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SHACK UP


Dave just started a new job as a caddy at the local golf course. It’s a good job, despite the long hours. The pay is good. The people are fun to be around…

But the job may not last, because the owner of the golf course is planning to sell the property to condo developers, unless the course can start being more profitable.

There is some hope: rich businessmen willing to spend big at the club, as long as they can have pretty girls caddying for them. Well… the club doesn’t have any female caddies, but maybe Dave can pass with a bit of help from the clubhouse waitresses.


CHAPTER 1
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My father shook me awake. I recoiled into a tight ball, thinking I was being attacked by some home intruder.

“Wake up, lazy-ass,” he grunted. “One day in, you’re already over the new job?”

“I have an alarm set,” I groaned, waving him off.

“I thought you started at 6:30.” He pulled the covers off of me. “It’s 6.”

“The alarm is set for 6:15,” I said. “The golf course is five minutes away.”

“What? You ain’t gonna shower?” he said. “You ain’t gonna fix your hair? Aren’t you required to wear decent clothes? What kind of lazy bum operation is this? I thought this was a high-end country club.”

I rolled out of bed, knowing that he wasn’t going to leave me alone until I was up. I waved him off and dragged my feet towards the bathroom. He just followed me with a big grin on his face. He had recently retired and no longer had to wake up early for work. My entire life, he bitched and moaned about having to get up at six every morning; now he was doing it voluntarily, apparently just to torment me.

He stood outside of the bathroom door, apparently listening to me brushing my teeth. “I had to get up this early for thirty-five years,” he said. “You’re already burnt out on day two.”

“I’m not burnt out,” I said. “It’s just early, dad. Lay off a bit.”

“I had to be at the shop by 6:45, every morning, for thirty-five years,” he said, as if he wasn’t repeating himself. “And I had to work twelve hour shifts for the first ten years. You have it easy—you kids. You get a job at a golf course and you’re home by 3. You know when I got home?”

“Seven?” I said, doing the simple math.

“Seven,” he said, as if he didn’t hear my answer. “Then I had to spend an hour putting your baby ass to bed, and that gave me about two hours to wind down before just falling asleep and doing it all over again.”

“What do you want from me?” I said after spitting out toothpaste. “An apology?”

“All I’m saying is that you have it easy with this job. How much they paying you again? Twenty an hour? You have no idea how lucky you are. Eight bucks an hour—that’s what I made for almost a decade. After twelve hours, I’d go home with less than a hundred bucks—and they had me working hard. A lot harder than just following some rich old dudes around a golf course all day.”

“That’s not all I do,” I said.

“So what else do you do. Are you not a caddy?”

“Yeah,” I said. “We get assigned to golfers and whatever, but we also have to work the clubhouse, deliver drinks…”

I swear I could hear him rolling his eyes. “You have it so easy, and you’re still complaining.”

“I ain’t complaining!” I cried. “You’re putting complaints into my mouth. I told you: I’m just tired.”

I rolled on some deodorant and emerged from the bathroom. He followed me back to my room.

“You going to watch me change?”

He rolled his eyes and turned away from me, but he didn’t leave. I slipped out from my sweats and pulled on a pair of Calvins, and then my tan dress shorts. I wriggled into my red work polo—and I was ready for work. “Now I have fifteen minutes to kill,” I said. “Thanks a lot.”

“What about breakfast?” he asked.

“It’s free at the clubhouse.”

“Pack a lunch?”

“Free at the clubhouse.”

He rolled his eyes again. “You have no idea how easy you got it.”

“Alright, dad.” He was annoying me with his ‘we boomers had it so rough’ shtick, so I decided to head to the clubhouse early. “I’ll see you this afternoon.”

He rolled his eyes once more—and probably kept rolling them after I left. I jumped on my bike and was at the clubhouse about six minutes later. I could get there faster, but I was in no rush, so I pedalled slowly.

I wasn’t thrilled about the early mornings; I’d never really had to get up that early for anything before. Even back in high-school, I never had to get up earlier than six. Maybe there was the odd event that forced me out of bed early, but the thought of waking up this early every day… it was a bit dreadful, though I was hopeful that I would get used to it.

The course was quiet: a few old guys lingering around the parking lot, waiting for the clubhouse to open. The clubhouse was still dark, meaning my manager hadn’t yet showed up to turn on the lights. So I went around back to the caddy shack, hoping to find one of my coworkers, but the shack was empty.

I took a seat and leaned back in my chair. I looked out at the second hole. Now, the groundskeeper was whipper-snipping around the trees: the only other living soul on the course.

