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SAVAGE

Nash and Holland have been a couple for five years. They’re engaged and things seem perfect—until one day when Holland leaves Nash for another man: a co-worker she’d been secretly seeing for quite some time.

Now Nash wants to get back at Holland. He’s not going to let her get away with being so cutthroat. She left behind a closet full of clothes and a cupboard full of makeup, giving Nash the perfect vengeance idea: seduce Holland’s new boyfriend and film the whole thing.


CHAPTER I

I will never forget my last night with Holland—not because I will forever cherish the final few hours we spent together, but because my night was completely changed after that night.

The night started out as nothing special, though it should have been special. It was our five-year anniversary—not our wedding anniversary, our wedding was still four months away. I knew it was our anniversary, but I had nothing planned or prepared. Holland made it clear the day we started dating. “I hate anniversaries and I hate the people who obsess over them. Birthdays are pointless too. Why are we so concerned with counting how many times we go around the sun?” I always thought her hatred towards anniversaries was strange, but it never bothered me. If anything, it was nice to not have to constantly remember a long list of dates.

Our first year together, I bought her a big teddy bear on her birthday. She stared at it with contempt and then a few days later, after I found it in our storage closet, she told me that it was just a reminder that she was getting old—even though she was only twenty-four. I suppose every day is ‘getting old’ when you’re a beautiful woman in your prime. And she truly was beautiful: long brown hair, a thin, curvy body, and a face that stopped men in their tracks. In our first year together, multiple men came up to her while I was holding her hand and asked her to model for them: a constant reminder that she could have any man she wanted. But for some reason she chose me: a short, thin guy with the unfortunate inability to put on any muscle mass. 

When we first started dating, I went to the gym every day. I figured she would leave me if I didn’t bulk up; I figured she would quickly drop me for some hunk as soon as a hunk came into her life. I wanted to be that hunk. But even after eight months of daily trips to the gym, I wasn’t any bigger. By the end of those eight months, I had girls at the gym asking for my training schedule. “I would kill to have a body like yours,” one girl told me, humiliating me more than I’ve ever been humiliated—so I stopped going to the gym and I let my petite body soften back up.

It was three years into our relationship when I began to realize why she wasn’t leaving me for a hunk. She liked my short, thin body. She got drunk one night and pulled me into the bedroom. We rolled around and kissed and felt each other sensually. I was about to stick my cock into her and then she stopped me. “Put on my panties,” she said, almost slurring. She was very drunk—but so was I.

“Do what?” I asked, not sure I heard her clearly.

“Put my panties on. Fuck me wearing my panties.”

I did it, though I didn’t enjoy it. Her panties were tight, riding up my ass crack and chafing along my taint. She had the loudest orgasm I’d heard in our entire relationship. We never talked about that night. But three months later, she had a few drinks again, and then she begged me to put on her bra while she rode my cock. Again, I was also a bit drunk, so I went along with it. It was a weird feeling, but she seemed to like it.

Then, four years into our relationship, we were out for breakfast when she said, “Would you do anything for me?”

“Of course,” I said.

Her face became red and she bit down on her bottom lip. “I want to go to the mall but all of my girlfriends are busy today. Would you come with me?”

“Yeah, sure,” I said. I couldn’t figure out why her face was so red.

But for some reason, it only became redder. “Would you put on a dress and that blonde wig that I have? I’ll do your makeup.”

I’ll never forget that dread that swelled in my stomach. I shook my head quickly. “No. I’m not doing that,” I said. It was the first time her strange little fetish crept out while she was sober. I was terrified, suddenly unsure of who I was dating after four long years. After that day, I started noticing the way she looked at other girls. Sometimes she would zone out while staring at chicks, and it began to dawn on me that she might be a lesbian. Now I was worried she was going to leave me for a woman—which would have been far more embarrassing than her leaving me for a thick hunk.

It wasn’t until our fifth anniversary that her little fetish came back. I came home from work and was shocked to see that she was home early. The table was set up with candles and the lights were dimmed. She had a delicious smelling pasta sauce cooking on the stove, with a fragrant garlic bread in the oven. She hardly ever cooked. “What’s all this about?” I asked.

“It’s our anniversary, Nash,” she said.

“But you don’t care about anniversaries,” I said. Now I was nervous. I didn’t have anything, not even a cute card.

She shrugged her shoulders. “This one feels special,” she said.

She sat me down and served me a delicious plate of food. She stared into my eyes while we ate. Then she revealed a homemade cake she created for dessert. “Are you hungry for dessert?” she asked.

“Maybe in a bit,” I said.

“Want to come to the bedroom with me?”

I nodded my head and then I followed her up to the bedroom like a trained dog. I quickly got undressed. She had candles flickering in the bedroom too—she’d spent the whole day making everything perfect. I knew that I was going to have to stop at a jewellery store the next day to try to even things up. She slipped out of her clothes, revealing a perfect body clad in tight lacy lingerie.

“You look amazing,” I said. “Just as beautiful as the day we met.”

She smiled. And then her cheeks started turning red. “Maybe you could put something on for me.” She pointed to the nightstand. There was a folded stack of satin and lace: lingerie she wanted me to wear. My heart stammered. Then I noticed the wig in its little slip. In our en-suite bathroom, she already had the makeup set up.

“I don’t think that’s a great idea,” I said.

“Just do it for me,” she said, smiling.

I squirmed. “Why do you even want it?” I asked.

“Because I do.”

I groaned and squirmed again. I took a deep breath. “Fine,” I said. “Let’s do it—just this once.” So she sat me down in front of the mirror. For the next thirty minutes, she brushed and drew on my face, putting on everything from concealer to eyeliner. She carefully put a blonde wig on my head and then she spent another fifteen minutes using an iron to make some loose curls. In her pile of lingerie was a corset, which went on first. It was tight, almost sucking the life out of me. She already had gel inserts for the lingerie top, giving me the illusion of bouncing breasts.

But that wasn’t all. She went into the closet and retrieved a pair of black heels in my size. “But don’t but them on yet,” she said. “First, you need to shave.”

“Shave? I have to go to work tomorrow, Holland. I can’t shave.”

“Please,” she said. “Just do it for me. You can wear pants for a couple of weeks. No one will notice.”

Begrudgingly, I shaved. I shaved my legs and my crotch and my chest and my armpits and even my arms. I felt so humiliated—and so foolish. I knew this was a bad idea. I knew that this wasn’t going to end well. She would see me all dolled up and lose all respect for me. Maybe that’s why our relationship lasted so long: because I’d resisted her sissification attempts. Now, I wouldn’t be a man in her eyes. Now, I would be the guy who dressed up like a girl for her: some loser sissy who wasn’t worth her incredible beauty.

She got me dressed up, and then she told me to hop on the bed. I wanted to scratch my stomach, but the corset was too tight—I couldn’t even get my fingertips under it. She went to the closet and rummaged around for something. I looked away, awkwardly adjusting my fishnet stockings and my tight lace choker. My God, I’d never been so humiliated. This was ten times worse than when the girl at the gym asked for my workout routine.

My girlfriend turned around, revealing a long cock strapped around her hips, bouncing and bobbing. It was longer than me by a couple of inches—and much thicker too. I was suddenly speechless: horrified as I watched the cock sway in the air. “Turn onto your stomach,” she said.

I shook my head. “We’re not doing that,” I said.

“Please. You’ll like it.”

“No I won’t. Put it away. I put on your clothes—isn’t that enough?” I asked.

“Please, Nash?” she said.

I took another deep breath. Now I was filled with a mixture of horror and guilt. It was dawning on me that I would never be able to make Holland happy. If this was what she wanted, I couldn’t give it to her.

“Just take it off and let’s have normal sex,” I said.

“Just try it,” she said.

I groaned and I squirmed and I sighed. I stared at the cock and felt ill. This was quickly turning into one of the worst nights of my life. “Promise not to stick it all the way in?” I asked. “Not even halfway—just a few inches, if that will make you happy.”

She nodded her head. And then, with regret already churning in my stomach, I rolled onto my belly. She hopped onto the bed as I closed my eyes. I kept them closed for the next fifteen minutes.

She didn’t stick to her promise. She pressed that lubricated tip into my asshole, through the access hole that was designed into the black lacy panties I was wearing. It took her a minute to penetrate me. I moaned and groaned as she entered my body. Then she sunk her shaft down deep, making me clench all over. She was slow to enter, grasping my hips with both of her hands. I could feel her smiling: that smile was the only reason I was going through with this torture.

A part of me wanted to cry, though I wasn’t quite sure why. Maybe I knew that was our last night together. Maybe I knew the last shard of my masculinity was being tossed out the window. How could I ever look at myself again? How could I ever be with a woman again, knowing that I’d been fucked in the ass by a long strap-on cock? She pushed it down: deeper and deeper, until her pelvis was touching my ass.

