face. It wasn’t just the face. Maybe more than anything it was the mannerisms—that shy way that Karl walked and held his body—her body. She was a chick now. Or was it a joke? Karl wasn’t the one to pull off big jokes—that was Tae’s thing.

Tae watched as Girl Karl walked around the venue, avoiding eye contact with everyone, trying to blend in the way Boy Karl would. She watched as Girl Karl reached the bar, and then she watched as Girl Karl ordered a drink. She was looking at Girl Karl’s backside now—and damn, did she have a nice backside. It was obvious that she worked out. That bum belonged in a gym or on the cover of Playboy magazine. And good for him—her.

Tae bit down on her tongue. Why would Karl transition without telling her? Why would she go through such an intense stage of her life without reaching out to her best friend? And then she remembered: because she cut off all communication. Karl probably did try reaching out but wasn’t able to track Tae down. Now Tae’s gut filled with guilt. She really was a horrible friend.

Girl Karl looked towards Tae and Tae looked away quickly, her heart pounding even harder. There was still a chance that Girl Karl hadn’t actually recognized Tae yet. Tae clung onto that small piece of hope. She couldn’t figure out why, but she was terrified of coming out to her old best friend. Maybe it was the fact that she actually cared about what he—she—might think. No one else mattered. Suddenly, she felt like she could have walked up onto that gymnasium stage and announced to everyone that she used to be a man named Tanner—had Karl not been there, anyway. But with Karl there, she was crippled with anxiety. While Karl was looking the other way, she considered getting up to leave. It’s not like she was looking forward to the cafeteria-grade dinner, and she certainly wasn’t looking forward to the speeches from her more successful classmates.

She looked back down at her martini. She picked it up and finished it off. Once it had settled in her stomach, she looked back up, already reaching for her purse so she could make her exit before Girl Karl decided to approach. But now she’d lost sight of Girl Karl. She’d slipped somewhere into the crowd. But it didn’t matter: she knew she had to get out of there, so she stood up.

“Hey,” a voice said behind her, and it was close behind her.

She didn’t have to look back to know who was talking to her. She recognized the voice, even though it was a few semi-tones higher and much softer. Karl was right behind her—her chance of escaping was gone.


CHAPTER VII

Katie was about 99% positive that she was staring Tanner in the eyes, but she was wishing for that 1% to be the correct percentage. When she first saw the blonde sitting alone at the table, she thought there was a familiarity. But it wasn’t until she saw into those eyes that she knew she was looking at her old best friend.

And why would Tanner get a sex change? Was Tanner not the happiest man in the world, sleeping with every girl he could get his hands on? All he ever talked about was sex and women. Katie specifically remembered one of Tanner’s rants when they were out at a mall one afternoon. “I’m not aware of any better feeling than the feeling of a nice pussy hugging my cock,” he had said. “It doesn’t matter what kind of pussy: it can be an older pussy, a younger pussy, a chubby pussy, a pussy with a big clit—you know when girls have big clits?—or even a stretched-out pussy; it doesn’t have to be tight. I mean—they’re all tight, even the stretched out ones. I fucked the lady that cleans our house every week. I think she’s older than my parents. She had seven kids back when she lived in Mexico. And even her pussy felt unlike anything else: warm and wet…” Katie—Karl at the time—cut him off right there. It was always better to cut him off before he got too carried away with one of his rants. But there wasn’t a day that went by when he wasn’t bragging or reminiscing about some sex he’d had recently.

And Katie specifically remembered another one of his rants. “You know Candace Peters? She let me fuck her in the ass. It wasn’t great. It was dry and there was a smell that just wasn’t pleasant. She wouldn’t let me stick it in her pussy after I’d been in her asshole, so I had to just finish in her asshole,” he had said, and then Karl cut him off there.

So why would the king of sex—a lover of girls and pussies—want to become a woman? Was he—she—a lesbian now?

Katie watched as her old best friend forced a smile. “Hi. Um, do I know you?” she asked, but Katie could tell by her friend’s red cheeks that she knew.

“It’s been a while,” Katie said.

There was a long silence in that loud gymnasium. Then Girl Tanner nodded. “Yeah,” she said. “A lot has changed, huh?” she said with a nervous laugh. Now her whole face was dark red. And suddenly, Katie felt strangely relaxed. Girl Tanner was far more embarrassed than she was, and it was relieving knowing that she wasn’t alone in her awkward predicament. “I go by Katie now.”

“Tae,” Girl Tanner said. She extended her hand. The trans girls shook. And then there was another silence.

“So I guess this is why I couldn’t find you on Facebook,” Katie said.

“Likewise,” Tae said.

And there was that silence again. “You look good,” said Katie. She looked down at Tae’s chest, which showed the perfect amount of cleavage. Katie felt a bit jealous—her friend had implants. Katie had always wanted a nice set of implants, but they were (a) too expensive, and (b) she thought they would make her into more of a trap. Though the fake tits she wore now definitely made her more of a trap. She hated feeling like she was deceiving anyone.

“So do you,” Tae said.

“I love your dress.”

Tae was wearing a black cocktail dress. The right side of the dress nearly touched down to her ankle, and the left side was completely exposed, just showing off the band of her thong. Tae swayed from side to side, making the dress dance as much as it could—which wasn’t much, seeing as it was tight to her skin. “It’s okay,” she said. “You should have seen the dress I wanted to wear. It was yellow and so cute. Though it may have been too short for the audience.” She laughed. She had a cute laugh.

And there was that silence again. Katie looked down at her feet and noticed Tae’s heels. They were super cute, and they looked expensive. But she was too afraid to ask how much they cost. “I missed you,” she said.

“Likewise,” Tae said, looking down at her own feet. There was yet another long silence. Then Tae looked up with a smile. “Did you see Valerie Perkins? She’s sitting over at that table, just over there. You see her implants? Can you believe that girl actually went out and got implants? Her tits are enormous.”

Katie looked over and saw Valerie. The implants were a shame. Valerie was blessed with a perfect set of big natural breasts and she had to go and ruin them. “Wow. Look at that.”

“Yeah, but look at the guy she’s with,” Tae said. “He’s super creepy. I think he’s like thirty years older than her, too. I bet he paid for them.”

Katie laughed. Tae went on to point out more of their classmates, including Tara Vickers, who had a terrible nose job. And then Tae started to tell Katie stories from college, including one particular story about a classmate who apparently went to North Korea to get a nose job. “They do those there?” Katie asked.

“It looked like she might have been their first attempt,” Tae said. And the girls laughed some more. And it wasn’t long before Katie realized they were picking up right where they left off. “So let me ask you, Katie. Do you like chicks or dicks? And be honest—I won’t judge.”

Warmth rushed into Katie’s cheeks. She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t really know,” she said. “I’ve been with a few guys. It’s fun, but sometimes I think I might like girls.”

“I knew it,” Tae said with a big grin. “You’re a total lesbo. I knew it the second I saw you.” She laughed. “You like tits or asses? And be honest.”

Katie shrugged again. “I don’t know. I—I haven’t actually…” She was silent. Now her whole face was hot.

“Oh my God, you’re blushing so much. What? Wait—have you ever been with a woman?”

Katie was silent, feeling suddenly small and anxious. She shook her head. “I kissed a girl back in high school.”

“I know. You kissed Janine Perota. I was there, remember?”

“Right…” Katie said. She bit her bottom lip in an attempt to hide her goofy smile, but she failed to hide it. “But I don’t know. I don’t think I’m a—a lesbo,” she said, awkwardly stumbling with the word lesbo as if it was a terribly naughty word. “Maybe I’m curious, but I think I like men. I want to get married one day and all that.”

“Sure. Of course. Well then let’s find you a boy for the night then, shall we?”

Katie became tense, sitting upright and straightening her dress. “No—that’s okay. I—I just came here to see how everyone was doing. Everyone here is with someone anyway. I saw the list. I’m pretty sure you and I are the only ones here without dates.”

“Nonsense. I’ve seen a few people flying solo. Remembered Jake Cummins? He’s here alone,” Tae said. “He was a running back or something on the football team—remember? He’s pretty cute, too. I bet we can seduce him.” Her eyes lit up. “We could do it together. Wouldn’t that be fun?”

“I don’t know…” Katie said, her heart stuttered down into her gut.

“No, you do know: it will be fun. We don’t actually have to do anything with him. But even just to see his face when we tell him who we are. Oh my God, do you think he would go for it? I never know who’s going to be into it, you know?”

Before Katie could come up with some out, Jake Cummins walked past the table. “Jake!” Tae called out. And Katie’s heart fluttered deeper into her gut. Tae was the same person she always was: promiscuous, outgoing, and devious. It was like the only thing that changed was her body and her voice.

Jake stopped and looked at Tae. He smiled awkwardly and said, “Hey!” as if he knew whom he was talking to. “Long time no see.”

“It’s been too long, Jakey. Come and sit with us! What are you drinking? Beer? Is the beer here any good even? It looked warm. Is it warm?”

Jake looked around nervously before taking a seat. Tae really wasn’t kidding: she really wanted to try seducing Jake Cummins for a laugh. Katie remained stiff in her seat, trying to avoid eye contact.

“Jake, you remember Katie, right?” Tae said.

Jake nodded his head. “Of course I do. Hey Katie. How have you been?” he said. His cheeks were red.

Katie smiled. “Great. Thank you. How have you been?” She hated lying to people—even if she wasn’t technically lying.

“I’ve been good. Can’t complain.” He looked back at Tae and his skin began to flush as he tried desperately to remember who the hell she was.

“Tae was just talking about you,” Katie said, playing along with Tae’s game.

“Oh really?” Jake said, a look of relief washing over him. “What was Tae saying about me?”

Katie looked at Tae with a smile and Tae returned the smile. “You’ve really grown into a handsome man, Jakey,” Tae said. The girls watched as Jake blushed. And then Katie watched as Tae’s eyes gleamed and sparkled, like a black widow having spotted its prey.

She flirted with expert confidence, inching closer and closer to Jake whenever she had the opportunity. It wasn’t long before she had her hand on his thigh. Jake was blushing hard and stuttering occasionally. His smile was nervous. He was oblivious. Tae kept motioning towards Katie and saying things like, “Doesn’t that dress look so good on her?”

Jake would nod. “She looks amazing.”

“You know Katie had the biggest crush on you in high school. Right, Katie?”

Katie was the one blushing now. She hardly noticed Jake in high school, but she didn’t want to ruin Tae’s fun. So she shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe,” she said with a big embarrassed grin. The embarrassment was real.

Dinner was served. Jake remained at the trap table. Tae roped him deeper into conversation, becoming progressively flirtier, and progressively more dirty as the night went on. Soon enough, Jake found himself returning to the girls constantly after leaving to get fresh drinks, as if he’d been there with them the whole time. When he would leave, Tae would tell Katie to move her chair closer. Katie would follow the command, even though her heart was pounding with nerves. She’d never seduced anyone before, and she couldn’t believe she was doing it now—even though Tae was doing most of the work.

“Where do you live?” Tae asked.

“Five minutes away. Why?” Katie said.

“Walking or driving?”

“Driving.”

“Are you sober enough to drive for five minutes?”

Katie shrugged her shoulders. “Yeah. I’ve only had the one drink all night.” Tae’s brow lowered as if she was offended to learn that Katie had only had the one drink all night.

“Okay, well I’m not happy to hear that, but it’s fine. Here’s the plan. We take Jakey back to your place. I’ll go fix us some drinks—you have some liquor there, right?—and then you seduce him. Try to get him to kiss you. You won’t have to do much. He’ll get the idea as soon as we ask him to come back to your place with us. And then I’ll join in. You want to sleep with him, right? I think it would be fun, but I don’t want to do it if you don’t want to do it.”

Katie’s lips were suddenly dry. “Um,” she said awkwardly. “When should we tell him that… you know… we’re trans?”

Tae looked at Katie strangely with a crooked smile. “Let him find out for himself,” she said. And then she was surprised by Katie’s pale response. “What? You want to tell him now? That’s craziness. If you tell him now, you’ll definitely scare him off—even if he’s into it. With all these people around, it’s a sure-fire way to get a rejection. Don’t worry. I’ve only ever had one guy get angry before. Most guys either politely leave or they’re into it. Even the ones who aren’t into it usually give it a go just out of curiosity. Don’t worry, you’ll have fun.” She looked over at Jake, who was now returning to the table. “Hey Jakey,” she said. “Katie was just suggesting that we move the party back to her place. Maybe we can ask some people to come back with us and make it a real party. Or maybe just the three of us—what do you think?”

Jake’s gaze was suddenly turned inward. His lips parted and his skin turned a shade of pink you might see on a Miami Vice poster. And Katie was too nervous and shy to say no.


CHAPTER VIII

Katie forced a smile towards Jake while Tae was in the other room fetching drinks. Jake was on the couch, with open spots on either side of him. He smiled back, his cheeks red. He knew he was about to get lucky with two beautiful ladies. But he didn’t know he was about to discover two cocks where their pussies should be.

Katie stood. She took a step forward and then she stopped. She knew her part of the plan: to seduce Jake and kick things off. He was a good-looking guy: tall, handsome, put together, everything a girl could want in a one-night stand orgy. She shuddered at the thought of that word: orgy. She’d only had sex a few times in her life—the thought of an orgy was completely alien to her. She tried rephrasing it in her mind: threesome, three-way, group sex… it all sounded bad. The fact that Jake had no idea what he was being set up for made it so much worse.

But Tae insisted it was a good idea. She said that it always worked—that she did it all the time. So Katie took another step forward, hoping to build up some momentum that might turn itself into a bout of confidence. Jake continued to stare at her, wondering why she was lingering strangely in her own living room. She knew she looked stupid—and she had a bad feeling that she was about to look even more stupid, once he realized her tits were just silicone pads sewed into a push-up bra.

She shuddered again, this time at her decision to wear the bra. She thought about sneaking into the bathroom to quickly take it off, but Jake would surely notice the sudden disappearance of her chest. But the other option was letting him discover the silicone inserts on his own. Neither option appealed to Katie.

Katie could hear Tae mixing the drinks: a metallic spoon clanking against glass. Tae would be disappointed if Katie didn’t follow through with her end of the bargain. She just had to do it: she had to make that promised move—even though she never really promised anything; she just couldn’t let her old best friend down.

So she took the seat next to Jake Cummins and she looked him in the eye. He was smiling, sitting stiff with his hands clasped on his lap. He looked like he was trying to think of something to say, but he was still pretending like he remembered Katie and Tae from high school, and that was probably taking up most of his brainpower. Katie bit down on her tongue and she tried to swallow the lump in her throat. It wouldn’t go down. But she went for it anyway. She leaned in and puckered her lips. Her heart was throbbing mercilessly. She closed her eyes and hoped that Jake would finish the connection—and he did.

They kissed. He wasn’t a bad kisser, though Katie didn’t have a lot of experience to base that assertion off of. He was gentle but passionate. His hands slipped over her sides respectfully and he nudged himself closer. She was more used to guys trying to suck her face off—their hands going straight for her cock to satisfy their shameful fetishes. But Jake was kissing her the way a man would kiss a pretty girl—because that’s all he thought she was. And it was nice—an experience she’d often dreamed about, minus the guilt that she was trapping a man into sleeping with her.

She kept her eyes closed, too afraid to look into his eyes—or maybe she was too afraid to show him her eyes, knowing that they were filled with guilt. Although her whole body was filled with guilt and he hadn’t noticed—or at least he hadn’t commented. He gently slipped a bit of tongue into her mouth.

Then Katie felt the couch cushion plump up. She let her eyes open slightly to see Tae on the other side of Jake. She gently put her hand on his cheek and took him away from Katie. She turned his face to hers and she started kissing him. She was much more aggressive. It only took her a few seconds before she was playfully biting his bottom lip and wrapping her tongue around his. His cheeks were dark red. Katie watched for a minute and took mental notes. Tae was good: an expert kisser. She had way more experience. And Katie was curious to see if she could pull off some of Tae’s confident moves. So she stole Jake back.

She could taste Tae on Jake’s lips. She tasted sweet and soft like vanilla ice cream. Katie gently bit Jake’s bottom lip and pulled it back, the way Tae had. Jake liked it. He did the same to her. Then they tried wrapping their tongues together. It was a bit awkward, but at least Katie felt like she was learning. She closed her eyes and tried to let the kiss progress naturally. Then suddenly, the scent of a perfume that wasn’t hers became strong. She peeked her eyes open and there was Tae: kissing Jake’s neck. Tae’s eyes opened and she looked right into Katie’s eyes. And then she slipped a hand forward, cutting Katie off from Jake. That hand slipped onto Katie’s cheek and it pulled Katie towards Tae. And suddenly, the two traps were kissing.

Katie’s heart leapt. She knew she was kissing her old childhood best friend. It was hard not to think of Tanner: a guy she’d known since she was too young for school. But her lips were so soft and her tongue was so intricate—it seemed impossible that that mouth could have ever belonged to a man. Their noses rubbed together and Tae let a slight laugh slip. Katie did the same.

They stopped kissing, foreheads pressed together. They looked into each other’s eyes. Tae was smiling. So was Katie. But Katie was still red with nerves. There was still a man between them that didn’t know who they were or what they were hiding. And his coming reaction was still a total mystery.

Katie couldn’t tell if hated the suspense or if she loved it.


CHAPTER IX

Katie’s nerves were adorable. She looked cute with her red cheeks and her awkward smile. And she looked great with her dark eyeliner and that glittery highlight around her cheekbones. But Tae still couldn’t get over how much she looked like Karl. Because she was Karl—or used to be Karl.

Tae felt strangely like she had a responsibility, to show Katie the ropes. She’d abandoned her all those years ago, and somehow this felt like a chance at a tiny bit of redemption: teach her old best friend how to properly work a man.

Had she known that coming out to Karl would have been so painless, she would have done it the moment she realized that she wanted to be Tae and not Tanner. He would have been the first person she told, and then maybe she wouldn’t have felt the need to run away from her life to start a new one. But how could she predict such a reaction? How could she have known that Karl was also harbouring the same gender confusion? Because if he wasn’t, then coming out probably wouldn’t have been so easy.

And if she’d stayed around, they could have had each other as support. She could tell now, looking at Katie, that Katie didn’t have any support with her transition. She could tell that Katie fought this battle on her own—an unimaginable feat, as far as Tae was concerned. So the least she could do now was get her laid.

So Tae sunk her body down low. She toyed at Jake’s belt buckle until it popped loose. She quickly pulled the belt away and then found herself toying at Jake’s fly. It was an awkward fly to pull down, seeing as his erection was already bulging out. She had to be careful not to pull that zipper right over the tip of his penis.

She looked up and saw that Jake was back to kissing Katie. He liked kissing Katie, even though she was a bit clumsy and very stiff. She was cute though—and maybe that was enough for him. Hell, it was enough for Tae.

Jake’s cock flipped out hard and fast, slapping against his abdomen. It was throbbing, ready to be sucked. Tae looked up and saw Katie looking down at it, her eyes wide and possibly scared. Tae smirked and looked down at the cock. It was big, but she’d certainly seen bigger. She slipped her fingers around it and gently pulled back his foreskin, revealing the reddened tip of his cock. She looked at Katie again to see that her eyes had grown even wider. And then she wondered how many cocks Katie had really seen before—not many by the looks of it.

She gently stroked it, pulling that foreskin back and forth, watching with a big grin on her face. She stood it up straight and was about to sink it into her mouth, and then she decided that Katie should get the honour of sucking it first. “Katie,” she said. And then she motioned down at the cock. Jake’s face was crimson now. He was making slow, controlled breaths.

Katie hesitated, looking at the cock, then at Tae, then at Jake, then back at the cock. She was nervous, but Tae was starting to think that she was nervous about the cock between her own legs—not the thick throbber that was eagerly waiting before her now. She really wasn’t comfortable with the idea of being a trap. But why? What was the fun in that? That was the whole reason Tae decided to keep her cock: because she loved the thrill of trapping men. Hell, maybe that was the only reason she decided to keep going for men, instead of women—as strange as that sounds.

Katie lowered herself slowly. She was nervous but she was also curious—and her curiosity seemed to be the winner today. She gently slipped her fingers around Jake’s cock. Jake became tense, his cock twitching slightly. She lowered her head down, closing her eyes and opening her mouth. Tae gave her a hand by holding back her hair. And then she watched her friend’s lips suck the girth of Jake Cummins’s penis. She let a little laugh slip, but neither of her partners noticed. She watched for a minute as Jake became more and more relaxed, his body sinking into the couch. And Katie’s lips sunk further and further down with each bob of the head. She was apparently quite good at sucking cocks.

Tae decided to be a part of the action. She got up and moved around, behind Katie. Katie’s bum was cutely in the air. So, Tae hiked up her skirt and grabbed two handfuls of Katie’s bum cheeks. She squeezed. Damn—the girl had a nice ass. She pulled aside her panties, revealing her bum hole. And then she leaned forward and gave that puckering hole a good licking.

Now she felt conflicted. She wasn’t just licking any asshole: she was licking her old best friend’s asshole. She used to have sleepovers at Karl’s house. And sometimes Karl would come over to her house for sleepovers. They collected hockey cards together. They learned how to play hockey together. Karl used to do Tanner’s homework for him. And now Tae was returning the favour by eating out Katie’s butthole.

She pulled the panties further aside, letting Katie’s ball sack drop out. She had to reach in to get the cock out, which was already erect. She pointed it down and gave it a long, firm stroke. And then she felt Katie’s body tensing up. She wanted to tell Katie that there was nothing to worry about—Jake couldn’t see her cock from the angle he was sitting at (and his eyes were closed anyway). And even if he could see the cock, he would get over it—they always do.

But she had another idea. She put Katie’s package back into her panties, stood up, and went back to her original seat next to Jake. She gently placed her fingers on Jake’s cheek, making him open his eyes. He looked at her with a glossy-eyed glare. “Hey,” he said, his voice cracking slightly. There was no question that this was his first threesome.

“Eat me out,” Tae said with a big grin. Katie was looking up now, the tip of Jake’s cock touching her chin. Her eyes were big and frightened, like the eyes of a feral cat.

“O—Okay,” Jake said. So Tae sat herself up, pressing her knees together so Jake wouldn’t have to do too much work: hike up her skirt and pull down her panties. She sat there with a big smile, looking forward to Jake’s reaction. The man’s reaction was always the best part of it all.

Jake hiked up the skirt of her dress and then he gently grabbed the waistband of her thong. Tae was surprised he hadn’t noticed the big bulge that was hardly being contained by that thong—but maybe he just thought she had a puffy pussy. She felt her smile grow even bigger as Jake pulled that thong down. His eyes became wide and his lips parted. “Surprise!” Tae said, letting out a little giggle.

And then she noticed Katie’s face wasn’t too different from Jake’s.


CHAPTER X

Tae was going to get herself killed—if not tonight, then very soon. Katie was sure of it. How could she possibly know that Jake wouldn’t become enraged? How could she know that Jake wouldn’t beat her half to death for tricking him? It happens all the time: man beats up trans woman after discovering her penis. Did Tae enjoy the thrill as if it was some sort of Russian Roulette game? Because it wasn’t much different—one of these days a man would have a gun or a knife on him, and his aggression would overrule his sensibilities.

But Jake wasn’t becoming violent. He was just frozen, staring at her flaccid cock with wide eyes and parted lips. He wasn’t saying anything. “Well?” Tae said. “Is something wrong?”

Jake stuttered and mumbled something that made no sense. Tae looked at Katie with a big smile, and Katie wondered if Tae was expecting a big smile in return. Katie had nothing to give her. She was ready to run in case Jake suddenly snapped. She could tell that something was boiling inside of him. “You—You have a cock,” he finally said.

“Yeah. Of course I do. I thought you said you remembered us from high school, Jakey… If you remember us, surely you remember that we were boys,” Tae said. And she said it with a confused seriousness, as if she was trying to provoke Jake even further. Katie inched back. Why did Tae have to say ‘us’? Why couldn’t she just throw herself under the bus until they were sure Jake’s reaction wouldn’t be aggression?

Jake turned slowly to Katie. “You—You too?” he asked.

Katie swallowed nothing. Her mouth was dry. Her lips parted to respond, but the word wouldn’t come out. So she just nodded. And Jake looked back over at Tae. “I’m not gay,” he said.

“We aren’t guys,” Tae said with a matter-of-fact voice.

“But you have cocks,” he said.

“Yeah. And tits. Do we look like guys, Jake? Would you be here right now if you thought we were guys?”

Katie’s heart sunk into her gut. She didn’t have tits. Without her clothes and makeup and her long feminine hair, she basically was a guy. Sure, the HRT stopped her body hair from growing too intensely, and it changed the pitch of her voice, but otherwise she really was essentially just a man.

“No,” Jake said. “But—But…” He couldn’t say whatever it was he was trying to say.

“You want in my butt, Jake?” Tae said with a grin. And Katie inched back again, worried that would be enough to make him snap. But he remained still. “You can stick it in my butt if you want. Or I can stick it in yours. It’s up to you. But first, you could at least get me hard—it would be the gentlemanly thing to do.” Her grin was big and confident—impossibly confident. Did Tae do this all the time? Was she actually insane?

Katie couldn’t believe what happened next: Jake actually sunk down and started sucking Tae’s cock. Tae looked at Katie with a big smile, as if to say, ‘See? Works every time.’ And was it true? Did it work every time? Were most guys genuinely open to sleeping with trans chicks? Katie watched with a warm glimmer of hope burning inside of her chest.

Tae waved Katie over with one finger, as if she had something to whisper into her ear. So, Katie hopped over next to Tae. And then Tae slipped her hand around Katie’s head and pulled her in for a kiss. Katie didn’t resist. Tae was a great kisser and was impossible to resist.

The kiss lasted a minute. And then it lasted two minutes. And then five minutes went by and they were still kissing. Katie’s tongue explored Tae’s mouth and then Tae’s tongue explored Katie’s mouth. The moment was perfect. And then Katie felt something. She hadn’t noticed Jake hiking up her skirt, and she hadn’t noticed Jake pulling aside her panties. But she had noticed his warm, wet mouth slipping over her throbbing erection. She opened her eyes and looked down and could hardly believe what she was seeing: a handsome, straight man sucking her cock. She looked over at Tae’s lap to see her giant, throbbing cock.

And God was it big! Katie was shocked by the size of her friend’s throbbing erection. Had she always been that big? Katie tried to remember if she’d ever seen Tanner naked in a dressing room before. She couldn’t picture any instances.

She watched as Jake reached over blindly and started to jerk Tae off. He kept his lips pressed around Katie’s more modest-sized cock. And the traps kept kissing.

The next few minutes became a blur of passion. Katie’s head was spinning with euphoria and excitement. Her guilt was gone, at least for the time being. She loved the feeling of Tae’s lips and her warm, wet tongue. And she loved the feeling of Jake’s firm lips stroking the length of her cock.

Suddenly she was standing, looking down on the couch. Jake was bent over, naked, and Tae was mounting him with her big cock. She was looking at Katie with that familiar grin—the grin she knew all too well throughout her whole childhood.

Katie watched as Tae pressed her tip into Jake’s ass. Jake became tense. Tae relaxed him by placing a hand gently on his back while saying, “Deep breaths, Jakey. It will feel good. I promise.” And then Katie watched as Jake took a deep breath. Tae sunk her long cock in deeper. It wasn’t until this moment that Katie realized that Tae was naked—her dress and thong on the floor next to the couch. She had amazing tits—a bit firm, but shaped just right. The scars beneath them were hardly visible. Maybe Katie would ask where Tae got them done.

Tae had a nice ass, too—though it was a bit flat. It was Katie who had the ass to die for. Even back when she was still a boy, girls would always come up and say, “I wish I had your ass.” It was embarrassing back then, but now it was a point of pride.

Tae looked over and said, “Well? Don’t you want to play, too?”

Katie wasn’t sure exactly what Tae wanted her to do, but she had an idea of what she wanted to do. Her eyes were drawn to Tae’s ass. Katie’s cock was still throbbing, still wet from Jake’s warm mouth. So she climbed up on the couch, behind Tae. She lined the tip of her cock up between Tae’s soft butt cheeks. She reached down and spread those cheeks, revealing Tae’s tight hole. Tae wasn’t protesting, and surely Katie’s intentions were obvious by now. So Katie assumed she had the right idea. She pressed her cock up to that hole and began to press in.


CHAPTER XI

Tae bit down on her tongue. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath in. She wasn’t used to taking it from behind—usually guys wanted to be on the bottom as soon as they saw her big cock. And she’d been in a couple of threesomes before, but she’d never been in the middle. She already had a problem with ejaculating too quickly—she had a good feeling now that she wouldn’t last long.

But God, did Katie’s cock feel good. It was the perfect length and the perfect width—only stretching her painfully a tad bit at first. She sunk in slowly and gently. Tae could feel her friend’s cock throbbing against her anal walls—a feeling she was pretty sure she’d never felt before. “Fuck,” she muttered. And she didn’t mean to mutter it, but it just felt too good.

She tried to slow down her thrusting into Jake, so she would last longer. But Jake was enjoying himself too much—pushing himself back and taking her job into his own hands. His hairy bum slapped against her pelvis as he groaned and moaned. His cock was erect. She knew she should reach around and stroke it, but didn’t want to bend over; she wanted to remain upright, so that she could kiss Katie once Katie was deep inside of her tush. And she got what she wanted, once Katie’s pelvis was pressed against Tae’s bum. They kissed over Tae’s shoulder. 

Tae didn’t have to thrust. Katie’s gently thrusts did that for her—forcing her hips forward and forcing her cock deep into Jake’s asshole. Jake was too lost in euphoria to notice his trap dates were focussing all their attention on one another.

Katie reached around and squeezed Tae’s breasts before playing with her nipples. Tae pressed her hands against Katie’s hands, so she would squeeze harder. So Katie squeezed harder. Katie began sucking on Tae’s neck. Tae knew that she was sucking hard enough to leave big, dark hickeys, but she didn’t care. She could cover them with makeup.

But she was surprised when Katie started thrusting harder and harder. Katie—who seemed so gentle and timid—was suddenly coming out of her shell with a vengeance. She was relentless, coming down hard, making her pelvis slap loudly against Tae’s bum. Tae liked it. She wanted more. She was too consumed by euphoria to ask for more, but she didn’t need to ask. Katie was already on it.

Katie reached down and spread Tae’s butt cheeks. She heard Katie spit and then she felt the extra lubricant pushing into her bum. Katie had found Tae’s sweet spot. Suddenly, Tae lost control of herself. She started moaning and squirming, but she was trapped in place. She reached awkwardly back for something grab, and then she found the couch. She gripped the couch firmly, her knuckles turning white. “Oh fucking hell,” she groaned. Her tits were bouncing as much as they could. Katie was holding her sides firmly, pulling her back with each penetration. It was starting to seem like Katie was taking out some pent up aggression on Tae’s poor ass. But Tae still liked it. She still wanted more.

Tae only briefly noticed Jake groaning. He had his hand between his legs and he was jerking himself off. Maybe he was even coming.

“I’m coming,” Tae announced before a rush of warmth energized her body. She shuddered and tried to hold her orgasm back, but it was hopeless. Jake gasped as her hot load filled him deeply. “Oh fuck, that feels so good.” She wasn’t sure if she was about to start crying with euphoric joy.

“I’m close,” Katie said, through clenched teeth.

“Cum in Jakey’s bum,” Tae said, once her own orgasm had subsided. She pulled her big dick out of Jake’s ass, leaving his anus agape. Katie quickly shuffled in and pressed her cock into Jakey’s gaping asshole. Tae found herself behind Katie, her head on her shoulder, looking down to watch the gran finale. Katie strained and groaned and then her nails dug into Jakey’s sides.

Jake groaned again. His own cum was already in a small pool on the couch cushion. Tae caressed Katie’s flat chest as she watched the last moments of their orgy. She watched as Katie pulled her cock out. It was slicked with white slime—a mixture of Katie’s and her own. Jake tried to clench his bum hole, but he was too stretched, and probably too tired. He left it agape, and the two large loads began to tumble out.

Katie looked at Tae and giggled. And suddenly Tae felt that increasingly familiar guilt. She just left Katie alone to deal with her transition. She could have been there. Had she not been so selfish, she would have been there. “Can I talk to you in the other room for a minute?” Tae asked Katie.

“Sure,” Katie said. They went to the kitchen together. And it wasn’t until she stepped on the cold tile floor that she realized she’d left all of her clothes behind. And now she was going to have a heart-to-heart conversation completely naked, with her cock still half-erect. She watched as Katie pushed her cock back into her panties. She adjusted her skirt, which didn’t fully hide the bulge of her waning erection—but at least she wasn’t completely exposed. So Tae covered her cock awkwardly with her hand and she covered her tits with her free forearm.

“I’m sorry,” Tae said.

Katie smiled and her eyes narrowed. “Sorry for what?” she said.

“For leaving. I was scared—I didn’t know what you would think. And it just seemed easier to leave, so I wouldn’t have to see what you thought. Had I known that you… No—it shouldn’t matter. Regardless of what you did, I should have been here.”

Katie looked down at her feet. There was cum on her left foot. She wondered whose cum it was. But it wasn’t important. “I don’t blame you,” she said. “There were days that I wished I could just run away. And I’m not even sure what stopped me.”

Tae smiled but the smile was somehow sadder than no smile at all. “But you stayed and faced your problems, which is admirable. I just left and let you down. And now that I know what you’ve gone through—hell, I have no idea what you’ve gone through—but you did it alone. And that terrifies me.”

“I don’t know if I could have done it any other way. Had you still been here, I probably would have been too afraid of what you might think,” Katie said with a warm smile. Tae’s heart skipped a beat. She wasn’t sure if Katie was just saying it to make Tae feel better, or if it was true.

“I feel so stupid right now,” Tae said.

“You did what you had to do,” Katie said.

And then Tae laughed. “No—I feel stupid because I’m standing here naked. Why didn’t I grab my stupid dress?” She laughed again, feeling the warmth rushing into her cheeks.

Katie laughed too. And then Katie stepped forward and kissed Tae. And suddenly Tae didn’t feel so stupid. She felt light and happy. She uncovered her cock and her breasts and she wrapped her arms around her old best friend. She didn’t want that kiss to end.

And then she felt embarrassed again because her cock decided to become erect. But Katie didn’t seem to mind. She reached down and pulled it under her skirt and under her stretchy panties, so it was pressed up against her cock. Then the kiss continued. Tae giggled, and so did Katie.

“Imagine all the fun we could’ve had if I stayed,” Tae said, and then she resumed kissing.

“Imagine all the fun we’re going to have now,” Katie said, and then she resumed kissing. Both their cocks were rock-hard all over again. Tae reached down and slipped her fingers around both rods, stroking them together. She’d came just a few minutes before, but she was still strangely horny, and she felt like she could come again. So she kept stroking, tightening her grip—and she kept kissing her little brunette lover.

And then she felt something wet and warm. She looked down and noticed the white streams rolling down her white knuckles. She looked up at Katie, who was blushing. “I couldn’t help it,” she said.

And as Tae stared into those eyes, she came for the second time in just ten minutes as well, filling Katie’s tight, wet panties with more sticky cum. And she realized Katie was right: they were going to have a lot of fun together.

THE END


STROKE HER OFF

When Andrew, one of the school bullies, forces Denny to dress up in girl’s clothing as a joke, he doesn’t actually think that Denny will look kind of hot. It was just supposed to be a joke, but now it’s not so funny.

And matters are made even more complicated when Dustin, Andrew’s friend and fellow bully, shows up and suddenly wants in on the action.


CHAPTER I

Denny’s ability to remain invisible was unprecedented. He wasn’t literally invisible—maybe the better word to use would be unnoticeable. And he never actually wanted to be invisible—not until that first day of his senior year.

He was at a new school on the other side of town from his old school. His parents decided it was time for a change. They thought that throwing Denny into a new environment might help him find some friends, and maybe even a girlfriend. He couldn’t figure out why his parents were so eager for him to find a girlfriend—maybe they were worried that he was on the path to becoming a thirty-year-old virgin who lived in his parents’ basement. Denny’s dad had been looking at pool tables online, and there was no space in the house for a pool table, unless he was thinking of putting it in Denny’s room…

But he couldn’t figure out why his parents cared so much about him having friends. He didn’t want friends. Denny always thought that friends were too much work: they always want to hang out, they always want to go out (Denny hated going out), and they always wanted things done their way. Denny had friends in elementary school, and he couldn’t stand their whining when he didn’t show up at their birthday parties. It’s not that he didn’t want to go to their birthday parties; he’d just never liked birthday parties. They were too loud and someone was always complaining about something…

So over the years, Denny subconsciously developed a special skill to avoid having to socialize with his fellow students: the ability to become invisible. When it was time for back to school shopping, he always found himself with a wardrobe filled with grey clothing. He never changed his hairstyle—it had been the same since the first grade. And he never spoke unless spoken to. He had a soft, quiet voice that was hard to hear unless the room was completely silent. And he had no interests: he didn’t like sports, he thought video games were a waste of time, movies were predictable, television was cheap, playing cards were childish, and art was too much work… His grades were B’s—all of them. During gym class, he made a point of performing mediocrely.

During a game of baseball one afternoon he had a chance to catch a rogue fly ball and win the game. He knew that catching the ball would win him too much attention, but he also knew that if he missed the catch, his teammates would hate his guts. He wanted neither. So he pretended to trip and fall. He just happened to have a rock in his pocket, which he picked up earlier that day because he thought it looked a bit like a turtle. He put the rock on the ground and pointed it out to his classmates. “There’s a big rock on the field!” he said. So everyone blamed the rock.

He was secretly happy to be going to a new school where no one knew his name. It was a chance to become even more invisible than ever before. Over the summer, he daydreamed about telling absolutely no one his name. Maybe he would give a different name every time someone asked—or maybe he could be so invisible that no one would ever even ask—not even his teachers. It was a nice fantasy in his grey mind.

The reality was different. This new school had something his old school didn’t have: bullies.

There were three of them in his grade: Martin, Andrew, and Dustin. They were bigger than the other students, so naturally they were full of hate and anger. During Denny’s first day, he witnessed the stealing of a student’s lunch money. He thought at first that he was watching a performance because it was straight out of a scene you would see in some Lifetime movie. And then he watched as one of the bullies socked the kid in the face after refusing to give up his money.

And Denny turned around and walked away along the grey wall that matched his sweater. 

During his second day, he was in the changing room when the three bullies came in and stole a guy’s clothes. “Give them back!” the poor fellow yelled, with just a towel around his waist. He made the mistake of chasing the bullies out into the hallway. One of the thugs ran back to the changing room and locked the door. One ran off with the clothes. And the final of the three thugs grabbed that towel and ran off with it, leaving the poor fellow butt-naked in the school hallway. He cried with bubbles of snot in his nose and it was very pathetic.

During Denny’s third day, he watched as the three bullies beat up one of their classmates, in the alley behind the school. Supposedly the poor fellow hadn’t done their homework for them, which he was supposed to have done the previous night. “It was just too much!” he yelled as they kicked him. He was a tall lanky kid who was apparently very light. He remained in the air for a few seconds when they threw him. But he hit the ground hard as if he weighed two-fifty. Denny scurried away from the sight with his head down. He passed a teacher on his way to his next class. He thought about telling the teacher about the beating in progress, but he didn’t want to get involved in any capacity—he especially didn’t want to be the tattletale. He didn’t need that wrath coming down on him.

His fourth day was quiet. He didn’t see the bullies at all. Maybe they were playing hooky.

But on his fifth day at the new school, his invisibility apparently wore off. He was walking down the hallway towards his locker when he felt a tingling down his spine, as if someone was watching him. He stopped and looked over his shoulder, and his eyes met with Andrew’s eyes.

Andrew wasn’t the scariest of the three, but he was still terrifying as far as Denny was concerned. He was tall and thick with muscles, and he had messy blonde hair and a grin that never went away. He always had a hungry look in his eyes—a look which he had now as he stared at Denny from across the hall.

And Denny knew that his easy ride was over. 


CHAPTER II

He’s a strange looking kid, Andrew thought. But he wasn’t sure why he thought it. There was nothing particularly strange about him, but there was nothing particularly interesting about him either. He was small and thin, but he wasn’t the smallest or thinnest guy in the twelfth grade. Was he wearing grey jeans and a grey t-shirt? Who does that? Even his sneakers were grey.

Andrew watched him carefully as the new kid walked with his head down, as if he was trying not to be seen. But the timid scuttle only made him stand out more in Andrew’s eyes. Who was this kid and where did he come from? What was his name? Why did he wear nothing but grey?

Someone tapped Andrew firmly on the shoulder. He spun around quickly, his hand rolling into a fist. It was an automatic reaction—something he hadn’t been able to help ever since those guys jumped him a couple years back. Martin roughed one of them up as a joke and they decided to take their anger out on Andrew, as if he’d had anything to do with it. Four of them came up behind him. One tapped him on the shoulder, and when he turned around, a fist connected with his face. Two of the kids had knives they probably stole from their older brothers. They held them out and told him not to fight back. So he just stood against the wall as they all took turns socking him in the face.

He still had a scar on his arm from that incident. Before the kids ran off, one of them decided to slash him as an apparent warning. He had to get stitches because the bleeding wouldn’t stop. When he told Martin about the incident, Martin just laughed. “Couldn’t defend yourself again a couple of kids?” he asked. But they were only one year younger than him—and it wasn’t just a couple; he’d been jumped by four of them. “Remind me again why we hang out with you,” Martin said, shaking his head in disappointment.

It was Martin who stood behind him now. He looked down at Andrew’s fist and laughed. “Going to punch me?” he asked.

Andrew looked down at his own fist. He hadn’t even realized he’d made it. He relaxed his hand. “No,” he said. “I thought you were someone else.”

“Who?” Martin asked.

“I don’t know. What difference does it make? What’s up?”

Martin leaned against the locker, doing his best James Dean impression. “Larry says his parents didn’t give him money today. I think he’s a lying piece of shit, seeing as he didn’t bring a bagged lunch. So what do you say we find him during lunch?”

Andrew shrugged. “Fine. Sure,” he said.

“What is it? I thought you hated Larry.” Martin’s eyes narrowed.

“Yeah, he’s a little shit. So what?”

“You’re acting funny,” Martin said.

“Just tired. I didn’t get a lot of sleep. Come find me when the lunch bell rings and we’ll go after Larry. Sounds like a plan.”

Martin stared into his eyes, as if Andrew was some kind of conspirator. There was an awkward silence for a moment, and then Martin took off for his last class before lunch.

And Andrew stood there wondering why he didn’t say anything about the new kid. Martin would have had a field day knowing there was a new kid in the school: a new kid who wore nothing but grey, who scuttled around with his head down like a scared beach crab. But Andrew didn’t rat the kid out—why?

He saw the grey-clad newcomer again later that afternoon. He was in his English class, in the middle row, a few seats from the edge of the class. It seemed like a strange place for a newcomer to sit: usually new kids sat in the far back, unless they were brown-nosers, in which case they sat up front. But to sit almost right in the middle of the classroom—but not quite the middle? Who does that? And who does it wearing nothing but grey?

Andrew waited for the bell to ring and then he watched the new kid closely. New kids were usually either the first ones out when the bell went, or the last ones out. But this young man stood up with the class and found himself right in the middle of the exiting crowd. Was he trying to blend in?

Of course he was! Now it made sense. Andrew followed him from a distance and quickly noticed that the grey-clad newcomer never walked alone. He was always walking with other students, slightly beside and slightly behind, so that the other students wouldn’t notice him and so that anyone watching—like Andrew—might think that he was just walking with an old friend. And he went from one cluster of students to the next, like a small fish hopping from one school to another, always getting lost in the crowd.

Andrew was fascinated. This kid was clever—but not too clever for Andrew.

Andrew had math for his last period, and so did the new kid. Andrew made a point of taking the seat directly behind him—one row behind the middle row, slightly off to the left of the room’s center. He watched as the new kid organized his desk, placing everything out carefully, but making sure nothing was perfectly straight. He was purposely trying to look slightly disorganized and completely uninteresting. He had a plain black binder and a plain black backpack. He had probably considered buying a grey binder and a grey backpack, but that would have been too obvious. His shoelaces were also black—and those were probably a meticulous decision as well.

He seemed like such an easy target, but Andrew wasn’t sure what he was a target for. Sure, he could find a way to single him out so that the guys could beat him up—but for what? What did the kid do? Was trying to blend in a crime or somehow offensive? Would the other students in the school be more afraid of Andrew if he gave the kid a black eye? Would anyone even notice? There certainly wouldn’t be anything funny about beating on the kid. He didn’t look like the type of guy who would cry like a girl. He didn’t have some embarrassing Transformers lunchbox. So what was the point?

Andrew shook his head. No, no—he wasn’t getting off that easily. Surely there was a reason to punch some fear into the kid. Andrew just needed to figure out what that reason was before he enlisted the help of his loyal goon squad.


CHAPTER III

Denny slipped into a perfect crowd of students on his way from his locker to the school exit. He stuck to the left side of the group but was thrown off slightly when the group veered right, away from the school exit. Denny went with them, not wanting to walk alone down that final stretch of hallway. It was too exposed and that blonde-haired bully had been watching him all day—no sense in risking himself now.

He waited for the group he was with to pass another. Then he stopped, pretending like he’d forgotten something back in the other direction, and found himself glued to the left side of this new group. He looked around cautiously, making sure Andrew wasn’t following him, like he had been all day. He couldn’t see Andrew anywhere. And now he was just a few yards away from that exit.

Then someone grabbed his arm, stopping him in his tracks. He watched as his safety group filtered out of the school and then he felt the cool breeze from the open doorway. The hand on his arm was big—bigger than the average student’s hand, but it was youthful, unlike the hand of a teacher. A chill crept up his spine when he noticed the blonde hairs up his capturer’s arm. He turned slowly to see that Andrew had grabbed him. “Sorry,” Denny said. “Can I help you?” He forced a half-smile, just enough to play dumb but not enough to aggravate his aggressor.

Andrew stared into his eyes with a grin on his face. “You’re new, right? What’s your name?”

Denny looked around to see if Andrew’s scarier friends were around, waiting around corners, waiting to jump in for a pummelling. He couldn’t see them, but he felt comforted by the consistent streams of students heading out the front door: plenty of witnesses. “It’s Denny. And yeah,” Denny said. He bit his tongue and tried not to waver. Bullies loved wavering. So he just stood there with a blank expression and waited for Andrew to get to the point.

“So you’re from out of town then?”

“No,” Denny said. “I’m from here. Why do you ask?”

“You get expelled, or what? Had to leave your old school because of bullies or something?”

Denny shook his head. “No.”

“Then what? Why are you here?” Andrew seemed to be getting increasingly frustrated, but Denny wasn’t sure why. Had he done something? Or was he just the target of the day? He didn’t know how to get out of a beating, but he knew how to get out of future bullying: don’t cry, don’t fight back, don’t laugh, don’t show any emotion at all. Just let them rough you up and wait for them to get bored. There’s always some student with a Hello Kitty backpack who will make a more stimulating target.

“I just transferred,” Denny said with a shrug. He certainly wasn’t about to tell Andrew that he transferred because his parents wanted him to make more friends.

“Yeah, but why?” Andrew said after taking a deep breath.

Denny shrugged. “Closer to my house, I guess.”

“Where do you live?”

“Haysboro.”

“Where’s that?”

“Just past Brentwood.”

“Where’s that?”

“Do you have a phone? I can show you.”

Andrew shook his head, as if Denny wasn’t giving him the correct answers. “What’s your deal? Do you buy your lunch?”

“I usually just eat a big breakfast and then I have a snack when I get home,” Denny said, keeping his voice calm and collected.

“You don’t eat lunch? Who doesn’t eat lunch?”

Denny shrugged again. “I guess I don’t. I don’t know. Is that weird?”

Andrew sighed and pressed the palm of his hand against his face. “Are you smart or dumb? What’s your average?”

“78%.”

“That’s it?”

“Is that low?”

“No—It’s… Fuck. Never mind.” Andrew finally released Denny’s arm and turned away. He was shaking his head like a tennis player who just botched a serve. But why? What did Denny do? What did this Andrew guy want? Or was he just looking for an excuse to rough him up? 

So Denny started turning back towards the school exit, hoping his bully encounter was over. His plan seemed to have worked: be completely dull and uninteresting, giving the bullies no reason to want to hurt you.

“Wait,” Andrew said. So Denny stopped. He turned back to Andrew with a plain look on his face.

“Yeah?” he said.

“Do you know who I am?” He was grinning now, but he still looked frustrated.

“Um, your name is Andrew, right? I think you’re in a few of my classes.” Denny remained still with his hands calmly in his pockets.