“You write your start time down wrong?” a voice asked behind me. I perked up and looked back to see my manager, with his straw hat over his balding head. He was probably about my age, but his genetics were just terrible, making him look damn-near forty.

“I’m just a bit early,” I said. “My dad woke me up and chased me out of the house.”

“You’re more than a bit early. I don’t have you starting until nine.”

“What? Nine?”

He reached out and tapped on the chalkboard, which, indeed, had me starting at nine.

I groaned. I thought about my options. I could go home and sleep for a couple more hours. I could go and play some video games. I could… Hell—what could I do that early on a weekday?

“If you want the extra work, I can pay ya to clean up the concession. Fryer needs a good clean. The floor is nasty. The whole thing needs a good scrub. Probably a good two hours of work—but that doesn’t mean you’re getting overtime. It’s just an option I’m giving you.”

“Yeah, sure, whatever,” I said. I saw a grin on his face, and I knew that I’d just agreed to some shitty work⁠—

And I was correct. The concession, which was at the ninth hole, looked like it hadn’t been cleaned in years. It was a small stand that sold hot dogs, burgers, fries, and beer. The hot plate was nasty, with years of burnt food crusted on it. The floor was slippery with spattered frying oil. There was a mini-fridge that smelled so vile, I could only assume someone put milk in it a year earlier and nobody was brave enough to deal with it.

I gagged a few times—particularly when I was cleaning that fridge. There were mouldy buns in one cupboard. I was surprised they had let it get this bad. This was a high-end country club and rich dudes ate burgers from that stand.

It was around 8:30 when my manager pulled up in a golf cart, still with that grin on his face. “How’s it going?” he asked. He gazed into the concession stand and his eyes widened. “Wow. It’s actually clean. And it doesn’t smell like shit. Good for you, Davey.”

“Thanks,” I said, mustering up a tiny bit of enthusiasm.

“We don’t actually use this stand. We haven’t in… four years. We realized it wasn’t worth it to staff this concession when we can just have a caddy drive orders out on a cart from the main kitchen.”

I was less than enthused, but tried not to look miffed.

He started laughing. “But hey—way to show that you’re serious about the job, Davey.”

“It’s just Dave, sir,” I said, biting the edge of my tongue.

“It’s a good thing you’re here early. We’ve got a tee-time in ten minutes from now and they asked if there’s a caddy free. They didn’t book one, but you’re here. I can move you to them, and then when Rick comes in at nine, I’ll put him with your original group. Hop in.” He patted the seat next to him. I left my bucket and rags in the abandoned concession stand and got a ride back to the caddy shack.

I was still annoyed with him.

“You’re going to be very happy with me,” he said.

I feigned a smile and nodded.

“Think of it as a reward for passing the test.” He winked at me.

I kept that feigned smile on my face.

Then, at the caddy shack, he pointed to a group of dolled-up bimbo girl, no older than 35, in tiny skirts and skintight blouses. “Nine hole booking. Bachelorette party. A few of them are already tipsy,” my manager said. “Help them pick their clubs. Wash their balls. Pick their missed shots out of the weeds. You know the drill.”

“O—Okay.”

“Have fun, kid.” He gave me a pat on the back.

I was a bit awkward approaching the girls. I could smell the perfume from fifty yards away. Two of the girls were wearing skirts that didn’t even cover their asses. They were all taking pictures for their social media pages. Their giggling was a sweet sound. Maybe this did make up for two hours of scrubbing rotten milk out of a sputtering mini-fridge.


CHAPTER 2
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The girls were flirty. They were tipsy. They kept taking photos of themselves, sometimes even flashing their cleavage. One girl said she was on OnlyFans. “You won’t tell on me if I make some content, will you?” she asked, batting her long fake lashes.

“You do you,” I said, blushing.

She pulled her top down and asked me to hold her phone while she shook her breasts for the camera. I was beet-red.

The girls kept jokingly flashing each other: lifting their skirts to show off their lacy slut panties, or pulling down their tops. One girl motor-boated the other one.

One girl asked if I had a girlfriend. “Not right now,” I said coyly.

“Oh. Are you gay?” she asked.

“What? No,” I said. “I like girls.”

“Oh. You’re just—kind of, like, a twink.” She blushed and giggled. She was drunk and probably didn’t realize that she’d just insulted me. I kept that smile on my face. I wasn’t too hurt by the comment; I knew that I was underweight.

One of the girls was dared to spank me on the bum. I pretended to laugh with them when they broke out laughing. Then, one of the girls came up to me and said, “If you’re actually straight, you should really start… working out.”