Now I was angry: furious that she didn’t listen to my one request. But I was too humiliated to move or speak up. She started thrusting while I lay limp. That cock slid in and out of my body, stretching me wide. I groaned and tried to fight back the urge to cry. My future wife was plunging me with a fake cock. This was what she wanted from me all along, and it was the last thing I wanted. Our relationship was doomed from the start.

She fucked me for fifteen minutes, until I was completely defeated. I heard her giggling, as if my discomfort was amusing to her. The worst thing happened after ten minutes: it started to feel good. A euphoria started swelling in me: the worst euphoria imaginable. A tingling started to grow in the tip of my cock, and then I became erect. I fought away the urge to moan. I was already embarrassed enough. But a moan slipped out, and I knew she heard it because it made her fuck me harder: ravaging me from behind. It felt so good that I nearly screamed out in pleasure. Instead, I bit down on my tongue and prayed that the act would end. Then she pulled out and spread my butt cheeks, looking down my gaping hole, which I could no longer clench shut. “You did so good,” she said. I wasn’t able to reply. “What’s wrong? Didn’t that feel good? Didn’t you like it?”

I just shook my head. I managed to roll out from underneath her. I locked myself in the bathroom. She gently knocked on the door. “Just admit that you liked it,” she said.

“If you ever do this again, I’m done,” I replied without unlocking the door. And then I stared at my reflection: the worst part of the whole night. I could now see why Holland liked me. I could see what she had been seeing for five years. I looked like a girl. I had the face of a girl, not so different from her own: big eyes, plump lips, soft jawline, perky cheekbones, and a small nose. Even my body was unfortunately feminine—even more so than I always suspected.

This is what she wanted from me. And if I stayed with her, I knew it would only get worse. It wouldn’t be long before this bedroom role reversal became a monthly activity, and then a weekly one—and then it would be the only sex we had. It was what she was working towards all along.

My heart was pounding. I felt like I was going to vomit. I opened the medicine cabinet and looked for something to soothe my anxiety. I knew that I had an old Ativan prescription somewhere. But I ended up finding something else: a small bottle of little orange pills, with no label. I stared closely at the pill and read the little identifier: A2-33. Later that night, when Holland was asleep, I looked the pill up online, searching ‘orange pill A2-33’. I was horrified by the result.

It was a testosterone blocker, used predominantly for gender change treatments. Where Holland got it—I had no idea. What she was using it for—I had a little bit of an idea. The next morning, she brought me my morning coffee. I declined it. Then I left for work, and I didn’t return home, going to a motel instead once my shift was over. I spent the next week in a motel, ignoring her calls and text messages. At the end of that week, I returned to the house, hoping to talk with her and figure out what the hell was going on. But she wasn’t home.

A note was left on the kitchen table. “Nash, I tried to call you but you didn’t pick up. I’m leaving you. It’s obvious that you’re not happy with me and I don’t want to be the reason for your misery. I’ve already packed my things. A truck will come for them in the morning.” But her things were already gone. The note must have been a few days old already.

Just like that, after five years together, we were split up.


CHAPTER II

I tried calling her, but she didn’t pick up. I tried texting, but she didn’t text back. It seemed as though I’d angered her by leaving for a motel without any warning. Maybe I’d embarrassed her by running out on her after she opened up about her strange sexual fantasies. Now, I had more regret fluttering inside of me than ever before. Maybe I should have just let her fuck me in the ass whenever she wanted to fuck me in the ass. Was it really so bad? It was embarrassing, but it didn’t hurt. Near the end it even felt good—maybe I should have just gone with it, and I would still have a beautiful fiancée, way out of my league.

But instead I was single and afraid and alone. I made a huge mistake, which was seeming more and more obvious by the day. I had no idea where Holland had gone. Was she really gone? Did we have a chance at getting back together? Did she just need some space? Would she eventually answer my twenty text messages?

It was ten days after our fifth anniversary when my heart broke into a million pieces. I was scrolling through Facebook, which I hadn’t done in almost two years, when I saw her name pop up in the worst way imaginable. ‘Armando is now in a relationship with Holland. Click here to congratulate them!’ My stomach churned and my head throbbed. I’d met Armando a few times. He was one of Holland’s co-workers at her previous job. I would see him at staff Christmas parties and he once came to our house for a cocktail party that Holland put on.

I clicked on his profile, hoping he was in a relationship with a different Holland—not my Holland. But there she was, kissing him on the lips in his profile photo: my fiancée, the girl who accepted my marriage proposal just one year before. I wanted to cry. I wanted to scream at the top of my lungs. But instead, I just sat in silence, unable to produce a tear or an ounce of fury. My heart was shattered and my emotions were gone. Surely she’d been seeing him behind my back. Surely they didn’t just suddenly get into a relationship within ten days of us breaking up.

I tried calling her. Her number was disconnected. I tried messaging her on Facebook, but Facebook told me that I was blocked from contacting her. Just like that, I was cut out from her life, as if the last five years never happened.

That night, I went into the bathroom and threw up.

Then I went into our bedroom and stared at all of our things: our pictures and our memories from past vacations. She still had clothes in our closet—apparently clothes she didn’t want: garbage she was hoping I would take out for her.

One moment I was sad, the next I was furious. I threw a glass at a wall and it shattered into a million little shards. I had no idea what I was supposed to do. How would I ever be able to love again? How could I ever trust a woman again?

To make matters worse, my body hair still hadn’t grown back. I still had the body of a sixteen-year-old girl. How was I supposed to find a rebound girl with shaved legs and a petite body? I fell down on our bed—which was now my bed. I wondered for a moment if she would come back for the bed or the TV that we bought together, or maybe the sound system that she insisted we buy. And then I imagined her in Armando’s house: on his bed, watching his TV, listening to his sound system. My stomach roared and my heart wallowed. It wasn’t fair. Life was being so cruel.

It was the next night when I couldn’t handle the stress of being in the dark, not knowing what the hell happened between us. I started doing some digging, and after a couple of hours on the Internet, I managed to find Armando’s home address on an old resume he had posted on a freelancing artist website. The resume was five years old, so I had no idea if it was his current address, but it was my only lead, so I put on my coat and my boots and I set off, with his address punched into my phone.

It was a long drive across town: made longer by the three stops I made, pulling over onto the side of the road, thinking I was going to vomit. An old lady stared at me at one stop while I bent over and tried to will my stomach to stop gargling. I just couldn’t understand what had happened. If she knew she was going to leave me—if she had another relationship brewing with another man—why would she humiliate me with her lingerie and her strap-on? Was all of that just to destroy my ego so I would never meet a girl as good as her? Did I do something to make her want to ruin me?

I got to Armando’s house. He lived in a big house on a quiet, tree-lined street. A black BMW was parked out front. Holland’s little Honda was parked in the driveway. For the first time in days, I was close to her. I finally had hope that I could talk to her, though I wasn’t sure what good the hope was. I’d already seen photos of her kissing Armando. In five years, she never let me post pictures of us kissing.

Armando was nothing like me. He was tall with big muscles: the exact type of guy that I was always afraid she would leave me for—before I started to worry that she would leave me for a woman. He was rich and successful, already one of the top guys at the company he used to work at with Holland. I parked a few houses down, so I could have time to prepare my speech. But really, I needed time to figure out what I was hoping to accomplish. Did I want her to take me back? Did I want to chew her out for betraying me? Did I want to sabotage her somehow—maybe by telling Armando about her secret fetish of dressing guys up and pegging them in the ass?

I got out from my car, still unsure of what I was going to say. I approached the house. Before walking up the walkway, I noticed an upstairs light was on, but none of the others. Were they already getting ready for bed? Instead of going to the door, I crept around the house, making my way into the large backyard, which was sloped upwards. From the back of the dark yard I had a good view into the bedroom window. And looking through that window was one of the biggest mistakes of my life.

The curtains were open. Why would they be closed? Armando had large privacy bushes all around his well-maintained yard. The only way to see into that bedroom was from the backyard, and he probably assumed no one would be sneaking around in his fenced yard in the middle of the night, in that nice, rich neighbourhood.

Holland was on her knees, on his bed. He was standing up, head nearly touching his ceiling. His long cock was out and she was stroking it, leaning her head in close. After five seconds, I already felt like dying. I wanted to collapse and cry, but for some reason I kept watching. I watched as she sunk that cock into her mouth and sucked, bobbing her head back and forth while he pulled her long brown hair. How long had this been going on? Surely longer than ten days…

She sucked furiously, making his face turn red. She grabbed his thighs for support, getting his entire length down her slutty throat. He began to thrust, face fucking my ex-fiancée. Now she was reaching one hand down between her thighs, rubbing her clit as if she liked it. “Why?” I muttered to myself.