“Yeah, it’s Andrew. And yeah, I’m in some of your classes. But you didn’t answer my question. Do you know who I am?”

“I guess I don’t, I’m sorry.” Denny immediately regretted his apology. He knew it was best not to capitulate. He was doing fine without pointless apologies.

“I’m somewhat infamous,” he said.

Denny just stared at him with a blank expression, feeling a bit sorry for the bully. He wasn’t wrong: he did have an infamous reputation in that school, but it was nothing to boast about. It was an anti-achievement that would cease to exist in just over nine months, once the school year was up and everyone went off to college. Bullies don’t survive in college. This was his last hurrah, and he was clearly holding onto it desperately, scared of what his life would be once the graduation caps were tossed into the air.

“I can make your life hell,” he said.

“Why?” Denny asked inquisitively.

And Andrew was silent, as if he hadn’t anticipated the question. “What do you mean, why?”

“Did I do something to upset you?”

“You’re doing something to upset me now.”

“What’s that?” Denny asked. And the answer came slowly.

“You know exactly what you’re doing. I can tell that you think I’m an idiot. You think I’m like my friends, but I’m not. I have you figured out and you don’t even know it. You think you’re so clever with your grey clothes, walking with groups of strangers, sitting in the middle of your classrooms. You think you’re clever, and maybe you are a bit clever, but I have you figured out.”

Denny stood still, his heart suddenly throbbing. He was surprised that Andrew had figured so much out—but it was still irrelevant. It still wasn’t a reason to beat him up, and it wasn’t a reason to be so worked up. But maybe he wasn’t looking for a reason. Maybe he was just looking to show off his ill reputation. “Is that a problem?” Denny asked.

And Andrew was silent again, but only for a few seconds. “I could be,” he said. “If Martin finds out about it, it will be a problem—I guarantee it. Do you know who Martin is? Surely if you know who I am, you know who Martin is.”

Denny shook his head. He assumed Martin was one of the other bullies in his little gang, but he wasn’t sure which one.

“Martin hasn’t noticed you yet. And maybe he won’t notice you. Wouldn’t you like that?”

Denny shrugged his shoulders. “Sure,” he said.

“Sure? That’s all you have to say? Sure?” Andrew stared into Denny’s eyes for a moment, and then he turned and walked away. Denny stood and waited for a moment before realizing it was his cue to leave.


CHAPTER IV

Andrew went home feeling defeated, though he wasn’t sure what he was defeated over. He was hoping he could make that Denny kid crack—give him something to work with. But why did he even want something to work with? Why was he looking for a reason to make yet another person hate his guts?

He knew why: so that Martin would approve of him. But these days he couldn’t quite figure out why he was so obsessed with the idea of Martin approving of him. Martin was popular back in junior high school, but now everyone just hated him. Andrew and Dustin were his only friends. Hell, the kids they beat up on had more friends than that—and they were beating those kids up because they were apparently ‘friendless losers’. The irony was starting to become apparent to Andrew.

But it wasn’t becoming any more apparent to Martin or Dustin. When Andrew met up with Martin that afternoon, Martin had a big grin on his face and dried blood on his knuckles. “We saw some kids playing with Magic Cards. Can you believe that? We told them to give us the cards, and they wouldn’t, so we beat the shit out of them.” He laughed, as if it was some sort of accomplishment. Andrew’s gut turned.

They played with Magic Cards back in junior high school—that was only three or four years ago. But Andrew didn’t say anything about that now. He just forced a smile and nodded his head.

It had occurred to him a few months before the end of the previous school year that they were bullies. He tried resisting that revelation for as long as he could, but the revelation was inevitable. They were beating kids up for lunch money—they were cliché bullies. Andrew tried to think of how it happened, but it was complicated. They were the popular, cool kids back in the seventh grade. For two years, everyone worshipped them. And then Travis Morris came along with his weekly house parties. Everyone discovered drinking and then they discovered smoking pot. Andrew, Martin, and Dustin weren’t invited to any of Travis’s parties. And it was Martin who had the idea of making him pay for it.

And the timing was good. Travis’s parents had recently come home early and caught all the partiers. His parents made a point of calling the parents of every student at that party—so everyone suddenly hated Travis Morris. So there was nothing but praise when the three guys pummelled him out in the field.

And then they did it again when the next popular kid came around. Fidget spinners were in style and Brandon Jordon was the king of fidget spinning. Everyone would crowd around him during lunch to watch all of his tricks. Martin, who was playing guitar with a crappy band at the time, was angry because no one came to watch him rehearse one lunch. So, he took his rage out on Brandon Jordon. But this time the beating was only met with praise from the jocks who thought the whole fidget spinner fad was stupid. Martin took the praise where he could get it.

Although Martin wasn’t as popular as he once was, he still had his group of followers: people who wanted to be him, who dressed like him, who spiked their hair like him, who tried to mimic his signature chuckle whenever someone made a joke. Andrew didn’t want to fall from his position of right-hand man. So, he went along with Martin’s shenanigans.

Now, Andrew was trying to figure out when things turned upside down. There were no followers anymore. There was no praise from anyone when a beating was issued. And why were they stealing lunch money? At one point it was because a couple of kids owed them money and were refusing to pay them back—but now it was just a sport.

Andrew hated looking into the eyes of Martin’s victims—who were also his own victims. He hated seeing their crushed spirits, knowing he was a key contributor to their torment. But at the same time, he hated the idea of it all being for nothing. If he stopped now and ditched Martin and Dustin, then what was it all for? Everyone would hate him and he wouldn’t even have Martin to tell him not to worry about what a bunch of losers thought.

“We’re going to egg Larry’s house,” Dustin said, revealing his backpack full of egg cartons.

Andrew tried to think of what Larry did to deserve so much torment—but he knew it was a useless thought. It had been years since anyone deserved their torment. Hell, maybe no one ever deserved their torment. Maybe Andrew and his friends were the ones who deserved a good beating. “I think I’m going to head home. I’m pretty tired.”

“Like hell you are,” Martin said, suddenly scowling. “We’ve got eight cartons of eggs here and about thirty seconds to throw them all. You’re coming with us.”

So Andrew joined along with an invisible hand clutching at his heart. He hesitated before throwing the first egg. He was giving the world one more reason to hate him, and for what? For the appeasement of a guy who probably wouldn’t even notice if Andrew just disappeared.

“Throw them like you mean it,” Martin demanded. Martin was aiming for windows. He threw the eggs as hard as he could. And then Andrew started noticing the cracks in the glass—Martin was throwing hard-boiled eggs. His laugh intensified with each egg. Andrew just aimed for spots where there was already egg, not wanting to make the clean up process any worse. He could already feel the guilt swirling in his gut. “Let’s get out of here!” Martin yelled when the front door opened.

The guys took off running. Andrew looked back to see Larry’s mother with a devastated look on her face as she stared up at her spoiled house. His stomach turned and he felt like a complete loser. What was he doing with his life? What was the point of all this cruelty? Martin looked back and started laughing—it was just the reaction he was looking for.

They ran all the way back to Dustin’s house. Martin went to get some beer from Dustin’s dad’s beer fridge while Dustin and Andrew caught their breath. “You pussies aren’t seriously tired, are you?” he asked with his signature chuckle.

“No,” Dustin said, standing upright. His face was dark red and he was trying his hardest not to pant. Andrew couldn’t understand why he was so desperate to make Martin think he wasn’t tired. Is it embarrassing to be tired after running ten blocks?

Martin looked over at Andrew, who was still bent over. “What’s wrong with you? You’ve been acting weird since the start of the year. You realize you were gay over the summer or something?”

Dustin laughed at Martin’s joke, which was hardly even a joke.

Andrew forced a smile. “I just—I just think that maybe we’ve gotten away from ourselves a little bit,” he said.

Martin stared at him with one eye widened. “How so?”

“I don’t know. Don’t you think we’re just kind of being dicks now? The whole school hates us. You know that, right?” Andrew felt a warm glimmer of courage beaming in his chest.

“Yeah, and they’re all faggots. Why would we want them to like us?” Martin asked.

And Andrew’s warm glimmer began to fade. He didn’t have a proper answer for Martin. Why did he care if anyone liked them? He didn’t care—but that wasn’t a reason to make everyone hate them, was it? “I just worry that we’re going to get ourselves into some serious shit.”

“What? You think one of those losers is going to come after us?”

“You never know. You’ve seen all the school shootings on the news.”

“I don’t watch the news,” Martin said dismissively. He was turtling up—he didn’t want to hear why he was a bad person.

“I just don’t know what the point of it all is. Why do we keep taking Larry’s lunch money and why are we egging his house?”

“Because he’s a tool and he needs to know it,” Martin said. And that was all Andrew needed to hear to realize that he had made a big mistake in sticking with Martin and Dustin for all these years. He picked the wrong horse. He stared into Martin’s eyes now and hardly recognized the thug. But if he turned around and left—what did he have? He had no other friends. No one would ever consider being his friend. There wasn’t a guy in the school who hadn’t been either directly or indirectly tormented by Andrew and his friends.

“I saw Andrew flirting with some new kid today,” Dustin said. And Andrew heart swirled into his gut. He turned and scowled at Dustin, who had become big and fat over the past few years.

“I wasn’t flirting with any new kid,” he said.

“A boy or a girl?” Martin asked with a chuckle.

“A boy,” Dustin said. And he was saying it as if it was a true statement. Martin started laughing hysterically.

“Don’t tell me you’re a faggot, Andrew. We can’t be associate with any faggot.” He continued to laugh.

“I wasn’t flirting with him. I was telling him to watch himself. I was making sure he knows who we are. And now he knows.”

“Did you rough him up?” Martin asked. He wiped the tears from his eyes with the sleeve of his shirt.

“No, but I warned him,” Andrew said.

“What’s a warning without a bit of violence?” Martin said with a big grin. “Rough him up tomorrow or I’ll find him and do it for you. Got it?”

Andrew was silent for a minute. And then he shook his head. “Yeah, sure. Got it.”


CHAPTER V

Dustin was happy to hear that Andrew was starting to feel conflicted about their tyranny. Dustin hadn’t felt right about it since day one, when they roughed up Travis Morris because he didn’t invite them to his party. Who does that? Who beats a guy up for withholding a party invitation?

Dustin was ready to ditch Martin and Andrew back in the tenth grade, as soon as they started collecting lunch money like some kindergarten mafia. It was embarrassing to be around them—especially when Martin started wearing a leather jacket like he was some character in the movie Grease. He had even been planning his exit speech—carefully planning it so that Andrew and Martin wouldn’t go after him once he cut his ties. But he never got to make his little speech.

It was a Thursday afternoon, and Thursdays were the only days when Dustin had the whole house to himself. His sister had her soccer practice and his parents always stayed late at work on Thursday so they could finish early on Fridays. So on Thursdays, Dustin put on his sister’s clothes and her makeup.

It was a secret fetish and he hated himself for it. He knew he would be the laughing stock of the school if anyone ever found him. He knew he looked ridiculous. He knew he had the body of Mario from the Nintendo video game. He knew his body hair made him look ridiculous. But for some reason he just liked it.

But more than dressing up, he loved his shemale pornography. Every Thursday he would cue up a few tranny videos on his laptop computer and he would get dressed up in his sister’s clothes, and then he would jerk himself off. He always tried to come before three, so he had time to run his sister’s clothes through the wash before she got home. He always ended up coming on her little skirts.

And once he came, he would always feel full of shame. He wished he could just enjoy regular porn like a regular guy. But regular porn didn’t do much for him. He didn’t like pussies. He liked cocks. But he didn’t like hairy chests or sculpted faces. He didn’t like boys and he didn’t like girls—he just liked trannies.

He was dressed up like a hairy and unflattering schoolgirl, beating his cock furiously to some double anal video, when Martin walked into his bedroom. He became frozen and terrified. He tried to cover himself up, but there was too much to cover: his erection, his skirt, his crop-top, his wig, the tranny porn on his laptop screen, his eyeliner—Martin saw everything.

And of course Martin laughed and laughed and laughed. He even took his phone out and started filming the whole scene while Dustin begged for his life. “Please don’t. Please delete that. I’ll do anything. Please.”

“Oh yes you will,” Martin said with a deep laugh. “Forever. I own you now. And if you ever betray me, this video goes everywhere.” Dustin nodded his head like a nice, obedient dog.

Ever since then, Dustin made sure that video never got out. He did everything Martin asked of him. He never said anything that might tick Martin off. And whenever anyone said something that might tick Martin off, Dustin was the first one in with his fingers curled into a tight fist.

And whenever Dustin did say or do something that Martin found even the least bit unsavoury, Martin would give him that look: that grin with those narrowed eyes. And Dustin would fall right in line.

He deleted that file from his computer: the little prepared exit speech that would have freed him from his life of tyranny.

And he’d always wondered if Martin had some dirt on Andrew. Andrew had always been Martin’s most loyal companion. He was always there, beating up innocent kids without ever asking why. And it was hard to believe that Andrew simply had no moral compass—that he was just doing it for fun or for some misunderstood idea of loyalty. But now, Dustin was starting to think that Andrew had just been doing it for fun—and that fun was starting to wear off. Andrew was finally starting to realize that what they were doing was bullshit.

“Lucky son of a bitch,” Dustin mumbled to himself after Andrew and Martin left his house. Andrew had no idea how lucky he was. If he wanted out, he could just say, ‘I’m out.’ Martin would have been angry, but so what? At least he didn’t have a video of Andrew wearing his sister’s mini-skirt while jerking off to shemale porn.

He wondered if Andrew would leave. It certainly seemed like he was weighing his options.  And Martin certainly seemed worried. But what would that mean for Dustin? Did that put more pressure on Dustin’s shoulders? Would Martin expect him to pick up Andrew’s slack? Andrew was always the first one to throw a punch. Now that responsibility was going to rest on Dustin. Great.

It was a Thursday afternoon, so he went through the house making sure all his doors and windows were locked before heading up to his sister’s bedroom. He hated himself as he slipped into one of his sister’s dresses, and then he hated himself even more as he carefully drew eyeliner around his eyes. He had some scruff on his cheeks and chin that he was too afraid to shave off. If he shaved it off, Martin might notice, and Martin would definitely think that he shaved it so he could look more feminine.

So he kept the scruff. He looked in the mirror. The dress was stretched tightly over his body. He’d put on a lot of weight since Martin caught him dressing up. He looked hideous in that dress—so why did he put it on every Thursday afternoon?

He lined up some tranny porn and he jerked himself off while standing in front of the mirror. He tried not to look at his face. His body may not have been much to look at, but it was still the closest thing he had to watching a real life tranny.

He came on his sister’s mirror and used her tissues to clean it up. He had everything cleaned and put away before she returned home.


CHAPTER VI

Denny couldn’t help but notice the gaze of Andrew staring his way. It had been staring his way since he stepped up to his locker that morning, and it was still staring his way now, with twenty minutes before the bell rang in the day’s end. Denny wondered if this was the day when the bullies would finally strike. He assumed it was inevitable, so he’d been mentally preparing for it since he saw them on his first day at the new school.

He was wearing a sweater under his sweater, hoping it might absorb some of the impact from a few punches—he knew the blows would still hurt. And if he got thrown the way that other student got thrown, maybe the extra sweater would save him from some scrapes and cuts. He’s also done some reading online on how to take a punch. He knew he needed to relax the muscles in his neck and jaw so any punches to the face wouldn’t be too harsh, and he knew he needed to tense the muscles in his chest and abdomen, though he was worried he didn’t have enough muscle to absorb a punch.

He kept a close eye on the clock as it counted down towards the end of the day. He had a good view of Andrew through the reflection of a window. He could see that Andrew was still staring at him while anxiously fidgeting with a pencil. He wondered why the young man was so obsessed with finding a reason to torment him—what kind of person can’t be happy unless they are hurting someone else?

When the bell rang, his heart tumbled into his gut. All of the mental preparedness didn’t quell the nerves. He tried to think of the worst beating he’d ever received: nothing worse than some elementary school bullies shoving him around a bit. He’d never actually been beat up in the traditional sense. How bad could it be? There was that Larry kid who was beat up on a semi-regular basis, and he still kicking. He was still passing all of his courses, though he would twitch occasionally, looking over his shoulder whenever someone dropped their pencil…

The bell rang and everyone rose to their feet. Normally, Denny would rise with them, slip into the middle of their exit, escape without taking a single step out of line. He even had his backpack with him, tucked under his desk, so he wouldn’t have to make a visit to his locker. But the feeling of that gaze on his back kept him locked in place. Andrew didn’t stand up with the rest of them. He was waiting for Denny to make his move. So Denny just sat there, staring forward, waiting for a genius plan to come to him—but no plans came.

The class was empty when Denny finally willed himself to his feet. He took a deep breath and started towards the door, pretending like nothing was out of the ordinary. He heard the subtle scratch of Andrew’s chair as Andrew pulled himself up to his feet. And then he heard Andrew’s footsteps behind him. They were heavy, as if he was wearing steel-toed boots. Andrew was a big guy, but was he big enough to make the ground shake slightly when he walked? Or was Denny just succumbing to his paranoia. Maybe the beating would be good: get it over with so he didn’t have to stress out about it anymore. But could he stop stressing out about it? Would the first beating also be the last beating?

He made his way down the hall. Those footsteps stayed close behind him. The hallways were empty. He must have been sitting in that classroom for longer than he realized. Everyone was already on their way home from school. He’d made a big mistake, allowing fear to consume his body. He turned a corner and then he saw the other two: Martin and Dustin. He wasn’t sure which one was which, but he knew they were to be avoided. But he couldn’t turn around—Andrew was behind him. Though maybe Andrew was an easier target. He could slip by Andrew if he was fast. But Martin and Dustin could cover twice the distance to block his escape.

But Martin and Dustin were busy shaking another kid against his locker, probably demanding he surrender what was left of his lunch money. They hadn’t noticed Denny—so maybe he could slip by unnoticed. Or maybe Andrew would shout out to them as soon as Denny was within grabbing distance.

Regardless of which route he took, it was a gamble. So he decided to head right into the eye of the storm: to walk around Martin and Dustin. But he never made it more than a few steps. Andrew grabbed his arm and tugged him firmly, pulling him back.

Denny’s heart pounded into his ribcage. He wanted to scream, but he knew he needed to remain silent, so Andrew wouldn’t get the kick he was looking for. He had to stick to his strategy: bore the bullies so they don’t come back for more. It was all he could do.

So he bit his tongue and became tense. And then he relaxed the muscles in his jaw and neck, in case Andrew decided to smack the side of his head. But Andrew didn’t smack him at all. He just pulled him back around the corner and slammed him against a locker. “What are you doing?” Andrew growled through clenched teeth.

Denny’s heart was pounding in his throat. He couldn’t come up with a response.

“Those guys will beat the living hell out of you—you know that, right?” Andrew said, shaking him again, banging his back against the locker. It wouldn’t have been so bad had the lock on the locker not been digging into Denny’s mid-back. Andrew stared into his eyes with an angry ferocity.

And then the sound of footsteps started to become louder. They were heavy, like lead work boots. Denny knew it was the rest of the gang. Suddenly, Denny wished he had lunch money in his wallet: something to bribe the bullies with. Sure, it would make them come back for more every day, but at least it would mean no broken bones. Denny had never broken a bone before, but he had a good feeling that it would hurt like a sonofabitch.

“Come here,” Andrew whispered, yanking again on Denny’s arm. He pulled him into a nearby classroom and slammed the door shut. “Don’t make a noise,” he whispered as the heavy footsteps approached and then disappeared down the hallway.


CHAPTER VII

Andrew looked around while keeping one hand on the door handle. He wanted to make sure there were no other exits. He didn’t want Denny to slip away from him. He knew that if he got away, he would probably end up in the hands of Martin and Dustin.

But he wasn’t trying to protect the small-statured young man. Why would he do that? He tried running away like a little coward and he deserved punishment. Though Andrew couldn’t quite figure out why he deserved punishment. He looked down at Denny, who was now wide-eyed and still like a cornered church mouse. “Why are you making that face?” Andrew asked.

“What face?” Denny asked, without changing his face.

“Like I’m the devil. Did I do something to you?”

Denny was still for another moment, and then he relaxed. He brushed off his shirt and stood up straight. “Well you’re holding me in a classroom,” he said.

Andrew was starting to hate Denny’s dry sarcasm—though he wasn’t sure if it was sarcasm or just pointless statement after pointless statement. “I’m holding you for your own good,” Andrew said with a smirk.

Denny was silent for a moment. “So you’re trying to protect me then?” he said.

“Don’t get any funny ideas,” Andrew said. He remembered Dustin telling Martin that he was having a gay moment with Denny—he couldn’t let that stupid rumour spiral any further out of control. He had to do something to ensure that his friends didn’t actually think that he was getting soft. He had to do something to prove that he wasn’t taking pity on someone.

“Can I go?” Denny asked.

“No. You can go when I say you can go.” Andrew looked around, hoping to find some sort of solution to his problem: a problem he still wasn’t sure how to label. It was the conflict between two problems: he didn’t want to pointlessly hurt anyone anymore, but he also didn’t want to let down his only friends.

He felt his pocket for his phone. It was there. The first idea that came to his head was simple, but maybe too simple: prop the camera up, set to film, and then beat Denny up. He could go easy on Denny, show the video to his buddies, leave them satisfied… but it wasn’t really a solution to his problems—only a half solution.

And then he had another idea: give Denny twenty bucks and then film him giving them twenty bucks back: prove to Martin and Dustin that he was still holding true to their twisted ideals. But he knew that the video would look terribly staged—and would they not wonder why he was filming it in the first place? No, he needed a better idea.

That’s when he noticed the rack of clothes against the wall. They were in the drama room. Every costume from every school play was in that room: wigs, Victorian dresses, police outfits, and so on. Most of the costumes were cheesy Shakespearian costumes, but Andrew remembered the school play from the year before: a modern retelling of Hamlet. In the play, Ophelia was a prostitute, and the girl who played her was a blonde babe with a great ass. It was the most attended play in the school’s history, because every guy wanted to see the blonde Ophelia in her skimpy escort outfits. Martin claimed he got a blowjob from her after the wrap party, but Andrew never believed that to be true.

But he spotted one of the outfits now, hanging on one of the many costume racks: the tight, short red dress with the deep cleavage cut. The strappy black heels that went with the dress were sitting just under the rack. And on the next rack over was a straight black wig for another costume.

Andrew looked back at Denny. “Get undressed,” he said.

But Denny didn’t follow the command. He didn’t do anything. He just stood there and stared at Andrew with that blank stare that he always had on his face.

“Do it, kid,” Andrew said.

“Why?”

“You have two options right now: do what I say, or I bring you to Martin and I let Martin do whatever he wants with you. And I highly recommend you do what I say, for your own good.”

But Denny continued to stand still, his skin becoming increasingly pale.

“What are you waiting for?” Andrew asked.

Denny shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t want to get undressed,” he said.

Andrew sighed. “Martin will beat the shit out of you when he finds out about this. And then he’ll find you every afternoon and he’ll beat the shit out of you again and again. How many days are left in this school year? A couple hundred? More?”

And then he watched as Denny’s face became even more pale. There was a silence, and then Denny started taking off his clothes. Andrew let a little grin slip.

It was the perfect solution to his problems: Denny doesn’t get hurt senselessly and Martin doesn’t think Andrew is getting soft. His plan was simple: make Denny get dressed up like a slutty prostitute and then take photos. Martin could laugh his ass off over the photos and that would be that. At the very worst, Martin would send the photos out to some people and they would get around the school. Sure, some people would make fun of him, but it was better than being beaten up every afternoon. Denny would survive.

Denny now stood in nothing but his socks and his boxers, but for the joke to work, everything would have to go. So Andrew told him to strip the rest. Denny was hesitant, but he followed the command. And strangely, he did it with a plain, uninterested face, as if he wasn’t scared or embarrassed.

He had a big dick for his small size, and his body hair was thin and blonde—almost invisible. Andrew let another smile crack when he realized this plan was going to be perfect: Denny’s body was the perfect amount of feminine. “Put on that red dress—the one at the end of the rack.”

Denny looked at the dress and stood still for a moment, but he still managed to show no emotion on his face. He took the dress and he started squeezing his body into it. It fit surprisingly well, as if Denny and the blonde actress were the same exact size. “Now the shoes,” Andrew said, pointing to the black strappy heels. He watched as Denny awkwardly crammed the heels on his feet. They were a size or two too small, but he made them work. “And now that wig—the black one, right over there.” Denny went and grabbed the wig and started to nestle it onto his head.

Denny had his back to Andrew while he fumbled to get the wig on just right. He bent over slightly as he tried to pull his own hair forward, so he could get it all under the wig. Andrew couldn’t help but notice Denny’s firm ass—which was probably his most impressively feminine asset. Or maybe his best asset was his curves: his wide hips and his narrow waist. Was that an illusion created by the dress or did he really look like that?

His legs weren’t bad either, though he could have used a shave. His legs were long and slender and the heels made them look even longer and more slender.

Denny turned around to face Andrew. He stumbled slightly in the heels, but managed to catch his balance. “Happy?” Denny asked.

But Andrew wasn’t happy. There was something very unfunny about Denny’s appearance now. He didn’t look like an embarrassing drag queen. He actually kind of looked like a chick. Martin would see the photos and think there was actually an effort put in to making Denny look like a girl. He wouldn’t see the joke in the whole thing. And then he might wonder why Andrew was getting him dolled up in the first place—if it was for a joke or if it was to satisfy some weird fetish. “Goddamnit,” Andrew said, shaking his head.

“What is it?” Denny said.

“Shut up,” Andrew said, and he started to pace back and forth, still keeping himself close to the door in case Denny tried to escape—even though Denny wasn’t trying to escape, and he certainly wasn’t stupid enough to escape while dressed up in an escort dress and high heels. Andrew’s phone kept ringing and he kept ignoring it. He knew it was either Martin or Dustin, wanting to know the update on the whole Denny case. But he had no update to give.

Andrew needed to think of some plan. He needed to think of some way to make this embarrassing for Denny, and hilarious for Martin.

He watched as Denny reached down and tried to pull down the skirt of his little dress, which was hardly covering his whole cock. And then he shook his head and realized that he had to stick to his plan—just snap the photos and be done with it. As long as he showed Martin the pictures while laughing, then he was fine. Even if Martin thought that Denny looked like an actual chick in the clothes, it’s not like he would be able to admit it without embarrassing himself.

So he pulled out his phone and opened up his camera app. “Pose for me,” he said.

Denny stared wide-eyed at the camera. “Do what?” he said.

“Pose. Like a model. Put your hands in your hair. Push your hips out to one side. I don’t know—do something,” he said, feeling increasingly frustrated.

Denny was slow to move. He rose up his hand and slipped his fingers into his hair. Andrew started snapping photos. He could delete the good ones and only show Martin the unflattering embarrassing ones. It was the only plan he had.


CHAPTER VIII

Dustin threw open the door to the back stairwell, hoping to find Andrew, but the stairwell was empty. “Shit,” he muttered under his breath. He had one job: find Andrew. Andrew wasn’t answering his phone and he wasn’t at their usual meeting spot.

Dustin was worried that he might have screwed Andrew over the day before, when he told Martin that he saw Andrew getting flirty with the new kid. He wasn’t even sure why he said it—maybe because he was desperate to not be the only one with an embarrassing conundrum on his hands. He thought he could divert some attention onto Andrew—even though Andrew was his friend. Or maybe he just assumed Martin would take it as a joke…

But Martin actually believed it. After Andrew left for the evening, Martin turned to Dustin and asked, “Did you actually see Andrew being gay with that kid?”

And for some reason, Dustin said, “Yeah. I totally saw it.” A joke had turned into his opportunity to get himself off the hook—or maybe to get someone else on the hook with him. Being in hot water never seems so bad when you aren’t alone.

Now, Martin was convinced that Andrew was off being gay with the new kid, gambling the reputation of their crew… even though there was no reputation left to save. Martin seemed to think that there was. Martin seemed to think that the whole school still idolized him. And as long as Martin had that embarrassing video of Dustin, Dustin was happy to go along with it.

So Dustin had to find Andrew and he had to tell him to smarten up and fall back in line.

He threw open the door of the math classroom, where Andrew had his last class. He hoped to see Andrew there, punching that new kid into a bloody pulp. It would have been a nice story to tell Martin, so that Andrew would be let off the hook. But another part of him hoped to find Andrew doing something embarrassing—like actually making out with the new kid—so that Dustin could finally share his heavy burden. But the classroom was empty. “Fucking hell,” Dustin mumbled.

When he emerged from the classroom, Martin was standing there at the end of the hallway. “Anything?” he called out.

Dustin shook his head. “Nothing,” he said.

“I’m going to head home. If you find Andrew, bring him back to my place. If you don’t find him, come back to my place and we’ll decide what we’re going to do about this.”

He watched as Martin left, and then once he was out of sight, he rolled his eyes. He would never admit it aloud, but Martin was a loser. He was years past his popularity and he was completely deluded into thinking that he was still somebody who anyone cared about. Dustin took a deep breath as he wished he could go back in time and ditch Martin before the embarrassing incident, before Martin got that video. He was so sick of trying to appease some Tony Soprano wannabe: some kid who trotted around school eyeing everyone up as if he was some big crime boss; he was just some bully who stole lunch money. Every morning, Dustin would wake up wishing enough of those submissive little victims would go to the principal to get Martin expelled. It was the only ultimate solution he could think of—either that or wait out the rest of the year and hope that Martin doesn’t end up at the same college.

Dustin threw open another door and stepped in quickly, still not sure if he was hoping to find Andrew following Martin’s commands, or the opposite. Either would have been better than nothing at all. But at least if he didn’t find Andrew, he could go to Martin with a lie. He could either tell Martin that he found Andrew punching the new kid in the gut, or he could tell Martin that he found Andrew with his tongue halfway down the new kid’s throat. He still had a good hour to figure out which route he wanted to go down.

He was in the gymnasium now, looking around. There were no after-school sports programs today, so the place was desolate. The janitor’s mop bucket sat in the middle of the empty space, but the janitor was nowhere to be seen. So Dustin kept looking around the school.

He wondered if Andrew just went home—but why would he just go home? He knew that Martin wanted him to find and beat up that new kid. Was he really just not following orders anymore? Was he really going to leave the group, leaving Dustin alone with Martin? The thought made him shudder. Wouldn’t it be nice if Martin just didn’t wake up one morning? If all the bad karma finally culminated into mid-sleep cardiac arrest? It was probably the darkest thought Dustin had ever had, but it a strangely satisfying fantasy.

He threw open one more door before giving up for the evening: the door to the drama room. He’d gone into that room a couple of times before, to steal wigs and dresses. One of his favourite dresses was from that drama room: a green dress that showed off a lot of leg. He had no idea which play it was from, but it was covered in dust when he stole it—probably ten years old, if not more. The wig he usually wore was also from that room: a blonde wig with long bangs that hid most of his rugged face.

He figured if the room was empty, he could go home with a new outfit. But the room wasn’t empty. There was a girl standing in the middle of the room, wearing one of the slutty Ophelia dresses from the modern Shakespeare play they put on the year before.

He stopped and stared at the girl as the girl stared back with wide-eyes. Dustin quickly tried to come up with an excuse as to why he was in the room. He didn’t want the girl to think that he was there to steal a dress so he could cross-dress later that night when his parents and sister went to sleep. But why would she think that, of all things? And why did she look so frightened.

“I—I’m just looking for someone,” Dustin said. And as he began to back out of the room, he noticed another figure in the room: someone standing in the corner with his phone out, snapping photos. He took another step back and then realized he was staring at Andrew. And in that same moment he realized the girl in the slutty dress was actually the new kid.


CHAPTER IX

Denny stared at the bully who had just barged into the room. He knew his name was either Martin or Dustin—but it was irrelevant. He was a bully and he was about to have a heyday seeing Denny in a skimpy dress and a black wig and a pair of strappy heels.

But the bully wasn’t saying anything. He was just staring—one moment at Denny and the next moment at Andrew. And no one was saying anything.

“Can I go now?” Denny asked, biting his tongue, trying his best to remain unfazed and uninterested. He had to stick to his original plan.

But no one answered. Andrew was scared stiff by the looks of it.

So, Denny just turned around and started to slip the straps of his dress over his shoulders. “Stop,” the newcomer said. “Leave that on.”

Denny turned back to face the strange men. “Look. I don’t know what this is all about, but I really have to go. I was supposed to be home twenty minutes ago. You got the pictures you wanted, didn’t you? Can’t I just go?” And then he watched as Andrew’s face flushed before turning dark red. Andrew scowled at Denny before looking back over at his friend.

“What the hell is this?” the newcomer asked.

“I was just doing what you guys asked me to do,” Andrew said.

“We asked you to do… this?”

“You asked me to beat him up, but this is better. Humiliation is so much better than a beating. Don’t you think?”

“This is a humiliation?” the newcomer asked.

“Yeah. Isn’t it funny? He’s dressed like a girl. It’s funny, right?”

Denny took a half step back. His new plan was to keep taking small steps back until he was close to the window. Then he would quietly open the window and slip out while the bullies were arguing.

“This isn’t funny,” the newcomer said. “It’s fucked up. Martin already thinks you’re a faggot. You know that, right?”

“Yeah, because you told him that, you fucking twat. I just thought this would be funny, Dustin. Why are you being such a dickhead?”

Denny took another half step back. His clothes were now at his feet. He picked them up, but he had no plan of changing into them until he was a few blocks away. If anyone saw him running, they would just think he was a girl. With that wig on, he was hardly recognizable. He saw his reflection in the mirror—he actually looked like a chick. He took another half step back.

“Why are you acting like such a softie all of a sudden?” Dustin asked. “Why couldn’t you just beat the kid up like Martin asked?”

“I just thought this was better,” Andrew said, shrugging his shoulders.

“I’m going to tell Martin that I found you in here with him, dressing him up, and kissing him.”

“I wasn’t kissing him,” Andrew snapped.

“We’ll see who Martin believes.” Dustin raised up his phone and started snapping photos of the whole scene. Denny had no idea what was happening: some sort of internal struggle. He didn’t really care. He didn’t want those photos getting out, but right now he just wanted to get away from the blast radius. The two men were getting angrier and angrier, and soon they would need someone to take their anger out on.

Denny took another step back. He was only a few steps from the window. It wouldn’t be easy climbing out in those heels, but he was determined to make it happen. A few blisters on his feet beat a few bruises and a couple of black eyes. He took another step. Just a few more steps. The men were still arguing, going back and forth, getting louder. The Dustin guy was angry about Andrew’s dedication to their group. Andrew was angry that Dustin couldn’t see the joke in the sissy photo shoot. Denny couldn’t see the joke either. He knew that it was some sort of humiliation tactic, but he could see how it could backfire and make Andrew look like the perverted freak. But he wasn’t about to say anything. He didn’t want to take sides. He just hoped that the guys would decide that they were wasting their time. He took one more step towards that window, and then he heard Dustin yell, “Stop!”

Both men were staring at Denny now. Denny just stared back, trying his best to act natural and uninterested. “Okay,” he said. He could reach the window, but there was no way he could squeeze himself out without them noticing. So he just stood and waited.

“I’m telling Martin about your secret rendezvous. I’m sorry but I just have to,” Dustin said.

“Do it and I’ll kill you.”

“So you don’t want me to tell him?” Dustin said.

Andrew shook his head and threw his hands into the air. “Of course not—not the way you’re going to do it—not if you can’t see that this is just a joke to humiliate the kid!”

“If you don’t want me to tell Martin about this—and the whole school, for that matter—you’d better be prepared to do as I say.”

“What, are you blackmailing me now?”

“Maybe I am. So what?”

“Fine. What do you want? Just name it so we can be done with this, because I’m sick of it.”

Denny saw his opportunity to take yet another step back, towards that window. He reached and felt for the latch. It was stiff. It was going to need a good push. But before he could push it, he heard Dustin say, with a timid, quiet voice, “I want you to stroke her off.”

Denny looked back and saw both men staring at him. Andrew’s face was white and Dustin’s was red. A rumbling overtook Denny’s gut. His legs suddenly felt weak but he managed to stay on his feet. Did he just hear that demand correctly? Did Dustin just tell Andrew to stroke Denny off? But he said her—as if he was actually a girl. But what girl had anything that could be stroked off?

“Are you fucking crazy,” Andrew snapped.

“Those are your options. Either I give these photos to Martin or you stroke her off, right here. And then I’ll give you my phone and you can delete everything.”

“No,” Denny said, suddenly giving himself a voice in the argument.

Both men looked at Denny. “Shut up,” Dustin said.

“I’m not doing it,” Denny said. “You guys can stroke each other off. But you aren’t touching me.”

“You’re in these photos too, kid,” Dustin growled with a sudden scowl.

Andrew was still standing silent and white, like he was actually torn about what to do. And now Denny was still, too. It was going to be a long, long year if those photos got out. It would be terribly difficult to remain invisible after the whole school had seen him wearing a skimpy red escort dress. And that’s all Denny wanted: to remain invisible.

“Well? Go ahead,” Dustin said, motioning towards Denny.

“No way,” Denny said, taking another step back. Now, if he wanted, he could open that window and vault himself out. But his legs were weak and his head was spinning. He couldn’t think straight.

“If you let him do it,” Dustin said, now addressing Denny, “then I’ll make him delete his photos, too. We’ll leave you alone for the rest of the year. Total immunity. You’ll be off the hook. Doesn’t that sound nice?” And the offer was tempting. Close his eyes and imagine a girl for a few minutes while the bullies go about their strange business, in exchange for his freedom.

But could he do it? Could he let a man stroke his cock while he stood in a pair of strappy heels and a skimpy dress?


CHAPTER X

Andrew was waiting for his stomach to give in. The nausea had grown stronger and stronger since Dustin barged in, but the vomit wasn’t coming. He couldn’t wrap his head around what had happened. He was trying to get some photos to use as blackmail and now he was the one being blackmailed. And this was the blackmail? He had to stroke off the new kid?

It was gross and degrading, but at least Denny looked good in a dress. At least he actually looked like a chick with his wig and those cute heels. He shook his head—expelling the sudden justification. The reality was all that mattered: Denny was a boy and Andrew wasn’t gay.

But what choice did he have? Martin would die laughing at Dustin’s photos, and then he would never believe that he was just trying to devise a blackmail scheme. And those photos wouldn’t stay in Martin’s hands for long; it probably wouldn’t even take a full twelve hours before the whole school got their hands on those photos. Either that or Martin would use them as blackmail, to make Andrew into his personal slave—more than he already was.

Andrew looked around the room, feeling suddenly paranoid. He wasn’t sure he could trust Dustin or even Denny. There were too many variables to consider. There was even a video camera left set up on a tripod at the back of the room that was pointed in his direction. What if one of the students left it on and recording? Was it even possible that a camera could record for that long? He took a long, deep breath.

And then he stared into Dustin’s eyes, trying to read him, trying to catch his bluff—even just a little smirk. Dustin was always rubbish when it came to telling lies. He was always grinning and snickering and unable to keep a straight face. But now he was dead serious, as if he really did want Andrew to go up to Denny and stroke him off. “You really aren’t kidding. You’re actually into this?” Andrew said with a disgusted tone in his voice.

“Just do it or I’m pressing send right now.”

And Andrew found himself walking towards Denny. Denny wasn’t moving. Instead, Denny just closed his eyes and took a deep breath. Denny was letting it happen—he didn’t want those photos getting out either. And Andrew couldn’t help but feel what was either sympathy or guilt—or maybe both. He was getting a taste of his own treatment. He tried to blackmail the new kid and now he was the one being blackmailed. Maybe he deserved it, but Denny certainly didn’t deserve it. 

He sunk down to his knees right before Denny. He looked up and felt thankful that he at least looked like a chick. He looked back at Dustin, who still wasn’t smirking. Instead his face was red and his forehead was glistening with sweat. The bastard was really into this. “Get on with it,” Dustin said.

So Andrew gently slipped his fingers around the skirt of Denny’s dress. He lifted it up, exposing Denny’s bare cock. He heard Dustin behind him, letting out a deep breath of satisfied air. And Andrew wondered, what if this was a set up? What if Dustin was about to pull out his phone to take a photo that would validate his claims from the day before?

Denny was strangely semi-erect. But why? Was he actually excited about being stroked off by a dude, or did he just like wearing women’s clothing? It didn’t matter—if anything, it just made the process easier. Andrew reached up carefully, his gut turning. He slipped his fingers around Denny’s cock. It was warm and throbbing. Denny still had his eyes closed—and thankfully, he still looked like a chick. With a bit of makeup and a good shave, he would have been identical to a chick.

Andrew began stroking. And he realized it wasn’t so bad. The idea was much worse than the actual act. He was just pulling on skin—no different than pulling on the skin of Denny’s arm or the skin on his leg. It was just friction along a warm rod.

But Denny’s rod was getting harder and bigger. It felt strange as it throbbed, as if to remind him that he was stroking off a man. He tried to keep his mind clear, so he wouldn’t throw up all over Denny’s feet—or maybe that would have been better for his predicament.

“Now suck it,” Dustin’s voice said.

Andrew snapped his head back. “Are you serious?” he said.

“I said suck it. So do it. What are you waiting for?” Dustin was squirming slightly. A drop of sweat ran from his hair to his chin. He was breathing heavily, as if he was halfway through a marathon. Andrew thought he looked like a complete slob—which is exactly what he was. And in that moment, Andrew decided that he was done with Dustin and Martin. Now he knew what kind of hell they were putting people through and he wanted nothing to do with it. As soon as those photos were deleted, that was it. Dustin could go and say whatever he wanted to Martin—tell him about the whole Denny incident—and Martin was welcome to believe him. But without those pictures, it was just a rumour. And rumours are a dime a dozen.

So Andrew shook his head and lined the tip of that cock up to his lips. He stared at it for a moment before leaning forward and sliding it along his tongue. It wasn’t so bad. It didn’t taste like anything. Once the cock was in his mouth, it didn’t seem so gross. It really didn’t seem like a big deal.

“Grab your tits and massage your nipples, like you’re liking it,” Dustin said. The comment was confusing for a moment, until Andrew realized it was directed at Denny. He looked up and saw Denny following the command, cupping his flat chest while teasing his nipples. It was a strangely arousing sight, but only because he actually looked like a girl.

Andrew heard something behind him: a gentle slapping. He looked back as he caught his breath and saw that Dustin had his cock out. He was jerking himself off. His cheeks were dark crimson and he was sweatier than ever. So he really was getting off on this. So he really was going to keep his mouth shut—because if he said anything, surely he knew that Andrew would retaliate with the reality of situation. And Martin would just as easily believe the truth, would he not?

Andrew put his hands on Denny’s thighs as he sucked. Denny had soft skin, just like a girl’s—which made it so much easier. He sucked hard and deep, getting his tongue all around Denny’s hardened girth. He felt Denny’s cock bulge and twitch and he knew he was close to achieving the goal: Denny’s orgasm.

“Shit,” Denny muttered. He slipped his hands into Andrew’s hair.

“Is she going to come?” Dustin groaned from the back of the room. “Don’t come. Not yet. I need a minute.” He started beating himself harder. Andrew tried not to look back, put off by the sight of the unfit man sweating and masturbating. He tried to keep his focus on Denny. Denny was at least pretty. Denny was at least clean and gentle. Denny was at least attractive.

“Oh fuck,” Dustin groaned. Andrew knew he was coming but he didn’t look back.

“Shit. I’m sorry,” Denny said softly, and then Andrew tasted the first blast of cum. He froze, taking the next blast in his mouth before pulling back suddenly, horrified and disgusted. But pulling back turned out to be a mistake. The third blast ended up getting him on the nose, and the fourth blast got him across the cheek. He managed to get out of the way of the rest, but he was already covered in cum. He spat the first two blasts onto the floor.

Then he stood up and marched towards Dustin. He snatched his phone and immediately deleted the photos. And then he checked Dustin’s messages to make sure he hadn’t sent the photos out, and then he checked Dustin’s e-mail inbox. The photos appeared to be gone. But just to be sure, Andrew dropped the phone to the ground and stomped it to a pulp. Dustin tried to stop him once his cock was back in his pants. But by the time Dustin got to him, there was nothing to salvage. Andrew gave the tiny pieces of phone a good kick, scattering them across the drama room, just in case Dustin decided to pick up the pieces to put back together.

“You’re a suck fuck,” Dustin said before storming out of the room. He looked back just as Denny went sprinting by, out of the room and down the hall. He was still in his dress and wig. The cute strappy heels were left behind on the drama room floor with what was left of Dustin’s phone.


CHAPTER XI

Denny spent most of that night staring at himself in his bathroom mirror, trying to wrap his head around what had happened. It certainly wasn’t what he expected when he first noticed Andrew staring his way like a hungry tiger. He thought he was just going to be roughed up a little bit—how could he have anticipated what really happened?

He tried to figure out what was going on between Dustin and Andrew. They were tense—at each other’s throats. But why? Were they not friends? Why were they so afraid of this Martin guy? Why did they care so much about what he thought? Dustin seemed especially terrified of Martin.

There was just too much to take in at once. But more than anything, Denny couldn’t figure out why he got so hard so fast, and why he came in just a couple of minutes. He couldn’t even come that quickly when he was masturbating. There was something about the dress he was wearing—the soft fabric hugging his skin. The fabric was so thin that it almost felt like he was wearing nothing at all. And he actually looked good in the damned dress. There was a mirror across the drama room that he practically stared at the whole time he was getting his cock sucked—when his eyes were open, anyway, when he wasn’t trying to imagine a woman on her knees, sucking him off.

But the strangest outcome of the day was certainly what Denny was feeling now: a strange desire to try on his sister’s clothes. It wasn’t anything he had ever thought about before, but now the sensation was almost overwhelming. He stripped down and stared at his naked body in the mirror, wondering if it really was a feminine body, or if he was just remembering the incident in the drama room with a foggy brain. There was only one way to know for sure.

His sister was in her room sleeping, but there was a stack of her clean laundry in the laundry room, including a dress his sister wore out to a party a few nights before. That was the dress he nabbed. He grabbed a pair of her heels from the shoe closet, and then found himself back in the bathroom. Then, he curiously found himself with a razor in his hand. He wondered if anyone would notice if he shaved his legs. The hair would grow back in a month or two, right? And its not like he would be wearing shorts anytime soon. He was never much of a shorts guy anyway.

So he shaved away the hair on his legs, and he even found himself shaving his pubic hair. Once it was all gone, he slipped into the dress. His sister was a couple of years older than him, but apparently they were the same exact size. The dress was a perfect fit. And it felt nice. He wondered: why can’t men’s clothing be this soft? He did a little spin, watching as the skirt of the dress lifted into the air. And then he watched as he smiled.

But the smile was short lived. He quickly realized that he was in his family bathroom, dressed in his sister’s clothes. Earlier that day he’d been sucked and stroked off by another man. This was not where he saw his life headed a few days before. Hell, it wasn’t where he saw his life headed that very morning.

His phone vibrated and he snatched it quickly off the bathroom counter. He didn’t want that faint buzzing to wake anyone in the house up. His heart was suddenly pounding. He put a hand on his chest, worried the pounding might wake his family up.

The message on his phone was from an unknown sender. “Are you up? I think we need to talk.” Denny read it a second time before replying.

“Who is this? I think you might have the wrong number.”

He waited a minute and then he got his reply. “It’s Andrew. I’m at your house. Come down and talk to me. I come in peace—I promise.”

Denny’s heart fluttered and his gut turned. He crept up to the small bathroom window, which was already open. He peeked out and saw a figure pacing around the alley. “Shit,” he muttered. He looked back into the mirror and saw that he was still in that dress, still in those heels, and still with a face covered in makeup.

He hurried to the sink and started running some warm water, to clean off his face. Then his phone buzzed again. “I can see you through the window. I don’t care that you’re dressed up. Just come down so we can talk.” And his heart sunk deeper into the lost depths of his gut.

He’d been caught. Why didn’t he just close that little window? Why did he assume the whole neighbourhood was asleep just because his sister was asleep? He knew the issue was his foggy brain—he hadn’t been thinking straight since the incident. In fact, he hadn’t been thinking straight all day, since the bully’s gaze found him in that school classroom. Now his embarrassing predicament was even more embarrassing.

Quietly, he snuck down the stairs of his home and crept towards the back door. He didn’t turn any lights on as he went. The last thing he wanted was for his sister or parents to catch him sneaking through the house in his sister’s dress and makeup. They would be so ashamed.