“Okay,” I said with a casual smile. We were only at the fourth hole and the excitement of being with a bunch of hot girls was fading. Now, this was just starting to feel a bit… annoying. As the girls drank more, they became more blunt, and I don’t think they realized I was getting tired of being told that I was short and skinny.

“I dated a guy who would wear these little lift insoles when we went out,” she told me. “They made him almost three inches taller, which made it less embarrassing to be out with him on dates.” I knew that she was suggesting I do the same.

The girls were slowing down: playing less golf, doing more drinking and chatting. They let another group play through—and then another. Only the bride-to-be was any good at golf; the others were garbage, so we didn’t move fast.

Part of my job was to try to keep parties like this one moving, so they didn’t gum up the course, but nothing I said made these girls any more motivated to move on, so I was trapped with them for hours.

One of the girls grabbed my arm and squeezed. “Even if you just did some curls a few times a week! Girls like bigger arms. If you’re short, you really need to put on some muscle.”

“I’ll consider that. Thanks,” I smiled.

But it didn’t end there. On hole-seven, the girls all wanted to stand up next to me, to see if I was shorter or taller than them. I was taller than two girls, shorter than the others. Then they wanted me to compare hands. It was getting old fast.

“You’re just so… petite,” one girl giggled as she sipped from a cocktail, which was sloshing and spilling on the ground because her level of tipsy had officially crossed into drunk-territory.

One girl puked into the sand trap. I had to radio for the groundskeeper to come and clean the mess. I didn’t tell the groundskeeper about the girl who puked in the woods; I figured nobody would notice and the bugs would deal with it.

I was thrilled when it was time to drop the girls off at the clubhouse. One of them gave me a tip: a lousy ten-dollar bill, which didn’t seem like much for four hours of abuse, but I accepted it with a smile.

My day wasn’t finished. I was allowed to order a lunch from the clubhouse, and as soon as I was finished, my next group arrived: three businessmen from the city. Two were golf pros; the other was trying his best—and looked embarrassed every time he sliced a ball into the woods.

This party was the polar-opposite from the girls. They didn’t want help; they didn’t want club suggestions. They didn’t want me fetching their balls from the weeds. The one guy didn’t even want me touching his bag, so I just carried the other two in the cart for them. I want to say that it was way better than being with the girls, but really, it was boring. The men talked business, and their business-talk was like a foreign language. I just stood there most of the time, wishing I could be sitting because my feet were sore.

They wanted to play the full course—but they kept stopping to talk business, so there was a whole lot of standing.

I found out that day that I wasn’t finished working at 5:00 PM. I was finished working when my last party twas finished golfing. So I was on the course until 8:30 PM: fourteen hours after I showed up for work.

They tipped me twenty bucks.

At least the pay was half-decent: eleven hours at $20/hour. That was more than I’d made at any other job (not even including the $30 in tips I received). But I was tired, so I went home and crashed hard after eating some cold supper. Then, it seemed like minutes later when my dad was shaking me awake. He didn’t seem to care that I had an alarm set.


CHAPTER 3
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The days were long, and it took some getting used to. I’d only worked part-time jobs before: a few hours each week at some clothing shop, and then the two hours per week I worked at the movie theatre when I was fourteen.

The other guys didn’t seem to mind the long hours, standing on their feet. They seemed perfectly fine when the day was over, and many of them would even hang around the caddy shack for an hour or two, drinking beer. Hell—some guys would work twelve hours, drink with the other caddies for two hours, and then play a whole round of golf in the dark after the club was closed to members—and they would be perfectly fine for work the next morning as if they had endless stores of energy.

I guess I wasn’t quite that lucky. Or maybe I just needed to work more before I got to that same level. “How long have you been working here, Rich?” I asked one of the older caddies one evening. We were hanging out at the driving range, which was closed for the night to the public.

“Well… Let me think.” He dropped a ball onto a tee and positioned himself. “Eighteen years.” He struck the ball and sent it soaring an impressive 400 yards.

I was speechless. I could barely reach 250—and I thought that was pretty good. “Eighteen years? And you like it here?”

“Like it?” he said with a chuckle. “I don’t like it. It’s the worst job ever. It sucks here.”

“So why do you work here then?” I asked him.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I’ve been here eighteen years—since I was fifteen years old. I’m a high-school dropout. If I tried to apply for another job, my resume would just say that I’ve been a caddy for eighteen years without any raises or promotions. Nobody would hire me.”

He hit another ball, just shy of four-hundred yards. “Eh,” he groaned. “I’m better than that.”

I went to get my things from the caddy shack and found four other caddies sharing a case of beer. They looked up at me. One guy smiled and tossed me a beer. “Hey new guy. You going to hang out tonight?”