Then he pulled out and covered her face with a huge load of cum. She opened her mouth, accepting some onto her tongue before swallowing—something she hardly ever did for me. Then he grabbed her chin and tilted her head up. The worst part of it all came next. I watched as her lips mouthed the words ‘I love you’. My heart was officially broken beyond repair.

Did she really love him? If that was the case, then surely they’d been together for more than ten days. Surely she’d been cheating on me, living a double life. It would explain the many late nights at work and the ‘office parties’ that I was strangely never invited to.

My sadness quickly fizzled into anger, and then I found myself with a hard desire to get revenge. I snuck back to my car and drove off, already inventing evil plots in my head. Some of my ideas were downright illegal. I didn’t want to go to prison, but I wanted to make her pay for what she’d done to me.


CHAPTER III

I was angry. Who could blame me? Five years of my life had been wasted, and the girl who wasted them didn’t even seem to care. It was just a joke to her. Maybe she had been seeing guys the whole time. Maybe she just kept me around for my money and the hope that I would one day let her fuck me in the ass. Hell, I probably even paid for that strap-on and that lingerie without even realizing it.

So I felt justified when I sat in my car outside of Armando’s house the next morning, waiting for him to leave for work so I could figure out where his office was. But he didn’t go to the office. Instead, he went to a gym a few blocks away. I watched through the window as he pumped some iron and ran on a treadmill. A sexy young woman came in wearing a tight pink outfit. Armando’s gaze drifted over to her a number of times. I’m pretty sure I even saw him wink at her once—he definitely smiled.

Then I followed him to work. I parked my car in his parking garage and then I went all the way the elevator with him, wearing a pair of non-prescription glasses and a ball cap. He worked on the top floor, in a nice corner office of the company’s new headquarters. As I lingered in the lobby, I overheard someone congratulating him on his new position as president of the company.

I went out for lunch and then I spent the afternoon sitting in my car, in that parking garage. He finished work around 3:00 PM, but he didn’t go straight home. Instead, he went with a few friends to a bar, a few miles away. I slipped into the bar and took a seat in the dark far corner. I watched him as he had a few drinks, his gaze occasionally latching onto one of the girls in the joint. He clearly had a soft spot for young, pretty girls.

I got an idea when I saw him staring at a stunning young blonde—who was clearly an escort. What if I paid her to seduce him? What if I got her to film the whole thing on her phone so I could send the video to Holland and humiliate her?

I liked the idea. It brewed in my head for an hour, and then I decided to act on it. The escort got up to use the bathroom. I sprung up and followed her, waiting outside the girl’s bathroom until she came out. Then I pulled her aside. My heart was pounding. My face was probably bone white. I had beads of hot sweat on my forehead and beads of cold sweat on the back of my neck. “I’m sorry, but are you an escort?” I asked.

She stared into my eyes. She couldn’t have been older than nineteen. “So what?” she asked.

“I was wondering if I could pay you to do something. It’s kind of weird.”

“Weird costs money,” she said.

I nodded my head. My heart throbbed harder. What if she was a cop? What if I was falling for a trap? My life was already mostly ruined—could it possibly get any worse? “There’s a guy here. I want you to seduce him, take him to a room, and film the whole thing. And then I want that video.” I was breathing quickly, probably looking like a complete lunatic.

Her eyes were wide and her skin was pale, as if it was one of the craziest requests she’d ever heard. “He your boss or something? You trying to blackmail him?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “What difference does it make?”

“Ten thousand dollars—up front—and I’ll do it. Otherwise, it’s not worth the risk.”

I bit down on my tongue. I didn’t have ten grand. I didn’t even have a spare one grand to give to her. I figured it wouldn’t cost me more than four hundred bucks. Apparently I was wrong. “I should go,” I said. I left that bar quickly, slipping out the back without even paying my tab. So I couldn’t afford to have a prostitute do my bidding. I was going to need another strategy.

The next morning, I watched Armando at the gym again. He went to work and he went through the same routine, going to that bar, winking at pretty girls, then going home to Holland, who would bring him straight to the bedroom, making my blood boil even hotter.

I had to get back at her. I had to figure out a way to make her pay.

Suddenly, I remembered my own reflection in my bathroom mirror: the dolled up version of myself, after being fucked in the ass by the large dildo. I looked cute, and frighteningly convincing. I had a closet filled with tight outfits, and I was pretty sure that blonde wig was still stuffed in there along with the corset and the lingerie. And I knew for a fact that there was still makeup in the bathroom cupboards. What if I seduced Armando? What if I got him into the bedroom and filmed the whole thing?

I laughed nervously, but the idea didn’t seem too horrible. I knew I could look the part—it was the whole reason Holland wasted five years of my life. But could I act the part? Could I sound the part? Could I go through with seducing a man? What if he brushed me off? What if he didn’t want to cheat on Holland?

I brushed the idea off, until I was home and the curiosity was tingling through my bones. Now I was beginning to wonder if I really did ever look the part—or if my memory was just misfiring and making me confused. I went to the mirror and stared at my face. I tried to remember how I looked with concealer and eyeliner and lip-gloss and blush. I puckered my legs and tilted my head up. Then I opened a drawer and saw the little tube of concealer. No one was around, so what did I have to lose? I dabbed some onto my fingertip and started to coat my face.

The next thing I knew, I was carefully drawing eyeliner on my eyelids, rolling mascara onto my eyelashes, brushing eye shadow around my eyes. I got the wig snugged onto my head and then I primped it until it looked natural. I squeezed myself into the corset, giving me those extra curves to make my figure even more convincing. Then I found one of Holland’s tight dresses—the one she wore to her last Christmas party. It was white, covering enough of my chest while leaving my shoulders exposed. I stepped back and stared at myself for a moment as my heart throbbed with a tinge of excitement. Maybe this would work. Maybe I really could get back at her. Maybe I could ruin her little relationship—the one that ruined our whole engagement.

I had to shave again, to make my skin super smooth. Then I caught myself laughing before talking aloud in a girly voice, working on the little inflections and my tone. I didn’t have to do much to make that voice work. People were already unsure whether I was a girl or a boy when I answered the phone. I was cursed with a higher-than-normal voice, and it didn’t help that my friends in high school were mostly female, so I unintentionally picked up their little inflections.

I had a good look. Though the sight of myself all dolled up made my stomach churn. I remembered Holland’s pretty face, all lit up when she saw me girlified. And then I remembered the feeling of her long shaft sliding in and out of my asshole. I remembered that tingling pleasure that I hated so much. Now, I closed my eyes and tried to push that memory away. More memories were flooding in: dates we went on together, nights we spent holding hands, snuggled up on the couch during rainstorms. We had good memories as well as bad ones. And where were the good ones now for her? Had she forgotten, or were they never really happy memories for her? When we were cuddled together on those long, rainy nights, was she thinking about someone else? Was she thinking about Armando? Or was she maybe thinking about being cuddled up against a girl?

I bit down on my tongue and opened my eyes, staring again at myself in the mirror. I looked good—good enough for the job—but I couldn’t just show up at that grungy bar in a white cocktail dress. I had to be smoother than that.

I went to the closet and started digging around for something more subtle. Then I found a sports bra and a pair of tight workout shorts. I caught myself smirking before slipping the outfit on. Part of my bum was out, but the outfit looked good. I didn’t even need the corset to give me curves—my body looked surprisingly good without it.

I did a few little bounces and a few little poses, testing the outfit out, seeing if it was something I could wear out. I tied my hair back into a ponytail, and it still looked good. My face still looked feminine, even with the hair pulled back. It was a high quality wig, after all—an expensive unit I bought for Holland when she was trying to decide if she wanted to stay brunet or go blonde. It was made with real human hair, costing me five hundred bucks. She wore it twice. Now, I’d worn it as many times. But now, I was going to put it to good use.

I changed out from the workout outfit. I put it aside for the morning. I thought about wiping off my makeup, and then I remembered that Holland would sometimes do her makeup late at night and then she would sleep carefully on her back, to save time in the morning. I figured I could do the same thing now. Plus, I figured it would be good to stay in character, so I wouldn’t make any flubs once I was out on the battlefield.

To bed—just to stay in character—I put on one of Holland’s old nighties: a red satin number with a lacy band around the bottom. It was soft against my smooth skin. I have to admit: it was kind of nice, having such a soft fabric against my skin while I drifted off to sleep. It also served as a constant reminder that I was going to get my revenge: on both Holland and Armando. I was going to destroy both of their big egos. Holland would forever be too scared to sneak around behind a man’s back, and Armando would forever be afraid of women—unsure of which ones were really women and which were actually men in disguise.