He took a minute to open the door, pushing it slowly so it wouldn’t creak. Then he hustled across the grass to meet the dark figure in the alleyway. The makeup on his face didn’t cover his dark red cheeks. He wasn’t entirely sure why he was agreeing to meet with the bully who got him into this whole mess. He wasn’t entirely sure of anything anymore. He needed sleep. He was going to continue making stupid decisions until he got some proper rest and a clear mind. But now it was too late. Now he was staring Andrew in the face, regretting his decision to leave his house without washing the eyeliner off of his eyelids.

Andrew stared at him, his hands buried in his pockets. The stare lasted a long time—longer than Denny would have liked. But then again, Denny would have preferred they didn’t look at one another at all. Denny also felt like they needed to talk about what happened, but he wasn’t sure what needed to be said exactly. He had a feeling that Andrew felt the same way he felt—but he wasn’t sure that was true. It was hard to believe that he could relate at all to a fierce bully who had no qualms punching a kid in the face in order to steal a couple of dollars. Though, by the sounds of it, Andrew maybe did have qualms. By the sounds of it, it was Martin who called the shots and lacked the sympathy.

“Well?” Denny said, still waiting for Andrew to get to the point.


CHAPTER XII

Andrew forgot the speech he had prepared as soon as he saw Denny wearing that dress and that makeup. He looked good in makeup. He looked even better now than he did earlier—and Andrew thought that he looked pretty good before. His eyes were so big and bright shining. It was hard to believe that those eyes actually belonged to a man.

And seeing Denny now, all dolled up, strangely made Andrew feel better about the whole thing: about sucking off his cock until he came. It’s not like he sucked off some rugged transvestite. “I just wanted to say sorry about Dustin and all that shit that happened today,” Andrew said. “And by the way, no one can know that I came here to talk to you. If you tell anyone, I’ll—” He cut himself off and took a deep breath. He knew he’d spent too much time with Martin. He hated the person that he’d become—all because he was so desperate to appease Martin. He didn’t want to be the guy who went around threatening to kill people. He didn’t want to be known as the guy who couldn’t keep his cool, who was always throwing down whenever someone accidentally spilled his milk.

“It’s fine. Let’s just forget about it,” Denny said. Deny was staring at his feet. His cheeks were dark red. He kept reaching to pull down his skirt, which kept riding up. And then he would look around to make sure none of the neighbours were watching. And Andrew wondered: was this something he did often? Was he always wearing girl’s clothes? Or was he wearing the clothes because of what happened earlier?

Andrew forced a smile. He truly didn’t want Denny to hate him. Maybe Denny could be the first person who wasn’t Martin or Dustin to not hate him. He had to start somewhere. But he wasn’t sure what to say. His social skills were practically non-existent. What are you supposed to say to someone to make them like you? What’s something ‘nice’ to say? A compliment? “You look good, by the way,” he said, and then he immediately regretted saying it. Why would he go with that, of all the possible options?

He watched as Denny’s cheeks became even redder. “Thanks,” Denny said, his eyes darting away. Andrew wasn’t expecting a thank you.

“So we’re cool then? You don’t feel weird about all this, do you?” Andrew asked.

Denny shrugged. “I don’t know,” he said. Andrew couldn’t help but notice that even Denny’s voice had a feminine quality to it that he hadn’t noticed before. Was that new or did he always talk like that? “It was obviously weird. And I wasn’t too keen on having your friend standing there watching…”

Andrew laughed. “Well he’s not my friend. Not anymore,” he said, as if it made a difference. And then Andrew felt a cold sweat tickling the back of his neck. He laughed again, feeling strangely nervous. He tried to remember why he was at Denny’s house. He tried to remember why he went through the effort of tracking down Denny’s phone number and his home address. He had to call the vice principal’s house and make up a whole story about finding a lost wallet. And then he had to double down on his lie, saying he also found a bottle of medication that looked important. But why was he so desperate to talk to Denny? He let another nervous laugh slip. “Besides, would it really have been less weird if Dustin wasn’t there?” he asked.

And Denny shrugged his shoulders. “Probably,” he said. And Andrew realized the question was pointless.

Suddenly, Andrew found himself looking into Denny’s big, shining eyes. He still couldn’t believe they belonged to a man. Denny’s whole face was amazingly feminine, especially with a touch of makeup. And why was he so good at doing his makeup? His eyeliner was drawn on better than most of the girls in the school. His lip-gloss made his lips look so plump and soft.

Andrew leaned forward and kissed Denny. He couldn’t figure out why he was doing it, and he couldn’t figure out why he wasn’t stopping himself. He especially couldn’t figure out why Denny was kissing back. His heart started to stammer. He was kissing the new kid: a male. But at least he was kissing a male who looked like a female, as if that made it better. But she wasn’t even trans—maybe she was a trap, but more than anything she was a twink.

Andrew gently slipped his trembling hands onto her sides. Her dress was soft and so was her body. She lacked the muscle definition that most men had. She was either a late bloomer or this was all she was going to be. He ran his hands up and down her sides, feeling the slight bumps of her ribs. Then he slipped those hands around her back and lowered them down to her ass. Her ass was nice and firm, with just the right amount of bounce. She let him squeeze her cheeks while they kissed.

“I’m not gay,” Andrew said, and he felt stupid for saying it because now, he had no idea whether or not it was true. He knew he liked girls, but here he was, kissing a boy, unable to control himself. He’d never been unable to control himself with a girl—so maybe he was wrong in thinking he liked girls. Though he knew he wouldn’t be interested in Denny if Denny wasn’t wearing that dress and that eyeliner and that creamy lip-gloss.

Denny didn’t respond. She just continued kissing, her cheeks still dark crimson. She rubbed her hands on Andrew’s torso, feeling his abs and his pecs. It wasn’t long before those hands slipped under his shirt and onto his bare skin. Andrew couldn’t figure out what was happening—he didn’t know what he said or did to spark this moment. His legs were trembling and his heart was pounding. He knew it was wrong. He knew that Dustin and Martin would crucify him if they saw the questionable act—but in that moment he didn’t care. He just allowed himself to relax and he kept holding his little trap angel in his arms.


CHAPTER XIII

Denny felt good—better than he’d felt in recent memory. He actually felt like a woman, which was strange, seeing as he knew he wasn’t a woman.

But the role felt suiting, and she liked the idea in the moment, so she went with it.

She grabbed Andrew’s hand and pulled him away from her house. She knew of a little park just a block away. It was a wooded off-leash dog park but no one ever used it during the daytime, never mind in the middle of the night. She led him down a path, away from the houses, and then she threw herself back into his arms, pressing her lips against his. She could feel his warmth as his heart pounding against hers.

“Let’s just keep this between us,” Andrew said.

“Sure,” Denny said. She could feel his bulge growing against her lower abdomen. He was a few inches taller than her. She was already erect, but her cock was lost between his legs. She wished she was taller, so they could rub their cocks together. But for now, she was okay just reaching down the front of his pants to rub his rod. She got her fingers around it firmly and she pumped it quickly. She’d never touched another cock before, but now it seemed so obvious and natural. But her pounding heart continued to remind her that she was slipping away from reality—that she wasn’t really a woman and that she wasn’t supposed to be fooling around with a man.

She couldn’t figure out what happened—why putting on a dress for an awkward afternoon made her suddenly act so differently, as if her brain had been instantly rewired. Maybe she always had the urges and she’d simply repressed them. Or maybe she just discovered the joys of being a woman.

Her heart trembled as she worried about where this new hobby of hers would lead her. If it was this overwhelming now, how would she feel in a month? In a year? In five years? At this rate, she was going to be a full-blown tranny by the end of the week…

But now, she was only worried about pleasing Andrew. For some reason, she felt like it was her duty as a girl. She tugged down his pants and fell to her knees on the warm forest floor. She looked at his towering cock and felt her gut turning—even her gut was trying to remind her that she wasn’t actually a woman.

But she grabbed that cock anyway and pointed it at her mouth. She opened wide and shoved whatever she could fit inside. She sucked and puckered her lips around his intense girth. She could feel his veins pulsing. She could feel his cock becoming bigger and harder—which she’d originally thought was impossible.

She sucked him until she could taste his sweet pre-cum. And then she leaned back, admiring the long strand of saliva that connected her bottom lip to his throbbing tip. “Want to put it in my ass?” she asked. And she couldn’t believe that she said it. Her heart fluttered and she took a deep breath. Even her voice sounded alien to her, as if someone else was talking through her body. And maybe someone else was—or something else. Maybe that dress she put on in that drama room had possessed her—some sort of horny, cock-craving demon.

“Yeah,” Andrew said. He helped her to her feet and he led her over to a thick tree. She didn’t hesitate. She leaned forward and pressed her hands against the rough bark. And then she looked back as Andrew flipped up her skirt. “Nice panties,” he said with a chuckle. And she remembered that she was wearing a pair of her sister’s panties. They had little pink bunnies on them.

Andrew tugged the panties down and then ran his thumb over her bum hole. He spread her cheeks and spat into that hole, so there was some lubricant to work with. Then he pressed his tip up to that hole and asked, “Are you ready?”

Denny just nodded and took a deep breath. A moment later, she could feel it: his warm, thick rod sliding into her body. She clenched but that did nothing. Andrew was determined to enter her body completely. She took another deep breath. It didn’t hurt, but it felt strange. She could feel her anus stretching. She could feel her insides stretching and adjusting to accommodate Andrew’s large cock. Even when she let a little “ouch” slip, Andrew didn’t stop. He kept sliding deep, until she could feel his tip pushing against the inside of her abdomen. In that same moment, she felt his pelvis press against her ass, and she thought, ‘Thank God.”

Andrew held her hips tightly. He pulled back, leaving her suddenly empty, and then he came down hard, slapping her bum, filling her up again. Her body became tense. She clenched again, but she was too stretched out to stop his mighty cock. Now he was relentlessly thrusting in and out of her, as if he was taking all of his pent-up anger out on her poor little asshole. But she couldn’t be upset, seeing as she was the one who invited him in. But it didn’t matter—she was starting to enjoy it, once his cock started to press against that amazing sweet spot.

She let a moan slip. Her own cock was drooling pre-cum and she hadn’t even touched herself. Andrew’s cock felt incredible. Getting fucked in the ass must have been some sort of hidden secret that the gays were keeping to themselves, Denny thought. She pushed her bum back to take more of Andrew’s forceful entries. “More,” she moaned, but she wasn’t even sure what she meant when she said it.

Andrew started coming down harder and faster, so Denny started moaning louder. “More!” she cried. So he came down even harder and even faster. Her legs started wobbling. It was already hard enough to stand in those heels—bordering on impossible. Luckily, Andrew was holding her up. “Oh fuck,” Denny moaned with her eyes shut tight. She opened them for a second, just long enough to see her cock unloading all over the bark of the tree. He’d stimulated her like a farm bull. “Oh God,” she groaned as her cock unloaded the last of its warm blasts.

Andrew didn’t last much longer. He pulled out and pressed his tip to her reddened butt cheek before spraying his load all over her soft skin. She liked the way it felt, though she wished he would have lasted longer. She didn’t blame him though—her bum hole was tight and she did look rather sexy in that dress. Feeling kinky, she said, “Now get on your knees and lick it up.”

She was surprised when he actually did it. He dropped to his knees, put his hands on her thighs, and started licking his own cum off of her bare butt cheeks. She let out a little giggle. It was actually kind of cute.

Once he was finished, he said, “No one finds out about this,” as if it needed to be said.


CHAPTER XIV

Dustin sent a message to Andrew and Martin, telling them to meet him in the A/V room after school. “What for?” Andrew replied.

“I want to show you guys something,” Dustin said. He couldn’t wait for that particular school day to end. It was finally his chance to free himself from Martin’s cold grasp. Well… it wasn’t going to free him, but at least he wouldn’t be alone any longer. At least he would finally be able to share the burden.

He wouldn’t be the only one with an embarrassing video in Martin’s possession. Now, Andrew would be stuck heeding all of Martin’s commands. Because Dustin had a secret: when Andrew was sucking that new kid’s cock, Dustin managed to press record on a nearby camera—the camera the drama teacher used to record play rehearsals. No one noticed his sly move. And after Andrew finished smashing Dustin’s phone—which Dustin knew Andrew would do—he popped that tape out from the camera and he was holding that tape now, excited to show off his secret weapon.

Martin was the first to show up after the bell rang. “This better be good,” Martin said. His eyes were heavy and a scowl was permanently imbued on his face. He looked sleepless and groggy, maybe hungover. He took a seat at the back of the classroom. “Where’s Andrew? What’s going on with him?”

Dustin was tempted to just press play on that tape now. He already had it set up: the camera wired into the television, which was already pulled in front of the whiteboard and turned on. Now, it was just displaying fuzz. But soon, it would be showing Andrew on his knees, sucking off the new kid’s surprisingly large cock.

Dustin knew the tape well. He’d taken it home and watched it over and over, rewinding it constantly to watch it again. He’d jerked off a few times to that tape since taking it home. That new kid looked just like the babes from his favourite porn videos.

Dustin watched as Martin tapped his foot on the ground. He crossed his arms and grunted, but what he was grunting at wasn’t clear. “I’m sure he’ll be here soon,” Dustin said as he pulled out his phone. He sent Andrew another message. “You’d better come soon or you’ll regret it,” he wrote. And a few seconds later, Andrew came in through the door.

“What the hell is this all about?” Andrew asked. And then Dustin watched as Andrew noticed the television set up. His face became pale and his lips parted.

“It’s movie night,” Dustin said with a big grin. “Take a seat.”

Andrew remained by the door. “I think I’ll stand.”

“No. You’ll sit,” Dustin said through clenched teeth. Andrew hesitated. After a quiet, tense moment, he walked over to a chair and sat down. Dustin had a feel that he knew exactly what he was about to see.

Dustin walked over to the camera and hovered his finger over the play button, but he didn’t press it right away. He wanted to savour the moment. He wanted to revel in those glorious seconds before the weight was pulled off of his shoulders.

“Play the fucking tape already,” Martin shouted.

So Dustin pressed play. And then the image on Andrew on his knees before a pretty girl came onto the screen.

Martin scoffed. “You filmed Andrew eating a girl out?” Martin asked.

But Dustin let the surprise wait. The big reveal would come in just a couple of minutes—the moment where Andrew pulls his head back and spit out the cum—the moment where the camera sees the new kid’s big hard cock for the first time.

“She’s cute,” Martin said with another little chuckle. “And she likes it. I didn’t know you knew how to please a woman, Andrew.”

Dustin looked over at Andrew, who was completely white and completely stiff. And then he looked at Martin, who was still watching the tape with a big grin.

“So Andrew ate out a hottie? What the hell is this, Dustin? Why are you wasting my time with this?”

Dustin said nothing. He knew that Martin was getting frustrated, but it would all be worth it in just a minute or two. He just smirked and bit down on his tongue.

Martin looked back at the screen. “Am I missing something? Who is this chick? Does she go here? Have her number? I’d like to fuck her. Damn, Andrew. Why aren’t you pushing her down to her knees and making her suck your cock? I would bend this chick over so fast. I would make her squirt all over my cock. Eating a girl out is fine and everything, but this is just going on too long. Be a man. Fuck your woman.” He looked back at Dustin. “Is this it? Are we trying to teach Andrew how to properly please a woman? At least he’s getting with a woman. What the hell are you doing, Dustin?” He looked back at the screen, and then there was a silence.

“Here it comes,” Dustin said, his body tense with excitement.

“Wait. What is that?” Martin asked.

Andrew sunk into his chair. Dustin stood up on his toes.

“In the back of the room there. Is that a mirror? Is that… Is that you, Dustin? Are you jerking yourself off?”

And then Dustin’s heart sunk into the pit of his gut. He hadn’t noticed the mirror in the back of the shot. He hadn’t noticed himself in the scene, rubbing his cock, sweating like a pig in August. His lips parted to say something, but no words came out.

But it didn’t matter—in a few seconds, Andrew would be implicated as well. He wouldn’t be alone in his embarrassment, and that was the whole point. Martin already knew that he had a thing for trannies, so this embarrassment wasn’t a new revelation. But—

Suddenly, the film stopped, frozen just as the beautiful trap let out a soft moan, tilting her head back—a few seconds before Andrew winced away from her cumshot. “What’s happening?” Dustin said. He ran to the camera. He mashed a series of buttons and then he opened up the tape deck.

The tape was ruined—the film was spewing out of the little cassette in every direction. It had been overplayed: played and rewound too many times. Mini-DV tapes aren’t meant to withstand that much playback. They’re meant to be recorded and offloaded—played back once or twice at most. Then, the tape begins to stretch. The little gears begin to wear quickly. The tiny plastic pieces that move are cheap. Once the film escapes the spool, the tape is ruined. And now, the entire strip of film was everywhere.

“Fuck! What’s happening?” Dustin screamed. He held the tape up with both hands like it was a dying child.

“So why did we just waste five minutes of our lives?” Martin asked. “Why did I just watch Andrew eat a chick out?”

Dustin, with a hot face, turned to Andrew. “It wasn’t a chick! It was a man! He was sucking her cock! I mean—he was sucking his cock!”

Martin laughed. “That was no man. That was a woman.”

“No, it wasn’t. It was that new kid. He was dressing her up and taking pictures of her. I found them and then he started sucking her cock.”

“This story sounds ridiculous,” Martin said, shaking his head. “Besides, I can tell the difference between a girl and a boy. That was a girl in that tape.”

Andrew was silent. Dustin wished he would pipe up—but why would he? He was just saved by some miracle—why would he ruin that? “It was a man! I’m telling you. She came all over his face. Believe me!”

Martin shook his head. “You only proved to me that you’re a pervert.”

And then Andrew finally spoke up. “It’s true. The girl in that tape was actually a guy. I was sucking her dick.”

The room became silent. Dustin and Martin both looked at Andrew with wide eyes. Martin let a little laugh slip.

“I’m not kidding,” Andrew said. And Martin’s little laugh stopped. “I don’t want to be friends with you guys anymore. I don’t want the whole school to hate me anymore. You guys can keep doing your thing here, but I’m done with it.”

“If you leave,” Dustin said, his heart pounding, “I’ll tell the whole school that you sucked the new kid’s dick.”

“Okay. Go for it,” Andrew said. And he started towards the door. Dustin’s heart was beating faster now. Why didn’t Andrew care? Why was he letting this happen?

“I mean it!” Dustin shouted, desperate not to be alone.

“Then do it already,” Andrew said without turning back. He turned the corner and was gone.

Dustin turned back to Martin. “I want to leave too,” he said.

“Okay. Then I sent the tape out to everyone,” Martin said with a big grin. “And I don’t mean the tape that you just showed me.” Martin pulled out his phone and navigated to the video in question. He pressed play, turning his screen towards Dustin. And Dustin suddenly wished he would have made copies of Andrew’s sex tape. It wasn’t fair. Why did Andrew get to walk away without consequence? Why was Dustin stuck being Martin’s slave?

“What about Andrew? You’re just going to let him leave?” Dustin asked.

“It’s just me and you now,” Martin said.

“But that’s not fair!”

“Follow me to the drama room,” Martin said. The two men went to the drama room. Martin closed and locked the door behind them. “Now put on a dress.”

Dustin’s gut churned. “Why?”

“Just do it. And a wig, and a pair of heels.”

Dustin found a dress that fit his heavyset body, and then he found a pair of heels that fit his feet. For a wig, he went with a platinum blonde shoulder-length piece. He looked in the mirror and knew he looked ridiculous, but the sight got him excited nonetheless, as it always did.

“Now bend over,” Martin said.

Dustin was slow to respond, but he didn’t want to disappoint his superior. So he bent over, placing his hands on a plastic chair. Martin came up behind him and gently lifted up his skirt, revealing his bare ass. He spread his cheeks. “You could use a shave, you know,” Martin said before reached down and unzipping his fly. He pulled out his throbbing erection. Watching Dustin getting dressed was strangely arousing—though it would have been better if Dustin shed a few pounds and shaved away some of that body hair. But this would do for now…

He pressed his cock into Dustin’s ass and began fucking him from behind. Dustin didn’t protest. He moaned and begged for more. He even begged Martin to come in his ass. So he did.

The next day, Dustin came to school with clean-shaven legs under his jeans. He couldn’t wait to get back into the drama room with Martin.

When he was finished getting his ass filled with warm cum for the second time, he was already looking forward to the next day. He was slightly disappointed when Martin said, “No one can ever find out about this.” He was especially disappointed a few days later, when the new kid walked into school in a cute skirt and a pair of white stockings. She had her hair styled into a short but feminine side part. And her eyeliner was to die for. Dustin was half-tempted to ask her how she achieved the look.

And he was jealous when he saw Andrew walk up next to her, taking her hand as they walked down the hallway together. So that’s what it’s like to be free, he thought. He watched as Andrew kissed the beautiful trap in front of the whole school. He didn’t even hesitate. That must be what it looks like to be happy. Dustin smiled. Martin wasn’t there yet, but maybe he would come around eventually. They’d already stopped hunting down victims for lunch money. Instead, they used their free time finding empty classrooms so they could fool around. It was a step in the right direction. And maybe one day Martin would ask Dustin to come to school in a cute skirt and white stockings. Maybe one day they would be the ones kissing in the hallway.

THE END


BRAZEN

Tim is always falling for every girl he meets. As a joke, his friends play Loverboy songs whenever he walks into a room. One night, at a hockey game, he meets a girl who checks all of his boxes: she’s beautiful, funny, talented, and best of all—she’s kinky. She pulls him aside after the hockey game for a quick romp.

And that’s when he discovers the big juicy secret between her legs, which she doesn’t even seem a little bit shy about.


CHAPTER I

I was late for the game—just a few minutes late, but you only had to be fifteen minutes late before they didn’t let you on the ice. I was about fifteen minutes late, but I knew I could change quickly. I ran into the change room and nearly tripped three times over people’s hockey bags. I didn’t even bother standing my stick up near the entrance—I just tossed it on the floor.

I also didn’t bother taping my socks or my laces. And usually I would tape my elbow pads because the Velcro straps were flimsy, but I didn’t have time for that; I could tape them during the first period break. I looked up at the clock. I still have three minutes before the benches were finalized.

It wouldn’t have been the end of the world if I missed the game. Sure, a few of my teammates would have been grumpy that they had to play a man short, but they always managed to find something to be grumpy about anyway. It wasn’t even a league game—just a casual drop-in game. The organizers even said in their e-mail, in bold letters, ‘CASUAL SKATERS ONLY!’ But there were always guys who took every game way too seriously.

But I wasn’t going to let them down. I wasn’t going to be late for my shift. I heard the buzzer calling the end to warm-up. I could even hear the scratching of skates on ice as the players went to the benches. I had about one minute, but I was almost ready. I just needed to get my helmet on and grab my stick up off the floor.

But technically, I wasn’t late getting to the arena. I was just late getting on the ice. I was there on time, but I ended up getting distracted in the pro shop. I went in to quickly buy some stick tape and then I was distracted by the new pro shop girl. She was only eighteen or nineteen, but her body was fertile and curvy. She had chubby cheeks, but I certainly wouldn’t call her chubby. She had long blonde hair and looked like she could have put on a dirndl and fit right into the nearest Oktoberfest. I’d always had a bit of thing for classic Austrian-looking chicks. Then again, my friends told me that I had a thing for every type of girl. And is that really such a bad thing?

“Is there anything else?” she asked when I was checking out.

And I decided to make a stupid joke, which I regretted as soon as the words left my mouth. “Are you for sale?”

She let out the cutest giggle and my heart melted. She looked into my eyes. Her eyes were bright blue—an Aryan goddess if there ever was one. She slid my tape towards me. “Here’s your tape,” she said, and that’s when I noticed her slight Swedish accent.

My eyes were probably throbbing outwards in the shape of hearts, like in a Bugs Bunny cartoon. I leaned over the counter and asked her how she liked the new job. I found out quickly that she was a giggler. There was nothing I could say that she wouldn’t giggle at. Had I told her that her grandmother had just died in a car wreck, she probably would have giggled. “Where were you working before this?” I asked.

“The movie theatre,” she said.

“Do you like movies?” I asked.

She giggled. “Yes. Everyone likes movies.”

“Maybe we should see a movie sometime,” I said. And of course, she giggled.

“Maybe,” she said. “Isn’t your game about to start?”

I looked back, and that’s when I realized I was late. The Zamboni was driving off the ice and the players were hopping over the boards for warm-up. I had fifteen minutes before I was sent home. “Will you be here in an hour?” I asked.

“I’ll be here,” she said with a wink and a giggle. And my heart melted a little bit more. I was having a good day—even if I ended up missing the hockey game, it was still a top five day as far as I was concerned.

I’d gone out for a business lunch earlier in the day with my manager, as well as a few co-workers and the CEO of the tech company I worked for. It was just supposed to be a casual lunch, but it ended up being one of the most important meetings of my life. We were all sipping pints of beer when a silly commercial came on the television. It was a cheap local commercial for a used car lot, and in the commercial, the owner of the lot was trying his best to rap about their current promotion. Sidney, one of my co-workers, tried to do an impression of the used car lot owner’s terrible rap. “… So with your feet do a tap to this rap, tip your cap or have a nap, but be sure to download our app, and take one of our cars for a lap!” Everyone laughed, and then an idea came to me.

“Nap App,” I said. It was more of a joke than anything. “An app that tells you all the nearby places you can go for a nap—benches in parks, comfy seats in libraries... Or maybe you could call it Nap Map.” I laughed, and so did Sidney.

But the CEO of our company wasn’t laughing. He was staring at me with glowing eyes and parted lips. “Nap Map…” he said. “I like it. I like it a lot… A map that tells you where you can go to nap.” He was already devising the plan in his head.

I thought it was a silly idea, but I wasn’t about to say that, now that I had the CEO’s attention. He was a multi-millionaire with powerful connections. “Come to my office tomorrow morning,” he said to me. “We’ll talk about Nap Map.”

I smiled. I could feel my face turning red. “O—Okay, Mr. Shanahan.” Even my manager was looking at me with jealousy burning in his eyes.

And then the lunch got better. The waitress came by with a fresh, cold beer. “Your beer,” she said, handing it to me.

“Oh, I didn’t order this,” I said.

She looked around at my co-workers. “Oh, I’m sorry. Did one of you order this?”

Everyone shook their head. “Well I guess you can just have it. Otherwise I have to pour it out.” And as she handed it to me, I saw into her eyes. And my heart melted. She looked to be at least half Asian, with an exotic beauty about her. She smiled as our gazes met and then she batted her eyelashes.

“Thanks,” I said as I accepted the free beer. When I got up to use the bathroom, our paths crossed again. “You’re very beautiful. I hope you don’t mind me saying as much,” I said, and I’m not sure what possessed me to say it. I always tried not to creep girls out while they were working. I knew it was bad manners—especially when they were working for tips. But I couldn’t help myself. She was just so striking.

“I don’t mind at all,” she said, and her cheeks turned red. “I really like your suit.”

“Thanks,” I said. “Have you worked here long? I come here all the time and I don’t think I’ve ever seen you here.”

“I just started last week.”

“Like it?”

“It’s fun. Especially when I get to meet cute guys,” she said with a laugh.

“You meet a lot of cute guys here in the business district?” I asked.

“I’ve met at least one,” she said with a grin.

I laughed. There was a cute silence between us. “Where did you work before this?” I asked.

“The bowling alley,” she said.

“Do you like bowling?”

She nodded her head. I ended up getting her number. “I look forward to bowling with you,” I said as I headed back to my table. It was a fantastic lunch: a possible business opportunity, a free beer, and a beautiful woman’s phone number.

I’d been on a high since that lunch. I was still on that high now, as I rushed towards the ice. The ref hadn’t blown the whistle yet. My teammates were still trying to decide on our lines. I squeezed into the middle of the bench. And then I looked to my left to count the players, to see which line I ended up on. And then I looked to my right to see who else was on my line. And that’s when I looked into the eyes of a gorgeous woman.


CHAPTER II

Whenever I met up with my friends for drinks, Sidney would play the song, ‘Turn Me Loose’ on his phone. It was a running joke that never seemed to get old—at least not to any of my friends. They would laugh and then they would usually ask me why I wasn’t wearing my leather pants. Of course I didn’t own any leather pants, but the joke wasn’t complete without the additional Lover Boy reference.

They thought I was some sort of hopeless romantic, but I’m pretty sure they were just jealous—Sidney in particular. Sidney mustered up the courage once every two or three years to ask a girl out on a date. And his relationships only ever lasted three or four dates at the very most. So it was understandable that he was a bit jealous of my track record.

I once went on five dates in a week, with five different girls. It wasn’t a world record by any means, but it was a personal best for me—not that I was trying to set a personal best. I was convinced that one of those five girls was my soul mate—I just didn’t know which one. I’d met them all throughout that week. Two of the girls I met at parties, one was a bartender at a bar I went to for a friend’s birthday, one worked at the shooting range I went to with some co-workers, and one was an old classmate from elementary school who had just moved back to town and found me on Facebook. Now, as I waited for my first hockey shift to start, I couldn’t remember any of their names. That was three years ago, and I didn’t end up going on a second date with any of the girls.

But five in one week was nothing compared to three in one day! Though as I sat on the bench and watched the hockey game that I would soon be a part of, I realized that I knew none of the girls’ names. I had the exotic waitress’ number, but I had no clue what her name was. She’d been wearing a nametag, but I don’t think I ever bothered to read the name. The blonde beauty in the pro shop with the Swedish accent—I’m sure her name was Helga or Elsa or something, but I had no clue. And the beauty sitting on the bench next to me: I hadn’t even spoken a word to her, but I knew I had to say something.

“I’m Tim,” I said to her. And she looked at me slowly. She was wearing dark eyeliner around her eyes, but no other makeup. She didn’t need any more than that. Hell, she didn’t even need the eyeliner.

“Hi Tim,” she said. She let a little smirk slip. She was wearing a touch of perfume—or maybe it was just a feminine deodorant. She smelled like a meadow full of flowers.

“What’s your name?” I asked.

“Portia,” she said.

Portia. The name buzzed around in my head like an energetic butterfly. It was a beautiful name—the perfect name. It suited her, even though I could only see part of her face through her cage. Her helmet obscured most of her face and her hair, save for the brown ponytail that rested on her back. Her pads and jersey left her body a complete mystery. She could have been butch or flabby, but I could somehow tell that she was thin and beautiful. I could somehow tell that she had nice tits and a great ass, even though her hockey pants were two inches thick and terribly unflattering, the way hockey pants are. I could tell she had gentle, narrow shoulders, even though her shoulder pads were thicker and bulkier than mine. “Do you prefer left, right, or center?” she asked me.

“Huh?” I said. And then I realized she was talking about our line, as our shift was about to start. “Oh, um, I play center usually, but I can do whatever.”

“Okay. I’ll play right wing. Try to get to the left of the net once we’re in their zone.” I wasn’t paying much attention to what she was saying. I was too distracted by those eyes. She had big eyes that shone through the metal bars of her cage. She had big eyelashes and the most adorable smile. She laughed. “Are you listening to me?” she asked.

“Huh? Yeah. Go to the net. Sure.”

The bench door flew open and our left-winger jumped onto the ice. It was time to play. I hopped over the boards and looked around. I hadn’t been paying attention to who had the puck. I looked at our defensemen, who were crouched and ready for the approaching attack. Then I looked at the enemy team and saw their centre flying down the ice with the puck. I quickly went after him, cutting him off, using my stick to block his left side. He went to pass the puck, but my stick got a piece of it. The puck went to the boards and bounced onto Portia’s stick.

She did a cute spin manoeuvre to dodge their left-winger. Then she had an open wing, so she started skating with the puck. I hurried to the other team’s blue line. The puck buzzed past me, across the ice to the other winger, who took it over the line. I went towards the net. The puck was passed back to the point, onto the stick of one of our D-men. He passed it across to the other point. And then it went back to Portia.

I watched her as she skated around the net, pulling their defensive line out of position. She was an elegant skater—definitely not someone who learned to skate on hockey skates. She looked more like a figure skater. I was waiting for her to jump and spin. I would have gladly been her ice-dancing partner. I would have even put on some sparkling spandex suit if it meant I got to hold her in my arms through a whole routine.

I caught a whiff of her as she went by: that floral perfume that made my head light. I couldn’t wait to get back onto the bench, to sit next to her, to talk to her and maybe to flirt with her a bit. I couldn’t wait to see her after the game, once she was out of her bulky equipment. I could already imagine her outfit: a tank top and a tiny pair of pink booty shorts that hardly covered her perky tush. I wondered if she had the women’s change room all to herself. They always had a change room set aside for female players in case any showed up—and there was usually one or two, but most of them just changed in the co-ed change rooms because most of them were more masculine than me. But not Portia. Portia was a feminine masterpiece. Portia was—

The puck hit my skate and I remembered that I was playing the game. I looked down at the puck and realized I had an open net. But by the time my brain processed what was happening, the goalie slid over and covered the puck. I heard my teammates booing me from the bench. I heard Portia’s disappointed sigh. I heard my gut churning.

When I sat down on the bench at the end of my shift, Portia looked over at me. “If that happens again I’m switching lines,” she said. But she had a grin. It was all in good fun. She didn’t care about the outcome of the casual shinny game. And I cared even less. I only cared about getting her number before the night was through.


CHAPTER III

The game ended in a draw. Had it been a league game or even just a more serious group of players, we would have continued playing until another goal was scored. But people had to work in the morning, and people had wives waiting for them at home. So everyone left—everyone but a few people who wanted to keep skating until the Zamboni driver told them to scram. Portia was one of the few who stayed on the ice to skate around and warm down. So I stayed out as well.

She took off her helmet and placed it on the boards by the bench, finally exposing her true beauty. Her hair was slicked down with sweat but it didn’t distract from her appeal. As she skated, her ponytail floated into the air. Every stride was just as elegant as the one before it, even after three periods of sprinting up and down the ice. I skated up next to her.

“You’re a good skater,” I said.

“Thanks,” she said. I had to hustle to keep up with her.

“Have you been playing for long?” I asked. I could smell that floral perfume. I suddenly got a second wind.

“A few years,” she said. She spun around to face me. She skated backwards just as elegantly as when she was skating forwards. “And you?” she asked.

“I’ve been skating since I was a little kid,” I said. “Playing hockey since I was a teenager. My parents didn’t want me playing hockey but they gave up trying to stop me when I was thirteen.” I was huffing, trying to chat while keeping up with her. Her speed seemed effortless, which was impressive seeing as she was skating backwards.

She laughed. “You’ve been spending too much time with your stick,” she said.

And I felt my cheeks turn red. “What?” I said. And then I realized she was mocking my skating ability.

“You might benefit from going out for a public skate with your stick… Just work on skating. You’re looking a bit sloppy, if you don’t mind me saying.”

“I don’t mind. And I’d be happy to go out public skating with you sometime,” I said. I smiled big, which wasn’t easy while I simultaneously tried to catch my breath.

She laughed. She had a cute laugh. “Fine. How’s tomorrow afternoon?” she asked.

“Sounds good,” I said. My heart was pounding. My amazing day just got more amazing. I was half-expecting to close my eyes and then open them to see my bedroom ceiling—and realize the whole day had just been a dream. But I knew it was real. I was just having a fantastic day.

As we turned around the corner, I noticed the glow of the pro shop through the large window. That pretty blonde was still working. I’d completely forgotten about her. And now, as I skated around with Portia, I couldn’t even remember what the blonde looked like. I couldn’t remember what she sounded like or what I even liked about her. I couldn’t remember what the exotic waitress looked like, either. Why did I think she looked exotic again? Was she not just a standard-looking downtown waitress?

The only girl on my mind was Portia. The other girls were just eye-candy. Portia was the real prize.

I looked around and realized we were the only two still on the ice.

“When you cross over, try pushing out as far as you can to the side—not backwards. You get your power from pushing to the side,” she said. And she did a demonstration. I found myself staring at her ass, even though I was staring at two inches of padding. “Now you try,” she said.

So I tried the technique she’d demonstrated. I ended up falling on my side. I bumped my elbow. She laughed. It was worth it just to hear that laugh. “Get up and try again,” she said. “You were close.”

So I tried it again. I didn’t fall this time, but it was close. It wasn’t easy to get the technique right, but I could feel the power that she was referring to. With just a few crossovers, I felt the speed starting to build up. “Yeah, that looks better,” she said. “Take off your gloves.”

I took off my gloves and she took off hers. She skated on the outside of me and reached out her hand. “Hold my hand and I’ll hold you up. Lean into the corner and push out. I won’t let you fall.”

“Shouldn’t we save the romantic stuff for our date tomorrow?” I said with a grin. She let out a sample of that cute laugh again. And I realized that we really were going on a date. Hell, we practically were on a date now. I held her hand. Her hand was small and soft and gentle. But she held me tightly as we went around the corner, leaning away from me to counter my bodyweight.

“There. That’s better. Now you just need to learn to do it without someone holding you up,” she said with a wink. I didn’t let go of her hand right away. I pretended not to notice that we were holding hands. I smelled her perfume again and then it occurred to me that I probably smelled terrible after three periods of hockey. My gear was already questionable before the game even started. I found myself blushing.

“You know you’re still holding my hand, right?” she said. “Don’t you think you’re coming on a little bit strong?”

I let go of her hand. “Oh, sorry,” I said. My face was dark red now. Luckily the Zamboni driver came to my rescue. He threw open the Zamboni doors and then walked across the ice to pull the nets off the rink. “We’d better get off,” I said. So we got off. “Wait for me out in the lobby after you’re changed,” I said.

“I’m going to shower,” she said.

“Okay, then I’ll wait for you,” I said.

“I might be a bit.”

“I don’t mind. I’ve got nowhere to be.” It wasn’t exactly true: it was already close to midnight and I had to be at work early in the morning. But I wasn’t about to lose my opportunity. The night was going so perfectly and I was having the best luck of my life. I knew that my luck couldn’t possibly stay the same after I let the day end, so I wasn’t about to let the day end. “Alright, I’ll see you in a bit,” I said, heading towards my changing room. And then she followed me, and I realized we were headed for the same changing room. “Fancy that,” I said.

“I just can’t get rid of you, can I?” she said.

As fate would have it, our hockey bags were right next to each other in the change room—the only two bags left in an otherwise desolate space that smelled of body odour and urinal pucks. I sat down next to her and started to get changed. I tried not to look over when she pulled her jersey and her shoulder pads off. I wanted to be respectful, but I also really wanted to see her body. But I could see enough through my peripheral vision: her large tits being held up by her white bra. She reached down and slipped out of her hockey pants, leaving her in just her white panties. She still had her shin pads and skates on, but that somehow only made her sexier. I still kept my eyes on my own gear.

We kept talking. She told me about all of the teams she’d played on before, and then she told me about how she wanted to play on a NCHL team. “But the NCHL doesn’t have girl teams—at least I’m pretty sure they don’t,” I said. The NCHL was a local beer league that was men only. But there was the WNCHL that was exclusively for women.

“Yeah, well they won’t let me play on the women’s teams either,” she said.

“Why not?” I asked.

She laughed. “I guess I’m not woman enough for them.” It seemed like a strange answer, but I didn’t question it any further. “You can look at me, you know. You don’t have to stare awkwardly at your feet.”

So I looked at her. And she was just as beautiful as I’d imagined, sitting there in her bra and panties, bending over to untie her skates. Her skin was fair and glowing. There were red lines where the straps of her equipment had been. But it was hard to notice anything but her perky cleavage.

I looked away quickly, worried I was doing too much staring. I could feel warmth tingling in my cheeks. And then I noticed the shower room, which had no door or even a curtain: just a large opening into a space with multiple showerheads. Is that where she planned on showering?

“So tomorrow,” I said. “You want to come skate here? I think they do a public skate every afternoon.” My heart was stammering. I was nervous, but I wasn’t sure why.

“Sure. That sounds fine,” she said, looking at me with a smile. And then she laughed. “You know you could probably use a shower yourself. You’re smelling a bit… ripe.”

I laughed, my heart beating faster now. Was she inviting me to take a shower with her? I watched as she pulled a towel out from her bag. I had a towel in my bag. I usually showered when I got home, but I wasn’t about to miss and opportunity to shower with a beautiful woman. “Is that an invitation?” I asked.

“Do you need an invitation to use a public shower?”

My heart leapt up in my chest. It was an invitation. She really did want me to hop in the shower with her. Did that mean she wanted to have sex? There was no one around—the rink was empty save for us and the guy driving the Zamboni. I bit down on my tongue in an attempt to suppress my excitement. “I guess I could use a shower,” I said, pulling my towel out from my bag.

She looked at me with a big grin. “You aren’t going to get weird about this, are you?”

I shook my head. “No—of course not. It’s just a co-ed shower, right? Why would I get weird? What’s weird about that?” But I could tell that I was already getting weird. I took a breath. I was in my underwear, sitting next to a girl in her underwear. She reached around back and started to unclip her bra. My God—I was really about to get naked with a beautiful woman, and I hardly knew anything about her except for her name.

She dropped her bra on her bag and then she stood up. Her tits were almost perfect—maybe a bit firm for my taste. In fact, they may have been fake. I only looked for a second before looking away, but I was pretty sure I saw surgery scars beneath each breasts. Yep, there were definitely scars. The tits were definitely fake. But they weren’t large tits—they were normal size, maybe even slightly smaller than normal: C-cups at most. They suited her. I guess she was just born flat chested. I jumped to my feet and shimmied out from my boxers. And that’s when I noticed that I was half-erect. My cheeks became red. I didn’t want her to see me with an erection, in case she really was simply inviting me to share the shower space with her. I took a deep breath and tried to will my growing erection away, but it was hopeless. She was in front of me, bending over, taking off her panties. I could see her whole perky butt and her long, smooth legs. How could I not get an erection with a sight like that in front of me?

She looked back, over her shoulder, and then her eyes went straight down to my cock. “You coming?” she asked with a smirk. She saw my growing erection and she was still inviting me in—so surely she wanted sex, right? I hopped up behind her, tempted to grab her and make love to her right there. But I had to take it slow. I had to play it at her speed.

She turned on a couple of the showerheads and let the warm water run down her naked body. And then she turned around with a big smile and said, “That feels good.” And that’s when I noticed the warm water running down her long, curved cock.


CHAPTER IV

Portia was a man. Or she used to be—I suppose that’s the correct way to say it these days, right? She was a transgender—a tranny, a shemale, a trap, a T-girl. I could think of a million different terms to describe Portia, but I had no idea which one was politically correct. I’m sure she would have simply liked ‘female’, but something about that seemed awfully incorrect.

I kept my distance. My cock finally started to settle itself, becoming flaccid quickly. I took a shower a few heads down from her. I forced a smile and nodded my head. I felt like I should have said something: anything about anything. But I couldn’t muster up any words. I was shocked. My legs were trembling and my head was spinning. I’d spent the past two hours fawning over a biological man.

“What’s the matter?” she asked. She was facing me with her naked body, her cock hanging curved slightly to the left. I couldn’t tell if she was partially erect or if she just had a big, thick cock. I tried not to look at it. I felt strangely deceived and grossed out. But I couldn’t stand looking at her face either, because it still looked feminine—more feminine than any man’s face should look.

“Nothing,” I said, forcing a smile. I realized I didn’t have any soap or shampoo. I was just standing under a stream of warm water. She had a bar of soap and a bottle of shampoo.

“Want to borrow my soap?” she asked as she rubbed it all over her naked body. She rubbed it down between her legs, pushing it between her thigh and her ball sack, and then pulling it up the shaft of her cock.

I forced another smile. “Um, no, that’s okay.” I hated the idea of using a bar of soap that had touched another cock.

“Why not? What’s wrong? Wait—let me guess: it’s the cock, right?” She said it with a big grin, as if she knew what she was doing all nightlong: seducing me as if it was a big joke. And clearly it was just a big joke to her.

“No, I just never use another person’s soap. Call me crazy, I guess,” I said, faking a laugh. I knew I sounded like an idiot—and I felt like one, too. But I had to keep my cool. I didn’t want her winning. I didn’t want her getting her laugh.

“No offense, Timmy. But I think you could use the soap. That water isn’t going to clean that smell off of you.” She walked over, her feet gently splashing in the warm water. She stopped a few feet in front of me and handed the bar of soap towards me. “C’mon. Use it.” I looked down at the bar of soap but could only see her swaying cock. It looked bigger up close.

“I’m okay,” I said as my gut turned.

“Just do it, or I’ll do it for you.”

“I’m really okay,” I said. And then she followed through on her threat. She reached the soap out and started rubbing it all over my back.

“Not so bad, right?” she said. She reached down and ran it over my ass. I became tense. She giggled. She still had the cute giggle, which now made no sense. My head throbbed as I tried to make sense of what was happening. “Turn around.” I turned around hesitantly. I reached a hand down to cover my cock. She rubbed the soap on my chest. “You’re getting weird on me,” she said. “You promised this wouldn’t be weird.”

“I’m not the one making it weird,” I said.

“You’re the one refusing to clean himself in the shower. I would say that’s pretty weird,” she said with a big smile. God, I hated that smile. I hated how it curved so cutely. I hated how her eyes narrowed slightly. “Now clean your crotch or I’ll have to do that for you, too.”

I took the soap from her and awkwardly reached down to clean my crotch. I didn’t need her touching my package—I didn’t need a man touching my package.

“Are we still going skating tomorrow, or are you too put off now?” she asked. She was just letting her cock hang out brazenly. She didn’t care that I saw it. She just acted like it was completely normal for a woman to have a big dick.

“Put off?” I said with a big, fake smile. “I’m not put off. I just—I just didn’t know that you were a… you know.”

“A trap?” she asked. “I’m sorry if that’s not your thing. But I have to admit, you’re taking it better than some people.”

“Yeah?” I said, trying to look away. She was still standing a few feet away—too close for comfort.

“Yeah. Some people flip out. I’ve been smacked and yelled at. Most people just walk away as soon as I tell them. You’re at least being nice about it,” she said. And there was that adorable smile again—my tormentor. I looked her in the eyes. “It’s only weird if you want it to be.”

“I just… and I don’t mean any offense by this… but I like girls.”

“I’m a girl,” she said, putting her hands on her hips.

“Girls have t—I mean—girls have pussies,” I said. And I nearly said tits before remembering that she had tits.

“Oh, I see,” she said, nodding her head.

“See what?”

“You’re a virgin,” she said. “Waiting for marriage. That’s admirable.”

I shook my head. “I’m not a virgin and I’m not waiting for marriage.” I said it defensively.

“Oh, but you only have sex to procreate?” she said.

“No, of course not,” I said, and then I realized the point she was trying to make.

“I’m just saying that you can have just as much fun in my hole as in any other hole,” she said with a big grin. “And the best part is, you don’t have to worry about getting me pregnant. You can come right inside of me. Wouldn’t that be fun? Right here, right now—no protection, as long as you’re clean. I’m clean, and I trust that you wouldn’t lie to me.” She turned around and pressed her hands against the tile wall. “I’m dead serious, by the way. And you can put the whole thing in me. I can take it. Just get all of your weirdness out of your system and then we’ll go skating tomorrow. How does that sound?” She wiggled her naked, wet bum from side to side. She wasn’t kidding around. She really wanted me to pork her right there in that public shower room.

It was late and it was unlikely that anyone would walk in. And even if they did, they would just see our backs. It would look like I was fucking a woman. I’m sure they would leave the second they saw bare flesh…

But what was I thinking? Was I really considering it? She was pretty and she had a feminine body, but the reality was simple: she wasn’t a woman. She was a male—biologically speaking, anyway. But she looked and smelled and sounded and felt like a lady. Would it really be so wrong? It’s not like I had to touch or even look at her dick.

I felt a buzzing in my groin. I looked down and noticed that I was completely erect and throbbing. I’d been casually considering her proposition, but my cock had been seriously considering it. As far as my cock was concerned, it was just a warm hole offering itself up. And maybe that’s all I should have been seeing it as.

I took a step towards her and I put my hands on her sides. Her skin was soft. She looked over her shoulder at me with a big smile. “Not so scary, right?” she said.

And then I pressed my erection up between her butt cheeks. I gently slid my rod up and down. She reached back and grabbed both of my hands. She brought them around her front and placed them on her firm tits. They felt even firmer than they looked, but they were still tits. They still filled me with warm excitement as I squeezed them. I let out a deep breath of air. “Are you serious about this?” I asked.

“Are you?” she asked. And I wasn’t sure I had an answer for her. My head was spinning. I couldn’t think a coherent thought. I really wanted to stick it in her and I knew that it was wrong but I couldn’t for the life of me figure out why it was wrong. I reached down and pushed the tip of my cock up to her asshole. She was already agape, ready to be stuffed. She gently pushed her bum back as if she wanted it badly and couldn’t wait.

And then I stuck it in her.