As I fell asleep, I couldn’t help but wonder if I’d lost my mind. Had I snapped? Had I gone crazy? Possibly… Probably…


CHAPTER IV

It was 6:00 AM. I was standing in the women’s changing room of Armando’s gym, staring at myself in the mirror. I’d hardly slept, tossing and turning for five hours before getting up to stare at myself in the mirror of my en-suite bathroom: the mirror where I first saw myself as a girl. It was a nauseating sight, but now it was the sight giving me hope that I would get my revenge.

I knew Armando would arrive shortly. He worked out every morning from 6:15 to 6:45. But would he buy me as a woman? Would he recognize me from the few parties I’d met him at? If he did buy me, would he go for me?

“You can do this,” I said softly to myself in that large, empty space. My voice echoed slightly, bouncing off the many empty lockers and tile showers. I took a deep breath, then a door opened behind me.

I froze, my skin tingling. A girl stepped into the change room and headed for a locker. She was dressed in a plaid miniskirt and a tight black top, still with her golden nametag on her left breast. She even had a pouch tied around her waist: the one she used to collect tips from drunken bar patrons. She was likely just getting off her night shift at some Irish pub, getting a workout in before going to bed with the morning sunlight oozing through her curtains.

I watched her through the mirror as she went to a locker, stashed her things, and started to change. She pulled her top off and then bent over to slide down her skirt. She had a nice bum, and a nice pair of red lacy panties. She was young—no older than nineteen. She even still had some acne on her face and shoulders—but she was very pretty, the kind of girl that would have reduced me to silence as a teenager.

She reached for her bra clip and fumbled with it for a minute. Then she turned and looked back at me, so I looked away quickly, terrified she would be able to tell that I was actually a man, lingering in the women’s change room like a complete lunatic. It was thirty seconds later when she said, “Hey there.”

I bit down on my tongue and took a deep breath. Then I turned around and looked into her eyes. “Hi,” I said softly—maybe too softly to hear from across the room.

“My bra clip is stuck. Think you could help me?”

My heart stuttered. I didn’t want to get close to her. I didn’t want to give her any reason to run to the gym manager or call the police. I wasn’t there to snoop on changing girls. I was there for Armando. I nodded my head and forced myself to break free from my paralysis. I walked towards her with a forced smile on my face. She turned her back to me. I reached for the clip. Her skin was tight and smooth. She smelled like flowers and whiskey.

I grabbed the little clip and tried to wiggle it loose. It really was stuck. Finally, I got it. I carefully let her bra straps fall down. Then she pulled her bra off and turned to me, tits out. “Thanks for that,” she said with a smile. I tried not to look at her perfect, perky rack.

I nodded my head, feeling my face turning red. “No worries.”

I wanted to spend more time in that change room, going over my questionable plan in my head. But my heart was racing and pounding and stuttering. I suddenly felt sick, standing underneath a light that was probably more revealing than I wanted it to be. I had to get out of there before she realized she was staring at a man—and I had to get out of there before her beautiful, young tits gave me a hard erection in my tiny gym shorts.

So I turned around and zipped through the door, into the quiet gym. And there was Armando, across the large space, placing his towel and water bottle down on a chair as he prepared to warm himself up on the stationary bikes. That frozen terror was trickling into my bones again. The plan I’d gone through a thousand times in my head was suddenly fluttering away. Was this a stupid idea? Was I wasting my time?

Suddenly he looked over at me. Our gazes met and I became completely stiff. His lips curled into a smile, and then he winked before turning to hop onto his bike. My heart stammered and my gut churned. Maybe my disguise wasn’t so crazy. Maybe I didn’t look so bad. Maybe my plan was going to work! Or maybe I was just having some sort of delusional episode in my mental breakdown.

I walked over to a treadmill, pressed some buttons, and then I started to casually jog. I had to reach down every few seconds to make sure my shorts weren’t riding up too high. I was terrified my cock was going to fall out from my panties, out into the open where Armando and everyone else could see it. And the gel inserts in my sports bra were bouncing a bit too much for my comfort; would they pop out and fall on the floor, making me look insane? I kept my face slow, with my eyes glued to the mirror so I could watch for any wardrobe malfunctions.

Then, as I stared into the mirror, I watched him walk behind me on his way to the weight lifting equipment. His eyes moved down to my ass for a brief moment. He wasn’t even trying to be subtle—either that or he was too stupid to know there was a giant mirror in front of my face. Maybe he didn’t care. Maybe he was just trying to let me know that he was into me: putting feelers out to see if I would return the admiration.

Five minutes later, I got off the treadmill. He was on the bench press, pushing nearly twice my bodyweight up into the air. If he could lift that much, he could probably squash me dead without much effort. If he found out I was a man trying to ruin his relationship, he might actually try to kill me. The thought was terrifying, but I’d come this far and I had to keep going. I walked over to the squat rack in front of the bench press. I put a small plate on each side and then I started doing squats. There was a mirror in front of me: perfectly aligned to watch Armando. And it wasn’t long before I caught him staring at my ass, biting his bottom lip as if he was fighting the urge to grab me and stick his giant cock directly into my asshole in the middle of that gym.

I pretended not to notice him watching me. I closed my eyes for a moment, mid-squat, and tried to talk some sense into myself. What I was currently doing was unquestionably crazy: squatting in front of a bodybuilder, dressed like a slutty girl, trying to seduce him to ruin his relationship with my ex-fiancée. I still didn’t know what my end game was. Was I just trying to hurt him and Holland? Or was I trying to get Holland back? Did I think I could win her back if I proved that her hunk was actually a cheating loser? Or was this really all just about revenge?

Or was something else going on?

I shook my head and pushed the unwanted thoughts away. Then I opened my eyes and nearly screamed as I saw him standing directly behind me, standing over me with his massive body. “Do you need help?” he asked. “You’ve been down for, like, a minute.”

I stood up. “I’m okay,” I said softly, placing the bar back onto the rack.

“You look good, but your technique is a bit funny. You probably won’t get much out of each squat the way you’re lowering yourself down,” he said.

I nodded my head slowly. “Here. Take the bar again. I’ll help you.”

I tried to swallow the growing lump in my throat. I looked into his eyes, through the mirror, and he looked into mine. My legs suddenly felt weak. But I did what he said, placing the bar on my shoulder blades and standing up. I took a step back, cradling myself into him. He put his hands on my sides. “Push your butt back and straighten your back.” I followed his advice, moving into the funny position. Now my bum was pressed into his crotch. I could feel something—was it his cock? It was long and thick, pressed against my left butt cheek. “Dip down slowly,” he said. As I went down, I felt the length of the long thing in his shorts. Was he not wearing underwear? Was I really feeling his loose cock dangling in his pants?

“Okay, now come up again and keep the same posture,” he said. I came up. His shaft managed to nestle itself between my butt cheeks. “Down again,” he said. I went down, now stroking his shaft with my perked bum. I went up and down multiple times with his hands on my hips and his cock against my ass. It dawned on me after a minute that he was trying to get me to feel his cock. He was trying to show me how big he was.

I felt my face turning red. I could feel him throbbing now, as if I was getting him excited. “Okay, good,” he said, stepping back before I stimulated any more blood flow into his cock. “That was good. If you squat like that, you’ll have a Kim K butt in no time.”

I smiled. “Thanks,” I said softly, still terrified he was going to realize who I was at any moment.

Now he was quiet, looking at me. The moment lasted about ten seconds: ten very long seconds. And then he nodded his head. “Well, I should get back to my routine.” He returned to the bench press. And then I returned to the squat rack. For the next thirty minutes, I watched in the mirrors as he watched me, taking a particular interest in my ass no matter what I was doing.

I looked up at the clock and saw that it was 6:42—almost time for him to finish his workout. So I grabbed my little towel and headed for the girl’s change room. On my way out, I caught him looking at me one last time from across the mostly empty gym.

I went to my locker. I was sweaty, but not from the easy workout. I had to take a deep breath, trying to collect my racing thoughts. I went to the mirror and stared at myself again. It was strange sensation, looking into the mirror at an unrecognizable face. And that strange feeling came back each time I looked in the mirror, as if it only took a few minutes to forget how striking and convincing I was. I really looked like a woman, and Holland was able to see that long before I realized it myself.

The changing room door opened. I assumed it was the nineteen-year-old server, so I didn’t bother to look over. I just kept staring into my own eyes, trying to understand where everything went wrong.

Then suddenly, he was standing behind me. “Hey,” he said, nodding his head. He held up a water bottle. “Is this yours?” he asked. “I think you left it out there.”

It took me a moment to free myself from my sudden state of terror. I shook my head. “No. It’s not mine.”