CHAPTER V

I didn’t last long, and she didn’t last long either—though I didn’t know that until after I was finished. I sunk my cock in deep, holding her sides firmly, and then I started to pump her body. She felt so small and fragile in my hands. I loved the way her butthole puckering along the length of my rod. And I really loved how she clenched every time she moaned. She looked back over her shoulder and we kissed. Her lips felt soft like a woman’s, but I couldn’t stop reminding myself that she wasn’t really a woman.

I caught myself looking down over her shoulder a few times, seeing that throbbing erection she had between her legs. I wanted to ignore it, but it refused to be ignored. It was especially hard to ignore once she reached down and started rubbing it. “You can rub it if you want,” she said.

“No,” I said firmly, and she didn’t ask again. I wanted it to be clear: I liked her woman-side, not her man-side. I liked her soft skin and her perky tits and her firm but bouncy ass. I didn’t care to have anything to do with that erect throbber, though I still caught myself looking at it a few times—and maybe she noticed—maybe that’s why she asked if I wanted to jerk her off.

But I was satisfied with her asshole. That’s all I needed and it’s all I wanted. I slapped her butt a few times, watching it redden and jiggle. I spread her cheeks as wide as they would go so I could watch my veiny member thrusting in and pulling out. I took her hands and pinned them against the shower wall, and then I pumped her some more.

And then I felt my climax approaching. I tried to hold on as long as I could, but she was too tight. I ended up coming inside of her, which she liked. She groaned and swayed and her legs trembled. When I pulled out, my load fell out quickly, splatting against the ground. And it wasn’t until she took a step back that I noticed another white load all over the tile wall: she had come at some point during our romp. And her load was impressively large. Huge globs of semen dribbled down the wall, all the way to the shower floor. She turned one of the showerheads to wash it away, so that the arena staff wouldn’t have to deal with it.

“That was fun,” she said, running her bar of soap between her butt cheeks. Suddenly, she was acting like nothing happened.

And I wasn’t sure what to do. I just stood there as my cock settled and became flaccid. “Yeah,” I said. My voice was weak. I suddenly realized what I’d just done: I fucked a biological man. But it didn’t seem weird—and maybe that’s what was bothering me. It seemed strangely normal. She was acting completely casual as if it wasn’t weird. And it wasn’t weird, was it?

She was pretty—prettier than most girls. And she was soft and she smelled good. I wasn’t the only guy admiring her on the ice. I saw a few other guys looking her way. One of the D-men kept passing her the puck, even when she wasn’t in the best position—obviously because he was attracted to her too. So I wasn’t crazy, was I?

I was still thinking about her when I woke up the next morning. As I opened my eyes, I tried to convince myself that it was a nightmare, but I knew that it wasn’t. I could still smell a tinge of her perfume on me, even though I’d showered—though maybe a bit of her perfume rubbed off on me as we got out of the shower. Did she spritz herself before I left? I took another quick shower that morning, which got rid of that beautiful floral scent, but it didn’t get rid of the image of her in my mind.

I was a bit late getting to work. No one seemed to notice. I slipped into my little office and I booted up my computer. I was excited to have a distraction from my memory of the previous night. I could still picture her big, throbbing cock. And even though I never saw it erupt all over that shower wall, I could picture it perfectly: her rod bloating up and twitching right before the first powerful blast.

I couldn’t figure out how Portia was so brazen. She didn’t seem embarrassed or shy about her downstairs mix-up at all, as if it was completely natural—as if it was more natural than even a pussy. She just whipped her cock out like it was nothing, and then she looked surprised by my reaction—as if it was my reaction that wasn’t normal. And was she right? Was it weird in 2018 to react to a tranny the way I reacted?

A hand patted me on the back, scaring the hell out of me. I spun around quickly and nearly yelped like a frightened dog. Sidney was standing behind me. He was dressed in his nice suit and his favourite tie: a combination he only wore on very important days. But it was just another Thursday, as far as I was aware. “What’s up, Sid?” I asked.

“You look tired,” he said. “And why is that what you’re wearing? Where’s your suit jacket?”

It was hot out and I figured I could get away with just a pair of slacks and a dress shirt. I even left the tie at home, hoping my manager either wouldn’t notice or he wouldn’t care. “I was out late last night. Later than I would have liked,” I said.

“You go out with that little waitress?” he asked, his face lighting up.

I laughed. “I wish,” I said. And then I tried to figure out what to tell him. I surely couldn’t tell him that I ended up having an impromptu post-hockey date with a tranny who had a bigger dick than me. “Just out late after hockey. I was, uh, helping a guy find his glasses.” I realized how ridiculous it sounded after I said it. “It turned out, they were just in his hockey bag, in one of the front pockets.” I forced a laugh.

Sidney stared at me with an unimpressed smile. It wasn’t the story he was hoping for. “Well you should go out with that waitress. I don’t know, but I feel like she’s the kind of girl who would be a riot in the sack. Just saying…”

“You think she was hot, you should have seen the girl working the pro shop last night—straight out of Bavaria, with the big tits and everything,” I said. But I still couldn’t quite remember the blonde’s face. As I tried to remember her face—or even the face of the exotic waitress—I could only picture Portia’s face.

“Well it sounds like you had a good day yesterday. I hope you aren’t too tired for your meeting,” he said, and then he turned and walked away.

“Shit,” I muttered under my breath. I’d forgotten about my meeting with Mr. Shanahan. I forgot about the whole Nap Map thing—or was it Nap App? Mr. Shanahan preferred one of those two titles, but I couldn’t remember which one.

I probably should have spent part of my night thinking of ideas. In my head, the whole thing was still just a lame joke: a map that shows you where you can nap. Who wants to nap anywhere but their own bed? Hell, I’d never even taken a nap before in my adult life. There was no time for napping.

So I spent the rest of that morning trying to rack my brain for ideas, trying to think of where people go to nap. I’d seen people napping on city busses before, and on park benches. Whenever I used to check business books out from the library, there were always homeless people sleeping in the sofa chairs in the study areas. So was I going to pitch a map that suggested places people could go to sleep with the homeless? Mr. Shanahan was going to think I was an idiot. He was never going to take any of my actual ideas seriously.

I tried to think of a better idea. I was in a fortunate position: I had a meeting scheduled with a powerful Fortune 500 CEO to discuss ideas. I could go in and say, ‘Forget the Nap Map!’ and I could pitch an actual idea. But what were my actual ideas? I tried to think—but I could only think of the previous night with Portia. I could only remember the feeling of her tight anus puckering along my throbbing erection. I could only think of that moment when my creampie fell out of her stretched hole. And none of those memories were going to help me in my meeting with Mr. Shanahan.

I looked at the clock. It was almost noon. Time had slipped away from me. On my desk was a legal pad with some nonsense scribbled on it: Nap Map, Nap App, Nap Map App, park bench, library, dressing room, sleeping bag. Why did I write ‘sleeping bag’? I let my head fall on my desk—my forehead onto that legal pad of nonsense. I had to think of something.


CHAPTER VI

Mr. Shanahan was waiting for me in his office. I had my speech prepared: it was a short speech which consisted of me saying, ‘Sorry for wasting your time with my joke idea.’ But before I could say what I had to say, Mr. Shanahan said, “Let’s go out and talk about Nap Map over lunch.” I was too much of a chicken to decline the offer and let him know I was wasting his time, but at least I found out that he liked the name Nap Map over Nap App—as if it mattered.

He waved down a cab and told the driver to bring us to a restaurant I’d never heard of before. It was on the other side of downtown. The building was black and the windows were shaded so pedestrians couldn’t see inside. At the door was a doorman who knew Mr. Shanahan by name. He moved aside to let us in. I had a feeling that he only let in people who he knew by name.

Inside, obviously wealthy businessmen were eating lunch. Tables were covered in various appetizers and drinks, as if money wasn’t an issue for anyone in the room. I wondered if people even ordered or if the waiters just brought senseless platters to every table. I was surprised to find out that people were actually ordering all the food: more than they could eat in a week. Mr. Shanahan didn’t bother looking at the menu. He just waved down a waiter and said, “Bring some different appetizers. And we’ll get a bottle of red wine and a bottle of white. And I’ll have a scotch.” The waiter buzzed away to fetch the intimidating order. And I just sat there with my hands clasped on my lap, wishing I would have worn a proper suit to work that morning.

“So,” Mr. Shanahan said. “Nap Map. Tell me more about it.”

My heart stuttered. Now I was really wasting his time. He brought me all the way across town to a fancy restaurant, and he was about to spend a small fortune on feeding me, just to hear that I didn’t actually have an idea. “Well,” I said, trying desperately to think of a last second idea. “What piqued your interest in the idea?” I asked, trying to buy myself some time.

“I’ve always appreciated a good nap,” he said simply. And then he stared at me as if he was waiting for my answer. That was it? That was the whole reason he liked my joke idea?

“Well, then you would love Nap App,” I said.

“Nap Map,” he said, correcting me.

I felt my face turning red. There was a tingling in my legs. I took a deep breath. “Nap Map,” I said. “It’s perfect for people with busy lives, who maybe work far away from their homes—small business owners and students. If they’re tired, they can just pull open Nap A—Nap Map—and look up somewhere they can close their eyes for a few minutes of rest.”

“Are you a big nap guy, Timothy?”

I wasn’t, but I nodded my head with a big forced smile. “The biggest,” I said. “I take naps every day—sometimes two or three times a day.”

He stared at me strangely. “It sounds like you aren’t getting enough sleep at night,” he said.

I laughed. “Probably not. But who needs a full night’s sleep when you can take a bunch of naps?” I knew I sounded like a psychotic person. I knew I was just digging myself deeper into my hole with every stupid lie that fluttered out from my lips. “Just this morning, on my way to work, I was trying to figure out where I could stop for a five-minute nap.”

“On your way to work? Do you drive?”

“I take the bus most days,” I said.

“Can’t you just sleep on the bus?” he asked.

“Well, not without missing my stop,” I said.

He nodded his head slowly. “That’s genius,” he said, cracking a big grin. And I wasn’t sure what was genius. “So, you’re suggesting that this Nap Map is also an alarm that tells you when you’re approaching your destination. So instead of an alarm set to a certain time, it’s set to go off within a certain distance of a specified location.” He nodded his head slowly.

“Yes. That’s exactly what I’m suggesting,” I said. The tingling in my legs intensified.

The waiter returned with two bottles of wine and a glass of scotch. “Your food is on its way,” he said. And while he was pouring the wine, the food came: five plates of appetizers: more food than I had in my whole apartment.

“So, tell me, what else can Nap Map do?” he asked as he reached for a piece of calamari.

“Well,” I said, trying to think. “You know how sometimes it’s not very comfortable to take a nap—like when you’re on an airplane? There’s nowhere to lean and sometimes there’s a baby sitting right next to you…”

He nodded his head, staring into my eyes. He was legitimately interested. But the lunch had only just begun. I still had a good hour of bullshitting left to suffer through.

“Well, maybe Nap Map could, you know, work on planes,” I said, but I had no idea where the hell my train of thought was going.

But Mr. Shanahan apparently understood. He nodded his head. “So, Nap Map connects with the airline to show you which seats have been booked by mothers with young babies, and it suggests the most comfortable seat for sleeping. And you’re also saying that it can tell you, while you’re on the plane, where there are empty seats that are rated ideal for napping.”

“It’s like you’re reading my mind, sir,” I said.

“Let’s cheers,” he said, raising his glass of red wine. I raised mine as well. “To Nap Map.” We clinked our glasses and I forced an awkward smile.

“Cheers,” I said, taking a drink. “It’s still a young idea and I’m still trying to work out the kinks in my head. But I think it has a lot of potential.”

“With a name like Nap Map, it’s got infinite potential,” he said. “I’ll get my guys working on it as soon as possible. Just keep brainstorming your genius ideas and I’ll tell you: there’s a bright future for you with our company.” He winked at me and then stuffed some more calamari into his wealthy mouth.


CHAPTER VII

I got a text message from an unknown number as we were leaving the restaurant. “Great Plains Arena in two hours—you still in?” it read.

“Sorry, who’s this?” I replied.

“It’s Portia. You promised to take me skating, remember?” My heart tumbled into my stomach. I’d forgotten that I promised to go skating with her. After I made the promise, I knew that I would come up with some excuse to get myself out, but I never came up with any excuse. My brain had been so foggy that I’d forgotten all of my commitments.

I tried to think of something now: my mother is sick, my boss is making me work late, my dog just died—anything. As I tried to rack my brain, I noticed Mr. Shanahan looking over my shoulder. “Girlfriend?” he asked.

I forced a smile. “Just a girl,” I said. And even calling her a girl felt strange.

“Is she cute?” he asked.

I just nodded my head.

“Well, I think you’ve done enough work for the day. I say go and take her skating. Some things are more important than office work, you know.” He turned his attention to his own phone. And on his screen, I noticed he was texting his employees about Nap Map.

“Thank you, sir,” I said. And now I really had no excuses. So I texted Portia back. “I’ll see you there.” And I felt sick, realizing I’d just made a date with a tranny. I closed my eyes and tried to remember how I justified it the night before. When I stuck my cock into her, it didn’t seem weird or wrong. But now, the idea of taking her skating was somehow horribly awkward and embarrassing. Though I found a bit of comfort a minute later, when Mr. Shanahan asked me to show him a picture of Portia. “Let me see this girl that you’re so obsessed with.”

“I wouldn’t say I’m obsessed with her. I don’t even have her on Facebook, so I don’t know if I even have a picture to show you.” I didn’t want to show him a photo because I was worried he would be able to see what I couldn’t see right away: that she was actually a man. But Mr. Shanahan wasn’t some naïve old man. He was the CEO of a major tech firm. He knew that just about any person could be looked up. “Nonsense. How many people named Portia could there be in this town?” He pulled out his own phone and looked up Portia on Facebook. And her profile came up first. “Is this her?” he asked, turning his screen to me.

“That’s her,” I said, feeling slightly relieved. She didn’t look remotely manly in any of her pictures. She was cute, with her long brown hair cascading down her shoulders. There were a few pictures where her bust looked especially busty—maybe before she got her implants, when she was still stuffing her bras with pads and socks and tissue paper.

“She’s a keeper,” Mr. Shanahan said with a firm bluntness that resonated in our cab. “Show her a good time. Here…” He reached into his pocket and pulled out his wallet. Then he instructed the cab driver to pull over at the next corner and wait for us. Mr. Shanahan led me down the street to a florist. He ignored me completely as he pointed the biggest bouquet of flowers out to the florist. He paid the bill: nearly $250 for flowers. Then he handed me the bouquet. “Give this to her,” he said. I felt like a complete fool holding the massive bouquet. Portia was going to think I was a mental patient. Where was she going to put a gigantic bouquet of flowers while we were skating?

“This is too much, Mr. Shanahan. Really—you didn’t have to do this,” I said.

“I wanted to do it. It’s nothing. Just go and make her happy. Have fun,” he said. Once I got my things from the office, I started towards my house to get my skates. Everyone was staring at me on the train as I held that bouquet that was almost bigger than me. It almost didn’t fit in the passenger seat of my car as I drove towards the skating rink.

It was still early in the day, before kids were out of school and before people were off of work. So the skating rink was fairly desolate, just like the night before, when we fucked in the shower room. My car was the only car in the parking lot. I was a few minutes late, but I didn’t rush inside. Instead, I sat in the car and tried to decide if I was making the right decision. I could leave and come back later—give those flowers to the adorable blonde in the pro-shop. Or I could take those flowers across town to that exotic waitress. Both were good options that didn’t involve courting a tranny. But I couldn’t stand the idea of standing someone up—even if that someone wasn’t a biological woman. She was still a human and she still had feelings.

So I dragged that massive bouquet out from my car and I carried it into the skating rink. The lobby was empty. I looked around. And then I saw the blonde pro-shop girl staring at me from behind the pro-shop desk. Her eyes sparkled as she probably assumed the flowers were for her. I thought about walking them over to her and then running out of that arena before Portia showed up to see that I picked someone else over her, but I was too late. When I looked over my shoulder, I saw her coming towards me with her skates in hand.

“What in the hell is that?” she asked, looking at the massive bouquet.

“These are, uh, for you,” I said, holding them out. I tried my best not to look back at the pretty pro-shop chick who was probably devastated at the sight of me handing the flowers to someone else.

Portia looked at the flowers and laughed. “What am I supposed to do with these?” she asked.

“I don’t know. Whatever you want. You can even throw them out if you really don’t want them,” I said.

“I’m not going to throw them out,” she said with a little laugh—I’d forgotten about her cute laugh, and the adorable smile that went with it. I looked down at her body and realized she was dressed up. She was wearing black leggings under a pair of short jean shorts. She was taller than I remembered, but only because she was wearing tall heeled boots. For a top she wore a white sweater that was fitted tight to her body. It had a deep V cut into it, to show off her cleavage. I was starting to think that she liked showing off her cleavage. And why wouldn’t she? She paid for it, after all…

But without her equipment, I noticed something for the first time: her Adam’s apple. It was subtle but it was there. It was the only real giveaway that she wasn’t biologically female, but you only need one little giveaway. I tried to ignore the sight, but once I’d seen it, it was hard to ignore.

I offered to hold her flowers while she went in and paid for two public skating passes. I gave her the money for the passes and insisted that I wait with the flowers. Portia looked at me strangely before going in to buy the passes. When she came out, she said, “Man, that girl is so rude.” I didn’t ask what made Portia think the pretty blonde was so rude.

I followed Portia to the furthest changing room. I wasn’t sure why she wasn’t going into any of the earlier changing rooms until I saw that the one she picked was empty, so we had it all to ourselves. I wondered if she was going to want to have another romp. The thought left me both scared and excited—though I resented that excitement.

We got our skates on and then we hopped onto the ice. She told me to practice my crossovers while she watched. I felt strangely off-balance skating without my stick, but Portia insisted it would be good for me. Then she insisted on holding my hand while I practiced leaning into the corners. And then her hand stayed where it was once we were finished the drills. Her fingers slipped between mine. “Maybe you aren’t as bad of a skater as I thought,” she said.

“I told you I’ve been skating since I was little,” I said.

“Well last night you wouldn’t know it.” She laughed and gave me a nudge with her elbow, but her fingers remained locked with mine. I liked the feeling of her hand holding mine. And I liked skating close to her. She was wearing that same perfume—the one that drove me so crazy. I knew I would still be able to smell it on me when I got home, and I wasn’t sure I wanted to wash it off this time. We were having a nice time together.

But that nice time came to a swift end when three guys showed up and hopped onto the ice. Two of them were on my hockey team. They recognized me instantly and came right up to say hi. “You on a date, Timmy?” Eric Patrick said. He looked right at Portia and my heart stammered. I prayed that he wouldn’t notice that Adam’s apple—or some other obvious feature that I’d failed to notice.

I forced a smile. “Shouldn’t you be at work?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I got let out early. Everyone did. A few of the other guys are coming down now. I can’t promise they won’t bug you on your little date,” he said with a big grin. And my heart fluttered and coughed.

“That’s cool,” I said, forcing a smile. Eric maybe didn’t notice Portia’s Adam’s apple, but if the other guys were coming, surely one of them would notice. As Eric skated away, I noticed them coming into the arena with their hockey bags flung over their shoulders. Half of my hockey team had showed up for the public skate: guys I saw on a regular basis, who were always looking for a reason to laugh at one another. And there I was, holding the hand of a perfectly good reason…


CHAPTER VIII

We continued skating laps as time seemed to slow down. I tried to reassure myself that it wouldn’t be so bad if the guys found out that Portia was a trans woman. I could pretend like I didn’t know. It’s not like it was blatantly obvious. Eric had skated right up to her and as far as I could tell, he hadn’t noticed.

But I didn’t feel very reassured. The guys once made fun of Damian Elroy for two straight months because he pissed himself a little bit after he was checked against the boards. They still brought that incident up from time to time, and it was three years later. Surely ‘that time Tim took the tranny out on a date’ would rank higher than ‘that time Damian pissed himself a little bit’. If we saw Damian out on a date with a trap, I know for certain that we would never let him forget.

But it was just jokes, right? I could handle some mockery. And at the very worst, I could go and find a new hockey team to play for.

The guys all made their way to the bench, now clad in their thick padding. They were ready for a serious skate. My heart raced. Any second now and they would all notice me and Portia skating casually around the ice, and they would come over for a bit of banter. My head was filled with anxiety, but I tried my best to calm myself down.

Then I noticed Portia staring at me. “You okay?” she asked. Apparently my anxiety was apparent on my face.

I nodded. “Yeah. I just didn’t get a ton of sleep last night,” I said.

“Well we can get off the ice now, if you want. We’ve been out for long enough.” Under other circumstances, I would have smiled and declined the offer to evacuate the ice. But she was giving me a chance to avoid a lifetime of mockery.

“Okay. Sure. Let’s get off,” I said. And we didn’t even finish another lap before heading to the nearest gate.

Our changing room was no longer empty. There were six different hockey bags on the ground, some of which I recognized from game nights. The bag directly next to mine was labelled Damian Elroy. I tried my best to ignore it as I quickly got my skates off. I noticed Portia was just sitting with her skates on, still tied up. She was watching me with a big smile. “Do you want to get a coffee or something?” I asked. I knew of a café around the corner that would be fairly dead. I didn’t want to blow her off completely. I didn’t want her to think that I was a complete bigot.

“Sure,” she said. “But first, do you want to suck me off?” She was staring into my eyes with that big, cute smile. She didn’t flinch, as if her request was completely normal. It took a second for my brain to properly register what she’d said.

“What?” I said.

“Suck me off. There’s still twenty minutes of ice left, so we probably have the room to ourselves for that time. It won’t take nearly that long to get me off. If you want, I can suck you off after,” she said, still with that big grin.

“You’re kidding right?” I said, but her smile told me that she wasn’t kidding. She really wanted me to suck her cock. And of course I wasn’t going to do it. I had no interest in sucking a cock, never mind sucking a cock in a public changing room which would be filled with my friends in just twenty minutes—nineteen minutes now.

“Oh c’mon,” she said. “Live a little. It will be fun. I promise you’ll like it.” But that only made my stomach turn even more. What if she was right—what if I did like it? That was worse than all the mockery in the world! Or was it? Was it really so bad to enjoy something that might be perceived as ‘gay’ by some people? Was it really gay, if she looked and felt and smelled like a woman? And if it was gay, was it so bad to be a little bit gay? My heart throbbed.

I’d forgotten how brazen she was. She had no filter and no reserves. She knew what she wanted and she didn’t care what anyone thought about it. She wanted me to suck her cock, and she seemed absolutely certain that I was going to do it. And was I? Did I have it in me to suck a trap’s cock?

Seventeen minutes…

“Okay,” I said, my heart skipping a beat. “I’ll do it.” My voice cracked a little bit. I couldn’t believe that I was actually agreeing to her proposition. It was just like the night before: some strange curiosity was overtaking my sensibilities. And now we weren’t even hidden around the corner in the shower area—we were right in the open. I was down on my knees, between her legs, unzipping her fly. I’d never had a cock in my mouth before. Hell, I’d never even touched a cock that wasn’t my own before. But I guess there’s a first time for everything.

My hand was trembling as I tugged down her jean shorts and her black leggings. She was wearing a red thong, which practically did nothing to cover her cock. With a little move, I nudged her dick out from her thong. It was big and curved and already throbbing. I couldn’t believe how warm it was, especially considering the fact we were just out on the cold ice.

Fifteen minutes…

I gently pulled back her foreskin. My heart was racing fast now, pounding hard and without a consistent rhythm. I felt sick, but I was strangely excited. Her cock didn’t feel manly. In fact, it felt strangely feminine—almost hyper-feminine, as if it was somehow girlier than a pussy, even though it was big and veiny and throbbing. I got my whole hand around it and began stroking it. I took a deep breath in as I watched her uncircumcised tip emerge and grow. “Suck it,” she said. “If you want me to come, you’ll need to suck it.” She looked up at the digital clock on the wall. “You’ve got twelve minutes until the Zamboni heads out there.” She looked back down at me, still with that smile, as if the thought of getting caught didn’t frighten her even a little bit.

We probably had less than twelve minutes. People always get off the ice a few minutes early—usually to avoid having to help pull the next off of the ice.

So I leaned forward and opened my mouth. I had no idea what to expect—what it would taste like, what it would feel like. But it was strangely uninteresting: just a warm, hard rod on my tongue. I pressed my lips firmly around the girth and I began to suck, bobbing my head slightly to arouse a climax. She started moaning gently, which brought a slight smile to my face. I was doing it—I was sucking a cock! I was actually arousing her. I was actually bringing her closer and closer to orgasm.

She was rock hard now. I was only able to get about half of her cock in my mouth. The rest I stroked with a firm grip. I even massaged her ball sack, which was smooth and hairless and somehow ultra-feminine. “That feels nice,” she said.

I kept sucking. I looked up at that digital clock. I only had six minutes. But I didn’t need any of them. When I looked back at Portia, her face was red. Her eyes were closed and her lips were parted. And before I could figure out why, she came. My mouth suddenly filled with her cum. I tensed up but I managed not to spit her load up. I took each blast and then I swallowed the whole thing. Her cum was strangely sweet, and very sticky. Some of it insisted on sticking to the roof of my mouth. I had to use my tongue to clean it off.

I wiped my mouth and felt relief as she slipped her cock back into her little shorts. “Okay, get your cock out now. We’ve got five minutes.”

My heart stuttered. “I don’t think that’s enough time,” I said.

“What. You don’t think I can get you off in five minutes? I’m insulted, Timmy.” She had a big grin. She didn’t bother waiting for my rebuttal. She stepped in front of me and dropped to her knees. She unzipped my pants and quickly reached her hand in. Her grin grew larger and she said, “You’re already hard. Did you like sucking my cock?”

I felt my face turn pale. My lips parted to reply, but I was too embarrassed. So I just nodded. I did like sucking her cock. I liked the satisfaction of getting her off, knowing that I had the power to make a beautiful girl come with brilliant blasts of warm jizz.

“Then this won’t take long at all,” she said. “Just think about sucking me off while I suck you off.” And she was right—it didn’t take long at all. She sucked and bobbed her head and each second I felt that tingle growing. I don’t even think I lasted a minute. I started unloading my semen in her mouth, and she swallowed every single blast. She licked her lips and then stood up triumphantly. Then I heard the footsteps approaching the door. I quickly got my cock back into my pants and I picked up my hockey bag to cover the bulge of my erection. “Should we get that coffee?” I asked.

She grinned. “Let’s go.”

We walked past my friends on our way out. A few of them got a quick look at my date, but no one seemed to notice that slight bulge of her Adam’s apple, or the slight bulge of her waning erection in her tight jean shorts.


CHAPTER IX

I’d woken up next to women before, but never quite like this. The morning light burned through my eyelids so I rolled over and that’s when I felt her warm body. It was a pleasant surprise: a woman in my bed, a warm body to cuddle and maybe to fuck later, once she woke up. I slipped my hand over her body and gently grazed her breasts and her way down to a respectable spot on her stomach. And then I reached a bit further down, just to cop a tired feel—and that’s when I remembered I’d gone to sleep with a trap.

She was erect now as she slept. Her cock was hard and throbbing. Maybe she was dreaming about me. I pulled my hand away, and then an increasingly familiar curiosity overwhelmed me. I decided to reach down and hold it—just gently while she slept. I wrapped my fingers around her girth and let her warmth radiate into my hand. It was a minute later when she started to gently thrust her hips, as if my closed fist was a pussy or an asshole. I let her fuck my hand in her sleep for a few minutes. I wasn’t crossing any lines I hadn’t already crossed—I’d already had anal and oral sex with a trans chick, so what else was there to lose?

Well, she hadn’t yet been on top. My own anal virginity was still intact, but now I was feeling especially curious. She loved it when I fucked her in the ass. Last night, before we went to sleep, I made her come all over herself while pinning her hands to her sides. I didn’t even touch her cock—it erupted on its own from nothing but anal stimulation. I bet that felt pretty good. And the way she moaned—it was unlike anything I’d ever heard before.

Now, Portia rolled over, still asleep, her cock still erect. There was a small tube of lubricant on the nightstand. My curiosity saw me reaching for it. I quietly squirted a dab onto my fingers and then I reached that dab around back. I pushed it into my asshole. And then I rolled over, my back facing Portia. I wriggled back until I could feel her throbbing, warm erection between my butt cheeks. Then I let her sleeping body grab hold of me slowly. I felt as she gently began to thrust her cock up and down. She was still having sex in her dreams, and she was about to be having sex in real life. I carefully repositioned myself until her tip was against my hole. And then she stopped and reached down. I had to look back to see if she was still sleeping. Her eyes were still closed.

I did my best not to laugh. She was literally about to fuck me in her sleep. I hope this wasn’t something she did often—certainly not when sharing a bed during a family reunion! But I didn’t mind. I wanted to know what it felt like, and this was my chance. I could pretend to be asleep myself if she woke up, to avoid the embarrassment. Or I could just own it—it’s not like I had much dignity left to spare.

She started pushing in. It felt good at first, but then she started sinking deeper—deeper than I was expecting. I tried to wriggle forward, so she wouldn’t go any deeper, but she pulled me back, and continued her descent. I clenched and bit my tongue. It was starting to hurt. It didn’t feel right, as if things were being stretched that weren’t supposed to be stretched. I shut my eyes firmly, and finally I felt her pelvis against my bum. I could hardly breathe.

She snored slightly, stopping for a moment with her cock deep inside of me. I didn’t make a move, worried I would wake her up. I looked back and saw that her eyes were still closed. Her lips were parted slightly and there was a tiny glimmer of drool on the corner of her lip. She really was asleep!

Then she came back to life, still asleep. Her hands grasped my sides and she started thrusting gently. She moved slowly—probably as quickly as a sleeping human can move—but slow was nice. I needed gentle for my first time. I tried my best to unclench my asshole. Once I was unclenched, she sunk in deeper, which I didn’t realize was possible. I nearly shouted out, but I managed to cover my mouth before any noise emerged from my lips. She kept thrusting. Finally, she was hitting the spot that I always managed to find inside of her: her sweet spot.

I had the sudden urge to moan, but I kept my hand to my lips. I bit down on my tongue and took deep breaths, but the euphoric sensation kept growing stronger. She was moaning now. Her cock was throbbing inside of me and I could feel every vein pumping blood into her already stiff cock. I had the impulse to reach back and clutch her hip. It didn’t wake her up.

Instead, she rolled on top of me, rolling me onto my stomach. She rested her heavy and mostly lifeless body on top of me but continued to thrust. Now I clutched the bed sheets and bit down on my pillow. I groaned into that pillow, and still didn’t wake her up.

My cock wasn’t getting hard, but it was tingling strangely. The euphoria buzzing inside of me was intense, but it was unfamiliar. I still had the urge to scream and moan and squirm. The more I resisted that urge, the stronger it became, until I couldn’t resist it any longer. And suddenly, I had to pee. I’d never had to pee more in my life. The tip of my dick burned hot and I thought I was peeing on the bed. I was so humiliated. I prayed that she wouldn’t wake up, but I had no way of changing the sheets without waking her up.

I reached down in an attempt to pinch off my stream. And that’s when I realized I wasn’t pissing at all: I was coming. My flaccid cock was oozing a consistent stream of white, sticky cum. My God, it was really happening! My crotch was now resting in a warm pool of wet semen.

And my body was suddenly relaxed, as if I’d just come out of a two-hour massage. My arms and legs were numb and floppy. I was moaning like an idiot. And then she came in my ass. She rolled off a few seconds later, falling back into her deep slumber. I slipped out of bed and crept to the bathroom. But I wasn’t able to clench away her creampie. It ended up on my bedroom floor, in a dotted streak from the bed to the bathroom. I didn’t mind. I would clean it up later.

I looked into my mirror and saw that I was smiling. My smile was bigger than ever before. I was seriously happy—happier than I’d ever been with any girl before (and I’d been with a lot of girls). But I knew it was too good to be true. I knew that I couldn’t actually be with Portia.

When I returned to the bedroom, she was awake. The covers were off of her body and her cock was still erect. She was laying like Venus of Urbino, on her side with her hand dangling on her hip. “Maybe I’m crazy, but did we just fuck while I was asleep?” she asked.

My cheeks turned red. “Yeah,” I said. I thought about lying to protect my dignity, but I couldn’t lie to that beautiful face.

“How was it? Was it your first time?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “It was good,” I said. “You made me ruin my sheets.”

“I thought I felt something wet when I rolled over. Maybe we can shower together.”

“Sure,” I said. So we ended up naked in my shower together, her cock dangling and occasionally brushing my body. I didn’t mind—I even kind of liked it—but I knew it couldn’t go any further. She was getting the wrong idea. She looked too comfortable, as if she was settling into a relationship, already thinking of moving in. I watched as she looked around the shower, probably wondering what she would change, where she would move my things to make room for her own things. I took a deep breath and nearly told her right there not to get any ideas. But I knew that was a conversation for when she was about to leave, to minimize the awkwardness, so she could leave as soon as I told her that we were making a mistake.

But I didn’t bring myself to say it when she was in my doorway, leaving for the day. I even let her kiss me on the lips before she headed towards my elevator. Once she was gone, my heart careened into the pit of my stomach. “Shit,” I muttered. And I knew I had a big problem on my hands.

I obviously couldn’t stay with her. I could never introduce her to my family. Every year my family went on a big vacation to Mexico. I certainly couldn’t show up with Portia. If they didn’t notice her Adam’s apple, they would notice the big bulge of her cock in her bikini bottoms. And Portia wasn’t the type of girl to wear a skirted one-piece, just because she wanted to hide her mystery meat. I could never introduce her to my friends, because Portia was the kind of girl who would laugh with them when they realized she was a tranny. I couldn’t even take her out to a nice restaurant without the waiting staff looking at me like I was indulging in some gross fetish right in the middle of their restaurant.

The relationship had to end before it could start. I needed to grow a pair and tell her it was over. There would be no more cock sucking, no more ass poundings, no more fondling under café tables (we spent our whole café date teasing each other under the table). Enough was enough—I was a man and men are meant to be with women.


CHAPTER X

It was three days later when I received a text message from Portia. “What’s up?” I made sure not to click on the message, so it wouldn’t tell her that I read it. I just deleted the message without reading it and I slipped my phone back into my pocket. And then I received another message the next day. “You still alive, Timmy?” she wrote, and I ignored that message too.

I hated myself for doing it, but I hated the thought of confronting her even more. I didn’t want to see her face when I told her that I couldn’t be involved with a trans chick. I didn’t even want to hear her voice or read her words. So my solution was to disappear. I stopped replying to her text messages and I started going to a different arena to play hockey in the evenings. I even went online and set my Facebook profile to be completely private, so it wouldn’t even show up when she searched my name. I just hoped that she hadn’t already searched my name before.

But every time she sent a message, I felt sick. I knew that it made me a bad person. I knew the right thing was to confront her and break things off properly—even if I just lied and told her that I had a girlfriend or that I was moving away. I could at least give her closure. But disappearing was so much more convenient.

But when she sent me the message, “I’m going to assume you don’t want to see me anymore,” that I caved. I just couldn’t bear the thought of her sad face. I’d never seen her with a sad face before—it was hard to imagine. She was always bubbly and happy—always grinning with devilish excitement. And there I was, crushing that happiness and enthusiasm. My God, isn’t her life hard enough? Doesn’t she have to deal with enough shit with her transgenderism? Who was I to make her life difficult?

So I replied to the message. “Sorry. I’ve been super busy with work. I’ve hardly slept at all this week,” I wrote. And all of my progress was washed away in an instant. I was close—maybe a day or two away from being completely done with her. Her last message would have probably been her last, or her second last. And then in a week or two, she would have forgotten about me entirely and moved on. But I didn’t want her to forget about me. I didn’t want her to move on. I didn’t like the idea of her sneaking into the shower room with someone else’s hand in hers.

“Sorry,” she wrote back. “I hope you don’t think I’m turning into some creepy stalker.”

“Not at all,” I wrote.

“Want me to come over? We can have a sleepover.”

Her message lingered in my stomach, weighing down my gut. “I have to finish this big assignment and then I have to be up in the morning. What about tomorrow night?” I said. That gave me a solid twenty-four hours to come up with an out: either an excuse or a break up.

“Tomorrow sounds good,” she said. And then she sent me a picture of her laying in bed, naked. A blanket barely covered her cock and one of her breasts. Her other breast was out, and it looked magnificent. My heart skipped a beat. “I guess you’ll have to wait until tomorrow for this,” she wrote.

I found myself staring at the picture, wishing she was in my bed with me. I had to slap myself on the cheek—slapping some sense back into me. We couldn’t be together—it just wouldn’t work. And the more I entertained the idea—the more we went out and the more we slept together—the harder it was going to be to face reality. It was hard enough to face reality now. I knew I had to face it, but I just couldn’t do it.

No, I had to do it. I had to force myself to do it. No more wasting her time—no more wasting my own time. I wrote out the message. “Portia, I think you’re great, but I just don’t think this is going to work.” I stared at the message and nodded. It was simple and straight to the point. I went to press send. But I couldn’t bring myself to actually press that button. My hand started trembling and my head became light. I deleted the whole message and then I wondered if she saw the glowing ellipses that came up whenever I went to type a message. Was she waiting for me to say something? “Good night,” I ended up sending.

And then she sent a picture back: a picture of her whole naked body, no longer being covered by any blanket. Her cock was hard and on her abdomen. Her skin was smooth and perfect—except for four long streaks on her chest that I didn’t notice until closer inspection. They were streaks of cum. “I was thinking about you a little too much,” she wrote with a winky face. She’d come all over herself. And that’s when I noticed my cock was rock hard and throbbing, wishing she was in the bed with me. I wished that warm load was all over my chest. I couldn’t wait for tomorrow night…

I bit down hard on my tongue and reminded myself that there wasn’t going to be a tomorrow night. I would break things off with her before tomorrow night came. I just needed to sleep on it, wake up with a clear head so I could come up with a great way to word my breakup. Maybe I could ask her to meet me at a café, or maybe it was a conversation best had in private. But regardless of how I did it, I knew that it needed to be done.


CHAPTER XI

It was around 10:00 AM the next morning when my work e-mail dinged. I was still half-asleep. I wasn’t sure how I managed to get up that morning, never mind how I got dressed, got on the bus, and got up to my little office on time. But I may as well have stayed home, since I wasn’t getting anything done. I was just staring at my computer screen, trying not to fall asleep. I hadn’t slept at all. I’d been awake the whole night, staring up at my ceiling, trying to figure out which perfect string of words would free me from my Portia dilemma.

I opened up the e-mail. The subject line read ‘Mock-ups’. I was shocked to see a series of logos for Nap Mapp. An extra P had been added to the title. I wondered if that was Mr. Shanahan’s idea, or an idea of one of the twenty-five people he had working full time on the ludicrous app. The logos weren’t bad. One of them looked especially cool: it had a map shaped like a Z. The sender of the e-mail wanted me to pick my favourite, seeing as I was in charge of the whole silly operation, so I e-mailed him back with my choice. And a few minutes later, they e-mailed me with some simulated images of what the app would look like in use. I wasn’t sure what they wanted from me, so I just e-mailed back, “Looking good!” And then I went back to trying to figure out what I was going to do about Portia.

And what was I going to do about Portia? What could I do about Portia? There was only one thing to do—tell her that it wasn’t going to work—but I just couldn’t do it. I kept telling myself that there must be some other solution—some way to break things off without upsetting her. But I knew that was impossible.

I got a message from her at noon. It was a picture message, this time of just her face. She had the day off of work and she was getting herself dolled up for our sleepover. “What do you think? I’m trying out a new look.” She had her eyeliner drawn on thick, with outward flicks: a sexy cat-eye look. I didn’t realize how green her eyes were until I saw that picture. She really was beautiful.

“Looks good,” I said, but I knew it was a stupid thing to say. I knew I should have told her to stop what she was doing—stop wasting her time. There wasn’t going to be a sleepover so there was no sense in wasting good makeup and good time.

“I saw a video of a guy sticking his dick into his own ass. You think we could get my dick into my ass? Want to try tonight? If we can’t do it, you can just stick your dick in my ass,” she said. And I laughed out loud. My co-workers looked over at me. I was going to miss Portia’s brazen sense of humour. I kept my phone under my desk, worried someone might notice all of the naughty words on my screen.

“That sounds like fun,” I said. “You’re certainly big enough.”

“How many people in the world can say that they’ve finished in their own ass?” she replied, and I laughed again.

There was a hard knock on my cubicle wall. I spun around quickly, closing my phone in an instant. Sidney was standing behind me with a big smile on his face. “So Nap Mapp is officially a thing now, eh?” he said. “Sounds like you made quite the impression with Shanahan.”

I smiled. “I guess so. He likes the idea a lot, so I’ve been trying to come up with ideas.”

“Well, he just called a big company meeting about it. He wants to prioritize Nap Mapp production. He’s going to have the whole floor working on it.”

My gut swirled and turned: one hundred employees, all working on a joke app? Now I wasn’t just wasting one poor girl’s time, I was wasting everyone’s time. “Seriously?” I asked.

“Seriously. I was just told to come over and let you know. The meeting is in thirty minutes, in the main boardroom.” The main boardroom took up half of the floor below ours, so it could accommodate a hundred people or so. Since I’d started working for the company, we’d used that boardroom twice—once for a Christmas party, and once for a safety meeting, after Dennis blew up the microwave trying to heat up leftover Chinese food—he nearly burnt down the whole building.

“What’s the meeting for?” I asked.

“I think Shanahan just wants to tell everyone about your idea. And then he probably wants you to explain it to people.” Sidney smirked—he knew that the idea was just supposed to be a joke. He knew that I thought it was a load of crap. “Good luck,” he said, and then he wandered back to his office.

And by the time I processed what was happening, everyone in the office was getting up to go to the big meeting. I looked in my e-mail inbox and there was a message directly from Mr. Shanahan. “At the meeting, maybe you could run through some of your new ideas for Nap Mapp.” I was doomed. I was completely out of bullshit. I couldn’t even remember the few ideas that Mr. Shanahan and I came up with over lunch. Something about an airplane?

“You coming?” Sidney asked from across the office, still with that grin on his face.

I was slow to bring myself to my feet. I tried desperately to search my brain for ideas, but I could only think of Portia. I could only think of her disappointed face when I told her that I couldn’t be with a transgender woman. I didn’t want to go to the stupid meeting and I didn’t want to have to confront Portia. I wanted this day to end. I wanted to skip ahead a few days into the future, once all of this nonsense was behind me. But would it be behind me? Or would my problems continue spiralling out of control until I dealt with them?

It was time to stop running. It was time to face the consequences of my actions.


CHAPTER XII

There I stood in front of one hundred of my co-workers. I recognized some of them, but most of them worked on other floors. They all had notebooks and pens out, ready to take notes. They all looked at me with serious expressions on their faces, save for Sidney, who was trying his best not to laugh, because he knew that I didn’t take the silly app idea even remotely seriously. As I stood there, I couldn’t even remember if it was Nap Map or Nap App. It was Nap Mapp—that’s right. At least I remembered that much…

The room quieted down as everyone expected me to begin. I wished they would have continued chatting and whispering—a welcomed delay, so I could continue thinking of what the hell I was going to say. But it didn’t seem to matter how much time I had: I was coming up with nothing. “Hello everyone,” I said, and then I was silent as I waited for some cue to carry on. But my cue was the continued silence of the crowd. “So, you’re all here to hear about Nap App—I mean Nap Mapp.” I faked a laugh. “Well, I’m here to tell you about Nap Mapp. It’s, uh, an app that shows you a map of where you can nap.” I forced a big smile, and the crowd remained silent. Everyone was probably wondering if they were being pranked, wondering if it was already April 1st. Why was the company wasting everyone’s time with this crap? Did Mr. Shanahan really endorse this silly nonsense?

I waited again for a cue to continue, and again, my cue was the crowd’s continued silence. “So, uh, basically, it’s a map with marked locations. Each location is a Nap Mapp approved napping site. So, if you’re tired and need some rest, you can just open up Nap Mapp and find somewhere to close your eyes.”

Someone raised their hand. I wasn’t sure if I was excited for the interjection or if I was dreading a question that I wouldn’t be able to answer. “Yes, you,” I said.

“So, it’s a map that shows you nearby hotels?” he asked with a plain, blunt look on his face.

“Um, no,” I said. “It would only show you where you can nap for free.”

There was a silence. The same man raised his hand. “Free hotels?” he asked. “Is there such a thing?”

“No. It would show you… benches… or libraries. You know how libraries have those big sofa chairs? And maybe it would show you parks, where you can snooze on the grass. I always see college kids napping out on the grass.”

The same man raised his hand. “Aren’t those just places where homeless people go to sleep?”

A cold sweat bathed the back of my neck. I nodded my head slowly. “Sort of. But this is different, in that businesses can partner up with Nap App—I mean Nap Mapp. Maybe a café can have a designated spot where Nap Mapp users can sleep.”

“Why would they do that?”

“Because it would bring in business,” I said. “Maybe a café has a futon in a back room. When you’re done your nap, maybe you want a coffee and a scone. Where are you going to buy it?”

There was some whispering in the crowd. I noticed a few heads shaking in confusion, but I also noticed a few heads nodding. The nodding heads belonged to the younger interns. The older guys didn’t get it. They all had the luxury of being able to go home and sleep whenever they wanted to. They worked on a salary that didn’t change if they decided to take an extra day off every week. But the young people got it. The young people knew how hard it was to make it in the corporate world in 2018. They knew how hard it was to find a few minutes of shuteye between college classes.

So I went on. “Users can rate their napping spots so that Nap Mapp can recommend better napping spots. Maybe one side of the park is better than the other side. Maybe there’s a tree that’s especially comfortable to sleep under. Maybe there’s a nearby business that hands out free blankets to sleep on—a business that also sells coffee or snacks for when the users go to return the blankets.” And I saw more nodding heads from the younger staff members.

And I realized Nap Mapp wasn’t such a stupid idea at all. It just wasn’t for me. It was for the people in the world who aren’t fortunate enough to be able to afford a motel after a series of sleepless nights, cramming for an exam. Who were we to mock those people? Why should we be likening them to homeless people?

One of the younger people raised their hand. “There’s an empty room down on the second floor,” he said. “I’ve napped there a few times. It’s pretty good. Maybe we could offer that to the public. It’s just down the hall from the cafeteria.”

“I didn’t know that,” another younger person said. The older staff were looking at the younger staff like they were insane for thinking the idea was a good one.

And Mr. Shanahan stood at the back of the room, nodding his head with a big smile on his face. He got it. He went through the struggle of sometimes having to put in more hours than the human body can handle. When he was starting out, he’d probably slept on a park bench or two, maybe even in a closet in the basement of some operating business. And he probably bought a coffee after he was finished his nap.

I felt good, suddenly feeling like I wasn’t wasting anyone’s time. And then I remembered that I was wasting one person’s time: Portia’s. My high seemed to end suddenly as I remembered what I had to do. And then I wondered: do I really have to break up with her?

Maybe the universe wasn’t tormenting me. Maybe the universe was giving me exactly what I wanted and needed in life. Maybe I was supposed to embrace what was being given to me, instead of pushing it away and denying it. Nap Mapp wasn’t a stupid idea, and maybe dating Portia wasn’t a stupid idea either. Besides, what’s so wrong about being in a relationship with a transgender? Why was I so concerned about what my hockey mates would think? Why did I care what Sidney might say if he found out about Portia? I didn’t care. If they cared and disapproved, I could easily carry on living without them—remove them from my life and find new friends and new hockey mates. In the end, it only mattered what I thought: and did I think being with Portia was embarrassing?

Everyone was staring at me, waiting for me to wrap up my introductory presentation. “I know that this is off topic and it might even be confusing, but I’d like to take this opportunity to announce that I’m dating someone.” The room was silent, as expected. “Her name is Portia and she’s beautiful and she’s a great skater. And she’s transgender.”

And I saw a familiar sight, which surprised me. The older people in the crowd all looked at one another with shock and confusion, shaking their heads as if they just heard a speech from Hitler reincarnate. But the young people all nodded and looked as if nothing was out of the ordinary. Because nothing was out of the ordinary. There was no reason to feel ashamed for dating Portia. Now, as I stood in front of that large crowd, I couldn’t even remember why I’d been so defiant, why I’d tried resisting her for so long.

I stepped down from that small stage with a mixed reaction, but I didn’t care. Even if they were all booing me, it would have made no difference.

I had my house all clean and ready for Portia’s arrival. I had dinner ready in the oven and I had candles burning in every room—floral candles that reminded me of her. She came a few minutes late, dressed in a sleek black dress and cute black heels. Her hair was done up into a cute up do, and her makeup was perfect.