“Oh. I’m sorry. I just saw you leave the gym and then I saw it on the floor.”

He kept staring at me, almost grinning as if he knew the bottle wasn’t mine. “Okay. Thanks,” I said.

He put the bottle down on the counter. “You looked really good out there.”

I smiled and nodded, wishing the lights in the room were dimmer.

“You’re hot,” he said.

Now I was speechless, trying to think of a way out of my own plan, which was working too well.

“I saw you looking at me. You like what you see?”

Now I had to decide between saving myself and following through with my plan. I thought it would take weeks to break through to him—but apparently I only needed twenty minutes. Maybe I was the one who needed weeks, to build up the courage to go through with my own crazy idea. And what was my idea? Now that I had his attention, what was I planning to do?

He motioned towards one of the small changing stalls, reserved for the shy girls to change. “I don’t see a ring on your finger. Want to burn a few extra calories?” 

My heart skipped. I was terrified, but I could see my glimmering opportunity. “Can I meet you in there in one minute?” I asked.

His smile grew large. He nodded his head. “Should I count?” He walked over to the stall and pulled the curtain shut. I nearly jumped up with joy—but the terror kept me down. This was my chance! I was going to get him!

I ran and grabbed my phone. I set it to record video, and then I propped it up behind my gym bag on the vanity, facing the little stall. My plan was to fool around with him a bit, try to subtle open the curtain so the camera could get him, and then tell him I had second thoughts. I only needed him to get his dick out for a second—and I didn’t even have to touch it.

With my spy recording system set up, I started towards that curtain. I pulled it open all the way, making sure it was open enough for the camera to get him. Then he grabbed the curtain and pulled it shut—and that’s when I noticed his shorts were off and his erection was out.

He was big—bigger than he looked from his backyard. His cock was almost as thick as my wrist, and almost as long as my forearm. The sight of it made me still, mouth agape. He grabbed me by the wrist and pulled my hand towards it. “I know—it’s intimidating,” he said with a big grin in his voice. He was strong. I tried to resist but he probably didn’t even notice. He put my hand on his cock and squeezed my fingers around his girth. He was warm. I was touching his cock. Now, with my free hand, I reached for the curtain, hoping to push it open for the camera. But he took my other hand and brought it down to his ball sack. “Don’t be shy,” he said. “It’s all yours for the next ten minutes.”

At least I had him talking, with that short moment of him on camera. I could get him making some noises—surely that would be enough to implicate him! I just had to get a few phrases from his mouth: a few dirty words and maybe some moaning. So I started to stroke his hard shaft. It was a weird feeling—especially weird knowing he was erect for me. I knew that I looked like a girl, but I never thought I would be able to make a man rock hard: especially a man like Armando, who could get a beautiful woman like Holland.

He was staring into my eyes, his face only a couple of feet from my face: far too close for comfort. Luckily the lighting in that small stall wasn’t great. Luckily he was too horny to be able to tell that I was actually a man: a man he’d met before on multiple occasions. But he was quiet—a silence that didn’t help my cause. I needed to get him to speak. I had to end his silence.

I pulled my hand up to his tip and squeezed, jerking him quickly, knowing that it felt good because that’s what felt good when I jerked myself off. “Do you like that?” I asked.

He nodded his head, cheeks turning red, still not talking. I took a deep breath. “Tell me how much you like it,” I said.

“It’s good,” he said softly.

I squeezed harder. “Tell me how badly you want to fuck me.”

He nodded. “I want you bad,” he whispered.

“Say it like you mean it,” I said. “Say it like you really want my tight pussy.” I squeezed hard and jerked fast, making him squirm and groan. Was the groan loud enough for the camera? Would Holland believe it to be a real groan, or would she think it was added in editing?

“I want to fuck your tight pussy so badly,” he groaned, louder—maybe loud enough for the camera.

“Tell me what you want to do to me,” I said.

“I want to bend you over and spread your tight ass. I want to stretch your little pussy wide and then I want to pound the living fuck out of you until you can’t walk. I want to make your pretty little head spin. I want to force my cock down your throat and fill your little body with hot cum.” His face was dark red now. Veins were bulging from his huge muscles. He groaned through clenched teeth. I squeezed his cock harder.

“What’s your name?” I asked.

“Armando,” he said.

“I want you to fuck me, Armando. I want you to obliterate my tiny pussy.”

“Bend over and let me fuck it,” he groaned.

“Not until you beg for it.” I jerked faster: as fast as I could. My wrist began to ache from the strain. Beads of sweat trickled down my back. He reached out and grabbed my breast, squeezing hard, apparently not able to tell he was squeezed a gel pouch.

“Let me into your little cunt. It’ll feel so good.”

“I told you to beg, Armando.”

He groaned loudly, and then I felt the hot wetness streaking up my arm and splashing against my exposed stomach. I looked down and saw that he was coming: blasting me with long strands of thick, sticky goo. I gasped: thrilled and disgusted at the same time. I made a man come! And not just any man, but a rich, successful hunk. And I had it on tape: the audio, anyway—and I would get the shot of him leaving the change room, and the shot of me covered in his warm jizz. It wasn’t perfect, but it was the best I could do—and I only needed one quick morning to get the job done.

He pulled up his pants and took a deep breath. “That was fun,” he said. “Here’s my card if you ever want to meet up during the day.”

I took the card: more evidence. “Thanks,” I said with a wink. He took off, slipping out from the changing room as if he was never there. Then I skipped over to my phone to end the recording. And that’s when my heart nearly stopped. My phone wasn’t recording. My phone was dead, showing just the logo of an empty battery. I cleaned myself up, zipped over to my car, plugged my phone into my car charger, and then I stared in horror at my video folder, which didn’t even record five seconds of that gym changing room.

I had no evidence. I’d jerked Armando off for nothing. Now I had no way to split Holland and Armando up.


CHAPTER V

I returned home and sat down on my couch, staring forward at the black screen of my television. I felt sick, still able to feel bits of Armando’s dried cum on my body. I tried cleaning it all off at the gym, but there was so much of it; I couldn’t believe how much cum that man produced.

Now, I knew I needed to take a shower: the wash off the cum and the makeup, so I could rest and figure out the next step of my plan. But I was exhausted and my mind was spinning and tingling. I couldn’t stop thinking about Armando’s giant erection, which was all for me. In a weird way, it was kind of nice to turn a man on so easily. I spent almost an entire year in the gym after meeting Holland, trying to bulk up, and not once did a girl even look over at me—but after just a couple of minutes in an almost empty gym, I had Armando drooling over me. Maybe Holland was right in thinking that I made a good girl. Maybe I made a better girl than I made a guy.

I took a deep breath and let my head rest back. I tried to force myself to think about Holland and how angry I was with her. But now, as I thought about her, I could only think about that last night we spent together: the night that she dolled me up and made me realize how beautiful I was as a woman. I tried not to think about that night. I tried to think about how hurt I was a few days later, when I found that note on the table. But the memory of my own reflection kept coming back to me. I couldn’t convince myself to care about Holland or her stupid relationship with Armando. But I couldn’t just give up now. I’d put in so much work. I’d jerked the man off, and I wasn’t about to let that become meaningless and pointless.

So I took my shower, letting the hot water wash away the cum and the makeup. I closed my eyes and tried to clear my head, to make room for a new plan. But what needed to happen was obvious. I had Armando’s card and I knew he was willing to meet up. I just needed to call that number and set up a sex date. I knew he was sneaking around behind Holland’s back, so I knew I wouldn’t have to put up with formalities like drinks or dates or courting. I could offer to meet him in a hotel room and I knew he would show up. I just needed to beat him there, to set up a hidden camera—and maybe a backup camera, in case the first one fails on me again.

Once I was cleaned up, I spent a few minutes practising my voice. Then I called the number on his card. I got through to his assistant: a girl with a young, ditsy voice. I wondered if he was fucking her as well. “Can I speak to Armando, please?” I asked.

“He’s working right now. Can I pass along a message for you?” the girl asked.

“Just tell him it’s the girl from the gym, and I want to talk to him,” I said.

The girl was silent, maybe finding out her boy toy was fooling around behind her back. Maybe I was doing some extra damage to Armando, even though he wasn’t my primary target. The girl said nothing else. The phone rang for a moment and then Armando came on the line. “I didn’t think you were going to call,” he said, without even a hello.

“Why not?” I asked, suddenly speaking softly and quietly, even though I’d practised my voice. For some reason the sound of his deep, muscular voice made me feel weak and intimidated. I was afraid that he would figure me out, afraid he would want nothing to do with me, ruining my plan. But was it really my plan that I cared about? I shook my head and forced myself to stay on track.

“You were shy at the gym. I thought maybe I scared you a little bit. I can be a bit scary.”