I turned off the oven but we didn’t eat right away. I couldn’t wait through dinner. I needed to get a bit of lust out of my system. So we went to the bedroom and we made love. We kissed and rubbed our bodies together. She became erect quickly, and I was erect before we were even in the bedroom. I hiked the skirt of her dress up and yanked down her thong, so our bare cocks could rub together. And then we kept making love. “You know I wasn’t kidding about getting my cock into my ass. I want to try it,” she said with a big grin.

She got up onto all fours and then looked over her shoulder at me. “Use plenty of lube,” she said with a giggle. So I poured some lube down her butt crack and I used my finger to push the lube into her tight hole. Then I took her long cock and pulled it around to her butt. I had to stretch her ball sack to the side so her tip could reach her hole. It looked a bit painful, but she didn’t seem to mind. She winced a little, but she was determined to make it happen. I had to pull her cock to stretch it slightly, so there would be enough to push inside of her body. “Ouch,” she said as I began to jam it in.

“Are you sure you want to do this?” I asked.

She nodded. “I think so,” she said with a giggle.

And then I continued to push. I managed to penetrate her ass with her own tip, and then I managed to get a couple of inches into her body. She moaned sharply and her body became tense. She really had her own cock in her ass! It wasn’t easy to plunge it in and out. We didn’t stick with it for long, but it was a fun little experiment. I ended up pulling her out and sticking my own cock in. She liked my cock much more than her own. I didn’t thrust into her for long before her cock was drooling cum onto my mattress. I pushed her down into her own pool of semen as I finished myself off in her butt. And then I came inside of her.

“Well eat dinner and go at it again. Sound good?” I asked.

She looked back at me with that adorable smile. “Sounds great.”

“Oh, and by the way, I told everyone at work that we were dating. I hope you don’t mind.”

“You told all your friends?” she asked, her eyes glowing. And I realized that she’d probably never been in a non-secret relationship before. She was probably used to being kept a secret by embarrassed men—if she’d even been in a relationship before.

“Not just my friends. About one-hundred and fifty employees,” I said.

She stared at me with those glowing eyes. “What did they say?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Who cares?”

And she smiled. I loved that smile. I couldn’t wait to see that smile every morning and every night. I couldn’t wait to start this new brazen chapter of my life.

THE END


BAE WATCH

Walter missed his opportunity to get a summer job and now no one is hiring. Had he known how much money lifeguards made, he would have applied before the pools opened for the summer. But he thinks he’s caught a lucky break: the pool near his house just happens to need a new lifeguard. Unfortunately, they’re only hiring female lifeguards because male lifeguards apparently make some women feel uncomfortable.

But on his way home, he comes across a gumball machine, adorned with a faded label: Wishing Gumballs. As a joke more than anything, Walter buys one and wishes he could be a lifeguard at the pool for the summer. And when he wakes up in the morning, his wish has come true.


CHAPTER I

As Walter walked up to the changing room of that outdoor pool, he didn’t know he was about to have one of the best days of his life, as well as one of the most disappointing.

He was a good swimmer and swam all the time competitively, so he was hesitant to head out to that pool when his buddies invited him to join them. He’d been up that morning at 5:00 AM swimming laps with his team, getting ready for an upcoming competition. His bones were still sore and the last thing he wanted to do was go swimming again. “It’ll be fun. I’ll even pay for your entry,” Marvin said over the phone, and Walter didn’t want to disappoint his buddies. So he grabbed his trunks and a towel and he headed down to the pool.

Had Marvin not paid for Walter’s entry, Walter wouldn’t have gone. It was $7 to get into the pool and his bank account balance was an even $0. His parents stopped giving him allowance. “You’re eighteen—an adult. Which adults do you know who get an allowance? If you want money, get a job,” his dad said to him.

So for the past couple of months, Walter had been a bum. He would tag along with his friends to the mall, but he would buy nothing. At first, his buddies would buy him bottles of Pepsi and the occasional lunch, just so he had something to do while they were out. But even his friends cut him off when their parents cut their allowances off.

Walter’s dad told Walter to get a job back in June and he should have listened. Back in June, there were still entry-level jobs up for grabs. Now there was nothing. Every position that Walter qualified for had been taken by college and high school students, trying to save up for their next semesters. Walter finally got around to applying at a café by his house, but he never even got called in for an interview. Sad.

But he had nothing to save up for. He’d graduated high school and he had no plans of going to college—not until he decided what he wanted to do. Right now, he just wanted to focus on his athletic career as a competitive swimmer. At least his parents were still paying for that…

He didn’t mind bumming around. If his friends wanted to buy him a Pepsi, then great. If they wanted to pay for him to go swimming—fantastic. If they didn’t want to give him anything, fair enough—they didn’t owe him anything. He was fine just following them around whenever they went places that didn’t have a cover fee, like the mall or the park or the playground they hung out at during the night, where they drank beer and smoked the occasional doobie.

It’s not like he didn’t try to get a job. He only applied at that little café because it was the only place that would give him an application. Everywhere else just looked at him and laughed. “We’re not hiring. Are you kidding? In this economy?” one shop owner said to him.

“You don’t even need someone to, like, sweep the floors or whatever?” Walter asked.

“Come back when the stock markets are up a good 20%.”

Walter couldn’t imagine how difficult his situation would be if he didn’t have his parents: a free place to stay, free food to eat, and so on. What do people who don’t have that kind of safety net do?

Walter wasn’t completely broke. His bank account may have been empty, but he did find a quarter on the sidewalk on his way to the pool. As he picked it up, he tried to think of what could still be bought for a quarter. Even when he was a little kid, a quarter wouldn’t do much. You had to find at least a few quarters to buy a candy bar—and now you would need at least a dozen quarters. He wondered if a quarter would even be enough to lock one of the lockers in the swimming pool’s changing room.

But as he stepped up to the changing room, he noticed a gumball machine next to the changing room door. It had a tall, skinny metal base and a hard clear plastic globe filled with gumballs. The globe was foggy with patches of dirty and the base was corroded with orange rust. The gumballs inside didn’t look terribly appetizing either, but what else was Walter supposed to do with that quarter?

He put the quarter in the little slot and began to twist the dial. It took a second for the dial to break free from its rusty grip—as if it had been five years since the last person used it. He watched as the quarter was pulled away into the mechanism, and then he heard the loud clunk as the gumball dropped down the metal chute. He reached in and grabbed it. He got an orange gumball.

He was about to plop it into his mouth and then he noticed the faded label on the gumball machine: ‘Wishing Gumballs’. He had to lean in close to read the small faded letters below the title. ‘Make a wish before chewing your magical wishing gumball!’

He thought it was stupid, but he still found himself trying to think of a wish before putting the gumball into his mouth. He didn’t want to waste the opportunity in the small chance that the gumball did indeed possess magical powers.

He was standing there, trying to think of something, when a hand slapped him on the shoulder. “Hey buddy,” Marvin’s voice said.

Walter turned around to see Marvin, already half-naked and ready to get into the pool. He had his shirt flung over his shoulder and his swim trunks already on. He’d put on some muscle since the last time Walter saw him without a shirt on—which must have been over a year ago. He was always bailing on hanging out because he was always going to the gym. Apparently the commitment had paid off.

But now Walter felt awkward. Walter was fit but he was skinny, and mostly bones. “The other guys are already in the pool. What are you doing standing here?” Marvin asked.

Walter slipped the gumball into his hoodie pocket, suddenly embarrassed by it. He didn’t want Marvin knowing that he was trying to think of a wish to make before chewing his silly piece of gum. “I was just about to get changed,” Walter said, and the two men went into the changing room.


CHAPTER II

It had been many years since Walter had been to a public outdoor pool. He couldn’t even remember the last time he swam for fun. When he stepped up to the edge of the pool, he wondered what he was supposed to do. There were no lanes to warm up in, and there wasn’t even a clear twenty-meter stretch without people in the way. Hardly anyone was even swimming! Most people were just wading, splashing one another, and shooting each other with water guns.

A game of water volleyball was occupying one whole side of the pool, but no one seemed to mind. The volleyball was the size of a yoga ball and there were fifteen players on each team.

But what Walter noticed more than anything were the girls.

There were girls everywhere, and they were nothing like the girls he swam with every morning. These girls weren’t wearing unflattering boxy one-piece suits that covered everything worth seeing. These girls were wearing skimpy bikinis. The one-pieces that were being worn around the pool were useless for actual swimming: cut so deep that any serious movements would shake titties loose. It seemed wrong to even call their outfits ‘swimming suits’. Waterproof lingerie was a more accurate term. And Walter loved it.

There were a couple of girls getting out from the pool as Walter walked up to the edge. They were both wearing white bikinis, and their tops were almost completely translucent, as if they were never meant to get wet. Walter tried to keep his eyes off of their breasts, but it was hard. Their nipples were perky from the cold water, and the girls were doing nothing to hide their beautiful breasts. “Hi,” one of them said to Walter with a strangely seductive voice. Or maybe that voice was just in his head. Maybe Walter just couldn’t imagine the girls with voices that weren’t straight out of a pornography movie.

He tried not to look at their asses as they walked away, but he failed. Their bikinis did nothing to hide their perfect, young bums. Suddenly, Walter found himself wishing he would have worn his competitive swimming speedo under his swimming trunks, so he would have a safety to hold his inevitable erection down.

Across the pool was a girl with massive tits. Walter wasn’t the only guy looking her way as she tried to adjust her massive rack in her tiny swimming suit. Her tits jiggled as her nipples teased the edge of the little suit. The girl was trying to get as much sun as possible on her skin.

Walter pulled his gaze away from the beauty and noticed his friends not too far away. They had their towels and bags set up in a small area. They were all drinking from white plastic water bottles. When Walter walked up, they tossed him a bottle. “Drink up before it gets warm,” Kyle said.

Walter thought it was a weird thing to say, until he took a sip and nearly spat it out. It was beer, not water. Walter liked beer as much as the next guy, but it was still a shock when he was expecting water. The other guys laughed. “Don’t waste good water,” Kyle said with a wink.

Obviously, drinking beer at the public pool was against the rules. But Walter was quickly learning that no one followed the rules. He looked around.

There were little kids at the pool as well, but none of them seemed to notice the degeneracy unfolding around them. They were too busy having fun, splashing around with their friends. And Walter wondered if it was the same when he was a kid. Were there always half-naked girls and stoned young men at the pools when he was young? He tried to remember, but could remember nothing but spraying his buddies with Super Soakers and screaming “Cannonball!” before jumping off the diving board—which a grown-up was doing now.

Water splashed everyone in and around the pool, but no one minded.

Walter finished his beer quickly. It tasted kind of gross coming out of that old plastic bottle, but Walter could handle gross beer. He was eighteen, after all. Kyle poured him another after looking around to make sure none of the lifeguards were looking. Walter looked around as well, to see if there were even any lifeguards on duty, and if so, what the hell were they being paid to do exactly?

There was a single lifeguard on duty, and Walter wasn’t surprised to see that she was paying no attention to the debauchery unfolding beneath her little tower. Water balloons were against the rules, as pieces of rubber could get stuck in the pool’s filters—but there were at least ten kids having a full-fledged water balloon fight. According to the rules (which were posted right next to Walter and his friends), bathing suits must full fully cover breasts and butts—but that rule was even being broken by the lifeguard, who had her red one-piece bathing suit hiked up so she could get more of a tan up her legs and her hips, and the top half was cut low enough that Walter could almost see the entire canyon between her plump breasts.

Walter wasn’t about to complain, though he was rubbed the wrong way knowing the young woman who looked to be asleep in her lifeguard tower was being paid while Walter couldn’t even get a crumby job at a café.

Walter went into the water for a bit. He played a bit of volleyball, shot his friends with a water gun and got shot with a water gun. He got out and had another beer. He roasted in the sun for a while and then he went and had some more fun in the water. Then he had another beer, and then another. And then he looked up at that pretty lifeguard and realized she hadn’t moved since before he arrived at the pool.

“Are you okay?” Walter called up to her. He was feeling a bit tipsy but he tried to hide his staggering so he would get himself and his friends kicked out.

She looked down at him slowly. “I’m great. Why do you ask?”

“Were you sleeping?” Walter asked.

“Resting my eyes,” she said. “Of course I would never sleep on the job.” She smirked as if it was all a big joke to her. But she really wasn’t necessary at that pool. If one of the kids started drowning, there were dozens of people who could dive in to help. It’s not like her weekend lifeguard course made her more qualified than, say, Walter, who was a trained swimmer, who could hold his breath for nearly three whole minutes under water, who knew CPR (it was required to learn CPR to be part of his swimming club).

“How much do you get paid?” Walter asked. He knew it was a disrespectful question to ask, but the alcohol in his system didn’t care.

The girl in the tower smile and shook her head. “Why do you ask?”

“I’m just curious. What’s the big deal?” Walter knew that he became a bit of jerk when he drank, but he’d been told before that his jerkiness was a bit endearing. People always thought he was being funnier the more bitter he became, as if it was all a performance. And maybe that was for the best.

“No big deal,” the girl said. “I make nineteen dollars an hour—twenty if I work an evening shift.”

Walter wasn’t expecting such a number. He was expecting to hear that the girl made minimum wage. Her job was so easy, and she was so young. Walter tried to think if he knew anyone who made that much money. Even his own mother didn’t make that much money at her job, and she’d been working the same job for fifteen years!

“Are you okay down there?” she asked after a moment of silence.

“Me? I’m fine,” Walter said, and he had to bite the edge of his tongue to keep his composure. He suddenly felt angry, but strangely inspired. This girl was doing nothing—acting completely negligent—and she was making over $150 each day. She got to tan and nap and probably even swim whenever she wanted—and she was being paid to do it! But what was stopping Walter from getting a job as a lifeguard? Maybe this was the universe trying to point Walter in the right direction. “Are you hiring?” Walter asked.

She laughed. “Yeah, I think they are, but I doubt they would hire you.”

Walter bit his tongue harder. “Why not? What’s wrong with me? I bet I can swim better than you.”

“Well, for one, you’re drunk. That’s never a great starting point.”

Walter felt his cheeks suddenly burning warm. He pressed his lips thin and forced a smile and a little laugh. “Drunk?” he said, and he forced another laugh. “Why do you think I’m drunk?”

“You and your friends have been drinking for the last three hours. You don’t think I’m totally oblivious, do you?”

“If you know we’re drinking, why aren’t you stopping us?”

“Because my job is to make sure everyone is safe while having fun. Being a little bit drunk isn’t the end of the world. You guys seem like you can handle yourselves. But if I tell you to dump out your drinks, then you aren’t having fun. If I tell those kids to stop throwing their water balloons, then their day is ruined. If I tell those girls to go and change into something more concealing, then they’ll probably just leave to go somewhere they can tan freely. If someone gets hurt, I’ll be there to help, and if someone is doing something dangerous, I’ll stop them.”

“You know the water balloons clog the filters,” Walter said.

She shrugged her shoulders. “That’s someone else’s problem.” She turned her face back to the sun and closed her eyes. Walter looked around. He looked towards the changing rooms, and that’s when he noticed the sign on the office door: ‘Lifeguards wanted. Apply within.’


CHAPTER III

Lacy loved her job. The pay was great and the work was easy. She’d been working as a lifeguard at the public pool for three months and only twice did she actually have to do her job: once when a little kid fell into the deep end, and once when a full-grown adult fell into the deep end—apparently he never learned how to swim.

When it was busy, her job was even easier. No one ever came close to drowning because there was always someone within arm’s reach. People occasionally got hurt: stubbing their toes or scraping their shins or getting in fights. But that wasn’t Lacy’s problem. There was always a first aid person on duty in the office. All Lacy had to do was press the button on her walkie-talkie to alert the first aid person, who was also her manager.

Her job was to simply watch the pool and make sure no one was drowning. Occasionally she had to tell people to leave—that was the worst part of the job. She once had to tell two older kids to leave because they kept getting into fistfights over some girl who wasn’t even at the pool. She broke their fighting up twice, and then after the third time, a little girl found a tooth at the bottom of the pool, and Lacy realized it was time for the boys to leave.

And then there was the time she had to throw out the fifty-year-old man who was almost blackout drunk. He kept going up to girls and trying to rip their bikinis off of their chests. He refused to leave, but luckily there was a group of young men who were up to the task of dragging the drunk to the street.

Otherwise, Lacy’s job was quiet—unless you count the noise of dozens of kids and young men screaming and laughing and diving into the pool and splashing around. She learned quickly to tune all of that noise out. When she closed her eyes up on that lifeguard tower, she heard nothing but the occasional bird chirping in the sky and the very occasional cry for help from some kid or full-grown man who just fell into the deep end of the pool.

And honestly, the deep end wasn’t even that deep. If you couldn’t swim, you could always just walk about fifteen steps into the shallow end. But apparently some people panic when they become submerged and they don’t think rationally. And it’s good that there are some completely useless people out there—otherwise Lacy wouldn’t have had the best job in the world.

She had planned on relaxing that afternoon, while trying to blend out her tan lines by hiking her bathing suit up half an inch every half an hour or so, but she found herself distracted by the young man who was angry and a little bit drunk. He was a funny drunk though, so Lacy didn’t mind. He had some sort of grudge against her because of her job—maybe he was having a hard time finding a job of his own.

He was kind of cute with his messy brown hair and his thin, fit body. He was especially cute now, pacing around the pool, walking up to the manager’s office to look at that ‘now hiring’ sign, and then walking away, as if to deliberate. It had been a good fifteen minutes since he’d gone to join his friends in their little camp at the corner of the pool. Maybe he was trying to sober up before walking into the manager’s office to demand a job. The only time he stopped his frustrated pacing was when he bent over to pick a quarter up off of the ground.

Lacy would have told him that they were only hiring women but she enjoyed the free entertainment. Plus it was an argument she wasn’t interested in having, seeing as it wasn’t a decision she made or one she even agreed with.

It was a new rule, set in place that year: no male lifeguards. Apparently, male lifeguards could make women feel uncomfortable. When Lacy asked her manager why, he said that there had been some issues at another pool, where a woman was unconscious and a man performed CPR to save her life. Later, the woman complained that the man did not have consent to touch her, and she felt ‘abused’. “But women are fine with other women touching them, and no man will ever complain about a woman performing CPR on them. So it’s just easier this way,” Lacy’s manager said.

Lacy wasn’t surprised. There were some seriously crazy people out there. She was sure that crazy woman whose life was saved would have found a reason to complain regardless of what happened. She was probably already on her way to complain about something when she fell into the pool and nearly drowned. Oh well—it just meant more work for Lacy.

She watched as the angry and half-drunk young man stepped up to the manager’s door again. Making a bold statement, he snatched the ‘Now hiring’ sign off the door and took a deep breath. Then he stormed into the office, ready to demand his job.

Lacy climbed down from her tower. She wanted to hear this. The young man seemed like the reactive type, to put up a fight when things didn’t go his way. She walked up to the office and put her ear to the door. “Sorry, son. That’s just the rules,” she heard her manager saying.

“But the rules are stupid! Fuck the rules. I’m a better swimmer than any lifeguard you’ve ever had!”

It was exactly what Lacy had hoped to hear. A big smile crossed her face.

“Well we still are hiring men for the cleaning staff. We’re all staffed up now, but if you come around June next year, that’s usually when we do most of our hiring.”

“I don’t want to clean up garbage. I want to be a lifeguard. I would make the best lifeguard. Believe me. Just give me a chance.”

“Sorry, son. It’s not happening. Now do me a favour and put that sign back up on your way out. Here’s some tape.”

There was a silence. Lacy quickly darted back to her post. She climbed the ladder and got back into her seat before the young man emerged from the office with defeat all over his face. She thought the sight would be funny, but now she felt kind of bad as she watched him taping that sign back onto the door. It was a sad sight, and she could have prevented it. She had just ruined that guy’s day—and for what? A laugh?

“Hey!” she called out.

The man looked up, without much of an expression at all. He stood silently and waited for her to continue.

“I’m sorry. I should have told you they only hire girls,” Lacy said.

The man didn’t respond. He just stared up for a moment and then he walked towards the changing room to leave. She waited a few minutes, hoping that the guilt would pass, but it only became more overwhelming. So she hopped down from her tower and ran through the women’s changing room to the front entrance. She caught the young man as he was walking towards the street.

She watched as he stopped and reached into his pocket. He pulled something out and stared at it. And then he put it in his mouth.

“Hey!” Lacy yelled. “I really am sorry!”

He turned around. “Don’t worry about it,” he said.

“I was just teasing you. I didn’t think you were actually going to go into my manager’s office like that.”

“I said don’t worry about it.”

“I can make it up to you, but I have to be quick. Do you have five minutes?”

He stood there silently, waiting for her to go on.

“Here. Follow me. But you can’t tell anyone about this. Promise?” She turned and headed towards the break room, which was hardly ever used because no one ever took breaks. She looked back and saw that the young man was following her. “I’m Lacy, by the way.”

“Walter,” the man said.

“Nice to meet you, Walter. I’m going to suck your dick but you have to promise not to tell your friends. Okay?” She smiled as she watched Walter’s cheeks turn red. His eyes became wide and his lips parted.

“O—Okay,” he said.

She took his hand and pulled him into the break room, which was really just an old tool shed that had been converted.


CHAPTER IV

The shed was dark, but it seemed much bigger on the inside than it looked from outside. Walter had expected the shed to be filled with tools and cobwebs and bugs but it was actually impressively clean and open, with a couple of chairs and a little table and a mini-fridge filled with Coca-Cola and Sprite and Root Beer. There was one window in the small space, but it was either fogged or just dirty from years of dirt and dust.

Lacy reached up and grabbed a little string. She pulled it, turning on a swaying light bulb. “I swear I’m not usually this slutty,” Lacy said. “Sit down.” She pointed at one of the chairs.

But Walter hesitated. He looked around and felt suddenly cold and awkward. “Is this some sort of prank? Because if this is a prank, I’m not going to be happy.”

Lacy shook her head and motioned towards the chair again. “Sit down. I’m supposed to be working. We need to be fast. If you don’t come in, like, four minutes, then I’m just stopping and you can wank yourself off if you really want to finish. But first you have to sit down.”

Walter sat down, not wanting to waste his opportunity. For a second, he tried to remember if he wished for a blowjob before her ate that gumball. Wouldn’t that be wild? If he wished for a blowjob and then a pretty girl immediately emerged from the building and offered him a blowjob?

He unzipped his pants and slid them down to his knees. Lacy pulled them down the rest of the way. She was already on her knees. She quickly reached for his boxers and pulled them down. Walter lifted his hips off the chair so she could get them down, but then he froze, suddenly feeling incredibly vulnerable. He didn’t know this girl. He didn’t even know her as well as he knew the one-night stands he’d brought home in the past. He’d exchanged hardly a handful of words with this girl and he knew nothing about her, other than the fact she worked as a lifeguard for the local public pool.

She didn’t hesitate. She reached out and slipped her gentle fingers around his cock and began to massage it. He was already a bit hard from the idea of getting a blowjob, and now he was getting harder fast. But Walter just remained tense. He had the urge to reach down and cover his crotch, but he resisted the urge, knowing it would only delay things and then leave him with half a blowjob—and who wants just half of a blowjob?

So he forced himself to relax into the sofa chair. He looked down at her while she pulled on his cock. It felt nice, though her grip was maybe a bit too firm and she was pulling maybe a bit too hard. In her defence, she was in a rush—she was supposed to be watching the pool to make sure no one died.

“It’s normally bigger,” Walter suddenly had the urge to say.

Lacy laughed. “What?” she said.

“My dick—it’s smaller than usual because of the pool.” He felt his cheeks turning even redder. He wished he hadn’t said it at all.

“It’s not small,” Lacy said, still pulling on his cock, making it harder and harder.

“It’s usually bigger though. Forget I said anything.”

Lacy laughed and shook her head, and then she bent forward and pushed the cock through her lips. She started sucking. Her mouth was warm and wet. She pressed her lips firmly around his girth and used her tongue to tickle his tip.

“Fuck, that feels good. You really know what you’re doing,” Walter said, and then he watched as Lacy’s cheeks turned red. She looked suddenly embarrassed, so Walter said, “I’m sorry—I didn’t mean that in a bad way.” He wasn’t sure what she was so embarrassed about, but he knew it was something he had said.

“I swear I don’t ever do this. I just felt bad for embarrassing you earlier. I’m really not usually a slut,” she said, her cheeks becoming redder and redder by the second.

“Usually?” Walter said with a grin.

Lacy’s eyes narrowed. “I don’t have to suck your cock, you know.”

Walter shut his mouth and forced a smile. “Sorry,” he said. And then he watched as the beautiful lifeguard continued to suck his cock.

So maybe his wish didn’t come true right away—maybe he didn’t suddenly have his dream job as a lifeguard—but he had the next best thing: a fantastic blowjob from a beautiful lifeguard.

She used her hand to stimulate the base of his cock, in an attempt to bringing him to orgasm faster. He would have come already had he not masturbated before leaving the house for the pool. Now, he was trying to will himself to orgasm. He was trying to keep track of the passing minutes in his head, and he was pretty sure that his five were already up. He didn’t want to end up masturbating alone in the shed behind a public pool like some registered sex offender.

“Come already,” Lacy said. “Is something wrong?”

Walter shook his head. “No. Just don’t stop. It feels good.”

“I have maybe twenty seconds, so you’d better hurry up,” she said, as if it was something he could control.

“Show me your tits,” he said.

She paused for a moment and then shook her head. “Fine,” she said. She pulled the straps of her bathing suit over her shoulders and then she pulled out her tits. They were small but bouncy and perky. Her nipples were big—her areolas were almost half the size of her breasts.

“Can I feel them?” Walter asked with red cheeks.

“Yeah, but quickly,” she said. So he reached down and squeezed them. Her hard nipples felt miraculous against the palms of his hands.

“Fuck,” he groaned, and his orgasm came suddenly, without even a warning to himself. He shuddered and groaned and then he came. He didn’t realize that Lacy wasn’t ready, that she was looking over at the clock on the wall. She ended up getting two blasts to the side of the face. She tried to wince away from the third, but it ended up in her hair. So she tried to wince away in the other direction, but that shot got her on the forehead and dribbled down the side of her nose. The rest ended up in a pool on the sofa chair.

“Fucking hell!” Lacy said, standing up. She tried to wipe the cum away but she only ended up spreading it across her face. “A little warning would have been nice.”

“I’m sorry,” Walter said, his head light. He was still half in that euphoric state, his cock still drooling the last of his warm load.

“Is it in my hair? Oh God, it’s in my hair. What the hell am I supposed to do now?”

“Take a shower, I guess,” Walter said.

She looked at him with a scorn. “I’m supposed to be working. What would my manager think if I came out all wet from the shower?”

Walter just shrugged his shoulders. “Sorry,” he said again, as if it would make a difference.

Lacy looked around and spotted a baseball hat. She shook her head and the snatched the hat. “Now I have to work my last three hours with your dirty cum in my hair.” She put the hat on, covering Walter’s cum. Then she used a towel to clean her face.

“We should do this again sometime,” Walter said, standing up, and then he got that scorn again.

“Are you nuts? I only did this because I felt bad for you. And I’m serious about you keeping your mouth shut. If you go and tell your friends, I’ll make sure no girl ever sucks your dick again. Got it?”

Walter felt strangely turned on by Lacy’s sudden fiery temper. He always liked girls with a bit of edge, who weren’t afraid to dig their nails in when the time was right. He found himself smirking, thinking his lifeguard date was hotter than ever. She bent over slightly to slip the straps of her swimsuit back over her shoulders, and Walter took the opportunity to give her a smack on the bum. She turned around swiftly and gave him a slap on the face. “Watch it,” she said through clenched teeth. And Walter suddenly found her even more attractive: possibly the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen.

“Want to go out with me sometime?” he asked.

She stared at him with a dark scowl, as if she was about to slap him again. “When?” she asked.

“I don’t know. I don’t work, so whenever,” he said.

“I’m free Wednesday,” she said, still with that scowl on her face.

“Wednesday is fine. There’s a new burger place by my house.”

“I’d prefer pizza.”

“Pizza it is. I’ll meet you here at, like, six?”

“Five thirty, and you better bring flowers.”

She stormed out of the little shed wearing her hat to cover Walter’s cum. And Walter felt like the luckiest man on the planet. Who cares if he didn’t have a job? There would be plenty of opportunities to find jobs. There were dozens of pools in the city—surely one of them would hire a man with his swimming experience. It was just a matter of time.

As he walked home with a smile on his face, he thought that maybe he didn’t need to waste his gumball wish on that very pool. He should have wished for something more practical, like a million dollars or a new PlayStation.

When he got home, he looked at himself in the mirror. He was still smiling and his cheeks were still red. He had to check his phone to see which day it was: it was Sunday. It’s funny how easy it is to lose track of the days of the week when the days of the week are completely meaningless. He had three days before his big date with the pretty lifeguard, which gave him three days to find the money to buy her some flowers and to pay for the pizza. He spent the rest of that night wandering around his house looking for spare change. And then he cringed at the thought of paying for his date with handfuls of change like a hobo. He was going to need to think of some other plan.

But first, he needed to sleep.


CHAPTER V

Lacy forgot to set her alarm, so she ended up running late for work. She didn’t bother eating her usual piece of toast and she didn’t even grab a cup of coffee from the pot her mom brewed before heading off to work. She simply slipped into a pair or jean shorts (not even bothering with panties) and a tank top (not even bothering with a bra). She jumped on her bike and raced down to the pool.

She was a whole hour late, which was especially embarrassing seeing as her shift started at noon. She couldn’t remember the last time she slept in so late—back when she was fifteen and sick with the flu maybe… Now, she was nervous to hear her manager’s reaction.

When she saw the pool materializing in the distance, her heart started racing. Was she going to lose her job? She’d gotten into a bit of trouble the day before, when she disappeared for fifteen minutes in the middle of the day, leaving her post unattended. She wouldn’t have gotten in trouble had that kid not hit his head on the diving board. He wasn’t knocked unconscious, but he did stagger into the manager’s office with a bit of blood on his face, giving Lacy’s manager a good scare.

Now, she knew that she was on relatively thin ice—but she wasn’t sure just how thin that ice was and how much it would take to break it.

“I’m so sorry,” Lacy said as she pushed through the door into the manager’s office. “My alarm didn’t go off and I had a hard time getting to sleep last night, and—”

Before she could finish her little speech, her manager waved his hand. “Don’t worry about it. Tessa was here early and she’s been fine out there alone.”

“Tessa?” Lacy asked, her heart finally calming down.

“The new girl. Remember we hired a new girl?” her manager said.

And the Lacy did suddenly remember that they hired a new girl, but the memory was vague and hazy, as if she was remembering a dream and not real life. She could remember her manager walking up to her to say, “I just hired a new girl. She starts tomorrow at eleven. From now on, we’ll always have two lifeguards on duty. It’s better to be safe than sorry.” At least he said something along those lines, but Lacy couldn’t quite remember when he said it exactly. It must have been after the whole Walter incident, seeing as the hiring sign was still on the door then, and it must have been before the end of her shift…

“Well that’s good,” she said. “And again, I’m so sorry. This won’t happen again.”

She stepped out of the manager’s office feeling strange: a little bit dizzy and a little bit confused. Her memory of Walter was suddenly hazy and strange—maybe that was the dream? Did she really suck that guy’s cock just because she felt bad for him? And what did he look like? Why couldn’t she imagine his face now? It wasn’t even twenty-four hours later!

She looked across the pool at the new lifeguard, sitting up on her post. She was a cute little thing: tiny and curvy with long straight hair that extended to her sternum. She looked nervous, her attention down on her body as if she’d never worn a bathing suit before. While Lacy was looking up, the new girl pulled down her red one-piece bathing suit at least five times, as if it was riding up and giving her a camel toe. And she kept tugging at the top of the little outfit, as if she was worried her tits were falling out. And why was she sitting so tense and rigid like that?

At least she had good style. It was hard to tell from across the pool, but Lacy was fairly certain that the new girl had the same exact red one-piece that Lacy wore for work. People were going to think that it was company attire.

Lacy slipped into the staff room and went into the corner where the lockers were. She pulled her locker open and then her heart sank into her stomach when she saw that it was empty save for the hair elastic she kept for hot days when her hair insisted on being frizzy. Her bathing suit was gone. And it didn’t take long before she assumed that the new girl was out on that lifeguard post wearing it.

She hesitated before storming out to chew the new chick out. She looked in the other lockers before she jumped to conclusions. Maybe it was just a coincidence—maybe her bathing suit was there somewhere. It would be terribly embarrassing to storm out towards the pool and yell at the new girl in front of everyone if Lacy was mistaken. But her bathing suit was nowhere to be seen.

So she stormed out towards that post. She held back the urge to yell. She held everything in until she was at the base of the ladder. “Excuse me. New girl. Down here!”

The new girl looked down. Her face was pale and her eyes were large, like the eyes of a feral rodent. She said nothing.

“Am I crazy or are you wearing my swim suit?”

The new girl remained silent, her lips parting slightly in an incriminating way. And then Lacy realized that she recognized the new girl—though she wasn’t sure where she recognized the new girl from. She stared into her eyes and felt a strange tingling in the back of her head. What was happening? Who was this person and why was she so familiar?

“Well?” Lacy said, tapping her foot on the ground.

Suddenly, Lacy had the strangest memory that wasn’t right: of her standing outside of the pool, talking to this new girl, apologizing to her for something… for embarrassing her—that’s it! But when did Lacy embarrass this girl? Why did the memory seem so recent? As she strained to jog her mind, she remembered another piece from that same memory: offering to go down on the new girl to make up for embarrassing her.

It was her memory from the previous day with Walter, except there was one thing that was different about it: instead of Walter, she could remember this girl.

Her heart began to throb as the memory started to become cleared. She took this new girl into the shed and ate her out, right on that old sofa chair.

But it was impossible. She didn’t go down on any chick in that shed—she sucked a guy’s cock. She could even remember the shower she took after her shift, trying to wash the cum out of her hair. Where did the cum come from if she’d gone down on some girl? And not to mention: she’d never been with a girl before. She liked guys, not chicks.

She shook her head, assuming she was just remembering some vivid dream. “Give me back my swim suit, would you?” she said. She was losing her patience, and she was starting to think that she might be losing her mind as well.

The girl at the top of the tower cleared her throat and looked around. She tugged at the bottom of her one-piece—of Lacy’s one-piece—and said, “Can I talk to you somewhere private for a minute?”

Lacy’s gut turned, but she couldn’t figure out why. Something was wrong. She did know this girl from somewhere, but she had a feeling she didn’t want to know where from.


CHAPTER VI

Tessa led Lacy to the break shed. She looked around before closing the door and turning to Lacy, whose face was still red with anger. Cool air tingled her exposed legs and hips. She wasn’t used to so much skin exposure on her lower half. And she kept having what she assumed was phantom-cock syndrome—something like phantom-limb syndrome, but instead of a missing limb she was missing her cock. She was constantly worried that her bathing suit was going to move slightly and her dick was going to fall out for everyone to see. And then every time she realized that there was no dick to fall out, she remembered her tits and felt the need to make sure they were still in her tight one-piece.

“It’s me,” she said, looking into Lacy’s eyes. “Walter.”

She watched as Lacy slowly shook her head, staring at her with an unimpressed look on her face. “Is this some sort of prank?” she said.

“No—it’s not. It’s… I don’t know how to explain it. Something happened—something unexplainable. I just woke up like this and… I don’t know what to do.” And that was about all she could explain because that’s about as much as she knew: nothing. She woke up that morning as if nothing was out of the ordinary. She rolled out of bed and dragged her feet to the bathroom. She was butt-naked but she always went about her morning business butt-naked. Her little brother was the only other person home, and it was his problem if he saw his brother naked. But Walter didn’t realize that he wasn’t his brother’s brother anymore—he was his brother’s sister.

The realization came when he went to pee. He reached down for his cock and felt nothing. So he looked down and suddenly panicked, worried his cock had fallen off in the middle of the night. His first assumption was some sort of disease, given to him by the girl who sucked his cock: some strange STD. There was even a wound where his cock should have been—

But it wasn’t a wound, he discovered upon closer inspection. It was a slit with plump lips and a little clit: a pussy. And while he was trying to stare down at it, he noticed the soft lumps on his chest. He pinched his arm and then he slapped himself on the face. The pain was real. He looked in the mirror and saw a face that he didn’t recognize: the face of a young, pretty female. Her hair was tied up in her head in a messy bun.

She reached back and pulled out the hair elastic, letting her long hair fall down. It was nice hair, but it wasn’t Walter’s hair.

But she was in her own house. Her room was filled with her things and her closet was filled with her clothes—her male clothes that no longer fit her tiny body. And she could hear her brother through the thin walls, yelling at his friends through his video game headset.

Heart racing, she searched around her room. She found an old family picture, and in the picture was Walter, not this strange new woman. She felt sick, almost vomiting multiple times, but she held herself together. She took a seat on the edge of her bed and closed her eyes. She tried to control her breathing. Then she tried to wake herself up, assuming she was trapped in some sort of nightmare. And then her phone rang.

She accepted the call, but she was too afraid to speak.

“Hello?” the male voice on the other end said. “Anyone there? Tessa?”

She cleared her throat and replied softly. “Hello?” she said.

“Hi. Is this Tessa?” the man asked.

And she had no idea if that was her name. Surely her name wasn’t Walter anymore, so it had to be something.

“Um, sorry, what is this about?” she asked.

“Tessa came in yesterday and applied for the lifeguard position at the pool here. I just wanted to see if that was still something she was interested in. We can have her start today. Could you please get her for me?”

Her heart skipped a beat as a strange, vague memory came to her, of her standing in a manager’s office, filling out an application, her long hair dangling down and teasing the application as she scribbled in all of the fields. And in that same memory she could see that pool manager—the same guy that told Walter he couldn’t have the job because he was a man—staring at her chest. His cheeks were red.

Now, she cleared her throat and held the phone away from her face for a moment. “This is Tessa,” she said.

“Hi Tessa,” the pool manager said before offering her the job. “Think you can come in around eleven so we can get you started?”

“Sure,” said Tessa.

She wasn’t sure what was happening, but she was leaning towards mental breakdown. The longer she was up, the more her head filled with vague, hazy memories: her old memories, but slightly different. She could remember being Walter clearly, but she could remember being Tessa as well, in all of the same recollections. She was starting to think that maybe her Walter memories were all false, even though they were so clear and she was so sure that she really was Walter. Maybe Walter was just a really vivid and really long dream she’d just woken up from—but that didn’t explain the young man in all of the family photos.

On her phone she opened up her Facebook app. The app opened to her profile page: Walter’s profile page.

A pattering of footsteps came towards her bedroom door. “Hey Walt! Can I borrow one of your PlayStation controllers? Mine just broke!” The bedroom door swung open and Tessa froze. She stared into her brother’s eyes, covering her naked body with her arms.

Her brother stood there for a moment with parted lips and glazed eyes. And then he leapt back and slammed the door shut. “I’m sorry, miss. I didn’t, uh, I mean—I thought Walter was alone. Never mind.”

She listened to her brother’s footsteps as he retreated back to his bedroom. And then he heard her brother’s voice. “Holy shit guys. Walter has a girl over and she’s actually hot.” If only he knew that he was calling his brother hot…

So now Tessa was sure that she wasn’t having some sort of mental breakdown—not yet, anyway. But something very strange was happening—something supernatural…

Suddenly, she remembered the gumball. She’d made her wish before chewing it: ‘I wish they would just hire me as a lifeguard.’ Was that what triggered this whole gender swap? Was this some sort of magical ‘be careful what you wish for’ sort of deal?

She tried explaining all of this to Lacy in the break shed. Lacy’s eyes just glazed over and she shook her head. “So you’re telling me you ate a magic gumball that turned you into a woman?” she said.

“I know it sounds stupid, but it’s true. Don’t you remember me?—the male me? You sucked my dick right here. I was in that chair.”

Lacy’s face became a shade of dark red. “Is this some kind of joke? I told that fucking prick not to tell anyone about that. That’s the last time I try to do something nice for someone.”

“No—it’s really me. You really sucked my dick, and now we have a date on Wednesday. You have to believe me.”

Lacy shook her head. “This is the stupidest nonsense I’ve ever heard. And you still haven’t explained why you’re wearing my bathing suit.”

So Tessa explained the reason behind the borrowed bathing suit. Around 10:30 AM, she showed up at the pool to look for the gumball machine, so she could buy another gumball and wish for her real life back. But the gumball machine was gone, but the manager was standing by the front entrance. “Tessa, you’re early. Great!” he said before whisking her away. “You brought a bathing suit, right?” he said, looking at her strangely. She was wearing a pair of old shorts and a t-shirt—all of which was too big for her tiny body.

“Yeah,” she said. “I’m wearing it under this.” She wasn’t sure why she lied, or why she was even going along with the new job. Maybe because it would be a massive waste not to go along with the new job. It was that new job that got her into this whole mess. Even despite the inexplicable turmoil she was going through, she still needed a job and she still wanted to be a lifeguard. And possibly most important of all: if she was stuck in this new body, she didn’t want to throw away the opportunities she was being given. She knew how hard it was to find an entry-level job with good pay. She wasn’t about to waste the opportunity.

“Okay, well go and get changed and I’ll run you through your duties,” he said, motioning towards the staff room. In the staff room, she found an open locker with a red bathing suit in it. She put it on quickly, hoping the owner of the bathing suit wouldn’t come in during her shift to find her wearing it.

And the owner of that suit was Lacy, who was now shaking her head again, still not believing a word that was coming out from Tessa’s mouth. “You really don’t believe a word I’m saying, do you?” Tessa said.

Lacy looked around and then she looked back at Tessa. “No. I don’t know what to believe. Because the more I stare at you, the more I seem to remember eating out your pussy, but I’m pretty sure I’ve never eaten out any chick’s pussy before. And your stupid story actually makes that make a little bit of sense, even though it’s stupid.”

There was a silence in the room.

Tessa had that same vague memory: the two girls together in that shed, Lacy on her knees with her face between Tessa’s thighs. Tessa could remember the feeling of Lacy’s tongue sliding up and down the length of her slit, but the memory was vague like an uncertain dream. Though the memory of the pulsing orgasm was unmistakable—when Lacy tickled Tessa’s clit with the tip of her tongue…

Lacy cleared her throat. “Wash that bathing suit when you’re done with it, before you give it back to me. And don’t put it in the dryer or you’ll ruin it. Let it hang dry.”

“What are you going to wear?” Tessa asked.

“I’ll borrow one of the other girls’ suits,” Lacy said.


CHAPTER VII

And there was only one other suit Lacy could find in the lockers; it belonged to Denise, who only worked weekend evenings, and she only worked that job so she could show off her body to the college frat guys who came to the pool often before going off to party. Denise’s bikini was tiny and black with lots of tight straps. It was absolute against every dress code rule the pool had for staff, but their manager was fine with it because he was a bit of a pervert.

Lacy felt silly in the thing, which hardly covered anything but would still leave her with a series of unfixable tan lines. She would have those tan lines for the rest of the summer. But right now, that seemed like a small problem compared to Tessa’s problem: being stuck in the wrong body.

When she stepped out to the pool, she saw that Tessa was already back on her tower on the far side of the pool. So Lacy climbed up onto the tower near the manager’s office—the tower she preferred because it got better sun exposure. She looked across the pool at Tessa, who was still tugging at her bathing suit as if it was giving her constant camel toes. But she was so tiny, there was no way that suit was riding up—though maybe if she wasn’t used to wearing tight bathing suits…

Lacy found herself staring at Tessa throughout the day. And every time she looked over at the new girl (who was a new girl in more ways than one) she became more convinced that she wasn’t lying about her crazy magical gumball story—even though there had never been a gumball machine on the pool property before as far as she knew. Tessa looked uncomfortable in that bathing suit, and it was a surprisingly modest piece of swimwear, not like what Lacy was wearing now. She kept pulling the top up as if her tits were on the verge of falling out, even though her tits were already completely safe and covered. And whenever she climbed down from her post to use the washroom or to get a drink of water, she would walk with her hands covering her butt, as if she wasn’t used to her bum being out. But maybe she was just used to wearing old lady bathing suits with saggy butt coverings…

It was around lunch when Lacy went into the office to see her manager. “Did you hire the new girl?” Lacy asked.

“Yeah. Why? Is there something wrong with her?” he asked. Lacy almost snickered.

“No. I’m just wondering. And you interviewed her?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

“Yesterday.”

“Yep.”

“Not today?”

“Nope.”

“And she was… here, in the office. Sometime during the afternoon? While I was on my shift?”

He thought for a second. He strained slightly, looking up at the ceiling with lips pressed thin. It shouldn’t have been so hard to remember—it wasn’t even a full twenty-four hours ago. “Um, yeah,” he said. “I think it was in the afternoon.” But he didn’t look so certain. The memory was hazy for him, too. This Tessa chick’s existence was just a hazy memory for everyone before that morning.

Lacy was about to leave, and then she remembered her own memory, in the shed with Tessa, eating her pussy like a hungry lesbian in an East Village nightclub. She stopped in the doorway and turned back to her manager. “So when you interviewed her, did she argue with you at all?”

And then the manager had that confused look on his face again. “Argue?” he said, and then he looked around the room, as if the memory was so vague and distant, it almost didn’t exist—maybe because it didn’t exist. “Yeah, I think she was a bit… passionate. I can’t quite remember what about, though.”

Lacy’s stomach turned. She remembered Walter being angry about the no male lifeguard policy—how could she forget? It was the whole reason she sucked his cock… and the whole reason she apparently ate out Tessa’s pussy. She shook her head as she tried to remember why she ate out Tessa’s wet cunt. In the Walter timeline, it was because she embarrassed Walter by not telling him the pool didn’t hire men. But in the Tessa timeline…

A chill crept up Lacy’s spine.

She suddenly remembered running out after Tessa the day before. She ran right up to Tessa and said, “Congratulations.”

“On what?” Tessa asked.

“The new job,” Lacy said.

Tessa smiled with pink cheeks. “Oh, I don’t think I got it,” she said. “I think I was maybe a bit too… enthusiastic in my interview there.”

“I don’t know. I think he liked you. He likes his girls enthusiastic.”

Tessa smiled.

And then Lacy said, “Do you want to follow me? I want to give you a congratulations gift.”

And Tessa actually followed her, to that break shed. And then Tessa let Lacy pull down her little shorts and she let Lacy stick her face between her thighs. The whole memory seemed so absurd, like the plot from a bad porno. Why would Lacy be so adamant about giving some strange woman a congratulations pussy licking? And why would Tessa accept some stranger’s tongue between her legs? None of it made sense, yet it all apparently happened in this new, crazy timeline.

When Lacy emerged from the manager’s office, Tessa was still sitting up on her tower, still awkwardly adjusting her bathing suit. And Lacy felt that chill crawling up her spine again. She was looking at a woman who didn’t really exist twenty-four hours ago—and it was possible that she didn’t exist now, either. Was this some sort of crazy dream or was this real life?

She walked back into the manager’s office. “One more question,” she said. “Did we ever have a gumball machine out front?”

The manager shook his head. “Why does everyone keep asking me that? Why would we have a gumball machine?”

“I didn’t think so either,” Lacy said, and then she returned to her post.


CHAPTER VIII

Walter was now Tessa, but he was still Walter in his head—in her head.

She still had all of her memories and she still thought like a man—at least she thought that she thought like a man. Lacy was still a babe, especially now in her tiny black bikini with its straps, like something a model might wear at some luxury Las Vegas swimming pool.

And Tessa thought that she was a bit of a babe as well. When her manager came out and told her she could take a thirty minute lunch break, she spent that whole thirty minutes standing in front of the mirror, staring at herself, running her hands through her hair, feeling the curves of her hips and, of course, squeezing her own tits. Her nipples were insanely sensitive. Out of curiosity, she rubbed them with her thumbs and pointer fingers, and found herself trembling all over.

And then there was her clit—now that was sensitive. She reached down and rubbed it, just to see what it would feel like. With just a little touch, her body became tense.

She turned profile to the mirror to admire her figure. And then she leaned in close to get a good look at her face. And that’s when she started to recognize herself.

She hadn’t turned into a complete stranger. She still had her mom’s nose and eyes and her dad’s cheekbones. Her hair was still that same shade of brown. It almost seemed like she was staring at her sister, even though she never had a sister. If she did, this is what she would look like, without a doubt. If Walter was born a girl, he was probably looking at the outcome.

She tried to make sense of everything. She accepted the magical gumball, but still wasn’t sure how this new reality worked. The pool manager seemed to remember her as Tessa, but her brother still shouted his name—and he didn’t recognize her when he saw her in that bedroom. So why would one person have false memories while the other person didn’t? Maybe because in order for the gumball wish to come true, her brother’s memories didn’t have to change.