“You don’t scare me,” I said. I thought about his big, thick cock; it was a bit scary—I have to admit.

“No?” he said. “So then we should meet again. Maybe for a drink after work today. I get off at 2:45.”

“What if we skipped the drinks?” I asked. “There’s a motel on 5th Street. Want to meet there?”

He was quiet for a moment. “5th Street? I think I know the one. I can be there by 3:30.”

“Good,” I said, smiling. He was almost too easy to manipulate—too easy to set up. I couldn’t help but worry that I was setting myself up, putting myself in a position that would compromise my own life (or what was left of it). It would be so easy for him to take my own video and release it to the world—or just snap a picture of me all dolled up to send to my friends and family.

But I knew I had to go through with it. I just had to get him in the room, naked and erect, unsuspecting of the camera recording him. I could come into the room and stroke his cock for a minute, and then I could run off. I didn’t have to go any further than I’d already gone.

I had a few hours left to figure out the finer details. I made sure my phone was plugged in and charging. Then I grabbed an old phone and got it charged as well. It didn’t have data, but the camera worked just fine—fine enough to be a backup camera.

Then it was time to find an outfit. I went into the closet and began digging through Holland’s old outfits. In the back of the closet was where she kept her lingerie. I sorted through sheer lacy options and tight latex until I got to the loose satin: the only option that could conceivably hide my cock. But even the satin didn’t do a great job of hiding my bulge. It was so light that my bulge couldn’t stop it. But I did find a pair of lacy panties that were tight enough to hold me in place. And I found a skirt that was able to hide the bulge that was leftover: a gold and black cheerleading skirt that I never knew Holland owned. It had a matching halter-top, which was perfect to hide the fact that my breasts weren’t real. So only my arms, mid-section, and legs were exposed: all of my most feminine assets.

But I wanted to perfect the finer details. I found a bottle of black nail polish. I spent thirty minutes painting my fingernails and toenails. Then I found one of Holland’s old lace chokers: a small touch to help hide my subtle Adam’s apple. I spent a good forty minutes putting on a pair of fake eyelashes: the same ones Holland used to wear when she went out to her parties—the ones I was never invited to. The eyelashes felt strange, but they looked nice, making my big eyes look even bigger and brighter. I caught myself smiling.

I had to admit it to myself: dressing up was actually kind of fun. There were so many different looks to achieve. Holland had so many different outfits that were all sexy in their own way. And what did I have as a man? Suits? Dress shirts? Everything was so boring, and no matter what I wore, I never turned a single woman’s head. Now, I knew I could go out and make jaws drop to the ground. I knew I could seduce any man with enough effort—or maybe no effort at all. I stepped back from the mirror to get a full view of my pretty body.

God, I was cute. I did a little spin, letting my skirt lift into the air. Then I caught myself giggling, but I didn’t stop myself. I was having fun, in the privacy of my own home. Was I not allowed to have fun? Was it really such a big deal? Was it the end of the world to dress up like a girl? What difference did it even make?

I shook my head and gave myself a light slap on the face. What difference did it make? What kind of nonsense was going through my mind? Why was I trying to justify dressing up like a girl? Why wasn’t I just throwing all of Holland’s clothes in the garbage and calling enough more than enough? Why was I even trying to get back at her?

I looked in the mirror again. Sure, I looked good, but that wasn’t normal or okay. How was I going to forget about this sight once my plan was finished? How could I ever form a normal, healthy relationship with a woman knowing that I could put on her clothes and possibly look even better than her?

Maybe I really was having a mental breakdown. I checked the time. It was time to go: time to rent a room and set up my trap.

The motel wasn’t far from my house: walking distance, but I still drove. I wore one of Holland’s long coats over my skimpy cheerleading outfit. The attendant working in the lobby kept staring at my body. The motel probably got lots of prostitutes, and I’m sure he thought that I was one of them. Technically, I was one of them. I was using my sexuality as a means to an end—and isn’t that what a prostitute does?

I set up my cameras: both pointed at the bed. I hid them carefully, set to record with tons of space, so they wouldn’t fill up. Then I dimmed the lighting by tossing sheets over the floor lamps and unscrewing the overhead light bulbs. I wanted to make it moody—and I also wanted to make it so Armando wouldn’t be able to see that I was actually a man.

I took a deep breath, once again standing in front of the mirror. I smiled. If Holland could see me now, she would be so jealous. This was what she always wanted: the dolled up version of me. And in a way, that made me happy: this was what she always wanted and now I was doing it without her. When she saw the video, she would be squirming with frustration—maybe even begging for me to take her back. I couldn’t wait. Armando couldn’t show up soon enough so I could record the footage. Maybe I would even look straight into the camera and smile, just to tease her, just to make her regret leaving me for another man.

There was a knock at the door. All of my confidence suddenly fluttered away and that frozen terror came back, along with the reality of what I was doing. Was I really in a motel, waiting for a man to come and fuck me? Was I seriously that insane? I cleared my throat and then I ran to the door, pressing my face against the peephole to see if it was really him. There he was: standing with an expensive bouquet of flowers and a nice suit.

I took a deep breath and opened the door. His eyes lit up and he looked down my body. “Look at you,” he said, his lips parting. “That skirt is… unbelievable.”

“Are those for me?” I asked, looking at the flowers. I knew how florists charged for bouquets like that one. I was looking at three hundred dollars—maybe more. I took the bouquet and smelled the flowers. “They’re beautiful.”

“Not as beautiful as you,” he said.

Now I was flustered—a feeling that I wasn’t expecting at all. My nerves were buzzing and I couldn’t stop smiling. What was happening to me? Why did I like this? I was staring into his eyes now, feeling the strangest urge to lean forward and kiss him on the lips, to know what rich, successful, handsome lips feel like. And then reality snapped into my brain. “I need to use the bathroom. Maybe get yourself ready—I’ll be right out and we’ll get started.”

He nodded his head with a charming smile. Apparently he knew what he was doing to me. He knew how powerful a nice suit and a handsome smile were. But I’d met men with nice suits and handsome smiles before—why did they never have an affect on me like this before? Why was I suddenly a mindless puddle? Why couldn’t I get the thought of his cock out from my mind? Was it because there was more to that smile? Was that smile more than just a charming grin?

I took a deep breath and stared at my red face. “Get a hold of yourself,” I whispered. Then I imagined him getting naked on that bed, pulling out his long, smooth erection. But what if he was snooping around? What if he could see one of my camera setups? What if I came out from the room and he grabbed me by the throat and choked me until I was dead on the motel floor, humiliated and dressed like a girl.

I couldn’t let him see those cameras. I had to distract him before his gaze discovered one of the small, glistening lenses. I zipped out from the bathroom and hurried back into the main area. He was on the bed, down to his boxers. He looked at me with wide eyes, his fingers around the waistband of his undies. “Is everything okay?” he asked.

I nodded my head, strangely out of breath. “I’m fine,” I said. And now I could see his big bulge. He wasn’t erect—not yet—but he was almost naked, ready for me to do the rest. I looked at his bag hands and his thick arms. What if he held me down and tried to fuck me? What if he discovered my cock and became outraged?

He slid down his boxers—slowly—revealing that long snake that he kept tucked away throughout the day. And even flaccid, it really was long. I could make out the dark blue vein that would soon be filling that cock with blood, making it hard and ready to be stroked and sucked. I already wanted to grab it—to squeeze it and jerk it and make it spray warm cum up into the air. I wanted to taste the cum. I wanted to feel it in my mouth.

I bit down on my tongue. No—I just wanted to get him on video with another woman, and then I wanted to be done with all of this feminization nonsense. I couldn’t let these strange temptations lure me away from my goal.

“Well?” he said, waving me over.

Maybe I could stroke it for a minute. Maybe I could try sucking it, just to get the temptation out from my system. I didn’t want to spend the rest of my life wondering what it would have felt like in my mouth. So I walked over and crawled onto the bed. I took a deep breath and looked down at his shaft. Then he reached out and grabbed my shoulders. Without much effort he pulled me up, until I was on top of him. Then he put his hands on my back and leaned in for the kiss. I closed my eyes and let it happen. It was a strange feeling: his stubble against my soft skin, his tongue penetrating my lips. I didn’t like it, at least at first. For some reason I wasn’t pulling away. For some reason I was letting it happen: maybe because I could feel his large cock throbbing against my thigh—getting bigger and harder. I liked that feeling. I liked that it was getting bigger for me.

I started grinding my body against it, feeling it crawling up my leg: warm and slick. I pushed my body down harder, moaning slightly as excitement tickled my bones. It was close to my crotch, towering high as it went up my skirt and tried to touch my ball sack. I reached back before it was too late, repositioning it so that it was cradled between my butt cheeks. Then I started to bounce slightly, massaging it while it got even harder.

“Fuck. You’re such a little slut,” he said.

“I like your cock,” I said.

He started to kiss and suck my neck. Then his hands squeezed my breasts. He tried to lift up my top, but I stopped him. “It’s part of the outfit,” I said, my heart pounding. And luckily, he was okay to leave the top.

“You’d better do a cheer for me then,” he said with a grin.

“I can do better than that.” I pushed him down playfully and then I slid down his body, feeling his hard cock against my abdomen and then my chest and then my chin. I lifted his hard cock up and teased his tip against my lips. I gently licked, giggling while he let out a deep sigh of relief. I squeezed his shaft and pumped slowly, watching as his foreskin pulled back over his bulbous tip. “You’re so hard,” I said.

“You’re so hot,” he replied.

I smiled, and then I put his cock in my mouth. I began to suck as lights flashed in my brain. My heart walloped with excitement. I liked sucking his cock. I felt so sexy and so strangely fulfilled. Maybe this was how Holland felt when she was with him—maybe that’s why she left me for him, because she knew how good it would feel to make him hard and horny.

I pushed my head down, sinking his cock into my throat, trying to get all of him in my mouth—which turned out to be impossible. He was too big to fit into any reasonable mouth. Maybe a sword swallower could do it—maybe.

So I kept my attention around his tip, sucking and teasing with my tongue. I used my lips to make him squirm, puckering them up and down the length of his shaft. He groaned loudly before saying, “You’re going to make me come.”

“That’s the idea,” I said with a smile.

“Don’t you want me to fuck your tight pussy?”

My heart pounced. “I was thinking of something a bit more fun than that,” I said. I slid back up his body and then I reached down for his slick cock. I felt the wetness of my own saliva up his shaft as I pulled him between my butt cheeks. I used my other hand to pull aside my panties so that I could align him with my asshole. Then I started to push down while his eyes widened and his mouth fell open.

“Shit,” he muttered before biting his lip.

I felt my hole stretching. I groaned and squirmed and tried not to clench. It was a minute before I felt him penetrate me. I tried not to squeal. I pushed down harder and harder, sinking him deeper and deeper. I groaned more and he did the same. Now I didn’t need to hold his shaft up. I put both of my hands on his chest to hold myself up. He put his hands on my sides. His face was dark red, as if he was trying to hold back a strong urge. After another minute, he caved to that urge, letting out a roar, squeezing my body tight and thrusting upwards, piercing my asshole with his cock. It hurt a bit, but it also felt good. I moaned loudly and then he started fucking me, sliding his long, thick shaft in and out of my body.

And then I remembered the cameras. I remembered Holland would be watching this footage. Was I getting back at her? Or was I just making my situation even more humiliating? I closed my eyes and wished I had done something else to get my revenge. Why did I turn myself into a martyr? Why couldn’t I just move on with my life and let her do whatever it was she wanted to do? Was this healthy? Was I now sliding down a slope I never wanted to be on?

I could feel his shaft swelling inside of my body. He was groaning loudly, clenching my sides firmly. “I’m going to fucking cum in your ass,” he said.

“Do it,” I begged. “Fill me with your hot cum. I want it so badly. Fill my slut hole with your load, Daddy.” I don’t know where the words came from. It was almost like an alien had taken control of me: a very slutty, horny alien.

He groaned again, and then he pushed in deep. I screamed, and then I felt it: his cock fluttering as hot goo filled my insides. I gasped and squirmed. Then I realized my own cock was hard, but thankfully it was being awkwardly squashed down in my panties, unable to pop loose.

I rolled off of him. His cum quickly rushed down towards my puckering hole. I ran over to the bathroom before he could notice my throbbing bulge. “Are you okay?” he asked.

“I’m fine,” I said. “I just remembered I have a thing to get to and I’m running late.”

I felt so embarrassed. I no longer needed to trick Armando. I had what I needed. But now I was wondering if it really was what I wanted. Would I send that footage to Holland, or was it better kept to myself? Did I really want my ex-fiancée watching a video of me being fucked in the ass by her well-hung hunk of a boyfriend? What if she became angry with me in her state of betrayal? What if she decided to send the video off to my friends and family members? Why didn’t any of these possibilities occur to me before I showed up at that gym in that skimpy workout gear?

He left while I was in the bathroom. “Call me,” he shouted before slipping out the door.

“I will,” I said, but I had no intention of ever seeing him again.

When I emerged from the bathroom, the room was empty. My cameras were still recording. I stopped the recordings and then I skimmed through the videos. I considered deleting them, especially when I got to the part where I was riding his cock with my skirt bouncing up and down. But I decided to keep them, just in case I wanted to go through with my plan.


CHAPTER VI

At home, I watched that video over and over, watching my petite body bounce up and down on his cock while his face turned redder and redder. The video ended with a black screen as I smothered the lens with my body while turning the recording off—and in that black screen, I would catch my own reflection, still dolled up, and grinning. I would replay the video and find myself getting lost in a strangely euphoric memory.

And it wasn’t until the fifth or sixth watch that I even remembered why the video existed, and why I was dolled up in the first place. I went through all that trouble to pry Holland and Armando apart. Now I needed to go through with my plan. There was no sense in letting them both win after all that I’d gone through—particularly the affects that my revenge plan were having on my brain (affects that were starting to seem permanent).

I found myself at the closet, pulling out outfits for one last hurrah. Once I showed the video to Holland, I would no longer have any reason to dress up. So for some reason, it seemed to make sense to dress up one last time, before my duty was done.

I tried on a tight green dress, which was open at the back. The dress went perfectly with a pair of knee-high gladiator boots (they were a bit tight, in Holland’s size, but very cute). To finish the outfit, I put on some gold bracelets and a gold necklace. I smiled and twirled in front of the mirror. Then I tried on another outfit: this time digging from the back of the closet, where she kept her lingerie. I found a black lace teddy that went amazingly with a pair of thigh-high black fishnet stockings. I tried on some heels, but ultimately decided the outfit was cuter with just the fishnets over my feet. I pranced around my house for a bit, and even sat and watched a few TV episodes in the outfit, simply enjoying the tight lace against my skin.

Then an ad came on the TV. It was a pharmaceutical ad for a testosterone enhancer: something for men looking to put on muscle. At first the ad reminded me of my own issues putting on muscle, and then I remembered the bottle I found in the bathroom: the bottle of testosterone blockers that I suspected Holland had been secretly feeding me. Was that why I was never able to put on muscle? Were those pills the reason I was now having so much fun prancing around my house in lingerie? Did Holland meddle with my brain using drugs? Did she slip me more than just the testosterone blockers?

I went to the bathroom and found that bottle in the medicine cabinet. I stared at the pills while my heart fluttered. I had two options: dump the pills down the drain and forget they ever happened, or take them again, to see just how far they could take me into my new little venture.

I put the pills down, pushing those thoughts out from my head. Why was it even a consideration in my mind? Why would I ever willingly take a pill that would make me less of a man? Why was I still dolled up in tight lingerie and makeup and a wig?

I took my wig off, and then I ran my fingers through my hair. Now I was wondering how long it would take to grow my hair out, so I wouldn’t need the wig. I’d seen many men with long hair. Were they dressing up at night, when nobody was around? Maybe I could wear a man-bun during the day. Or maybe I could get so good at being convincing, I could just start being a female, full-time.

The thought brought a grin to my face, which I quickly wiped away, shaking my head. I took a deep breath. I couldn’t let Holland win. I couldn’t let her five years of manipulation ruin my manhood completely. I had to go through with my plan and then I had to get rid of everything: the wig, the makeup, the clothes, the videos, and somehow I had to get rid of the strange urges that kept pulsing through me.

I opened up the video with the intention to send it to her. Then I remembered that I no longer had her phone number or her e-mail address. She’d changed everything after leaving me. The only way I had of contacting her was by showing up at Armando’s house, where she was living.

So the next night—after a full night of sleep and a cloudy day at work—I got ready to go to Armando’s house with my evidence. It was 4:00 PM when I pulled up to the house. I was surprised to see the BMW in the driveway. Holland’s car was nowhere to be seen. Was she out? Would I have to come back?

I got out from my car and I carefully approached the house, trying to peek through the windows—but the sheers were pulled closed. I caught a glimpse of Armando walking by the living room window. He was wearing a bathrobe and his hair was wet, as if he’d just come out from the shower. I started backing away from the house, and then the front door opened. I froze as Armando stared at me. “Can I help you?” he said.

I remained frozen for a moment, terrified he was about to recognize me and realize he’d stuck his cock into a man’s asshole just the day before. “Um,” I said, clearing my throat. “I’m looking for Holland.”