But what about Lacy? She remembered Walter—she even called him a prick in that break shed. Did her memories not have to change in order for the wish to come true?

She knew that it wasn’t going to make perfect sense, no matter how hard she tried to understand it. She knew that she was probably wasting her time trying to make sense of it. But she couldn’t help it. The mystery kept nagging at her and driving her to the brink of insanity.

Her shift ended at the same time as Lacy’s. Together, the two girls went to the staff room to change. Lacy was about to pull off her bikini and then she hesitated, looking over at Tessa with an inquisitive look. Tessa turned around to look the other way. It was clear that Lacy wasn’t too certain about the whole thing. If she thought Tessa was just a woman who had always been Tessa, she probably would have stripped down without reluctance. But a part of Lacy clearly was considering the possibility that Tessa really was Walter, and she was about to change in front of a young man.

Tessa was awkward while changing. With her back to Lacy, she pulled the straps of the bathing suit over her shoulders and pulled them down slowly, releasing her breasts and then uncovering her pussy. She bent over to pull the suit out from under her feet. And then she looked back at the very same moment that Lacy looked back.

The gazes of the naked girls met. They both snapped their gazes forward.

“So can I ask you, what exactly do you remember from yesterday?” Tessa asked. She covered herself as she walked over to her locker. Lacy went to her locker as well, also covering herself.

Lacy was silent for a moment and then she said, “I remember two different things, and I’m not sure which one is true. But that doesn’t mean anything, just so you know.”

Tessa couldn’t fight back the smile. It was a small piece of vindication, knowing that she wasn’t insane. “I remember two things as well. I remember you sucking me off, and I remember you eating me out. Isn’t that weird?”

“Yeah,” Lacy said without looking over.

“I hope my wish didn’t turn you into a lesbian or whatever,” Tessa said.

“Watch your tongue, slut,” Lacy said, snapping her head to glare at the new woman.

There was another silence as the girls dug their clothes out from their lockers. “But you do remember eating me out right?” Tessa asked. “I’m not asking to, like, rub it in or anything. I just want to make sure. Because the memory makes no sense, but I still remember it happening.”

“Yeah, I remember. Get over it.”

And Tessa smiled again with her extra confirmation.

Lacy had to uncover herself to reach for her top. She hesitated before putting it on. “You promise this isn’t some sort of big prank?” Lacy asked.

Tessa looked over and shook her head. She was holding her oversized pair of shorts in her hand, which seemed especially bulky after wearing a skin-tight bathing suit all day. “It’s not a prank as far as I know. Unless someone’s pranking both of us somehow.”

They girls stared at each other. There was a comfort in their mutual confusion. At least they weren’t confused alone. “I’ve never been with a girl before—unless you count yesterday, but I don’t know if that really counts.”

“I don’t know if it counts either.”

“And, so what—do you like guys now that you’re a chick?” 

Tessa laughed and looked down at her feet, her cheeks burning warm. She wanted to say no because she didn’t want a beautiful woman to think that she was gay—but something had happened today, during her shift, that made her wonder if she really did have her same mind.

An impressively muscular man came to the pool for a midday swim. He looked like he came straight from the gym because his muscles were bulging and glistening as he stepped up to the edge of the pool. He reached into the air to stretch and Tessa found herself completely captivated and unable to look away. She watched the man swim for the next hour with a warm tingling between her legs. She even caught herself biting her lip and sighing gently every time the man looked her way. And it wasn’t until he was gone that she realized she’d just spent an hour fawning over a man like teen girl at a Justin Bieber concert.

“So you like dudes now?” Lacy asked.

Tessa shook her head. “No. I like girls.” And it was true. She still liked girls. She was still trying her best not to look down at Lacy’s perfect chest, which was still exposed. She had great tits and Tessa just wanted to reach out and squeeze them.

“Do you still like me?”

Tessa shrugged. “What do you mean?” she asked.

“Well yesterday you asked me out. Do you still like me?”

She shrugged again. “Yeah,” she said.

Lacy looked around and then she shook her head. “Fuck. I can’t believe I’m doing this.” She stepped forward and put her hands on Tessa’s naked hips. And then she kissed the gender-swapped girl, slipping her tongue gently through her lips. Tessa kissed back, her body suddenly tense but her lips completely compliant.

They kissed for a few minutes and then Lacy started sinking down: kissing Tessa’s neck, her breasts, her abdomen, and then that damp slit between her legs.


CHAPTER IX

Lacy couldn’t believe what she was doing: eating out a possibly psychotic woman. She couldn’t figure out why she was doing it. She’d never been attracted to women, but that morning she woke up with a newfound taste for tits and pussies. She even woke up with that new memory of going down on Tessa in that break shed.

But it had been a problem all day. Around noon, when the half-naked women started showing up at the pool to get their daily tanning in, Lacy found herself unable to look away from them. The less they had on, the harder it was not to stare. There was one little blonde with big tits that was especially gorgeous. When she walked, her tits bounced up and down. It was a miracle her tiny bikini didn’t have any malfunctions—though Lacy found herself wishing it would just break so she could see those glorious jugs.

She was in heaven when the girls rolled onto their stomachs to tan their backs and their asses. She was staring at a sea of plump, perky butts: smooth and firm and bouncy. She especially loved the ones that were facing her at just the right angle—so she could see that pussy bulge between their legs. One girl’s pair of bottoms was so small that the thin strip of fabric didn’t even cover her whole pussy. Luckily Lacy had a pair of big, dark sunglasses, so she could stare unabashedly at those exposed lips, only the slit between them being sort of covered.

She had a feeling she knew where the lesbian feelings were coming from: Tessa’s stupid wish. In order for the wish to come true, certain aspects of reality had to change. And apparently one of those aspects was Lacy’s sexual orientation. Though she could still remember her attraction to men. She still remembered her strange desire the day before, to pull Walter into that shed so she could suck his cock. She could still remember secretly liking it when he came all over her face. She loved the taste of cum and she loved the way it felt dribbling down her cheeks and forehead. But apparently she also loved the sweet taste of a nice pussy.

She dug her tongue deep into Tessa’s slit. She nestled her nose against Tessa’s clit and rubbed her face in firmly. She extended her tongue as far as she could downward, even reaching Tessa’s tight butthole, before sweeping up and covering her whole crotch. Tessa moaned gently, which filled Lacy with a warm sense of joy—a strange satisfaction, knowing that she had the ability to pleasure a beautiful woman.

She dug her tongue deeper, feeling the inside of Tessa’s vagina. She swept around before emerging to tickly Tessa’s clit. Then she found herself reaching her hand down between her own thighs to rub her own pussy. She kept tickling that clit because it was making Tessa moan louder. She wanted to see just how loud she could make the new girl moan.

And then the new girl squirted, unleashing a torrent of warm fluid on Lacy’s face. But she didn’t move. She allowed the warm ejaculate to wash over her while she continued licking. Tessa’s legs trembled and buckled. And then Lacy had the urge to stick a finger up Tessa’s asshole. Tessa didn’t protest. She seemed to like it. So Lacy stuck two more fingers up and started to thrust her hand up and down. Another bout of warm squirt washed her face. Lacy smiled, realizing she was having way more fun than she could have imagined. She strangely loved the feeling of that warm fluid bathing her face, and she loved the way Tessa’s pussy kept contracting against her tongue. Maybe being a lesbian wouldn’t be so bad…

Tessa reached down and grabbed two handfuls of Lacy’s hair. She kept moaning and her legs kept trembling. She squirted one last time, and this time she screamed out loud, having a big orgasm. She stumbled back, hitting the lockers. And then she started catching her breath. Lacy stood up and kissed her on the lips, so she could taste her own wet snatch.

And then they looked into each other’s eyes. Tessa had a look of shock and confusion on her face, and Lacy knew that her face probably wasn’t so different. Why did she just do that? Why did she just make out with some random girl? Why did she just throw herself between some woman’s legs to eat out her squirting cunt?

“I should be getting home,” Lacy said, wiping her mouth with her wrist. Her chin was still dripping with Tessa’s watery ejaculate.

“Okay,” Tessa said with a soft voice.

So Lacy quickly got dressed and she took off. But before she left, she stopped in the doorway and said. “You’re really sure this isn’t some sort of prank?”

“I’m pretty sure,” Tessa said.

“Well, if you find that gumball machine, do me a favour and make everything back to normal.” And she left. She was hoping that she would go home, go to bed, and then wake up as if nothing had happened—maybe this whole day was just a dream that refused to end. It wasn’t a bad dream, necessarily. Eating Tessa out was kind of fun. But she could have done without the stress of knowing that reality was all messed up.

But when she woke up in the morning, and everything was still the same—she could still remember Tessa squirting on her face—she started to wonder what really was real, if anything. If a person’s entire history can just be changed overnight, is that person truly real? And if nothing’s real, then what the hell is it?

She tried not to get too carried away with her existential crisis. She knew she just had to accept whatever reality she had at the moment, otherwise she might just end up pounding her head against the wall for the rest of her life. So she liked pussy now… what’s the big deal?


CHAPTER X

Tessa spent the night alone in the little break shed behind the pool. She was too afraid to go home and find out that she was a stranger in the eyes of her own parents. Her brother didn’t recognize her, so it was safe to assume her parents wouldn’t either. So, she sent her mom a text message saying she was spending the night at a friend’s house, and then she broke into that little shed and slept on the sofa chair she’d been blown on just the day before.

When she woke up, she quickly jumped to her feet and inspected her body, running her hands down her chest and between her legs. She was disappointed to discover she still had a pussy, and her cock was still nowhere to be found.

Her clothes didn’t smell so great after being slept in—especially in that warm, damp break shed, on that musty sofa chair. But Tessa was still too afraid to go home and potentially face her family, just so she could nab some more clothes that would look terribly silly on her. Luckily, she found a clipboard at the back of the shed with a list of employee names and their phone numbers. The list was below an out-dated schedule from June, and Lacy was on that list. So, Tessa picked up her phone and dialled Lacy.

She had to call three times before Lacy would pick up. “I’m not interested in buying anything,” Lacy said.

“Don’t hang up. It’s me. It’s Walter, or Tessa. I’m still Tessa.”

“I know,” she said, and Tessa thought this was a strange thing to say. How could she know?

“I need clothes. I slept in the shed. Can you bring me something?”

“What size are you?”

Tessa shook her head. “I don’t know. You’ve seen me. You probably have a better idea.”

So Tessa spent the next forty-five minutes pacing around that break shed. It was around 9:30 AM when Lacy showed up with a bag filled with clothes. The pool wouldn’t open for another thirty minutes. “Do you work today?” Lacy asked when she showed up.

“I don’t know,” Tessa said, grabbing the bag and looking inside. She started digging through, suddenly worried she wasn’t specific enough on the phone. The bag was filled with little dresses and skirts and skimpy tops. She didn’t want to dress up like a little hoe—she wanted something neutral, so she could blend in. “I don’t have anything like that, unless you want to die from heat exhaustion in my winter clothes,” Lacy said.

“Well what am I supposed to do with this?” Tessa asked, holding up a tiny white dress that probably wouldn’t even cover her whole bum.

“Put it on?”

Tessa stared at Lacy with an unimpressed look, and then she looked back at the little dress. The fabric was soft in her hand and she was slightly curious to see how the little outfit would feel against her skin. Maybe trying it on wouldn’t be such a bad idea. Maybe dressing up like a bit of a summer whore would help her blend in more than layering up like an unaccompanied woman on the streets of Saudi Arabia. “Okay, fine,” Tessa said, turning around to undress.

She pulled her damp shirt off and let it fall on the floor, and then she shimmied out from her shorts. She looked down at the boxers she’d been wearing, and then she heard Lacy laughing. “What’s so funny?” she asked without looking back.

“I brought you panties too,” Lacy said. “They’re at the bottom of the bag.”

Tessa shook her head. “I’m not wearing panties. I’m not some sort of pervert.” She stepped into the dress and wriggled it up her body. She was far from graceful as she squirmed her arms under the dress’ thin straps. Then she gave the dress a little tug to ensure it was covering her nipples. And then she heard Lacy laughing again.

“You picked the dress out,” Tessa snapped, feeling hungry and irritable.

“Yeah, but you’re the one insisting on wearing the boxers.”

Tessa looked down and realized how silly the boxers looked. They were longer than the dress, sticking out ridiculously. Tessa sighed and shook her head before slipped the boxers down and fishing a pair of panties out from the bag. She felt silly slipping them on. She had to remind herself that she wasn’t a boy—she wasn’t cross-dressing. She was just putting girl clothes on her girl body, and there’s nothing weird about that.

“Turn around and show me how you look,” Lacy said. So Tessa turned around. She looked down and tried tugging at the skirt of her dress, worried it was too short. If her cock was still there, it would have been hanging out.

“I’m so jealous,” Lacy said. “That dress never looked right on me, but it’s so cute on you.” Lacy stared at Tessa’s body with glowing eyes.

The strangest thing happened: Tessa’ face became red and she couldn’t fight back the silly smile that crossed her face. She felt cute in the dress, and it was nice to hear it from someone else. The fabric was so soft and pleasant on her skin, and the cut of the dress fit her curves perfectly, like it was made specifically for her. She looked down at her feet. “It’s okay?” she asked.

“Okay? It’s great. You’re a bombshell. It’s almost too bad that you have to go back to being a man.”

Tessa smiled, but her smile was reluctant. “I need to find that gumball machine,” she said. And then she caught her reflection in the foggy window. The dress truly was adorable. She had a hard time looking away. But when she did, she saw that Lacy was holding up a little black tube. “What’s that?”

“It’s mascara.”

“Why?”

“You can’t go out in a dress like that and not wear at least a little bit of makeup, unless you want people thinking you’re some sort of weird hippy chick. Just roll it onto your eyelashes.” She dug a little mirror out from her bag and held it up so Tessa could apply the mascara. And seeing her reflection in that mirror, she remembered that she was beautiful as a woman.

She’d never been beautiful or hot or pretty before—the best compliment she ever received as a man was ‘cute’, and she still wasn’t sure that was a compliment. Men aren’t supposed to be cute, are they? If she was going to miss one thing about being a lady, it was going to be that sexy feeling.

When she looked up at Lacy once she’d finished rolling on some mascara, she noticed Lacy was looking at her with glowing eyes. “Why are you looking at me like that?” Tessa asked.

“Can’t I just look at you without being judged?” Lacy said.

Tessa shrugged her shoulders. “I guess so. It’s just kind of… weird.”

Lacy’s eyes narrowed. “Look—I know this sounds weird, but your stupid wish turned me into a lesbian. So I can’t help it, and it’s your fault.”

“Sorry,” Tessa said. “It’s not like I did it on purpose.”

“No, but the least you could do is give me a kiss or something. You know, for my troubles. I did come all the way down here with those clothes, didn’t I?” Her face was quickly turning red. Tessa couldn’t tell if she was angry or just embarrassed. So she stepped forward and gave her a gentle kiss on the lips.

“How’s that?” Tessa said.

There was a short silence before Lacy said, “That’s all I get?”

So Tessa put her hands on Lacy’s hips and gave her a real kiss: a long, firm kiss with plenty of tongue. “That’s better,” Lacy said, her face now dark crimson. She had her hands on Tessa’s hips and their foreheads were pressed together. “What’s the chance that I can convince you to scissor me?”

Now Tessa’s face was red. She stared into Lacy’s eyes for a moment, her heart pounding. And then she said, “I think your chances are pretty good.”


CHAPTER XI

Lacy’s heart was pounding as soon as Tessa was naked in front of her. She reached back and made sure the shed door was locked, in case some lifeguard decided to use it for the first time in forever. And then she pulled down her panties. There was already a wet trickle down her leg. She was horny—she wasn’t sure if she’d ever been so horny in her life.

There was a blanket hanging over the chair—presumably the blanket Tessa slept under all night. Lacy took that blanket now and laid it out on the floor. Then she laid herself out and lifted a leg into the air. “I’ve never done this before,” she said. “I’ve never even seen it until… recently. In a video.” She regretted saying it as soon as the words left her mouth. Luckily she stopped herself from outright saying that she’d stayed up late the night before watching lesbian porn on her computer. She couldn’t pull herself away from the sexy video: girls sticking their fingers and their tongues and their toes into each other’s pussies. She’d never even watched any porn before that night. She’d always found it to be gross. Everyone was always grunting and moaning and discharging. But now that she was a lesbian, she was strangely attracted to it.

Tessa awkwardly stepped over Lacy and then lowered herself down, lining their pussies up. It felt strange and awkward when their soft lips pressed together. Lacy felt suddenly embarrassed because she was already wet while Tessa was dry, as if she wasn’t nearly as into the idea. But Lacy’s pounding and curious heart still wanted to know what it felt like to scissor a beautiful girl.

“Now what?” Tessa asked. Her cheeks were rosy. She kept looking at the glossy window, probably worried someone would see them in that shed. But even if someone stuck their face right up against the glass, they would see nothing but moving shapes.

“I guess we just grind,” Lacy said. So Tessa, on top, started grinding. She was careful at first and then she let her body relax a little bit, putting a bit more weight onto Lacy, who was still terribly embarrassed about the whole thing.

Tessa laughed.

“What’s funny?” Lacy asked.

“You’re so wet.”

Lacy scowled. “You did this to me with that stupid gumball. And I expect you to undo it as soon as you find that stupid machine. And until then, the least you could do is get a little wet yourself.” And it didn’t take long before Tessa started to secrete a tiny bit of fluid. She let a soft moan slip and then she took a deep breath. Lacy was relieved that she wasn’t the only one enjoying the pussy grinding. She reached out and put her hands on Tessa’s bum, to guide her grinding more accurately. After a couple of minutes, they were both dripping wet.

They mashed their cunts together harder and faster. Now Lacy was moaning, straining to keep her head up so she could continue to stare at her beautiful fling. A warm buzzing was becoming more and more intense inside of her. “Shit,” she muttered through clenched teeth. And then she felt something really wet. She looked down and saw that Tessa was squirting. Apparently Tessa was just full of fluids, always squirting. Tessa’s warm fluid washed down Lacy’s pussy. It felt nice. Nice enough to make that buzzing even more intense. “Holy fucking shit,” Lacy moaned, and then her head fell back on the floor. She closed her eyes and gave into the orgasm. She started moaning uncontrollably. Tessa leaned forward and cupped Lacy’s tits. She squeezed, which only made Lacy’s orgasm more intense. Now warm fluid was gushing from her cunt, soaking that blanket beneath them even more.

And once the orgasm was over, Lacy felt the urge to taste her fling’s pussy. “Sit on my face. Quickly. Please.” So Tessa repositioned herself and sat down on Lacy’s face. Lacy got her tongue in deep, letting the last of Tessa’s fluid gush out onto her face.

Lacy felt the most intense sexual satisfaction she’d ever felt in her life. She didn’t move from the ground once Tessa was on her feet. She just caught her breath and stared up at the ceiling with a big smile on her face. “I hate you so much for doing this to me,” she said, but she never stopped smiling. Drops of Tessa’s juices rolled down her cheeks.

“Do you?” Tessa asked with a laugh.

And Lacy scowled. “Yes. And you’re going to fix it by going out right now to find that gumball machine. I’m not cut out to be a dyke. I like guys. I like cocks and muscles. If I have to taste one more pussy I’m going to be very upset.”

She finally sat up and grabbed her panties off the floor. She bent over and shimmied into them. And then she looked up to catch one last glimpse of Tessa’s beautiful naked body before she slipped back into that little white dress. Tessa caught her staring and laughed, which only made Lacy more frustrated. She just couldn’t help herself. She was suddenly painfully attracted to women—Tessa in particular, though she’d caught herself staring at a few different girls on her way to that shed with that little bag of clothes. There was one little blonde with a low cut sundress who was especially hard to look away from. Had Lacy been driving a car, she probably would have rear-ended the person in front of her. Luckily she was on the bus—but she did almost miss her stop because a little Asian cutie stepped on the stop before hers.

And as she left the shed, headed back home, she tried to force herself to stare at men. She noticed a group of stacked, sweaty men emerging from a gym a few blocks from the pool. She tried to remember what she used to think was so sexy about glistening muscles. But she just ended up admiring the girl who emerged from the gym behind them: a little brunette with tight athletic gear and a long, soft ponytail. Her tits bounced just a little bit with every step.

Lacy slapped herself on the face. “Get a hold of yourself, girl,” she said.


CHAPTER XII

Tessa had no idea where to begin her search for the gumball machine, which no one had ever seen but her. She tried texting all of her friends who were at the pool that day, but none of them recalled seeing a gumball machine, and they all found the question funny. She didn’t bother answering them when they asked, “Why are you trying to find an old gumball machine?”

She even spent an hour tracking down the phone number of the person in charge of the pool. “As far as I know, there’s never been any gumball machines at any of our pools,” he said.

Every dead lead made Tessa’s gut turn. It was becoming increasingly clear that she would be stuck in that female body for the rest of her life. She didn’t make it until 3:00 PM before she was completely out of leads. Even her Google search turned up nothing when she looked up ‘Magical gumballs’ and ‘Wishing gumballs’. She made a post on a paranormal forum asking if anyone had ever heard of a wishing gumball machine or a wishing candy machine of any kind. She was laughed out of the forum, and she wasn’t surprised.

At 3:30 PM, she got a call from the pool manager. Her heart leapt up in her chest. She was suddenly filled with hope, thinking the manager was about to tell her that there was a gumball machine that he’d forgotten about. But instead he asked, “Can you work in thirty minutes? One of my girls just bailed on me.”

She had nothing else to do and work was a welcomed distraction, so she replied, “Sure. I’ll be there.”

When she got to the pool, Lacy was already working up on her tower, having started her shift an hour before. So Tessa decided to borrow the black strappy bikini for the day. If she was going to be stuck in a girl’s body, she was going to need to get her own bathing suit. But for now, the strappy bikini was fine.

Lacy smiled at her as she climbed up her tower. During her climb, one of her tits fell out of the top, but the only person who noticed was Lacy. Lacy laughed and then she waved.

Lacy was a welcomed distraction from the reality of Tessa’s situation. It was nice to know that there was someone else affected by her stupid wish, so she wasn’t in that sinking ship by herself. But she still felt guilty, knowing that she’d turned a happily straight woman into a raging lesbian. A few hours into their shift, Tessa noticed Lacy looking her way. She felt her phone buzz in her pocket. She checked the message, which was from Lacy. “I dare you to flash me when no one is looking,” Lacy wrote.

So Tessa waited until no one was looking, and then she quickly flashed her tits towards Lacy. Lacy’s face lit up. Tessa got another message. “I dare you to stick a finger in your pussy.”

So Tessa waited until no one was looking, and then she reached her hand down her little bottoms and she pressed a finger into her pussy. It was the least she could do, seeing as she was responsible for Lacy’s lesbian tendencies.

It was a few minutes later when she noticed Lacy had a hand pressed subtly between her legs. She was rubbing her pussy while staring at Tessa. She winked and smiled. Tessa laughed, and when no one was looking, she flashed Lacy again, nearly giving Lacy an orgasm on the top of that tower. Again, it was the least she could do.

At the end of their shift, when they were in the staff room, Lacy took Tessa’s hand and pushed it down between her legs. “Just rub my cunt for one minute and then I promise I’ll get a grip.” So Tessa rubbed Lacy’s dripping wet pussy for a minute while she moaned and squirmed. “I don’t know what’s wrong with me. You didn’t make me into a lesbian; you made me into a raging dyke. You know what I’m going to do now? I’m going to go home and watch lesbian porn. I’m going to masturbate until I fall asleep, and then I’m going to wake up and I’m probably going to masturbate some more. Have you found that stupid gumball machine yet? I need my life back. I’m going to go crazy if I have to suffer through another day of this.”

“Everyone keeps telling me that there’s never been a gumball machine here,” Tessa said.

“Don’t stop rubbing,” Lacy said, pushing Tessa’s hand down again. Tessa hadn’t even noticed that she’d stopped. “Well we need to find that machine. I can’t be like this forever. What if you aren’t here to rub my clit for me? What if I do something stupid, like come on to one of the other girls? Oh God, what if I come onto one of the swimmers? I don’t want to be fired for sexual misconduct, Tessa. Don’t stop rubbing. Get those fingers in deep. Oh God, just like that. Please don’t stop. I just want to be normal again. Is that so much to ask?” Drops of fluid trickled down Tessa’s fingers.

“I’m doing the best I can,” Tessa said.

“Do better,” Lacy said. “But don’t stop rubbing. You’re about to make me come. Don’t stop. Oh fuck. Oh Shit. Oh my God.” Her legs trembled and more fluid gushed out, splashing on the floor. She moaned and her whole body shuddered. “Go home and get some sleep, and then start your search again tomorrow with a fresh head. I need you to be sharp. I need you to save me from myself. And I imagine you’re probably pretty sick of being a chick, right?”

But Tessa wasn’t sure how to answer the question. She pulled her hand away and gave it a shake before wiping it on a nearby towel. “I can’t go home because my family thinks I’m still a guy. And I’m not going to try to explain this whole thing to them—they would never believe it. So I’m probably just going to sleep here again tonight.”

“Sleep here? No, no, you’ll never get a good sleep here—not on that old sofa chair. Is that where you slept last night? Oh God, no wonder you looked so tired today. You can come sleep over at my place. We’ll tell my parents that you’re an old friend and we’re just having a sleepover.”

“Are you sure?”

“Absolutely. And I have this double-sided dildo that I got as a gag gift that we can play with… But only if you want to. That’s not why I’m inviting you over. I’m just inviting you over so you can get some proper rest. But if you wanted to fool around with the dildo, I’m game. I think it even vibrates. If not, I have a vibrator we can play with too. But really, if you just want to sleep, that’s fine too.”

Tessa laughed. “Thanks,” she said, and the two girls went home together.


CHAPTER XIII

The girls didn’t get much sleep that night. They weren’t home long before Lacy showed Tessa her array of sex toys. But it was the lingerie drawer that stole the show. Lacy insisted that Tessa try on her lingerie. And hours were spent trying on—and making out in—different outfits. Lacy was especially aroused by a little cheerleader outfit that fit Tessa perfectly.

They did their best to be quiet all night, seeing as Lacy’s parents were asleep down the hall. But it was tough being quiet once that double-sided vibrating dildo was thrown into the mix. It was around 2:00 AM, after a few drinks and lots of sex and dressing up, that Lacy had the idea of putting a dildo into Tessa’s butt. Tessa was reluctant at first, but also strangely curious. She’d never had her ass penetrated before, as a man or a woman. So she got onto all fours and held her butt in the air.

Lacy snuggled up behind her with a big pink dildo. She teased her tight rim before beginning to push that dildo into her body. Tessa clenched and squirmed, but she managed not to make any noise. The dildo finally penetrated her bum and sunk in deep. Somehow, she ended up squirting out of her pussy, just from the anal stimulation. “You bitch, now I have to change the bed sheets,” Lacy said, but she didn’t stop plunging that dildo in and out of her lover’s butt.

They only slept for a couple of hours before Lacy’s alarm went off. She had to work the 12:00 PM shift, and she needed an hour or so to get ready. Tessa didn’t work that day, as far as she knew, but she figured she would accompany Lacy to work, seeing as she had nothing else to do. She still had no idea where she was going to find that gumball machine. But after her fun night with Lacy, she wasn’t sure she wanted to find that gumball machine anymore. She was having fun as a girl, and she was having fun with Lacy.

That morning was the best morning of her life. While Lacy got ready for work, Tessa tried on a number of different outfits from Lacy’s closet. They all looked so cute on her, and they were all so different. Male clothes were so boring: t-shirts and jeans and sometimes shorts and sometimes sweaters. But there were so many options in Lacy’s closet: different dresses, skirts, leggings, jumpers, tank tops, crop-tops, racer-backs, and so on and so on. She couldn’t help but wonder if she was enjoying it all because she was a woman now with a woman’s brain, or if she was just enjoying it because it was legitimately enjoyable.

What if she turned back into a man but still wanted to dress up like a girl? What if she missed those soft clothes? What if she missed how pretty she was with a little bit of makeup? She hadn’t even begun to explore the world of makeup—there were so many looks she wanted to try out.

For that morning, she wore a black pencil skirt and a crop-top. She found a cute pair of black flats that went perfectly with the outfit. She felt great when the cool morning breeze tickled her skin. And she felt even better when they walked by a couple of guys who checked them out with glowing faces. She was going to miss the admiration—assuming she ever had to change back into a woman.

A part of her was suddenly wishing she would never find that gumball machine. She could go to her parents and explain the crazy paranormal phenomenon. They wouldn’t believe her at first, but surely she could prove that she was really Walter. She could answer any question: the exact address of the family cabin, what Walter wanted to be when he grew up back when he was a little kid—anything. And surely they would accept him as a woman, right?

As they approached the pool, a group of young men were leaving. One of the men pointed at Tessa after nudging his buddy. They whispered to one another, and then it wasn’t until they passed that Tessa heard the whistling. She turned around to see them looking at her. “Looking good, baby,” one of the men shouted. “That’s a nice ass you’ve got there!”

“You couldn’t handle it,” Tessa shouted back with a big smile on her face. Her skin was tingling with a warm euphoria. She was happy, and she wasn’t sure if she’d ever been happier.

And then she felt Lacy’s elbow nudging her side. “Hey Tessa,” Lacy said with a strangely forlorn voice.

Tessa turned around to see the gumball machine, standing prominently in front of the swimming pool entrance. And she could see the faded writing on the hard plastic dome: Wishing Gumballs. “Is that the machine?” Lacy asked.

“That’s it,” Tessa said, feeling a shiver rolling through her body. The machine seemed to appear out of nowhere, and maybe it did just appear out of nowhere.

Lacy reached into her purse and pulled out a quarter. “I guess this is the end of your lifeguard days then, huh?” She handed the quarter to Tessa.

“I guess so,” Tessa said. She stared at the quarter and then slowly walked up to the machine. “I mean—I’ll have until the end of the day. It didn’t work until I went to sleep last time.”

“Well, I guess we’d better make the most of it. It’s not too late to call in sick for work. We can go to the park or see a movie or something. I’ve been meaning to get my nails done. Want to go for a manicure with me? Maybe tonight we can do facemasks and watch some crappy romance movie. Oh, that reminds me, there’s a new movie out that’s supposed to be like Sex and the City. There’s no way you’ll want to go with me when you’re a guy again. Maybe we can go see that now?” 

Tessa stared at that quarter for another long moment. What was waiting for her in her male life? What was so much better about being Walter? He was practically invisible and unemployed. His friends hated hanging out with him because they always thought he was being a mooch. But Tessa had a job. She had a friend who loved being with her—maybe even a girlfriend. She was happy. She felt strangely free.

So she handed the quarter to Lacy. “I don’t think I want it,” she said. “So maybe you can just wish for your old life back—but maybe try to be specific, so it doesn’t change me back as a repercussion.”

Lacy now stared at the quarter. She wasn’t putting it in the machine. “I don’t know,” she said. “I kind of like being a dyke. We’ve had fun, right?”

“I’ve had fun,” Tessa said.

“I mean—would it really be so crazy to just be a lesbo? Besides, like you said, I wouldn’t want to make a wish and have it change you back by accident. Maybe it’s better to be safe than sorry.” She slipped the quarter back into her purse and then looked into Tessa’s eyes.

Tessa smiled. “So I guess this is how it is now,” she said.

“I guess so,” Lacy said. “But you have to promise me something—if I’m not going to eat that gumball.”

“What’s that?”

“I get to eat you out whenever I want. Even if you’re in a bad mood. And even if my shift is about to start in five minutes.”

Tessa smiled and bit the corner of her bottom lip. “Deal,” She said. So Lacy grabbed her hand and pulled her away towards the break shed. Both girls were laughing as they ran across the grass. They only had a few minutes, but there would be plenty of time later, now that things were the way they would stay. 

THE END


FEMBOYS

A young soccer team has possibly just landed a fantastic sponsorship opportunity with a big, mysterious company. Every player will get a healthy salary and big bonuses for every goal and every victory. But Caleb has a feeling that the offer is too good to be true—there must be some sort of catch.

And he finds out he’s right. The private plane that was supposed to take them to a big tournament in Philadelphia is now taking them to a private island in the Pacific Ocean where the young men will be expected to dress and act like a bunch of pretty sissies. For some of the players, it’s a small price to pay for a big sponsorship. For others, it’s a lot to ask. But if they want the money, everyone will have to participate and satisfy the mysterious company’s big clients.


CHAPTER I

When Caleb Connors stepped onto that plane, he thought he was headed for Philadelphia, not a private island somewhere in the South Pacific. He thought he was going to play a soccer tournament—he certainly didn’t think he would end up putting on women’s clothing and makeup for very rich and horny men.

He’d only ever been on a few planes in his life, never travelling much further than a state or two away from his home in New York. This was the first time he’d ever been on a private plane. And it was beautiful. Instead of cramped seats, the plane only had comfortable reclining sofa chairs and long, soft couches. All of his teammates got plenty of legroom and whatever they wanted to eat and drink, even though it was only a one hour plane ride—at least it was only supposed to be a one hour plane ride.

It wasn’t until two hours had passed in the air that one of Caleb’s teammates said, “Shouldn’t we be in Philly by now?” Every started talking and checking their phones, suddenly realizing they’d been in the air for just over two hours. “Maybe it’s the trade winds,” someone suggested. It wasn’t until they had been in the air for three hours that people started to worry. “Something’s not right,” Caleb said. So he got up and knocked on the cockpit door. There was no answer, so he knocked louder and looked around for a doorbell—maybe the pilots just couldn’t hear him. But there was no doorbell.

Ronnie Jensen started freaking out. He jumped to his feet and rushed to one of the windows. He looked down. “I don’t know where we are. They’re taking us somewhere. We’re being kidnapped. Is there a phone? Someone call the police. What do we do? Oh my God, I’m never going to see my dog again.” Ronnie got a few others worked up—a good half of the plane was suddenly in complete panic mode. The other half was calm—at least they were trying their best to be calm.

“I’m sure there’s an explanation for all this,” Duncan Kane said.

They took turns banging on the cockpit door. And it wasn’t until they’d been in the air for four hours that the pilot made an announcement. “We’re about halfway to our destination. We hope that you’re all comfortable back there. Weather on the island is a warm, sunny 82 degrees.”

Everyone was silent, staring at each other with pale faces. “The island?” someone said.

Duncan banged on the cockpit door again. He yelled, “There’s been a mistake! We’re supposed to be going to Philadelphia, not some island! Hello? Turn this plane around, please!” Now no one knew what to do or how to feel. The fear and panic was strangely gone, now replaced by confusion. The calmness was also gone, also replaced by confusion. “Why the hell aren’t they answering?” Caleb said, turning away from the door.

“Maybe they really just can’t hear us. What happened to our flight attendant lady? Where did she go?” Duncan asked. Everyone looked around. Caleb tried to remember the last time he saw her. It was around the one-hour mark, when she came through the plane to refill everyone’s drinks. And then where did she go? Did she go into the locked room in the back or did she go to join the pilots in the cockpit? No one could remember because no one was paying attention back then. Back during the one-hour mark, everyone was still having the time of their lives—laughing, playing games, snacking, drinking. Even though the team was comprised of eighteen-year-olds and a few nineteen-year-olds, they were still letting them drink liquor—because it would have been cruel otherwise, seeing as it was probably the only time any of them would ever be on a private plane.

“Fucking James,” Duncan said, shaking his head. “I should have just gone on the bus with him. He told me just to take the bus. Why didn’t I listen?” Half of the team was on that private plane and the other half of the team took the bus to Philly. There were nine young men on that plane, which was now nearing the Pacific Ocean.

“So what’s our plan? Just wait to get to this island and then ask them to take us back?” Someone asked.

“What else can we do? These doors are all reinforced steel. We just have to wait for them to open the doors up.”

“We’re going to miss the tournament,” said Ronnie with his forehead pressed against one of the windows. He looked like he was about to throw up, possibly from all of the liquor he’d consumed up to that point.

“That’s what you’re worried about? The tournament? You’re actually insane. We might have been kidnapped. We’re being flown off of American soil. And you’re worried that we might miss a lousy soccer tournament?” Duncan said. “You’re a goddamn idiot.”

“The tournament isn’t for three days. This is just a six-hour flight. It’s been three hours and he said we’re halfway, right? So assuming we haven’t been kidnapped, we can just ask them to fly us back. We’ll be in Philly before breakfast,” Caleb said. He was pacing down the middle of the plane with his hands clasped behind his back. He was forcing a smile in his attempt to remain calm, but the smile only made him look more nervous.

“Assuming we haven’t been kidnapped…” Duncan said, shaking his head. “Who would even kidnap a whole soccer team?”

“Can we please stop saying the word ‘kidnap’?” someone said.

Everyone looked out the windows as the plane flew away from land. Now, there was only ocean in every direction. And no one knew where in the world they were. They could have been down near Mexico, somewhere near Vancouver, maybe even up near Alaska. And in three hours, they could be just about anywhere in the world.

They tried banging on the cockpit door a few more times with no success. Finally, after five hours in the air, they all ended up sitting quietly in their seats, their faces pale as they awaited their fates.


CHAPTER II

Ronnie’s stomach was filled with free scotch and churning guilt. He had a feeling he was about to throw up in front of his teammates and closest friends.

He knew that it was his fault they were currently being kidnapped and brought to an undisclosed island somewhere in the Pacific Ocean. He was the one who landed that sponsorship with the rich executives—the men who called themselves rich executives. He was the one who accepted the offer to take a private plane from New York to Philadelphia, and he was the one who talked his friends into coming along on the private plane, though it didn’t take much convincing. The whole team would have been there had everyone been free that afternoon. Half of the team had school and work they couldn’t get out of—they were the lucky ones.

Now, as he stared out at the endless ocean, he tried to remember as much as he could about the men who invited him and his team onto that private plane. They were older men—in their late fifties, maybe even their early sixties. One of them had grey hair, one was bald, and the other had dark hair that was presumably dyed that way. They all wore expensive suits. He saw them for the first time at a soccer game in New York City. While he was running to a fountain to fill his water bottle, one of the men pulled him aside.

“Hey, your team is pretty good out there,” the man said. And he wasn’t wrong. The Tigers—the team Ronnie and Duncan and Caleb all played for—was undefeated that year. They’d won five different tournaments and were on track to represent the State of New York at Nationals. Ronnie had a few goals on the year. He’d just scored one before running to the fountain to fill his water bottle.

“Thanks,” he said.

“Are you guys sponsored?” the man asked.

“We have a sponsor that makes our jerseys for us,” Ronnie said. “Big Apple Printing.”

The men chuckled. “I mean a real sponsor. Someone supporting you and all of your teammates financially, so you can focus on training and competing. Does that sound like something you might be interested in?”

Ronnie’s eyes were suddenly glowing. He tried his best to play it cool. He cleared his throat. “Possibly,” he said, his voice cracking slightly. “I suppose it would depend on the details.”

The men all looked at one another with big grins. The bald man stepped forward. “The details can be worked out later, but basically, you would get a team budget, and you would all get a salary—something small to start—and of course bonuses for winning games and tournaments. Your uniforms would have our company logo on it, of course, but nothing too obnoxious. We’ve been tracking your team for a few months now. You’re undefeated, correct?”

Ronnie nodded his head slowly. He’d never had a paid job before—never mind a salary and bonuses. He was already daydreaming about running to his teammates to tell them the good news. He could already imagine them hoisting him up in the air and chanting his name. Though he knew he wasn’t the one who was landing them the sponsorship—he was just the lucky one to run into the men.

“Give us your number and talk to your teammates about it. Call us tomorrow and we can talk some more.”

Of course Ronnie’s teammates were ecstatic about the offer. James was especially happy, seeing as he was trying to balance school, a minimum wage part-time job, and soccer all at once. “Call them back now,” James snapped.

“No, no. Let’s wait. Just play it cool. We don’t want to come off as desperate.”

So Ronnie waited until exactly noon the next day before making the call. “We’re interested in the sponsorship if it’s still available,” he said in a cool, rehearsed voice.

“Great,” the man on the other end said. He wasn’t sure if he was talking to the grey man, the bald man, or the dyed man. “When’s your next game?”

“We have a tournament coming up in Philadelphia.”

“Let us fly you out. Consider it our welcoming gift. Then we’ll meet up with you in Philly to talk about our new partnership. I’ll send the details by e-mail. Sound good?”

Ronnie nodded his head, unable to produce words. He was too excited.

“You there, Ronnie?”

“Yeah,” he managed to say. “It sounds good. I’m looking forward to your e-mail.” And a few minutes later, there was the e-mail with instructions on how to get to the private plane. He immediately forwarded the e-mail to his teammates, and by the end of the day he’d heard back from everyone: nine confirmed (including himself) and eleven who weren’t able to get the day off of work or school.

“You’re a hero, Ronnie,” Duncan messaged him. And Ronnie wasn’t sure he’d ever felt so good in his whole life. But that feeling only lasted roughly twenty-six hours before he realized he’d signed his friends up to be kidnapped.

Finally, he threw up, into a little garbage can at the back of the plane. “Goddamnit, Ronnie,” Duncan yelled. “You couldn’t hold it in for twenty more minutes?” The pilot had just come on the intercom ten minutes before to let them know they were beginning their decent towards the island—just another thirty minutes before touchdown.

Ronnie silently prayed that there was just some sort of misunderstanding. Maybe the pilots really couldn’t hear them screaming and banging on the steel door. Maybe the flight attendant fell asleep in some back room and couldn’t hear anything either. Why would the pilots insist on making any announcements at all if the boys were being kidnapped? Who keeps their victims informed like that?

Someone pulled Ronnie to his feet. He looked back and saw Caleb looking at him. “You alright?” Caleb asked.

Ronnie just nodded his head slowly. He didn’t feel alright. The guilt was stronger now than ever. He should have suspected the men were up to something when they pulled him aside. If they really were interested in offering them a big sponsorship, why would they act so mysteriously? Why did they pull Ronnie aside and no one else? Why didn’t they introduce themselves to the team? Hell, why didn’t they introduce themselves to Ronnie? As Ronnie stood nauseous on that plane, he realized he never got any of their names. The deal was too good to be true, and the red flags should have been obvious.

“Don’t get into cars with strangers,” his parents always told him. Why did they never tell him not to get on private planes with strangers?


CHAPTER III

Everyone was glued to the windows as the plane landed—everyone except for Duncan Kane. He was the only one who was positive something was wrong. Everyone else was deluded into thinking there was some sort of mistake, or that the pilots couldn’t hear the banging on the cockpit door—which was an absurdly optimistic delusion. The pilots could obviously hear everything but they chose not to answer. And who accidentally flew a soccer team to the middle of the Pacific Ocean?

Some of Duncan’s teammates were even excited about landing on some private island in the middle of nowhere. They were oohing and aahing at the sight of palm trees, as if they’d never seen palm trees before—and as if the sight of palm trees somehow made being kidnapped fun.

It was obvious: they’d been kidnapped. Duncan could see no other possibilities.

He sat in his seat and watched his delusional teammates. He listened as they made up stupid theories like, “Maybe our new sponsors wanted to surprise us with a vacation.” Duncan tried his best not to laugh, which was surprisingly hard seeing as he’d just been kidnapped. At least Ronnie looked like he knew the reality of the situation. He kept running to the garbage can to throw up. Or maybe he’d just had too much to drink. Maybe he was just as delusional as the rest of the idiots.

The plane came to a complete stop. Someone said, “I can already feel the warmth.” Duncan wanted to grab him and shake some sense into him. It was a few minutes before the door opened. Duncan thought a good idea would be to rush whoever opened the door and then take over the plane—fly it back to America before they could be split up. But everyone was too busy fawning over some tropical plants to organize a takeover. So Duncan started mentally preparing for the worst.

The pilots were no longer in the cockpit. Only a single man stood in the cockpit doorway, wearing a black suit. His hair was dyed black, but it was obvious that he’d gone grey years ago. “Tigers. Nice of all of you to visit us on our little island,” he said with a big smile. “I hope this little change of plans didn’t come as too much of a shock to all of you.” He straightened the lapel of his suit. “We specially selected your team for sponsorship for a number of reasons. (A) Because you’re one of the best teams in your division, if not the best, and we want our company behind excellence. And (B) because your team meets a list of… physical requirements—almost perfectly, in fact.”

Duncan got a chill from the man’s (B) option. Physical requirements? What could that mean? Why was he being so vague about it?

Everyone sat patiently as they listened, but Duncan was fed up with being patient. These people didn’t deserve their patience. They seemed to think that just because they had lots of money that they could waste people’s time and test their sanity. So if no one was going to say anything, then Duncan would. “This is kidnapping,” he interrupted. “I hope you know that we’ll be going to the police and we’ll be pressing charges.”

The man smiled. The rest of Duncan’s team snapped their heads back to glare at Duncan. They all looked angry, as if he was ruining their big opportunity. But why would they want to partner up with a company that didn’t respect their time?

“I assure you that you won’t be wanting to do anything like that by the end of your trip here. By the way, we called the tournament organizers in Philly and we got your team a bye into Nationals. So try not to worry about that. Now, before I go any further with the details of your visit to our little island, I should fill you in on the details of our partnership. We’re willing to offer your team an annual budget of one-hundred thousand dollars, plus a salary of forty-five thousand for every player on the team.”

“That’s a million dollars each year,” Caleb said, and everyone started whispering with one another.

“That’s correct. I understand that’s a lot for you, but it really isn’t much to us. That’s why we’re also offering bonuses: ten thousand for every game won, and thirty thousand for every tournament won. Nationals are in a month, correct? You play five games at Nationals—if you win them all, that’s an eighty-thousand dollar bonus, and you can all split that up however you’d like.”

Now everyone was silent, their eyes glowing as they stared at the rich man—everyone but Duncan. “You can’t just buy people!” Duncan shouted, and he got glares from all of his teammates again.

“Dude, they got us a bye to Nationals,” someone said.

“So what? I didn’t sign up to play soccer so that I wouldn’t have to play games. I want to play games and actually earn a spot at Nationals. What if we weren’t the best team? What if we got beat in Philly? What about the other teams? What are they even playing for now? And how did you get us this bye, anyway? Did you just pay the organizers? That’s fair…”

“Don’t you want to earn a living wage doing what you love?” the man with the dyed hair asked.

“Yes, exactly. I want to earn a living wage,” Duncan said.

The man just smiled and nodded his head. He looked at everyone else. “If you’d like, I can have you all flown back to Philly and I can call and have the bye revoked.”

Everyone suddenly piped up. “No, no. Don’t listen to him!” someone said—or maybe it was multiple people. And Duncan realized he really was alone. His teammates really were brainwashed. They weren’t being kidnapped, they were being bought.

“Can you fly me back?” Duncan asked.

The room was silent. “It’s everyone or no one, I’m afraid,” the man said.

“But more than half of the team isn’t even here. That makes no sense.”

And the man grinned. Duncan was pretty sure he was the only one on that plane who saw that grin. He knew something was very, very wrong.


CHAPTER IV

Caleb wasn’t sure who to side with. The mysterious men who owned the island were presenting a truly fantastic offer: over a million dollars per year. Split twenty ways, it wasn’t a massive fortune, but it was more than anyone else was making playing soccer save for the millionaires playing on famous MLS teams.

But Caleb knew that Duncan was right, and he didn’t deserve the hate he was getting from the rest of the team. The wealthy men really didn’t have the right to just steal nearly a dozen people and play God with their money—buying them a buy into Nationals, screwing over a dozen other teams who at least deserved a shot.

Once they were off the plane, Caleb fell back to walk next to Duncan. “I’m on your side, you know,” he said. And then Duncan scowled at Caleb. “Then why didn’t you say anything?”

Caleb suddenly felt embarrassed. Maybe he should have said something, even just to play the devil’s advocate. “I just don’t think it’s as big of a deal as you think. We’re undefeated and we were probably going to win this weekend. If this little trip means we get paid for the next few years, we should at least play along.”

“Don’t you want to earn your salary?”

“It’s a sponsorship, Duncan. We’ve earned it by being the best—by going completely undefeated all season long. That’s the definition of earning it. So let’s just enjoy it while we can, okay?”

Duncan looked into Caleb’s eyes. He had an apprehensive look on his face, but there was hopefulness in those eyes as well. “It won’t be so bad,” Caleb concluded, but he wasn’t sure whether or not he believed it. He still had a strange feeling about the whole thing. He couldn’t figure out why the rich men felt the need to be so sneaky about everything—why they couldn’t just ask the team to fly out to that island for a few days, instead of simply stealing them away.

They walked down a long path that was shaded by giant palm tree leaves. Caleb had never seen a palm tree before in person. He’d never seen any of the plants that were all around him now before, and he’d never heard the strange tropical birds that were singing in every direction before either. It was a strange, warm paradise, but that bad feeling continued to linger in his gut.