It dawned on me that I was wearing sunglasses and a ball cap: enough of a disguise to keep me unrecognizable—unless he got close enough.

Armando shook his head and continued staring at me for a long moment. “She’s gone for the night—away for a conference. What’s this about?”

I took another step back. “It’s nothing important. I can come back another time.” I took yet another step back, trying to get as far back as I could to lessen the chance of being recognized. He nodded his head slowly. It seemed like he was getting ready to go out for the night. And if Holland were out of town for a conference, that meant the house would be empty. I could sneak in, plant the evidence somewhere Holland would find it, and then I could take off—my job would be done.

So I went home and waited. While I waited, I got myself dolled up: curling my wig, applying my makeup, putting on my fake eyelashes, and squeezing my body into Holland’s old corset. To be extra safe, I was going to show up at Armando’s house dressed like a girl. If he was still home, it was the only way I would be able to get into the house. And if any of the neighbours saw me—or caught me on their patio cameras—I would be unrecognizable, and I wouldn’t have to worry about policemen showing up on my doorstep.

I put on black tights under a black skirt. I found a dark grey sweater and a pair of black flats that I was able to cram my feet into. It was the darkest and slickest outfit I could come up with—and it was surprising cute. I had fun doing my eye makeup dark: smoky eye with kitty cat eyeliner flicks. I looked a bit like a sneaky villain from some comic book—the one that all the nerds would stop to jerk off to before reading on. I wished I had a black wig to go with my outfit, but the blonde looked dashing too.

It was 9:00 PM when I made my way to Armando’s house again. His BMW was gone and the lights in the house were off. I had both videos loaded up onto my old cellphone—the one without the plan. I knew where I was going to put it: in Holland’s makeup bag, which she used to keep under the bathroom sink. She opened that bag every morning. I had a sticky note attached to the phone, which said, ‘Watch the first video’. I just had to find that makeup bag and the rest would come together on its own.

I crept around into the backyard. I tried the door handle, but the door was locked. There was a keypad lock, and I had a feeling I knew the code. When Holland moved in with me, the very first thing she convinced me to do was change all of my codes to the one that she knew and used frequently: 1345. If Holland really were living with Armando, the code to the back door would surely be the same one she always used (especially if they’d been seeing each other behind my back, like I suspected).

The code worked. The door unlocked after a single attempt. I smiled and shook my head. Then I crept into the house. I had a feeling Armando had hidden cameras set up, to film potential intruders, but I wasn’t worried. I was unrecognizable to everyone except for Holland, and I had a feeling she wouldn’t rat me out once she saw the video. Besides, I wasn’t planning on stealing anything, so Armando would have no reason to review his cameras’ footage.

I made my way to the stairs, knowing that their bedroom was on the top floor. I crept up slowly and found myself staring down a long hallway. I walked towards the bedroom. Holland had surely claimed the en-suite bathroom as her own. I entered the bedroom and spotted the door to the bathroom. I walked towards it, and then I heard her voice. “Who the hell are you?”

A lump sat up in the bed. I froze in my place, my heart sinking into the pit of my stomach.

“Well? Who are you? What are you doing in here? I’m calling the police.” It was Holland. She was reaching for her phone on the nightstand while my heart clenched with terror.

“Stop,” I said. For some reason the word came out in my female voice—maybe because I’d been using it far more than my male voice, including when I talked to myself in the mirror.

“Don’t move!” she said.

“Wait! It’s me!” I said. “It’s Nash.”

And then she stopped, her finger hovering over the final 1 in her 911 call. She stared at me for a long moment while her mouth parted open. Then she reached for the table lamp and flicked it on, making me wince my face away. “Nash? What the hell are you doing in here?”

“I thought you were at a conference,” I said.

“A conference? What conference?”

“That’s what Armando said,” I said. My heart was pounding. A familiar humiliation was filling my body: the same humiliation I felt when she first stuck that giant fake cock into my asshole.

She shook her head. “I have a cold. He was probably just lying so you would leave me alone. Why are you here? What the hell are you doing in our house?”

My heart stung hearing those words: our house. In just a couple of weeks, Armando’s house had become her house. She was over me—so easily.

“And why are you dressed like that?”

I thought about giving her the phone and running away. But now, staring at her face, I couldn’t help but remember all the fun times we had together. I didn’t want to crush her, even though she was crushing me. If she was happy with Armando, who was I to ruin that? Why couldn’t I just move on?

I bit down on my tongue. “Armando cheats on you,” I said.

She was silent for a long moment. “How do you know?”

“I caught him,” I said.

“Caught him? How?”

I bit down hard on my tongue and squirmed slightly in my place. “What difference does it make? Can’t you just take my word?”

“I’m not taking you back, Nash. I’m sorry. You can lie all you want about Armando.”

“I’m not lying. He cheats on you.”

“Okay, Nash. Sure he did. Now get out of our home before I call the cops.”

I took a deep breath. Maybe I didn’t want to crush her—or maybe I did. I didn’t really know. But I did know that Armando didn’t deserve her, and she probably deserved some sort of punishment, even if she hadn’t been cheating on me (which seemed highly unlikely). So I pulled out my phone and opened up the video. I handed it to her and watched her face turn white as she watched it. “I—Is that you?” she asked.

“It is,” I said. “And that’s your new boyfriend—just yesterday. Great guy.”

She wiped tears from her eyes. “I can’t believe this. This has to be fake.”

“It’s not.” I pulled out Armando’s card. “He gave me this, so we could hook up in the future. He has no idea I’m not a girl.”

“Did you seduce him? Why would you do this?” she asked, pressing her lips thin as her eyes narrowed.

I couldn’t help but laugh. “Well, first, he came into the change room and begged me to suck his cock—that was at the gym where he hits on every girl who comes in. Then he gave me the card, and we met at a motel.”

“Why would you do this to me?” she asked, wiping more tears. “I should call the cops on you. Maybe that would teach you to mind your own business.”

“Why would you slip pills into my coffee in the morning? Surely that’s a felony, right?”

Now she was silent, her eyes wide. She was caught. Her lips parted but no words came out. “Just go and let’s pretend like nothing ever happened,” she said.

“Pretend like five years never happened?” I asked.

She was staring at me now, her eyes glistening with tears. Suddenly, she started crying, burying her face into her hands. She wept and a guilt filled my stomach. Maybe I was too harsh on her—or maybe I wasn’t harsh enough. But now, I went to comfort her. I put my arm over her shoulders and I pulled her close. “You need to spend some time soul searching,” I said. “You’ve got issues you need to fix.”

She shook her head and then she looked at me for a brief moment before burying her face in her hands again. “It’s not fair,” she said. “Why couldn’t you do that with me?” The comment took me by surprise.

“What?” I asked.

“That’s all I ever wanted: for you to be my girl.”

She stared into my eyes. The room became silent. Then suddenly, we were kissing. She put her hands on my body and I put my hands on her body. We fell down onto the bed and made out, rubbing ours hands up and down. I squeezed her soft breasts and she clenched my ass tight with both of her hands. She sucked my neck and I caressed her hair. I pulled off her top, and then I slid down her bottoms. I went down on her and she moaned louder than she’d moaned in five years living together. I pressed my tongue deep into her cunt, making her wetter than I’d ever felt her.

Then she went down on me, licking my taint as if she was licking a pussy. It actually felt kind of nice, making my crotch tingle, making my cock erect. She slowly moved to my asshole, penetrating me with the tip of her tongue. I giggled, and then we started kissing again.

She sprung to her feet and managed to retrieve a strap-on in less than ten seconds. It was quickly around her hips, and I was quickly on my stomach. She mounted me and penetrated me. I didn’t clench or resist: I gave her exactly what she wanted. I moaned and groaned and bounced and giggled. We switched positions: missionary, doggy-style, cowgirl: everything she’d always secretly wanted. Her face was glowing with an intense smile. I smiled back. She reached down and stroked my cock while I was bouncing on her lap—until I came and made a white, sticky mess of her chest. She rubbed my cum all over her breasts before pulling the strap-on out from my asshole.

“Let’s go back to your house. Let’s get back together,” she said, fingering a bit of cum off of her chest and bringing it to her tongue. Her cheeks were dark red. She looked happier than ever before.

I leaned forward and kissed her on the lips. “Not a chance,” I said. Then I stood up and pulled my tights back up, over my panties. “Have a nice life, Holland.” I smiled and waved and got one last look at her face as it turned bone white, her eyes shimmering with tears. The real revenge wasn’t the video or breaking up her relationship with Armando. The real revenge was the look on her face now as she realized she would never have exactly what she wanted—what she had for five years. And after I left that house, I never thought about her or Armando again, not even when I got myself dolled up in the morning, and not even when I put on her old lingerie before having dates over at my house.

THE END
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