They arrived at a series of huts. Caleb could smell the chlorine of a nearby swimming pool, but he couldn’t see it.

“This is where you’ll be staying while you’re with us,” the man with the dyed hair said. “There are five huts, so one of you will have one to yourself.” Everyone looked at Duncan as if he was going to be the odd man out. “Each hut is stocked with food and drinks. There is a hot tub behind each one, and a pool just down the hill that should be easy for you all to find. If you need anything, there is a phone in your huts that connects you straight to our staff. Anything you can think of, they will bring to you. The phones can’t make calls off the island, though. And your personal phones won’t get reception out here. So if you have any messages you need sent out, just let the staff know and they will have your message delivered for you.”

Everyone seemed fine with the arrangements—even excited. But Caleb held his reservations. There was something off-putting about relying on an invisible staff to deliver all of their messages.

“And there’s one last thing that I should tell you before you go into your huts. And we wanted to tell you before you got on the plane, but we were worried that we might scare you away.” Caleb looked over and saw Duncan nodding slowly, as if he already knew what was coming. “There’s one catch to this whole deal, and it’s a small catch in the grand scheme of things. We’re offering you all over one-million dollars for at least the next few years, and we only have one request in return.” Everyone was completely silent as they awaited the catch. How bad was it? Why were they afraid it would scare everyone off?

Caleb found himself taking a step back, but he wasn’t sure why.

“Your bags didn’t come with you. They’re back home waiting for you, in the hangar. While you’re here, we have a special wardrobe for you to wear. And we ask that you wear it. If not, we won’t be able to give you the sponsorship. We hope it’s not too much of an inconvenience. There are more instructions in your huts. Now, this all might seem strange and uncomfortable at first, but we promise that you’ll get used to it, and maybe even like it.”

Everyone remained silent. Caleb looked towards the huts and wondered what was awaiting them inside. Was this some sort of cult? Were they going to make everyone dress up in white tunics?

Caleb looked around and was surprised to see that his teammates didn’t look too concerned with the catch. They all just nodded their heads and smiled as they looked around and admired the paradise island. All they heard was: million dollars, million dollars, million dollars…

“So I’ll leave it to you to decide who stays in which hut. When you all hear a loud horn, that means we’d like for you all to meet right here—where we’re standing now. You can hear the horn throughout the whole island, so don’t worry about straying too far away.” The man smiled and nodded and then he turned around and walked away, back down the path towards the airstrip.

Caleb and his eight teammates all turned and looked at the huts. “Did he say we all had hot tubs?” someone said. And Caleb felt that familiar chill creeping down his spine. Everything sounded too good to be true, but Caleb had a feeling he was about to find out why. He looked over and saw Duncan walking towards the hut on the far right side. “Hey,” he called out. Duncan turned around. “Want to be hut buddies?”

Duncan shrugged his shoulders. “Fine,” he said. So Caleb ran up next to him and together they walked towards that mysterious hut on that tropical island. Caleb looked around and realized just how insane this whole thing was. That morning, he thought he was just taking a quick flight over to Philadelphia for a soccer tournament. He had no idea he was going to end up on a tropical island, being offered over one million dollars just to kick around a ball.


CHAPTER V

Ronnie was feeling well again, now that he realized they hadn’t been kidnapped—at least not in a bad way. Technically they had been kidnapped, but it was so they could be brought to a tropical island and offered a million dollars. So it certainly wasn’t the worst kidnapping in kidnapping history.

Someone patted him on the back as he started towards one of the huts. “Hey Ronnie,” someone said. “Why don’t you take your own hut? You know, for getting us this sweet deal.”

“Yeah, Ronnie. You take your own hut, buddy,” someone else said. He got another pat on the back, and felt like the king of the world all over again. Thanks to him, they were all going to be millionaires—collectively, at least. Thanks to him, they had a bye into Nationals. And thanks to him, they were getting a free mini-vacation on a private island. In a way, he was a hero.

But his moment of triumph was short lived.

He went into his hut and looked around. It was a beautiful space filled with expensive furniture, a big screen television, and a large kitchen, loaded with food and drinks. He went to the fridge and took out a cold beer. He opened it and took a long sip, revelling in his success. “I deserve this,” he told himself, before he went off to explore the rest of the hut.

The bathroom was immaculate. The shower space was the size of his bedroom back home, with five different showerheads that were designed to hit him from every angle. The toilet looked like something out of the future—maybe it even sucked the crap right out of the user. The floors were heated, but the air in the hut was perfect. He walked over to the window to admire his own personal hot tub.

And then he remembered that thing about the mandatory wardrobe: the catch, as the man with the dyed hair put it. So he went over to the kitchen and saw the series of closet doors. But before he opened any of them, he inspected the note that had been left on his bed. “Rules pertaining to the sponsorship of The Tigers,” the note was labelled. He read through it.

It was a bunch of legal jargon that basically amounted to: whatever we ask you to do, you have to do. But we won’t ask you to do much. It explicitly said in the ‘rules’ that every member of the team was required to wear the island wardrobe while on the island. So Ronnie decided to meander over to one of the closets to check out the wardrobe. He figured it was going to be a t-shirt with some company logo on it—or, at worst, something formal and professional: collared shirts and ties and slacks and dress shoes. But instead, the closet was filled with women’s clothing.

Ronnie figured he’d just looked in the wrong closet, so he went to the second of three closets. It was also filled with women’s clothing: bikinis and one-piece swimsuits. So he checked the third closet. It was filled with lingerie. His heart skipped a beat. “There must be a mistake,” he muttered under his breath.

He emerged from his hut to see what the other guys had in their closets. And as he emerged, many of them emerged as well. “What’s in your closet?” someone called out to Ronnie.

“Girl’s stuff.”

“Same.”

“Same here.”

“And here.”

And then they were all silent as the realization set in: the rich men wanted the boys to dress up like girls while they stayed on the island.

The guys tried to remain optimistic that this wasn’t the case, that there was just some sort of misunderstanding or mistake. So they all gathered in Ronnie’s hut to discuss what they were going to do. Duncan and Caleb were still in their hut, away from the deliberation. “Should we go and get them?” Ronnie asked.

“Do you really need to get Duncan to know what he thinks?” someone said.

“Well what are we supposed to do then?” Ronnie asked.

“I’m sure as hell not putting on a dress for these perverts.”

Bobby Brown, the team’s goaltender, was pacing the cabin. His face was especially pale. “If we don’t do it, will they at least fly us home for free? And will we still get that bye?” he asked without looking at anyone.

“I don’t know,” Ronnie said. “You know as much as I know.”

“They didn’t mention this when you first talked to them?”

“Yeah, they mentioned it. I just forgot to tell you guys,” Ronnie said with a scowl, his voice teeming with sarcasm.

“What if we did it?” Bobby asked, but he still refused to look anyone in the eye. “What if we just bit our tongues and wore the clothes. They’re just clothes. If that’s all they want, whatever. We’re talking about a million dollars here. We could pitch all of our money together and buy our own island.”

“You can’t buy an island for a million dollars,” someone said.

“I’m just trying to make a point,” Bobby said. “I mean—it’s a lot of money for something stupid and juvenile.”

“They don’t just want us to wear the clothes,” Larry said. Larry was the smallest member of the team but he was the fastest runner. He was on track to set a breakaway record for the year.

“What do you mean?” Ronnie asked. Ronnie felt guilt overtake his stomach every time anyone looked his way. He knew he was responsible for this whole mess, and now he felt responsible for getting them out of it.

“Well there’s makeup in the closets, too,” Larry said. “I imagine they want us to wear that as well. The rules say to wear all parts of the outfit.”

There was a silence in the room. “Why do they want us to dress up like girls?” someone asked. “Is this some sort of weird sexual thing?”

“You know as much as the rest of us,” Ronnie said. “Maybe there is some sort of mistake. Maybe this is the wardrobe for the last team that was here—maybe they just haven’t gotten around to swapping out the closets yet. I know—we’ll call them and ask. They said we could call for whatever right? Maybe we can just get them to clear this all up.” Ronnie walked over to the phone but he hesitated before picking it up. He was scared of confirming the strange request. He didn’t want to be the one responsible for his whole team getting dolled up and humiliated.

“Well? What are you waiting for?” Bobby asked.

Ronnie picked up the phone and then he waited. He could hear it ringing on the other end. A moment later, he heard a voice. “What can we do for you today?” It was a female voice, and she sounded like she was smiling.

“Um, hi. We, uh, just wanted to clear something up. Are we supposed to, um, wear the, uh, clothes in the closets here?”

“That’s correct,” the voice said.

“And you know what’s in the closets, right? This isn’t a mistake?”

“The female clothes and the makeup. We’d also ask that you shave your legs and faces with the razors provided in your bathrooms. And the men have requested that you try and do your best female voices. Do you have any other questions?”

Ronnie had a lump the size of a fist stuck in his throat now. He tried to cough it out. “Uh, no, that’s it. Thank you.” He put the phone down and then looked at his teammates, who were all staring at him, awaiting the verdict. “So they want us to get dressed in the girl clothes. And they want us to put on the makeup, too. And, um, there are razors in the bathroom that we’re supposed to use to shave our legs and faces.”

And the room was silent. Everyone could hear Ronnie’s stomach turning. Bobby scratched the back of his neck and then cleared his throat. “Maybe it won’t be so bad,” he said. “I mean—we’re all doing it, right? They said we’d only be here for a couple of days. Right? A million bucks is a lot of money.”

“It is a lot of money,” someone else said, and then the room became silent.


CHAPTER VI

Bobby returned to his hut with his hut partner, Larry. They didn’t speak at all until they were standing in the middle of their open living area. They couldn’t look one another in the eye. “Well,” Larry said. “I guess we’re doing this then, huh?”

“I guess so,” Bobby said.

They had separate bedrooms and separate bathrooms. So, once they parted ways, Bobby knew he wouldn’t see Larry again until Larry was dolled up.

Bobby closed the door to his room and then he shut his eyes and wished he had a time machine, so he could get on that bus instead of that private plane. He had one big fear with this whole cross-dressing nonsense: that he would get aroused in front of his friends.

Bobby had been a closet cross-dresser since he was fourteen and his family left him home alone when they went on a vacation. He didn’t get to go on the vacation because his grades were so low, but he didn’t want to go anyway because he never cared much for Florida. He was bored one night and found himself snooping around his older sister’s room, looking to see if she had any weed. He ended up finding a drawer full of lingerie.

And as a joke more than anything, he tried the lingerie on. And then he found a wig in the basement, and he spent the next three hours doing his makeup in the bathroom. He surprised himself when he looked in the mirror and saw that he was actually sexy. He ended up taking some photos and posting them on a website, pretending to be a real girl. And guys went crazy, sending him messages and even offering to send him money. So, the next day he got dolled up again and he posted more pictures. The attention was unlike anything he’d ever received. He was hooked.

One man even sent him five hundred dollars for a private video. So, Bobby recorded a five-minute video of himself dancing erotically around his bedroom, not opening his mouth to reveal his true gender. He used the money to buy his own lingerie and a better wig. It only took a year before he couldn’t get off unless he was wearing panties and a bit of mascara. He would try to masturbate while in the shower, but he just couldn’t finish unless he could feel lace or satin against his genitals. And it wasn’t long after that when he realized he wasn’t interested in any porn unless the girls had cocks.

He was a trap-obsessed trap. And now, he was worried his friends would catch on. When they saw how good he was at doing his makeup, he was doomed.

In one of the closets, he found a wig that was almost identical to the one he wore at home when his bedroom door was locked and his parents were asleep. He put the wig on and was worried that it looked too good. He needed to dumb down his feminization skills so his friends wouldn’t suspect his secret. He tried to do a lousy makeup job, but it was difficult, seeing as he was a natural. He tried to pick an unflattering outfit, but everything in that closet was so cute.

He did his best to look his worst, but he still looked as cute as hell. Before leaving his room, he tried to come up with a voice. He already had a pretty good female voice that he’d developed over the years, but he didn’t want to use that voice now. But no matter how hard he tried to fake a fake female voice, he could only muster his real female voice.

At least he could finally expose his legs. For years, he wore leggings under his soccer shorts, saying they were to prevent grass burn and shin splints. But really, he wore the leggings to hide his already shaved legs. He was about to walk out into the open with his legs exposed for the first time in almost half a decade.

He went to make sure his door was locked before jerking himself off quickly. He didn’t need any porn to get the job done quickly—just the mirror. He hiked the little skirt of his blue dress up and only had to stroke his cock about fifteen times before cum was blasting up into the air. He cleaned everything up with a few handfuls of toilet paper, and then he hoped that the quick masturbation would be enough to stop any erections from happening in front of his friends.

He emerged from his room at the same time as Larry. Larry looked uncomfortable, but surprisingly sexy. His makeup skills needed work, but his petite frame fit the skirt and top he chose perfectly. He was even wearing a padded bra (all of the bras in Bobby’s closet were padded, so he assumed all of the bras on the island were probably padded as well). “Laugh and I’ll kill you,” Larry said. Bobby laughed, even though he didn’t think it was funny. He was just trying to make sure that Larry didn’t think that he thought Larry looked kind of sexy.

“At least you look good,” Bobby said with a wink and a cheeky grin. He knew all of the guys would be making fun of one another throughout the few days, so Bobby was making sure to be a part of the banter. He just had to blend in.

Larry looked Bobby up and down and said, “That’s so fucked up. You actually look like a chick.”

Bobby forced a laugh. “So do you,” he said, even though Larry didn’t quite look like a chick. Bobby tried his best not to smile at Larry’s comment. It was a compliment as far as he was concerned. Even when he was trying his best to look his worst, he still made the cut. Had he actually gone all out, like he would do when he was alone at home, he probably would have dropped jaws. But for now, he pretended to take the comment as an insult.

“I hope these few days go by quickly,” Bobby said.

“Same,” said Larry. And then there was an awkward silence in the room. “We should go meet up with the others.” And as he said it, that loud horn outside blew loudly. It was time to convene.


CHAPTER VII

Caleb thought it was a funny sight as he emerged from his hut in the least feminine outfit he could put together: jean shorts and a tank top. The jean shorts were tiny and tight, not even covering his whole butt, and the tank top had a deep cut, showing off the centre of his chest. He felt silly in the outfit, but he was pretty sure he didn’t look nearly as silly as his friends. They were all wearing skirts and dresses—maybe they didn’t have little jean shorts in their closets. But now, they were all pulling down on their skirts, trying to make sure their butts were concealed. Everyone was adjusting their padded bras under their shirt.

And Caleb couldn’t figure out why they were even wearing the bras. Caleb just put on the shorts and the tank top. He had his boxers scrunched up under the shorts. It wasn’t ideal, but he figured he could reuse those same boxers until they went home.

But he wasn’t in that room when they were told to wear all the parts of the outfit. He didn’t even know that he was supposed to shave his legs. His friends let him know when he went to join them in that little waiting area, as the warm evening bathed his mostly revealed skin. “You have to shave your legs, dude,” said Ronnie, who looked the most feminine of all of them.

At least he thought Ronnie looked the most feminine. Bobby and Larry emerged from their hut, and for a second, Caleb thought there were cute girls on the island with them. Caleb’s cheeks turned red with embarrassment when he realized he was looking at his friends and fellow teammates. Thankfully there were a few other red faces in the crowd.

“Seriously, Caleb. Go shave your legs and put on a bra, or they’re not going to give us the money.”

Caleb laughed. “You’re kidding, right?”

Before Ronnie could reply, a bald man in a black suit emerged from around the bend. He straightened his lapel and pushed out his chest. “Ladies,” he said. And all of the guys laughed quietly. “We’re going to have dinner shortly—in thirty minutes, down at the main hut.” The man looked at everyone, one person at a time. He was nodding slowly until his gaze landed on Caleb. “Please return to your hut and complete the island uniform,” he said—which mean, go shave your legs and put on a bra and makeup.

“I’m sorry, but this is kind of weird. Why do you want us to dress like girls?” Caleb asked.

The man shook his head. “I’m going to count this as a strike. You get three before we will decide to revoke our sponsorship.”

Everyone turned sharply to glare at Caleb, who suddenly felt cold and stiff. “Revoke?” he said. He was too afraid to look his teammates in the eye.

“You must wear the full uniform, which includes the voice. If we don’t feel that you’re putting in the proper effort, then your sponsorship will be terminated. I’m sorry to be so blunt about this, but we only have a few days with you and we don’t want to waste that time.”

Caleb got a chill and he sensed that his friends got it as well. He cleared his throat. “I’ll go make it right,” he said in his best girly voice.

“You have thirty minutes—all of you. Some of you look okay, but I can tell that some of you didn’t put in the proper effort,” the man said, looking at everyone. “If you need help, there are instructional guidebooks in your huts on how to properly use your makeup. You can practise your voices with one another. And I know this will sound uncomfortable, but we have your huts wired so we can see and hear you. We expect you to be using your female personas even when we aren’t around. It helps with authenticity.”

Now, everyone looked pale. Caleb didn’t want to let his friends down, but he also didn’t want these wealthy creeps to get away with their nonsense. He thought about saying something, but they only had two strikes left—and it would be a serious pity to have come this far just to lose everything.

“Am I understood?” the man asked. Caleb looked around to see what his friends were thinking. They were all nodding slowly, disturbed and uncomfortable, but willing to participate. There was a lot of money on the line, after all.

The man walked away without saying any form of goodbye. The bald man reminded Caleb of his old elementary school principal: a mean old man who enjoyed bossing around little kids.

Everyone stood in silence for a moment. Larry cleared his throat and said, in a surprisingly good female voice, “So are we doing this? Are we committing?”

Everyone nodded except for Caleb. “How bad can it be?” Ronnie asked. His voice wasn’t as good as Larry’s, but it wasn’t terrible.

“Let’s make some rules then,” Larry said, still in his surprisingly great girly voice. “We don’t make fun of each other, no matter what. Not now and not once we’re back home. Whatever happens here stays here.”

“Agreed,” Ronnie said.

“Agreed,” said Bobby.

Ronnie looked at his watch. “We’ve got twenty five minutes to fix ourselves up.”

Everyone scurried back to their huts to take their feminine guises to the next level. Caleb was slow to return to his hut. He couldn’t believe how easily swayed this teammates were. They just accepted their feminine fate. Did they really want the money that badly? Was being semi-professional soccer players really that important to them?

When Caleb returned to his hut, he saw something he never thought he would ever see: Duncan was standing in the bathroom with a wig on his head. He was rolling mascara onto his eyelashes.

Duncan had refused to put on the women’s clothing. He told Caleb he wasn’t going to leave the hut unless he was leaving for the plane, to go back to New York City or Philadelphia. But now, he was getting himself dolled up. He had the tub running, and there was a razor sitting the edge. “What are you doing?” Caleb asked quietly in a soft voice, which he tried to make feminine.

Duncan cleared his throat. “I heard everything from in here,” he said in a shockingly good female voice. “If this will make you all happy, then I’ll play along. But when this is all said and done, you all owe me big time.” He turned and glared at Caleb before turning his attention back to the mirror.

His eyes looked big and bright with a bit of mascara. The wig on his head was a dark brown colour—almost black. It had bangs cut into it, which did a nice job of framing Duncan’s face in a flattering way.


CHAPTER VIII

No one was recognizable when they reconvened in that little waiting area. And no one was joking around anymore. Boys had their eyeliner drawn on carefully and their lipstick just perfect. Now, everyone was wearing proper bust sizes—no one was goofing around with H-cups made from bundles of socks. No one had used their makeup to make themself look like a clown.

Every young man on that island looked like a young woman. No one spoke much, trying to avoid having to use their fake voices. The makeup was embarrassing and so were the skirts and dresses and bras and panties, but the voice were strangely the most embarrassing part of it all.

Duncan thought that Bobby, the tallest team member, looked frighteningly good. He didn’t just have some eyeliner and mascara on. He had his whole face done intricately, with contouring and highlighting and fading. He wore a green-tinted eye shadow, which made his green eyes pop. He looked a bit like Duncan’s ex-girlfriend, which made Duncan a little bit more uncomfortable, which he didn’t think was possible.

Duncan was wearing a nearly-knee-length black satin dress. It went well with his nearly black hair and his dark eye makeup. He was just a few piercings away from looking like a goth chick. On his feet he was wearing a pair of small strappy heels. There were a lot of different shoe options in his hut, but only a couple that actually fit his feet. Those black heels were the only pair of shoes that went with his outfit.

He noticed Ronnie staring at him, checking him out as if he was a real girl. So he scowled at Ronnie, and Ronnie looked away swiftly.

Duncan hated how good he looked in that little dress and that wig. He hated that with some long hair and a bit of makeup, he actually looked like a girl. But he found some comfort in the fact that many of his teammates looked like girls as well. In fact, most of them looked like girls. There were only a few guys there who were obviously men under their makeup and their clothes. There weren’t many bigger guys on The Tigers. Bobby was the tallest by far, and somehow he ended up looking the best in drag.

The bald man emerged from around that bend again. As he looked at his group of femboys, he grinned. “This is much, much better,” he said. “Now I think we can move onto dinner. Please follow me.” He turned around and started walking back down the path. Everyone followed after a moment of hesitation. Duncan wobbled in his tiny heels, but others were wobbling as well, so he wasn’t too embarrassed. He would have been more embarrassed had he been the only one not wobbling.

Ronnie walked up next to him and tapped him on the shoulder. “You look good,” Ronnie said.

Duncan just forced a smile.

“Really, Duncan. You maybe the look the best of anyone here.”

“Say it again and I’ll tear your arms off of your body,” Duncan said in his soft, ladylike voice. Ronnie’s expression dropped and he walked away. Caleb took his spot.

“I hope the food is at least good,” he said.

“If it’s not, I’m going to burn this island to the ground.”

Thankfully, dinner was good. According to the wealthy men in charge, it was cooked by a famous chef who they flew in from Seattle just for that night. It was Italian fare, with fresh bruschetta to start, and an impressive lobster cannelloni as a main. For dessert, the young feminized men were served tiramisu. Even Duncan thought it was good, and he’d always hated tiramisu.

But there was a man at the dinner who spent the whole evening walking around and telling the young men to straighten their backs, to keep their elbows off the table, and to be more ‘ladylike’. He would stop behind people and listen in on their conversations. And then he would interject by saying, “Try softening your voice. The trick isn’t to go high; it’s to be softer. Yes, that’s better. Just like that.” The whole dinner was designed to train the soccer team to be more feminine.

Everyone was given an assignment before being sent back to their huts. “Tonight, you will all stay up and watch one of the movies that has been pre-loaded onto your televisions. You will paint your nails and wear moisturizing facemasks. You will find everything you need in your bathrooms. We recommend you do this as a group—either all together, or in small groups of four or five.” Everyone looked at one another.

Duncan just shook his head and stared blankly at the talking man. No one would ever believe this story back home. The guys who didn’t get on that private plane—what would they think when they found out half of their team spent half a week pretending to be women on a private island in the middle of the Pacific Ocean?

Bobby and Larry were sitting at the same table as Duncan and Caleb, so they decided to group up for ‘movie night’. “It might be fun,” Bobby said, forcing a smile. Some people were trying harder to stay in character than others. Putting on a character wasn’t part of the rules—not like the outfit or the shaved legs or the voice—but the men in charge seemed to like it when the guys acted like sissies. Duncan’s plan was to just remain silent unless spoken to. He was prepared to dress up and do the stupid voice if it made his friends happy, but he wasn’t about to act like a basic bitch just to make some creepy rich guys happy.

Throughout the night, Ronnie was getting more and more into his role as well, and he wasn’t the only one. As the embarrassment started wearing off, lots of guys started playing along. Some of them even looked like they were having fun. And maybe they were the smart ones. Maybe it was better to have fun rather than to spend those next few days being completely miserable.

Before everyone left for their huts, one of the rich men made an announcement. “We hope that you will all wear the provided lingerie to bed tonight. You will find that it’s all very high-quality and very comfortable.” He scanned the room with a big grin on his face, probably feeling satisfied with his room full of sissy soccer players. “In fact, perhaps you can wear this lingerie for your movie night, tonight.”

Duncan thought he was uncomfortable in the black satin dress. When he saw his lingerie options in his closet, he became cold. His gut turned. Everything was mostly see-through. He’d never worn anything lacy before, and he certainly had never worn anything so tight before. The most covering item he could find was a lace bodysuit with sleeves and a sewn-in choker. He was jealous when he emerged from his room and saw Caleb in a satin babydoll. At least the babydoll wasn’t so tight. “Are we going there or are they coming here?” Caleb asked, without mentioning Duncan’s skimpy outfit.

Duncan shrugged his shoulders. And then there was a knock at the door. Bobby let himself in and Larry followed. Bobby was wearing a purple one-piece that didn’t cover his butt at all, or most of his back and sides. Larry was wearing a two-piece white set that looked a bit like bridal lingerie. No one commented on the outfits. “Let’s get this over with,” Larry said, heading straight for the couch. He grabbed the remote and turned on the television. He was presented with five options: all romantic comedies. The men all stared at the screen with confusion on their faces.

The wealthy men really were trying to feminize the men. Every little rule and every little task felt like conditioning. It had only been a few hours and it already seemed like it was working. Men were already acting like girls. Maybe it was because they knew the wealthy men were watching through their hidden cameras, or maybe they were really starting to enjoy themselves.


CHAPTER IX

Bobby didn’t know what time it was when he woke up. He didn’t even know where he was, or whose warm body was leaning against him. He opened his eyes slowly and the events of the previous day came flooding back to him.

None of them made it to the end of the movie. They painted their nails, put on and took off their facemasks, and then they passed out. To be fair, they’d had a long day: being kidnapped, flying halfway across the world, going through the strange feminization process. By the time they fell asleep, it was close to 5:00 AM back in New York.

Bobby looked back and saw that Larry was fast asleep behind him. They’d fallen asleep sitting up, but now they were spooning. Even Larry’s arm was over Bobby’s body. Their bare, shaved legs were pressed together. Bobby found Larry’s smooth and warm legs to be kind of pleasant. Instead of pushing his teammate off of his, he closed his eyes and snuggled back. He would pretend to be asleep for a bit longer so he could enjoy the moment.

Larry also smelled nice, having put on a bit of perfume before dinner. That perfume was subtle now, but still nice. Larry’s arm reached out and pulled Bobby in a bit closer. He snored. He was probably dreaming about cuddling a beautiful woman.

Bobby was just doing his best to enjoy the moment. It was relaxing. The island air was warm and quiet. Some tropical birds were chirping outside. He could even hear distant waves crashing into the shore. He took a deep breath and smiled, happy the dream hadn’t come to an end yet. And then he felt something pushing up against his butt: something warm and hard. Larry was becoming erect.

Bobby didn’t move. He remained perfectly still as Larry’s erection became harder and harder. After a minute, he adjusted himself slightly, so that the large bulge would rest perfectly between his bare butt cheeks. And then he had the strange urge to reach back and gently lift Larry’s thong up, so his erection could spring out into the open.

Bobby’s heart skipped a beat. If Larry woke up now, it would be very, very embarrassing. Could you imagine waking up with your cock nestled between your friend’s butt cheeks? So Bobby became still again and waited for the moment to pass. But he could feel that veiny cock throbbing and he was suddenly overwhelmed by another urge.

He reached back carefully and pulled out the thin strip of fabric that was wedged between his butt cheeks, exposing his hole. Then he spat into his hand and reached his natural lubricant back, rubbing it into his asshole. Still holding the strip of his lingerie aside, he pushed him bum back. His heart was racing. He knew he was doing something very, very stupid, but he couldn’t help himself. Besides—Larry had quite a bit to drink the night before and he was probably out cold. Nothing could wake him up. And if he did wake up, Bobby could just pretend to be asleep; Larry would think that he was the one who initiated everything.

Bobby gently grinded his bum up and down until he felt Larry’s tip pressing against his moist butthole. And then he started pushing back.

Suddenly, Larry’s arm tensed up and pulled Bobby in tight to his body. He snored softly, still asleep, and then started pushing his cock into Bobby’s body. Bobby became tense, realizing suddenly that his actions had consequences. Larry had a big, thick cock and Bobby was a virgin. But he couldn’t ask Larry to be gentle or push in slowly without waking him up. All he could do was take it, or end it by waking Larry up by pretending to be outraged. He decided to take it.

He bit down hard on his tongue and closed his eyes. He could feel Larry’s cock sinking deeper and deeper. He could almost feel Larry’s tip near his sternum once Larry’s pelvis was finally pressed against Bobby’s butt.

Then the act suddenly froze. Maybe Larry’s dream had ended. He was now motionless, his erect cock deep in Bobby’s butt. He snored gently. So Bobby had to take the reigns. He starts to gently thrust his hips back and forth, plunging himself with his friend’s dick. He wished Larry would slip back into that dream, so he could get a proper pounding. But this would do for now. He just wanted to feel Larry’s veiny cock massaging the inside of his butthole. It felt so good, especially once Larry’s cock started pressing against the magical spot that made Bobby’s legs tremble.

Bobby found himself trying to reach for something to hold onto. And then he found himself with his hand over his mouth, to stop himself from screaming. He nearly let a loud moan slip and then he heard a noise a few feet away from him. He looked over and realized Duncan and Caleb were asleep on the next couch over. Duncan had his knees up to his chest, and Caleb was obliviously using Duncan’s bare bum as a pillow. Both men were snoring. Bobby though they looked as cute as hell.

Larry’s arm pulled Bobby in tight again. He started thrusting, now with intensity. He must have slipped back into that sexual dream. Bobby smiled and used both of his hands to cover his mouth as the urge to moan and scream became stronger and stronger. He even bit down on his fingers.

Larry was becoming more and more intense with each penetration. He was grunting slightly, holding Bobby firmly, his pelvis slapping against Bobby’s butt. Bobby kept an eye on Caleb and Duncan and thanked God that they were light sleepers. And then he noticed his own cock was started to harden in his skimpy lingerie. He reached a hand down quietly and started to rub his tip. He knew it wouldn’t take much to make him fill his lingerie with cum. He’d fantasized about moments like this one for years: a pretty tranny plugging his ass while he was dressed like a little slut. What more could he ask for? He never thought he would be so happy to be kidnapped.

He could feel Larry’s cock beginning to bloat. He knew Larry’s climax was coming, so he began to rub harder and faster. He stuck his hand under his lingerie and massaged his throbbing tip until warm cum began to unload between his legs. He shuddered and let a single groan slip. He pulled his hand out but wasn’t sure where he could wipe the dripping cum. Someone would notice it on the couch and the only other option was on himself—and someone might notice it on himself, too. So he reached his hand to his lips and he licked it up like a truly filthy slut.


CHAPTER X

Larry had an especially strange awakening. He’d been dreaming about fucking the cute girl that sat in front of him in his biology class. And he woke up to see a girl with long blonde hair in front of him—except this girl was tall and clad in lingerie. It took a good thirty seconds before he remembered the previous day, and it took another thirty seconds before he realized there was no girl in front of him; it was Bobby in front of him. And now, his cock was deep in Bobby’s ass.

And he would have pulled out immediately after this realization, had he not been in a curious state of bliss. His cock felt so good, plugging that tight asshole. He was already on the verge of coming—he only needed a few more pumps. And there was no sense in pulling out with just a few remaining pumps. So he closed his eyes, pretended like he was still asleep, and then he continued thrusting into his tall goddess of a friend. And then he came in her ass, making her gasp sharply. He wondered if she was awake or if she was dreaming of taking it from behind. Either way, once Larry’s cock was drained, he pulled out and pretended to snore.

Bobby snuggled her bum back into his lap, which he actually didn’t mind. She had a nice, soft ass. Though it became a bit uncomfortable when his cum was oozing out of her bum, into his lap. He was going to have to take a shower, but for now the priority was on pretending to be asleep. So he faked a few snores, and then almost found himself actually drifting back asleep.

But the reality of what he’d just done kept him awake: he’d just fucked his male friend in the ass. And did the fact that he was dressed like a slut really make it better? Did the wig really make a difference? That tight hole was still the asshole of a man. But it felt so good—how could something that feels so good be bad?

He continued pretending to be asleep for another thirty minutes at least, still with his arm over Bobby’s warm body. He thought about pulling the arm away, but he wanted to give away no hints that he was awake. So he just remained still. Finally, Bobby was the one who pushed the arm away. He got up and left the hut, probably heading back to their own hut to get cleaned up. Larry opened his eyes for few seconds, just to catch a glimpse of Bobby as he made his walk of shame. There was a stream of dried cum down his butt cheek. His butt actually looked pretty good all shaved up. Larry watched as it bounced and jiggled until Bobby was out of sight.

Larry waited another fifteen minutes or so before heading back to his hut to take a shower and pretend like nothing happened that morning. As he walked into his hut, the phone rang. Before he could get to it, Bobby picked it up. He was dressed in nothing but a towel. He wasn’t even wearing his wig, but somehow he looked feminine. Maybe it was his thin, hairless body. Or maybe it was his mannerisms. Or maybe it was just the fact that Larry had now seen Bobby as a woman and it was hard to get that image out from his mind. “Hello?” Bobby said into the phone. He stood and listened for a while as Larry went to get changed and showered up. Bobby knocked on the bathroom door while Larry was in the shower.

“Come in,” Larry said, reaching a hand down to cover the cock that was inside of Bobby’s body only an hour before.

Bobby let himself in. “So they want us to get ready for a brunch in one hour. They said that we need to look our best.”

“Sounds good,” Larry said. Bobby left and Larry looked down at his legs. He was still surprised by how radically different his legs looked now that they were hairless. They looked like girl legs. And he wondered: is that the only difference between girls’ legs and boys’ legs? Even his cock looked strangely feminine without his bush of pubic hair. He ran his fingers over it. It felt softer than usual, but maybe that was because of the floral-scented moisturizing soap that was in the shower. Or maybe it was because the fingernails that were gliding over it were painted pink.

For the breakfast, he put on a simple white dress and white stockings. He found a drawer filled with costume jewellery. He put on a cute necklace and a couple of golden bracelets. Once he had his wig on again, he started to do his makeup. He spent the next forty-five minutes making sure every detail was perfect. The wealthy men wanted them to look their best, so Larry was going to try his best. He was still excited to get that money: forty thousand dollars per year, plus bonuses. That was more than his parents made, and it would be doing something he loved: playing soccer.

Who cares if he had to spend a few days pretending to be a girl? He didn’t think it was so bad. In fact, it was kind of fun once he was able to relax a bit. The guys weren’t making fun of one another. Everyone understood the stakes. In a way, it was a bit like Halloween, and Larry had always been fond of Halloween.

But on Halloween, guys don’t fuck their best friends in the ass. Larry was the one who said, ‘Whatever happens here, stays here,’ but he had a feeling that his morning romp on the couch with Bobby was going to go home with him. That was something he was never going to be able to forget. All he could do was hope that Bobby was asleep and woke up sensing nothing was wrong. His butt probably hurt a bit, but hopefully he didn’t notice the cum. But Larry knew that he would never truly know whether or not Bobby knew about the ass fucking on the couch—unless Bobby told him that he knew about it. Soccer practice would probably be awkward for the next few months either way.

Bobby managed to look even better that morning than he did the night before. He did up his makeup quickly and it looked incredible, as if he’d been practising for years. Larry couldn’t figure out how he’d managed to get every little detail so perfect. He wore a long floral dress that almost touched his toes, but it was split up the side, revealing his whole right leg and hip. He was only wearing a thin thong under that dress—the thin strip visible through that long slit.

Bobby had better sense than the other guys. He only wore a set of B-cups under his dress, while the other guys all wore C and D and even double D-cups. But Bobby looked good with the smaller bust. It complimented his figure, and it was clear that he knew it. Larry just couldn’t figure out why Bobby was so good at being dolled up, as if it came naturally to him. And maybe it did—but why? It wasn’t even breakfast yet and Larry felt exhausted from trying to get his eyeliner perfect. He did a pretty good job, but it took him nearly twenty minutes. His arms were strangely sore from being held up for so long.

Bobby left the hut first. Larry found himself staring at Bobby’s butt as it bounced firmly under that long floral dress. And then he snapped out of his daze and realized he was staring at his male friend’s ass. He didn’t like what was happening to him. He didn’t like what was happening to all of his friends. When he went out to meet everyone in that open meeting spot, he couldn’t help but notice how much better they all looked, as if they’d all improved tenfold overnight at being girls. Even the guys who had looked less-than-flattering the day before, with their broad shoulders and fit bodies, now looked pretty good, having found makeup styles and outfits that were more flattering for their body shapes. Everyone was talking with their girly voices, chatting freely without reservations, unlike the day before when everyone was silent. The transformation was happening quickly, and it had only just begun.

Larry wondered if the men in charge had done this before to other groups of men, seeing as they apparently knew exactly what they were doing. Did most men have the ability to transform like that, so quickly? Or were The Tigers chosen specifically for some reason or another? Maybe because most of them were smaller guys with apparently feminine features…


CHAPTER XI

Duncan couldn’t believe what he was seeing during brunch: all of his friends acting as if nothing was out of the ordinary. He saw Ronnie, with his legs fully crossed, wearing a tiny dress and high heels, laughing and chatting freely with Bobby, who was also dressed like a floozy. But it seemed like they’d forgotten they weren’t actually women—it seemed like everyone had forgotten except for Duncan.

Though Caleb still seemed hesitant—at least there was one other person with some common sense. Although Duncan could tell that the feminine conditioning was getting to him as well. Even he was starting to cross his legs, sitting upright and proper like a lady. Or maybe he was just trying to appease the people dangling money in front of the young soccer team. Duncan tried to convince himself it was the latter.

But he couldn’t help but notice that people were getting more and more carried away as the day went on. During dinner, he watched as Bobby was showing off his evening gown to one of the other guys. And the other guy started explaining his leg shaving technique after Bobby complimented his smooth legs. It was all terribly bizarre. And maybe the most bizarre part of it all was that everyone was starting to look more and more feminine, as if the conditioning was seeping into their very physical appearance. Bobby walked into dinner looking like a runway model, and Ronnie was starting to look like a slutty club chick.

It was late and everyone was asleep peacefully except for Duncan. Duncan stood in his bathroom, with his bedroom door locked and his bathroom door locked. He stared into the mirror as a chill lingered in his spine. Was he changing too? Did he look different? The wig on his head sure looked much more real, but that was probably just because he’d figured out how to properly put it on. And his face certainly looked more feminine, but surely that was just because he’d gotten a bit better at doing his makeup after a few attempts. But his body—why did it look so feminine? What could have changed about his figure? He wasn’t even wearing a bra now, but he still had a girly body. He thought it might be the dress, so he took it off. Standing in just panties, he looked girlier than ever, so he took those off too. But then he still found himself staring at a female figure. That chill intensified in his spine.

He didn’t want it to happen to him too. He didn’t want to become like the other guys, happily prancing around in their skirts and heels. Maybe they were just putting on a show for the men in charge, but there was a small chance that they were all just discovering that they really liked being sissies. And it was that small chance that terrified Duncan.

As he stared into the mirror at his naked feminine body, he remembered one of the men in charge saying that they had eyes and ears all over the island. Duncan quickly put on his black satin lingerie to cover his genitals. What if they were watching him now? What if there was a camera on the other side of that mirror?

Duncan slipped into his bed and tried to sleep. He just wanted this island vacation to end so he could go home and forget it ever happened. Everyone had agreed to never talk about it again, and he was looking forward to that. Though he knew that he would never forget what he’d seen: his best friends getting dolled up for a bunch of creepy older men. It just wasn’t right.

It took him a while to fall asleep with his anxiety, so he wasn’t thrilled when the horn blew early the next morning. He rolled over and tried to fall back asleep, but then the phone in his room rang. After a few rings, he picked it up with a grunt. He cleared his throat before forcing his feminine voice. He nearly answered the phone with his real voice, but he remembered they only had a couple of strikes left before their sponsorship was revoked.

“Brunch will begin in two hours, but it’s very important that you look your best,” the woman on the other end said. Duncan wondered if she really was a woman or if she was a glimpse into Duncan’s future. What if these rich guys did this all the time? What if there were hundreds of women somewhere on the island who used to be men?

“Got it,” Duncan said.

Before he could hang up, the woman continued. “You will be paired with a man for a blind date. We expect you to be on your best behaviour as the men are very important clients.”

“Excuse me?” Duncan said, sitting up sharply.

“I’ve been told to tell you that there is a bonus for you if you make your date especially happy. Please be ready when the horn sounds in two hours.” Before Duncan could ask any questions, the woman hung up.

He remained in his bed for a minute, staring blankly at the wall. He heard Caleb’s phone ringing in the other room—Caleb was probably receiving the same news. That chill was still lingering in his spine. He didn’t want to go on some date with a stranger. Did the stranger know that he wasn’t actually a woman? Was he supposed to convince this client that he was a woman? Or were these clients actually interested in young men dressed like women?

Duncan looked at the clock and realized twenty minutes had already gone by. He still needed to shower, do his hair, his makeup, and pick out an outfit. He’d come this far and he didn’t want to let down his teammates now, so he sprung out of bed and started getting ready. He wondered: how bad could it be? It’s not like he knew the guy he would be seeing, and it’s not like he would ever see him again once they were off that island.

But what did the woman on the phone mean when she said that there was a bonus for making the date especially happy? Was she referring to sex? That chill came back, but now it wasn’t just in Duncan’s spine; it was in his whole body. He certainly wasn’t doing anything sexual with any of these creeps. But he would happily nod his head and smile for a couple of hours while some rich weirdo complimented him.


CHAPTER XII

Ronnie was the most nervous of them all—at least he assumed as much when he saw everyone standing in that meeting area, smiling and chatting as if they weren’t even a little bit worried. Ronnie put on a fake smile and tried to calm his beating heart. He’d never been on a date before—not even with a woman. So now, the first date of his life was going to be with a strange man on a private island while dressed like a girl.

He tried to pick out an outfit that would excite whoever he ended up sitting across from. He was desperate to make a good impression. He refused to be the reason the team didn’t get their sponsorship. He’d already put his team through enough. So the dress he went with was tight and black and the top half was mostly see-through. It was cut with a deep V that nearly extended to his pubic bone. There was about two inches of opaque fabric alone that deep V that concealed his nipples. He couldn’t wear a bra with the dress—it wouldn’t have looked right. But flat chested, the dress still looked fine. He would have worn a thong with the little number but the skirt was so short—if his cock slipped out from the thong, it would have been hanging below the bottom of the skirt. So he wore a pair of lacy panties that had a bit more security.

He had no idea what to expect from his date, but he had an idea in his head based on his luck: a large, sweaty man with a fetish for young men dressed like girls. He imagined someone with a sharp odour and short, pudgy fingers—someone who wouldn’t be able to look away from the bare skin on Ronnie’s mostly-exposed chest.

But instead he got a tall, athletic man with a stubble beard and a chiselled jawline. He had a smile like Brad Pitt and a deep voice that could narrate nature documentaries. Ronnie found himself suddenly even more nervous, wishing he would have gotten the fat sweaty man. “It’s Ronnie, right?” the man said, extending his hand. Ronnie shook the man’s hand. The man’s large hand made Ronnie’s look small, like a dainty woman’s hand.

“That’s right,” Ronnie said softly. “And your name is?”

“Peter,” the man said with a charming smile.

Ronnie wasn’t gay. He’d never had feelings for a man before. But there was something about the way Peter was now looking at Ronnie that made Ronnie question everything. No woman had ever looked at him like that before. This was an unquestionably handsome man, looking at Ronnie with glowing eyes. And Ronnie found himself wondering: maybe I am gay. Maybe I haven’t ever been with a woman before because I actually like men. Though Ronnie knew deep down that he’d never been with a woman because he was terribly shy around women, and women were never interested in his soft, petite body.

He’d always wanted a girlfriend though. It was the whole reason he got into soccer in the first place. There was a girl he liked in his math class: Helen. She was a cute blonde with the cutest little nose (Ronnie picked that blonde wig because he thought it might make him look more like Helen). He’d always been too afraid to ask Helen on a date, so his plan was to befriend her and slowly get closer and closer with her, until they just decided to be boyfriend and girlfriend. It seemed like a good plan, until another guy asked Helen out on a date after Ronnie had already befriended her.

It was hard watching his long-time crush fawning over some other guy. Ronnie would sit there in her bedroom while she did her makeup. He even had to help her a few times because she was always too nervous to draw her eyeliner on straight. While he was helping her with her eyeliner, he realized that he was as close to her as he ever would be. He loved the way she smelled. He put a hand on her shoulder for a bit of extra stability, and he was instantly overwhelmed by how soft her skin was. He almost kissed her, and maybe he should have kissed her. She was looking into his eyes and he was looking into her eyes. But then a nervousness filled his body and he quickly finished her makeup. “All done,” he said, and then he watched as she left for her date.

And he really should have kissed her and told her not to go. Because that night, she slept with the other guy, and a week later, she moved in with him. He was a soccer player, on the local college team. Helen had always said that she liked soccer players. “They aren’t big and muscly like people who play other sports,” she said. And a week after she said it, Ronnie signed up to play soccer. His goal was to beat Helen’s boyfriend in front of Helen, which he finally did a few weeks before setting off for that private island. But it was too late. They were already engaged. Ronnie would never even get a chance to do her makeup for her again.

Now, the male model of a man named Peter was looking at Ronnie the way Ronnie always wanted Helen to look at him. He was listening to all of Ronnie’s stories with careful attentiveness, and he was laughing at all of Ronnie’s jokes. Peter’s jokes weren’t so bad either. Ronnie caught himself laughing a few times, and it was near the end of brunch (after a couple of breakfast cocktails) that Ronnie found himself staring into Peter’s eyes, wondering if he could go through with it: sex with another man.

He’d never had sex with a man before—or a woman, for that matter. He had no idea if his soft little bum could take Peter’s cock. He had no idea if Peter was even interested in sex, or if he was just part of the strange initiation The Tigers were being put through. “Do you want to go for a walk?” Peter asked once they were finished their breakfast dessert tarts.

“Sure,” Ronnie said, his cheeks turning red. Peter helped Ronnie to his feet and then led him down to the beach, hand in hand. Ronnie realized he’d been on that small island for a few days and he hadn’t seen the beach until that moment. It was beautiful: cyan water as far as the eye could see. There wasn’t even a boat in sight. White foamy waves crashed into the shore as the warm, salty breeze tickled Ronnie’s exposed skin.

Peter turned to face Ronnie. “That dress looks stunning on you,” Peter said, and Ronnie found himself blushing again, even though he knew it shouldn’t have been taken as a compliment. No man should be flattered to hear that they look good in a dress, but Ronnie couldn’t help but feel that any compliment was a good compliment. He laughed nervously. “And your laugh is so cute,” the man said. And Ronnie’s cheeks turned even redder.

They kissed. Ronnie’s legs became weak but he managed to stay upright. A tingle ran down his arms and into his fingertips. Peter’s lips were soft and his grip was intense. Peter was holding Ronnie tightly, but it felt strangely comforting. Ronnie’s head was spinning and his thoughts were suddenly scattered. He didn’t even notice Peter’s hand slipping up high thigh, pushing up the skirt of his dress. His big, meaty fingers slipped onto Ronnie’s ass and squeezed. “You’re so firm,” he said. “And so young.”

“I’m old enough,” Ronnie said, biting the corner of his bottom lip.

“Good,” Peter said. And then he pushed down on Ronnie’s shoulders, making Ronnie sink to his knees. He found himself tinkering with Peter’s belt, undoing it, and pulling it aside before moving onto Peter’s fly. His heart was pounding. He had no idea what he was doing, but he couldn’t stop himself. His curiosity was overwhelming. Now he was desperate to know if he was actually gay or just in a state of tremendous confusion.

He tugged down Peter’s pants and underwear, exposing his long, curved shaft. It was throbbing, already growing. Ronnie slipped his fingers around it as his heart skipped a beat. There was a lump in his throat now and his hands were trembling. Still, he stroked the hardening cock. Peter reached down and slipped his fingers into Ronnie’s hair. Luckily Ronnie had clips holding the wig in place.

He stroked the cock until it was rock-hard, standing upright with no more potential to grow. Then he carefully leaned forward, shutting his eyes and taking a deep breath. He felt the warm tip press against his lips. He paused and took another breath. Then he allowed the throbbing erection into his mouth. He sucked.

He was doing it—he was sucking a man’s cock. He’d never even had his own cock sucked before, and here he was sucking off someone he hardly knew. But it strangely felt right. The cock nestled perfectly on his tongue and its warmth was strangely satisfying. He liked the way Peter’s throbbing veins felt. He even kind of liked the sweet taste of the pre-cum that trickled out of Peter’s tip after a couple minutes of sucking.

Peter groaned and Ronnie liked that too. It was nice to know that he was able to satisfy another man, though he wasn’t sure why that was nice to know. He finally opened his eyes and found himself staring at Peter’s hard abs while he sucked. He reached out and felt those abs while he continued to suck. They were damp from the humid island air. But they felt nice. Peter’s whole body felt nice.

“Get up,” Peter said bluntly. So Ronnie carefully stood up. It wasn’t easy to stand on heels on that beach. Peter quickly grabbed Ronnie and spun him around. He bent him over a large chunk of driftwood and pulled up his skirt with a swift tug. Had he pulled any harder, he would have ripped that dress in half. Peter didn’t waste any time. He tugged down Ronnie’s panties and copped a feel between Ronnie’s legs, feeling his cock and his balls. He squeezed Ronnie’s ball sack a bit too hard, making Ronnie wince. And then, with both hands, he spread Ronnie’s cheeks and looked directly at his puckering hole. “Fuck, you’re so tight,” he said with a grunt.

Ronnie kept his gaze forward as his heart raced. Was he really going to let Peter go ahead with this? Did he really want to know what it felt like to be stuffed from behind? He wasn’t sure what he wanted, but he wasn’t stopping Peter now. He felt Peter’s wet, warm tip press up to his hole. He shut his eyes and took a deep breath. Peter didn’t waste another second. He started pressing his bloated cock into Ronnie’s body. Ronnie became tense. “Relax,” Peter demanded. So Ronnie took another deep breath and forced the muscles in his anus to relax. That thick cock sunk deeper. He tensed up again but managed to relax before Peter could command him to relax.

He felt Peter’s rigid pelvis press against his bum and he knew he had an entire cock inside of his body. He moaned. He wasn’t sure if it hurt or if it felt nice. It certainly felt strange, but it was still nice knowing that Peter was feeling satisfied.

Peter started thrusting in and out. Ronnie held onto the driftwood with a tense grip. His legs wobbled in his heels. He widened his stance, but it didn’t help much. “Shit,” he heard himself muttering through clenched teeth. Peter was thrusting so hard that Ronnie’s legs were being pressed against the driftwood. Thankfully the driftwood was soft, so his legs weren’t getting cut up, but it certainly wasn’t too comfortable.

Each penetration was harder than the one before it. Peter’s slapping pelvis was starting to hurt as Ronnie’s butt cheeks became more and more tender. But inside, the pain was subsiding and a euphoria was beginning to take hold. Peter was pressing into Ronnie’s sweet spot, making him moan and tremble. Ronnie looked down and saw that his cock was hardening, pushing out against his tight dress.

“I’m close. Fuck. I’m close,” Peter groaned. He was still managing to thrust harder and harder, fucking Ronnie like a weightless ragdoll. He groaned loudly and sunk his fingertips hard into Ronnie’s body. And then Ronnie could feel the muscular man unloading inside of him: warm blasts of cum filling his asshole up deep. He’d never felt anything like it. And he’d never felt nearly as empty as the moment after Peter pulled out, leaving his asshole agape. It took a minute for the cum to dribble down and fall out.

Ronnie remained slumped over the driftwood, trying to catch his breath and gather his energy. His legs were still wobbling and he was still in a half-state of ecstasy.

“I’ll be sure to let the guys know that you showed me a good time,” Peter said as he pulled up his pants. There was still a drop of cum on the end of his cock as he stuff it down into his underwear. “And maybe I’ll look you up if I’m ever in New York City. That’s where you said you live, right?”

Ronnie only had enough energy to nod his head. Peter left him slumped over that driftwood, and then Ronnie never saw Peter again in his life.


CHAPTER XIII

Caleb’s date, Carl, claimed he played football for the Miami Dolphins, but Caleb knew nothing about football. He didn’t recognize the man, but that didn’t mean he was lying. He was tall and jacked like a football player, so it was possible. Carl mentioned, while they were eating brunch, that he paid a lot of money to be on that island for the day. “But so far, it’s been worth it,” he said. Caleb felt a cool breeze tingling his skin. What did Carl mean, he paid a lot of money to be there? “The guys have set this whole thing up really well. I’m very impressed,” Carl said.

“What do you mean?” Caleb asked. He tried to remain calm and collected. He knew that the men in charge were likely listening. He’d found one of their little microphones in his hut, installed underneath the coffee table. When he first sat down at that brunch table, he felt under the table and felt a bump that was likely another microphone. They weren’t kidding when they said they had ears everywhere.

Caleb knew that if he got too inquisitive, he might set off a red flag. They’d all come so far; it would be a terrible shame to lose their sponsorship now. But Carl’s casual demeanour gave Caleb a bad feeling.

“I just wasn’t sure what to expect when they told me about the island. I thought it would be a much smaller island, maybe in a hotel somewhere. But this is, like, legit. And you ladies are the real deal, too. They weren’t kidding about you.”

Caleb forced a smile as he slipped his trembling hands under the table so Carl wouldn’t see them. “What did they say about us?” he asked.

“They just said you were beautiful and convincing. Just stuff like that. You know.” He seemed to think that Caleb knew more about this whole scheme than he did.

Caleb played it cool, still worried they were listening in on his conversation. “When did they tell you about the island?” he asked.

Carl shrugged. “Well, they told me around this time last year, and I thought it sounded kind of weird. But they came to me this year and told me that the traps were the best they’ve ever had. So I just had to see for myself. Oh, I’m sorry, I guess I shouldn’t say traps. That’s not the most appropriate term, is it? What do you prefer?”

Forcing a smile was becoming a hard feat to accomplish. “Trap is fine,” Caleb said as his gut turned. He wanted to get up and tell Duncan about this new information. But Duncan was busy on his own date, and Caleb had no idea where he could safely talk openly. As far as he knew, they had every tree and every bush wired with microphones. So he went along with the date, trying to change the subject. But it was hard to think of anything but what Carl had just told him: that he was essentially kidnapped and turned into a tranny escort for special clients. He couldn’t help but wonder how much money they were making off of him now—how much Carl was paying for that morning date. And was he expecting sex? If he paid, say, a few thousand dollars, was he expecting Caleb to do whatever he asked of him?

As brunch came to an end, Caleb’s heart started pounding. He didn’t know what came next. And if he turned down sex (which he would do, of course), would that mean there would be no sponsorship for The Tigers?

“Well it was nice meeting you, Carl,” Caleb said reaching his hand out.

Carl shook his hand. “The pleasure is all mine,” Carl said with a smile. “If you want, we could go back to my hut. I’ve got a great view of the ocean, and they have my place stocked with lots of wine. Are you a wine drinker?”

Caleb’s gut turned again. “I’m a bit tired. I might head back to my hut to take a nap.”

Carl looked disappointed, but he smiled and nodded. “Sounds good. Maybe I’ll see you around the island later.” Caleb felt a mixture of relief and guilt. He was worried that his refusal to join Carl after brunch would cost them their sponsorship. It would certainly cost him the ‘bonus’ that was mentioned over the phone, but he could care less about that. There was no amount of money they could give him to make him put out—not with a man, anyway.

He saw Duncan back at the hut. He wanted to tell Duncan about what Carl told him, but he wasn’t sure if he was allowed. He casually wandered around the hut, trying to figure out where the cameras were, but he couldn’t find them—but he knew they were there. So he just asked Duncan if he wanted to go for a walk. Duncan agreed. They went barefoot, seeing as the only shoes in the hut were heels.

Caleb just had to hope that there weren’t microphones in the trees—or if there were, he could speak quietly enough that they wouldn’t hear what he had to say. He told Duncan about how Carl paid to be on the island, and how he was asked to come the year before to see another group of ‘traps’. Duncan’s face was pale and he didn’t say anything for a minute. “This is not worth the money. We need to get off of this island,” he finally said, looking out at the water, probably wondering which direction home was.

“But we’ve come so far. They said it would just be a few days and now it’s been a few days. It would suck to have this all go to waste, if they really are serious about sponsoring our team,” Caleb said. And then he realized he was still talking in his female voice. So was Duncan. After a couple of days exclusively using the voice, it was difficult to shake. But maybe that was for the best, seeing as the men in charge may have been listening.

“But what if they were lying?” Duncan said. “What if they’re just keeping us here? It’s not like we can just leave whenever we want. They need to fly us home. All we can really do is throw bottled messages out into the ocean.”

Caleb stared at Duncan while he tried to think of a solution. And then he started to wonder if the men in charge did choose The Tigers because they knew that they would make convincing women. Duncan certainly made a convincing woman. He was cute with his dark hair and his bangs. And every little dress in the hut fit him so perfectly that Caleb was almost jealous. He would have looked so good in a cute white slip, or a floral knee-length dress, but he insisted on only wearing black. But even black looked fantastic on him.

“Why are you staring at me like that?” Duncan asked.

And Caleb snapped his gaze back to the ocean. “I was just thinking,” he said awkwardly. He would never admit it out loud, but he actually found Duncan to be kind of attractive. If Duncan was a real woman, he maybe would have asked her out on a date. Hell, he probably would have assumed that Duncan was out of his league. “Carl said that they told him about us almost a whole week ago—before they even brought us here. That means they knew they were going to get us onto the island and they knew that we were going to dress up like girls.”

“They probably do this a lot. They must know that they can do whatever they want with money.”

“Can they?” Caleb asked.

Duncan shrugged his shoulders. “Probably. I’m sure that if we all said no to putting on the clothes, they would have offered us more and more money until we did it. But they knew they could get away with hardly anything because we’re young and we came off as desperate. But we’ve got a much bigger concern than that,” Duncan said.

“What’s that?”

“The guys aren’t the same. They’re being changed. These stupid skirts and dresses are getting into their heads. Hell, I’m worried that they’re getting into my head—and I’ll kill you if you tell anyone that I told you that.”

Caleb knew it was true. The makeup and the heels and the little outfits were becoming more and more comfortable. He even thought it was kind of fun staying up at night, watching cheesy romantic comedies, painting his toenails, acting like a girl. It was fun going through the many closets and trying on all the different outfits. There was even a pink backless halter romper on Caleb’s mind now that he wanted to try on. In fact, there were many outfits that Caleb secretly wanted to try on—just out of curiosity more than anything. But that curiosity was becoming stronger, no matter how many outfits he tried on. And he knew that curiosity was quickly turning into something else—but he didn’t want to know what.

“So what are we supposed to do?” Caleb asked.

“We need to get off this island.”

“If we demand to leave, we’ll be ruining the sponsorship for everyone. It would be really embarrassing to go home empty-handed.” Caleb wasn’t sure if he was just playing devil’s advocate or if he secretly wanted to stay for a while longer, so he could indulge in the sissy lifestyle for just a couple more days. He would never get to be a sissy again—not unless he was locked in his room with the blinds closed. This would be the only time he could walk out in the open without caring how he looked—because the sissier he looked, the better off him and his friends were. But he knew that it was wrong, even if they were willing to dump over a million dollars on them—he had to value his dignity at some point.

“Someone has to ruin it for everyone. I don’t care if everyone is mad at me. But before I go ahead and ruin it for everyone, I’ll give it a day or two. Like you said, we might be near the end of this whole ridiculous trip. They can’t keep us here forever. Or maybe they can, I don’t know.”

Caleb’s heart trembled. Maybe he was secretly enjoying being a sissy, but he knew he didn’t want to be on that island forever. He had friends and family and a life back home. He couldn’t imagine their torment when he was declared missing—last seen boarding a private aircraft, likely kidnapped. “It’s Sunday now. I say we give it until Tuesday morning. And then we make a big stink.”

“Deal,” Duncan said. Together they headed back to their hut.


CHAPTER XIV

Bobby was in a state of bliss. Though his gut was filled with more and more dread as every minute passed by. He knew that each passing minute was one minute closer to the end of the trip. And once the trip was over, it would be back to dressing up in the safety of his locked bedroom. Though he was starting to think that he could start sneaking out back home. Maybe on days when his parents and sister were out, he could slip out into the alley and head downtown. No one would ever recognize him. They might be able to tell that he wasn’t really a woman, but he often saw trans chicks out on the streets and no one seemed to care. He knew that he was more convincing than most of them, even though he was over six feet tall.

But now, he was just trying to make the most of it, assuming this would be the only time in his life when he got to indulge in such behaviour. He let his date fuck him back at his date’s hut, which was much bigger than his own, though he didn’t mind. He enjoyed being dominated by a man, even though the man was shorter and lighter than him. He would have enjoyed being stuffed from behind, but his date insisted that he lie on his back with his legs spread. And then his date jerked him off and made him come all over his black dress. The fabric of that dress was so delicate that it was almost certainly ruined forever, but it was worth it.

Though Bobby would have liked to have tucked his cock away and pretended like there was a pussy in its place. He would have liked for his date to also pretend like he was a real woman, but he wasn’t about to complain. It was still better than any sex he’d had before.

His ass hurt as he walked back to his hut. He passed one of his teammates. He covered the white cum stain with his hand, but he wasn’t able to cover all of it, seeing as his date had pulled out and unloaded all over him as well. His teammate didn’t seem to notice—or at least he pretended not to notice. But Bobby did notice the cum stain on his teammate’s back as they parted ways towards their respective huts. He smiled, happy to know he wasn’t the only one indulging in the sissy lifestyle while the opportunity presented itself.

Bobby walked into the hut and caught Larry jerking off with a pair of Bobby’s panties pressed against his nose. Larry’s face became bone white, but Bobby just laughed. A warmth filled his chest and he walked over to Larry. He put his hands on Larry’s shoulders and pushed him down to his knees. “You can suck me while you jerk off if you want.” Larry said nothing, but he accepted the offer. He lifted up the skirt of Bobby’s dress and then he tugged down Bobby’s panties. It only took him another thirty seconds before he was coming all over the floor and all over Bobby’s painted toes.

Bobby helped Larry back to his feet. He sunk to his knees and sucked the last drop of cum out from Larry’s cock and then stood up and kissed Larry on the lips. “If you want to sleep in my bed tonight, that’s fine,” Bobby said, and then Bobby went to take a shower. That night, as Bobby was falling asleep, Larry snuck into his room and slipped under the covers. They kissed and then they took turns fucking one another in the ass. Bobby came in Larry’s mouth and he made Larry swallow the whole load. And then Bobby finished Larry off with his mouth, which didn’t take long. They slept together, with Larry in Bobby’s arms.

And in the morning, they fucked again—this time in the shower. They were completely nude and their wigs were sitting in the next room. Aside from their painted nails, they were just themselves. But Bobby didn’t feel like he was having gay sex. He felt like he was fucking a petite woman, making her moan and scream. He came deep inside of her before spinning around and pressing his hands to the tile wall and saying, “Now fuck me. I want you to come in me.” Larry followed the command, and even though Bobby was being fucked in the ass by a long, hard cock, he still didn’t feel like he was having gay sex. He felt like a woman being fucked by a man. And maybe that’s exactly what he was.

It wasn’t even time for breakfast yet and his cock was already sore. In the past twenty-four hours, he’d climaxed five times. He’d had his cock stuffed into multiple assholes and he’d had multiple different hands reach down and beat him off with firm grips. He was lucky that his shaft wasn’t dark with bruises. His butt hurt too. Walking elegantly was a challenge. He had to wear a skirt that covered his whole butt to hide the residual red marks from where he’d been slapped by Larry and his date from the previous day. But instead of sulking about his battle scars, he found himself smirking, glowing, and happier than ever before. When would he ever get to be such a slut again in his life?

But word must have gotten around to the men in charge about his promiscuity. They’d probably watched some of the debauchery on their hidden cameras, and maybe Bobby’s date mentioned it to one of the suited men. Because Bobby got a phone call while Larry was in his room getting ready for the day. “Hi Bobby. We were wondering if you might be interested in showing a couple of our clients a special time. They just landed and they have to leave again in a few hours.”

“Absolutely,” Bobby said. He looked over at Larry’s closed door and felt strangely guilty, like he was cheating on his girlfriend. But was it cheating? Were they an item, or was this just a fling that would fall into the ‘What happens on the island stays on the island’ category?

“Great. Just go out to the meeting space and we’ll come grab you in a minute or two,” said the man on the phone. Bobby looked back at that closed bedroom door. He knew Larry was getting pretty just for him—putting extra time into his hair and makeup, probably tormenting himself over which outfit to wear. Bobby figured he could just slip out and then disappear for a while. When Larry asks where he went, he could just say that he went for a long walk along the beach. Larry didn’t have to know that he was going to get fucked by a couple of strangers.

But Bobby couldn’t bring himself to leave the hut. That guilt became stronger and stronger with each passing second, and he realized that he had strong feelings for Larry. But he didn’t want to let the men in charge down—and he didn’t want to waste these last couple of days. He would never get to be a dirty slut again in his life. “Hey Larry,” he called out.

Larry poked his head out from the bedroom. He was already dressed and his makeup looked great. He was probably just in the final stages of tinkering and perfecting little details. “What’s up?” he asked.

Bobby felt a sudden nausea, but he pretended not to notice. “They want me to sleep with a couple of guys,” he said. He took a deep breath and watched Larry’s reaction.

Larry’s face turned a shade of white and he slowly nodded his head. “Oh. Okay,” he said. But Bobby could tell that Larry was hurt. Maybe Larry thought they were an item. Maybe Larry wanted their romping to continue once they were off the island. Maybe he was gay, or maybe he just liked Bobby as a woman.

“I’d like it if you came with me. Even if you just want to hold my hand while they do their thing,” Bobby said. And then he watched as Larry’s face became even whiter. There was a long silence. “Only if you want to.”

“Um, sure. I guess so,” Larry said.

“You can probably even join in, too. I doubt they would mind.”

Larry nodded slowly. “Sure. Sounds good. Is this happening right now?”

“I was just about to leave,” Bobby said.

Larry turned into his room and grabbed a pair of black strappy heels off the ground. “Okay. Let’s go,” he said softly, his face still white. Bobby still felt guilty. He still felt like he was breaking Larry’s heart. But he felt a warm fluttering in his chest knowing that Larry was going to be by his side.


CHAPTER XV

Larry was still trying to mentally cope with the fact he’d slept with one of his friends. Now he was on his way to sleep with his friend and two men he’d never even seen before in his life. He knew he didn’t have to go through with it. He could just stand there and watch—or he could even just turn around and walk away. But for some reason, he felt the strong desire to not let Bobby down. He wanted to impress Bobby, but he wasn’t sure why.

They were led to a lone hut on the far end of the island. It was a long twenty-five minute walk. Larry took his heels off after five minutes and just held them at his side. It wasn’t until the hut was in sight that he put the heels back on and straightened his dress.

He was wearing what he would describe as the sluttiest dress ever made. It was short. A long stride was enough to expose his panties and the bulge hiding inside. It was a cowl neck, and the neck dropped all the way down past his belly button. He wasn’t wearing a bra underneath. He’d noticed a few of his friends wearing dresses without bras, and he thought they all looked fine with their flat chests—so he figured he could get away with sporting a flat chest as well. Besides—the clients that were coming to the island were obviously there for femboys, not real women. They seemed to like the odd masculine feature—flat chests included.

Bobby wasn’t sporting a flat chest but it didn’t look like he was wearing a bra either. Larry couldn’t figure out how he managed to create a bust, seeing as his dress was strapless and his shoulders were exposed. He must have found some sort of special strapless bra, or maybe he made something himself. He seemed to know how to do stuff like that for whatever reason.

“Go on in whenever you’d like,” the suited man said before turning around and walking away. Bobby and Larry stood awkwardly twenty feet from the hut. It dawned on Larry that they were being whored out for money like a literal prostitute—a realization that many others had already made but no one dared to say it aloud. Even Larry didn’t say it now. Instead, he looked at Bobby and found himself in awe of how good he managed to look no matter what he was wearing.

“Why are you so good at this?” Larry asked.

Bobby looked over and flashed his big, beautiful eyes. Larry found himself jealous of Bobby’s eye makeup. Maybe he could convince Bobby to teach him a thing or two. “I’m going to tell you something that you can’t tell anyone else. You have to promise,” Bobby said, gently biting his bottom lip.

“Shoot.”

So Bobby told Larry about his super secret cross-dressing obsession.

“So it’s like a fetish?” Larry asked.

Bobby shrugged his shoulders, but Larry could tell that he didn’t like the word fetish—as if it was an insult.

“You want to be a woman?” Larry asked.

And Bobby shrugged again, but this time his cheeks were red and his eyes were glowing. Bobby wanted to be a woman. Now it all made sense. Larry smiled and looked away. “Don’t laugh. I know it’s embarrassing,” Bobby said. “It’s not like I can help it.”

“I’m not laughing. I think you should become a woman. You’re sexy enough.”

Now Bobby’s cheeks were dark red. “Really?” he said softly.

“I’d fuck you,” Larry said with a grin.

“But would you ever risk being seen out in public with me—off of this island?” Bobby asked. He looked back at the hut. He was still biting his bottom lip nervously.

Larry had to think about it, but not for long. “Yeah,” he said. “I don’t know. If you want to go see a movie with me sometime, I’d be into that.” Now Larry was looking away awkwardly. He was putting a lot on the line: asking his male friend to accompany him to a public place in New York City while dressed like a girl. Bobby looked fantastic as a woman, but people would be able to tell that he wasn’t biologically female.

But he knew it would just be temporary embarrassment—if you can even call it embarrassment. Most guys would probably even be jealous when they saw Bobby looking like a Victoria’s Secret model. And so what if a few people made fun of Larry for being with a trans chick? What difference did it make to them?

“I guess we should go inside, huh?” Bobby said.

“Let’s do it,” Larry said. He reached his hand out and took Bobby’s hand. Together they went up to the door. “Do we knock or do we just go in?”

“Let’s just go in. We’ll surprise them.” They went in together.

One of the men was in the bathroom, topless, finishing up his shave. The other man was in the living area, in front of a mirror, buttoning up his dress shirt. Both men turned and looked at the beautiful traps that were now standing in their hut. They didn’t say anything, but their eyes glowed as they realized they were getting exactly what they paid for and more.

Bobby went up to the man in the living room and immediately started to unbutton his shirt. The man just stood stiff and stared with glowing eyes at the tall beauty. Larry went into the bathroom and hopped up on the counter. The man wiped the last of the shaving cream off of his face and then began to explore Larry’s body with his hands. Larry let a cute giggle slip and he even spread his legs a bit, so the man could reach down and feel his bulge. The man was particularly fond of that bulge.

After a bit of kissing, they all found themselves in one of the bedrooms. Larry and Bobby were both thrown onto the bed. They got up onto all fours and the men got under their skirts to eat out their assholes. Larry and Bobby looked at one another with big, red-cheeked smiles. Bobby reached over and held Larry’s hand.

Larry’s man reached between Larry’s legs and pulled his cock back, so he could suck it from behind. It couldn’t have been the first cock he’d ever sucked, because he was damn good at it. Larry was rock-hard within seconds.

Larry looked over and saw that Bobby’s man had three fingers deep in Bobby’s asshole. He thrusted them deep and watched with a fascinated gaze as Bobby’s tight anus puckered against his fingers. “You’re tight,” the man said to Bobby. “But you’re stretchy. I bet we can get two cocks into this ass.”

“You’ll never know if you don’t try,” Bobby said. Bobby’s cock was erect and throbbing. Larry reached down and gave it a gentle stroke. Then the men flipped Bobby over. One of the men lay under Bobby and the other climbed on top, spreading his legs wide so his heeled feet were dangling in the air.

Larry held Bobby’s hand tightly as the men orchestrated their double penetration. The man underneath slipped in first. He thrusted his cock a few times while the other man drizzled plenty of lubricant between Bobby’s thighs. Then he nestled in and pressed the tip of his cock against that already-stretched asshole. “Fuck, she’s tight,” he said. Larry held Bobby’s hand tighter and watched as a second cock pressed into his butt.

Bobby moaned and swayed his head from side to side. Then one of the men demanded Larry stick his cock into Bobby’s mouth. Larry followed the command. The men started pumping Bobby’s tight body. Larry got his cock deep into Bobby’s mouth, and Bobby sucked it with loud slurps. Surprisingly, Bobby was the one to come first, even though he’d just come a couple of hours earlier, and a couple of hours before that. The men made Larry lick the cum off of Bobby’s flat chest. And then they demanded that Larry come on Bobby’s face, so Larry followed that command as well.

The men finished inside of Bobby. As soon as they pulled out, their loads rushed out into a pool on the bed sheets. Bobby was too stretched out to stop the white, sticky torrent. And then after a few minutes of breath catching, Bobby and Larry left the hut hand in hand, giggling and madly in love.


CHAPTER XVI

When Duncan woke up, he could feel a presence in the room with him. A cold shiver crawled down his back but he refused to open his eyes. He could hear the creaking floorboards as the man in the room shifted his weight from one leg to the other. The person in the room was waiting for Duncan to wake up.

He rolled over slowly, pretending to still be asleep, so his back was to the stranger. Then he slowly opened his eyes. He jumped when he saw a person in front of him. He sprung up and saw another person at the foot of his bed. There were three men in his room, all dressed in black suits, all staring at him.

Duncan should have been mortified for his life, but instead he just felt embarrassed that three men were staring at him while he was wearing a dark brown wig and a black satin nightie—and he still had mascara on his eyelashes, some of which was on his pillowcase. “What’s going on?” he asked, pulling the covers over his chest as if he had something to hide. Even he knew it was a strange impulse, but he’d been having more and more strange impulses as the days went by. He hated those impulses, but they were becoming unavoidable.

“We heard your conversation with your friend. We understand you want to go home. And we’ve talked about it and decided that we’re willing to send you home. However, we can’t offer your team the sponsorship if you leave now.”

“Well when the hell can I leave?” Duncan asked.

“When all of the members of your team have satisfied the conditions of the sponsorship,” the bald man said. The three men didn’t move. They just stood there, completely still, staring at Duncan. “You know that you’re one of the highest in demand girls on the island right now. We’ve had dozens of offers for you.”

“What does that mean?” Duncan asked. His heart stuttered in his tightened chest.

“It means you look fantastic. Everyone thinks so.”

“Whatever,” Duncan said, shaking his head. “Just tell me what I need to do so we can all leave and still get this sponsorship thing.”

“We would very much like it if you showed one of our clients a good time.”

His heart stuttered again. “You want me to let one of your clients fuck me? That’s what you’re saying, right?”

The men were silent for a moment. Then the bald man said, “That would be ideal.”

“Well I’m not doing it. I’m not gay and I’m not letting any of your pervert clients touch me.”

“There is another way,” the man with the dyed hair said. He took a step forward and lingered over the bed. “You could put on a show. Maybe you and a friend. Just something simple but sexy. The clients can watch and hopefully that will leave them satisfied.”

“You’re all sickos, you know that?” Duncan said. He pulled his knees close to his chest and kept those covers pulled over his black satin nightie.

“We’re just trying to make sure everyone is satisfied. We can’t give your team the sponsorship until everyone satisfies the conditions of the sponsorship.”

“I can’t be the only one who hasn’t done it with one of your clients. What if I do this… show, or whatever you called it—and someone else refuses? Then did I just do it for nothing?”

“Well right now, you and one other are the only ones who haven’t satisfied the conditions,” the bald man said.

“Who?”

“Caleb Connors. Perhaps you could do your show with him, and then you can all leave with your sponsorship.”

Duncan was silent. His gut turned. Nine of his teammates (himself included) were on that island. And according to these perverts, seven of them had ‘satisfied’ clients in some way or another. Were they all crazy or was Duncan the crazy one?

He remained still, with his knees to his chest, as he watched the three men leave the hut. One of them stopped in the doorway. “If you decide to put on a show, just say the word pineapple before the show is underway, and then wait for your phone to ring once. That will let you know that the clients are watching.” He turned around and started to leave.

“And what am I supposed to do in this show, exactly?” Duncan called out.

The man stopped and turned around again. “Just satisfy the clients. I assure you that once you start, the rest will come naturally. It always does.” He turned around and left, and Duncan wondered if the conversation was real or if it had been a terrible night terror.

He got out of bed and ran to lock the doors, not that it would make any difference. Surely the men in charge had keys to all of the huts. He closed the blinds and then he remembered there were microphones and cameras everywhere. He looked around awkwardly before pulling down the skirt of his black satin nightie.

He peeked into Caleb’s bedroom. Caleb was still asleep. And then he wondered what he could do to satisfy the clients without getting Caleb involved. Or maybe it would be best to get Caleb involved. What if Duncan put on a show and then Caleb refused to satisfy the clients himself? Then no one would get anything except for shame and embarrassment. The only way to secure that sponsorship was to convince Caleb to put on a show with him.

But then what? Did that mean Duncan would have to diddle his best friend? Did that mean they would have to kiss and touch one another? Or could they just get away with masturbating next to one another. A shudder ran through Duncan’s body. What exactly did they have to do to satisfy these clients?

He went to his room to get ready, though he wasn’t sure what he was getting ready for. There was an optional brunch until noon. That must have been where most of Duncan’s teammates were, as well as these perverted clients who wanted to fuck young men dressed like women so badly.

He spent the day with a close eye on Caleb, trying to decide what he should do about his awful predicament. He looked around and saw all of his teammates slipping further into their feminized trance. And at times, he felt himself slipping further as well. He caught himself crossing his bare legs a few times, and he caught himself slipping into the bathroom to touch up his makeup. But why did he care if his makeup was touched up or not?

Caleb wasn’t like the others though. He wasn’t flirting with the clients who were constantly coming and going. He wasn’t always running off to the bathroom to apply fresh lipstick. He wasn’t allowing men to slip their arms around him, and he certainly wasn’t allowing them to reach up his skirt, like some of his other teammates. He was remaining reserved, probably waiting for the clock to run out so he could go home. Duncan wondered if Caleb knew there would be no going home until he put out in some way or another.

There were a few times throughout that day that Duncan had his chance to talk to Caleb about his encounter with the men in charge. But he couldn’t bring himself to talk about it aloud. It was too hard to admit that he was legitimately considering their request, that he fool around with one of the clients, as long as Caleb was going to do it as well.

During dinner, one client was particularly close to Caleb. He kept inching closer and closer, getting him drink after drink. The man looked at Caleb the way a sex-deprived john looked at a stunning escort. He wanted to get into Caleb’s panties. But Caleb wasn’t interested. He would excuse himself for the bathroom just so he could sit a few inches further away when he returned. When the client wasn’t looking, Caleb was pouring out the drinks. Caleb had no interest in fucking the client, and he probably had no interest in fucking any client.

So what did that mean? Did that mean it was pointless for Duncan to indulge any further? Did that mean there would be no sponsorship at the end of the sissified trip?

There was a tall, handsome man glued to Duncan’s side all night. He was nearly drooling on Duncan’s shoulder. But he was clean and well groomed and he smelled nice. If Duncan had to sleep with a man, then he wasn’t a bad choice. Surely he could just bite his tongue and close his eyes and get it over with… But there was no point if Caleb wasn’t going to put out. So at the end of the night, Duncan thanked his admirer for the company and slipped away, back to the hut for some sleep.


CHAPTER XVII

When Caleb knocked on Duncan’s bedroom door, he only tapped his fist quietly, secretly hoping Duncan would be asleep. His heart sunk into his gut when he heard Duncan’s footsteps approaching the door. It was late, so why wasn’t Duncan asleep like everyone else on the island?

But Caleb was relieved when he saw Duncan, still in his wig and his satin nightie. His legs were still shaved smooth and he even still had a bit of mascara on his eyelashes, making his eyes look much more feminine. “Hi,” Caleb said quietly, hoping not to wake up anyone who might be watching through the many hidden cameras in the hut.

“What’s up?” Duncan asked, looking down at Caleb. Caleb wasn’t wearing his usual night slip. Instead, he was wearing something a bit more risqué: a tight black lace one-piece with a deep V that nearly touched his crotch. The outfit did nothing to cover his legs or bum or arms, but it did have a built-in choker to hide the slight bulge of his Adam’s apple. “Your nightie in the wash or something?”

“Yeah, this was the next best thing,” Caleb said.

But Caleb was lying. The nightie was clean and hanging in one of his closets. He was wearing that lacy one-piece because he figured it would go further in satisfying the clients. If he was going to go through with their lewd request, then he wanted to make sure everything would be right. It would be a shame to throw himself out of his comfort zone just to be told it wasn’t enough.

The men in charge paid him a visit during dinner, while he was in the bathroom staring at himself in the mirror, killing time before he could return to the hut to go to sleep. The three of them walked into the bathroom and locked the door behind them. They fanned out and stared at Caleb like a group of mobsters about to carry out a hit. “Whether or not your team gets this sponsorship is up to you, Caleb,” one of the men said, and then they explained the situation: everyone had satisfied the requirements except for Caleb and Duncan. And they gave him the same options that they gave to Duncan: sleep with a client or put on a show for the cameras.

Caleb couldn’t stand the thought of sleeping with a client. He was shocked when the men in charge told him that almost all of his other teammates had done it—and apparently they’d done it without being asked. “Most people do it without being asked,” said one of the men. Caleb couldn’t believe what he was hearing, even though he’d seen it with his own eyes. Earlier that night, during one of his trips to the bathroom, he walked in on Ronnie being fingered in the ass by a tall, broad man. Ronnie was moaning with his big erection pushing out against the skirt of his dress. He was too deep in his state of euphoria to even notice Caleb in the doorway. Caleb went and used the men’s bathroom instead.

But sleeping with a man wasn’t the worst thought that Caleb could think of. Letting his whole team down was much, much worse. They were all counting on him, whether they knew it or not. And he couldn’t stand the thought of being the one to leave them empty-handed, with nothing but sore asses and some useless makeup techniques.

“What is it?” Duncan asked as he stood with heavy eyes in his bedroom doorway.

“Can I come in?” Caleb asked, feeling awfully exposed in his lacy one-piece. Duncan stepped aside so Caleb walked in. The air in the room was cool. Duncan had a window open and the ceiling fan was spinning, making Caleb’s hair dance slightly. “How badly do you want to go home?” Caleb asked.

“Badly,” Duncan said.

The room became silent for a moment. Caleb’s gaze drifted around to nothing in particular. He forced an awkward laugh. “You know they told me that we won’t get the sponsorship unless I sleep with someone,” he said. It was harder to say than he expected.

“Same,” Duncan said. Hearing Duncan say it was a massive relief, but it didn’t stop his heart from pounding aggressively into his ribcage.

“They said I could just put on a show for the cameras,” Caleb said.

“They told me the same thing,” Duncan said.

Both men stood still in that room. A cold tingle ran down Caleb’s spine. Could he do it? Was it worth a sponsorship? Was it worth his teammates’ satisfaction? “We could always just pretend,” Caleb said, almost whispering, hoping that no one was listening. “Like, it’s dark enough right now that no one will be able to see that we aren’t really doing anything.”

“Like a stage play,” Duncan said, also keeping his voice down, probably just as aware of the hidden microphones and cameras in the room

“Exactly. Like a stage play. They taught us how to stage kiss in drama class last year. It’s really easy.”

There was another long silence. This one lasted well over a minute. The cold air suddenly felt colder on Caleb’s skin.

“So should we just do it then?” Duncan asked. Caleb’s heart skipped a beat. He took a deep breath.

“Sure,” Caleb said.

“So how do we start?”

“I was told to just say a word and that would set off their alarms, or whatever,” Caleb said.

“They told me the same thing. Pineapple?”

“Pineapple.”

Even though nothing changed in the room, Caleb could feel a sudden presence watching him—a gaze burning on every angle of his body. He knew they were watching—maybe they were always watching, but now he was sure of it. He looked around, unable to see any of the hidden cameras. He knew they couldn’t talk about faking it anymore without risking everything. Now he just had to act.

He stepped forward. Duncan did the same thing. Caleb awkwardly reached out and put his hands on Duncan’s hips. He looked into Duncan’s eyes and felt another small wave of relief: at least Duncan actually looked like a girl. He leaned forward. Duncan put a hand on Caleb’s cheek and they nestled their noses together. They didn’t kiss but they remained still in their stage kiss position. Caleb kept his eyes closed tight. He open them briefly to make sure Duncan also had his eyes closed. He did.

Caleb made a point of moving his hands up and down, pulling Duncan in a bit closer, trying to make it look like they were really making out, and not like they were two people standing completely still with their faces pressed together. But while Caleb was gently caressing Duncan’s body, he couldn’t help but notice how soft Duncan was. His nightie was soft but his skin was soft, too. And he was warm, radiating a pleasant heat. He had curves where women had curves: a narrow waist, wider hips, and so on. His body reacted to Caleb’s touch: tensing and relaxing, his chest heaving. It was a lot like caressing a woman’s body. In fact, Caleb couldn’t discern any difference at all between Duncan and a woman, even a second later when he opened his eyes and watched Duncan’s face. He was impressively feminine. It was no wonder all those clients wanted to sleep with him so badly.

But Caleb reminded himself that Duncan wasn’t a woman—he was his male teammate. He was just doing this for the other guys. They were both just doing it for the other guys.

And then Duncan put his hands on Caleb’s sides and started caressing. His hands felt like female hands: small and gentle. He felt up his lacy sides and then he landed those hands on Caleb’s bare hips, his fingers curled around onto Caleb’s bare ass. He squeezed gently before doing it all again: caressing up his sides and then landing back on his exposed hips. It felt nice. Caleb felt strangely sexy.

And then Duncan repositioned his face slightly, maybe to get a breath of air, but then their lips ended up touching. Caleb tried to fake a kissing motion. It wasn’t until a few seconds later that he realized there was literally no difference between his fake kissing motions and real kissing. He had just started to kiss his friend. And his friend had started to kiss back. It didn’t seem so weird though. It felt strangely natural, and Caleb knew that it probably looked much better for the people watching—far more satisfying.

Duncan pulled Caleb in closer. He was now caressing Caleb’s back and bare bum. It felt nice—too nice. Caleb could feel that niceness culminating between his legs. He was becoming erect. He tried his hardest to will away the erection, but it was useless. He was throbbing and growing fast. His crotch was pressed up against Duncan’s crotch, and it was only a matter of time before Duncan noticed. He knew it was going to be embarrassing. So he bit his tongue and closed his eyes and prayed that Duncan would just pretend not to notice, and that he would forget once the whole act was over with.

But instead of ignoring it, Duncan did something Caleb wasn’t expecting: he reached down and slipped his fingers over it. He clutched it firmly and gently massaged it between his fingertips. Now Caleb stood stiff, not sure whether it was just part of the act or if Duncan was getting carried away, the way all of their other teammates had gotten carried away.


CHAPTER XVIII

Duncan froze as soon as he realized what he was doing—and what he was touching. His fingers were curled around a cock. There was only a thin layer of lace between Duncan’s skin and the skin of Caleb’s erection. He kept his eyes closed and he took a deep breath. He wanted to let go of the cock quickly but he didn’t want to ruin the show for the people watching through the hidden cameras.

But Caleb wasn’t stopping him. He wasn’t swatting his hand away or pulling back. He was just letting Duncan stroke his cock. Maybe he was liking it, or maybe he was just committing to the role.

But Duncan knew that now wasn’t the time to make a scene. They’d come this far. They only needed to awkwardly fumble through another fifteen minutes of this. But he knew that the people watching would surely be hoping for more than just some kissing and a bit of fondling. They would probably want sucking, maybe even penetration. Or maybe they were fine with simple kissing and touching… but it would be a shame to find out they wanted more after suffering through fifteen minutes of kissing and sensual touching.

Duncan really didn’t want to let his teammates down. They were already mad at him for risking their chance at a big sponsorship. And it really was a big sponsorship: a chance for all of them to work their dream job, to spend their days training instead of working dead-end jobs. He wasn’t about to be the one to crush everyone’s dreams, even if he thought they were all insane and even somewhat shallow-minded.

So he sunk down to his knees slowly and found himself looking right at the throbbing bulge between Caleb’s legs. Caleb looked down at him with red cheeks and nervous eyes. But Caleb wasn’t stopping him. They both knew what needed to happen to ensure the sponsorship. Duncan carefully reached forward and pulled aside the lacy bottoms of the one-piece, letting that throbbing erection spring out. It was bigger than he expected—bigger than it looked with that lace covering it. It was intimidating. It looked warm. He reached out slowly, noticing his trembling fingers. He took a deep breath and looked back up at his beautiful red-cheeked friend. Then he slipped his fingers around the throbbing girth and tightened that grip.

It wasn’t as bad as he expected. He thought it would be gross. He thought it would be awkward and uncomfortable. But even Caleb’s cock felt strangely feminine in his hand, just like the rest of Caleb’s body. He gave it a few strokes, watching as Caleb’s foreskin pulled back and forth over his bulbous tip. He tightened his grip and watched as Caleb sighed with a bout of euphoria. He liked it. He was really pleasing his friend—just what the men in charge wanted.

It was only a couple of minutes before he had the urge to bring that cock to his lips. He gently pressed the tip against his lips and then he carefully stuck the tip of his tongue out, teasing Caleb’s cock. Caleb was rock-hard, throbbing intensely. His legs were trembling with nerves and his cheeks were still dark red. But he was still sighing gently with euphoria. “Can I suck it?” Duncan asked, his voice quiet with nerves.

“I guess so,” Caleb said.

So Duncan slowly opened his mouth and allowed Caleb to enter. Caleb reached down and held Duncan’s head with both of his hands, as if he was holding a blow-up sex doll still. Then he started to gently thrust his throbbing erection into Duncan’s mouth. It slid on his tongue, but again, it wasn’t nearly as gross as he was expecting. In fact, it didn’t seem gross at all. It seemed strangely natural, and strangely satisfying. Caleb’s cock nestled itself perfectly on the flat of Duncan’s tongue.

Once again, Duncan found himself caressing Caleb, this time running his hands up and down his smooth legs while Caleb’s cock explored the inside of his mouth. He rose his hands up and cupped Caleb’s butt cheeks, and then he found himself doing something he couldn’t explain or understand: pressing the tip of his pointer finger into Caleb’s butthole. And once again, Caleb wasn’t stopping him. Caleb clenched at first, and then he allowed Duncan to push that finger in deep. Then Duncan felt Caleb’s cock hardening in his mouth. He didn’t even realize it could get any harder.

“I’m so sorry,” Caleb said. He had his eyes closed tight. His cheeks were an even darker shade of red now.

“Sorry for what?” Duncan asked.

“I’m going to come. I’m so sorry,” he said.

“Don’t be sorry. Just come in my mouth.” Duncan closed his lips tightly around Caleb’s girth. And a second later, he felt the warm goo filling his mouth, coating the back of his neck. He nearly gagged but he managed to keep it all in. He waited until the final blast before swallowing the whole load. He sucked the last drop from Caleb’s cock and swallowed that too.

Now the young femboys were looking at one another, both with red cheeks. “Now what?” Caleb said. “Is that enough?”

Duncan shrugged.

“Maybe it’s better to be safe than sorry,” Caleb said, his eyes glowing. He looked away, still shy. Duncan didn’t have to ask what Caleb meant—he already knew. Caleb was suggesting anal sex.

So Duncan stood up slowly and turned Caleb around. Caleb didn’t resist. He even bent himself over the bed, spreading his legs wide enough that he could stand confidently. He wobbled slightly with his shaking legs. Duncan ran his hands up and down Caleb’s perfect legs before pulling aside that lacy strip of fabric hiding his butthole. He bent over and ran his tongue over the hole. He spread Caleb’s cheeks with both hands and then he spat into Caleb’s gape. He fished his cock out from his panties. He didn’t need any time to get hard—he was already throbbing and erect. He pressed his tip to Caleb’s hole and said, “Are you ready?”

“Yeah,” Caleb said.

Duncan pushed in. There wasn’t much resistance. Caleb wanted it badly. He clenched a few times as Duncan sunk deep, but he released quickly. It was only fifteen seconds or so before Duncan had his pelvis pressed against Caleb’s bum, and his whole cock inside of Caleb’s body. “How does it feel?” Duncan asked nervously.

There was a short silence. “So good,” Caleb said with a slight moan.

Duncan started to pump his friend’s ass. If this wasn’t enough for the men in charge, then nothing would be. Surely this would be enough. And if not, then oh well—it was fun. Duncan was feeling better than ever before. He finally felt relaxed. He finally felt like he didn’t have to worry about what anyone thought. He was just having fun with his friend.

He slammed his cock in deep. He kept his head bent forward to watch his cock sliding in and out of that tight hole. His long hair fell in front of his eyes, but he didn’t push it back. He kind of liked it. Maybe he would grow some long hair of his own: complete with some cute bangs. Maybe he would try out a lighter colour than the dark brown he’d been sporting all week on that island.

“Please come in me,” Caleb managed to say before his moaning became too intense. His legs were shaking intensely. Duncan had to hold him up while he pumped his behind.

“Are you sure?” Duncan asked.

“Yeah. Fucking come in me. Please. I want your come inside of me.”

So, Caleb tightened his grip and pumped harder. He didn’t last much longer. He tried to make the moment last as long as possible, but it felt too good. Caleb’s asshole was the perfect tight, warm hole for his cock. He ended up unloading deep inside of his friend. Caleb groaned in pure euphoria. And then the act was over. They both flopped over onto the bed to catch their breath. They looked into each other’s eyes and smiled. “That was kind of fun,” Caleb said.

“It wasn’t bad,” Duncan said. He laughed and then he caught himself kissing his friend on the lips.

They fell asleep together, and when they woke up, they could hear all of their teammates outside. Duncan peeked out the window and saw everyone gathering in the meeting area, everyone dressed as men—no wigs or makeup or heels to be seen. He looked over and saw the blinking red light on the phone. There was a message. It was from one of the men in charge. “Your plane will leave at noon. We hope you enjoyed your time on our island, and we look forward to sponsoring the rest of your season, and future seasons.” Duncan looked at the time. It was already 11:45—not enough time to get properly undressed and cleaned up.

So Caleb and Duncan went out to the meeting area still in their makeup and the first clothes they could find. Caleb wore a black cocktail dress and Duncan wore a floral sundress. No one looked at them strangely, even though they were all dressed as men. Ronnie walked up to Duncan and kept his voice low. “You know you don’t have to dress up anymore, right?” he said.

“We were in a rush,” Duncan said.

A few seconds later, one of the men in charge came around the bend. “Your plane is ready to take off. Is everyone here? Could everyone follow me?”

It all happened so fast: they walked down the path to the airstrip and then they were hardly on the plane for thirty seconds before it started moving, getting in position to take off. Duncan watched as Caleb slipped into the bathroom to wash off his makeup, and Duncan felt strangely sad about the fact the whole thing was over.

Everyone stared out the windows as the little island disappeared into the ocean. Everyone was silent. The moment was strangely sombre. Once the island was out of sight, an overwhelming silence took over. No one spoke a word. It was twenty minutes before Bobby stood up and walked up to the front of the plane.

“Hey everyone,” he said. Everyone was already looking his way. “I just want to say—and I know some of you will make fun of me, and I don’t care—that I want to be a woman. When we land back in New York, I plan on going to the store to buy some makeup and clothes.”

Surprisingly, no one laughed. The plane remained silent. And then Larry stood up. “Me too,” he said. “And if anyone makes fun of me, I’ll leave this team and you won’t have your star runner anymore. And if anyone makes fun of Bobby, I’ll beat you to the ground.”

There was another silence. And then Ronnie stood up. “I want to be a girl too, but I also still want to be a guy.” He looked around at everyone, his face red and his eyes wide with fear. “Some days I may come to practise as a girl, and some days I’ll be there as a guy. I, uh, know that’s weird but that’s what I’m going to do.”

Everyone just nodded. Then other teammates took turns making similar announcements. One of the guys wanted to stay a guy, but he wanted to date one of the girly boys. There was a sweet moment as he asked her out on a date and she said yes. And then Duncan’s heart skipped a beat as Caleb stood up.

“Other teams are going to mock us,” he said. “We’ll be the laughing stock of the league.” Everyone was silent as they listened. “So it’s going to be more important than ever before that we win all of our games. I can’t think of a better way to rub it in their faces.” He smiled and looked at Duncan. Duncan smiled back.

Caleb and Duncan didn’t make any announcements in front of the team. They weren’t the public announcement types. Instead, they went to the mall together after the plane landed and they got a few things. They would still be Caleb and Duncan on the soccer field, and in their day-to-day lives. But in the bedroom, they would put on their lingerie and their heels.

That season, The Tigers won Nationals—the first time a team from New York won. The crowd was silent as they accepted their award—half of the team dressed up like slutty sissies. But instead of dreading those awkward silences, The Tigers learned to embrace it and even enjoy it. People didn’t have to understand it—they didn’t even have to like it. It was irrelevant what other people thought. As long as the guys on The Tigers were happy—and they were. They were happier than ever before.

THE END
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