“I start at six tomorrow,” I said, looking towards the horizon where the sun was already setting. I barely had enough time to get home, eat, and log eight hours before it was time to wake up for my shift.

The guys all laughed. “So do we,” they said. “Just have a drink.”

So I took a seat and clutched that beer. It was warm and the taste was kind of stale. They continued talking about girls.

“Vanessa,” one guy said. “I took her to the Rays game on Saturday.”

“Did you fuck her?”

He nodded his head.

The guys got loud: some cheering, some groaning. “You’re so full of it.”

“I’m not,” he said. “It was real.”

“So what. Is she, like, your girlfriend now then?”

“Nah—I asked her if she wanted to go see a movie and she told me she’s not interested in being more than friends.”

The guys all laughed as his face turned a dark shade of red. Then, gazes started turning to me. “New guy,” said one of the older caddies.

“Yeah?”

“Which girl is your type?”

They all stared at me, awaiting my response. “Um,” I said. “I don’t know. I don’t know any of the girls.” The clubhouse restaurant had about ten girls on staff: hostesses and waitresses, who sometimes got onto golf carts to run food and drinks out to golfers. Some of the girls were very pretty… and pretty much every one of them was out of my league.

The guys groaned. “You haven’t seen one girl you like?”

“I’ve been too busy, I guess,” I said. “I haven’t really had any downtime.” Okay, maybe I was lying a bit. There was one girl that had caught my eye. She had served me my free lunch every day. I think her name was Nora: a cute little blonde with a heart-shaped face and a slightly-upturned nose. She was the only girl on staff (that I was aware of) who was shorter than me, and maybe that was part of the reason I was drawn to her… and she smelled amazing… and she was always smiling. Her smile looked so genuine, as if she was actually happy to be there—and that gave me hope that there was something of value in working at that country club.

“He likes someone,” said one of the guys. “ I can see it in his eyes.”

“The girls will be off soon,” said one of the guys, checking his watch. “We should go kidnap them and take them for a cruise.”

The guys all grinned, even though the plot sounded very… illegal. I didn’t want to be part of some kidnapping scheme… but it didn’t sound like real kidnapping. It sounded more like a fun prank…

“New guy—are you in?” one of the guys asked.

“I should get home,” I said.

“He’s in,” said another guy with a big grin on his face. Then, he took me by the wrist and tugged me over to one of the golf carts. The other guys got into carts as well: six in total. I sat nervously in the passenger seat of that cart, thinking these guys were about to get me fired.

The engines fired up and we took off down the first hole, taking a long detour to the clubhouse. First, the guys wanted to treat the carts like ATVs, making them race as fast as they could go, through narrow trees pathways, over hills that acted like little jumps.

The men laughed loudly as I clung on for dear life, feeling the cart teetering onto to wheels on more than one occasion.

They looped around the third hole, which was around the back of the clubhouse. One of the girls was out back, tossing a bag of trash into the dumpster. She paused when she saw us coming. She was frozen for a moment, and then she tried to run back into the clubhouse, but the men were too fast. With roaring laughter, they pulled up next to her and grabbed her, pulling her into the cart.

“Go, men!” Shouted the older caddy, standing up on his cart. “Take the women! Fast!” He spoke in a weird accent—possibly trying to sound like a viking. “Go, men, go!”

The men charged into the back of the clubhouse, which had recently closed. Moments later, they emerged with the women. Some of the women were giggling and jogging alongside the men, and a few were being carried out, kicking and crying out, “You’re going to get me fired!”

The men pulled all of the girls into the carts and then we raced off again. The kitchen manager—an older woman with frizzled brown hair—stepped out and called out, “Come back here! The girls aren’t finished closing the damned clubhouse yet!”

My driver rolled his kidnapped girl onto my lap. She reached down and grabbed my thigh for support, so she wouldn’t be thrown from the cart as we raced back across that curvy third hole. It was a moment before I recognized that floral smell, and realized Nora was currently sitting on my lap. We went over a few bumps. Her soft bum bounced on my lap—and I hate to admit this, but I started to become… hard.

She looked down for a moment—possibly noticing my embarrassing erection. Then she looked back with a concerned look on her face. I blushed and tried to feign a smile. Then she smiled. “You’re the new guy, right?”

I nodded my head. Then we hit some more bumps, making her bounce harder on my lap with her squishy tush. She gripped my thigh tighter. “Hold on!” our driver shouted.

We went down a steep hill. The girls screamed. I possibly screamed as well. Then, we took a hard turn down towards a small pier where a little boat was moored (the boat was used to collect balls from the lake). The men parked the carts and jumped out, suddenly producing multiple cases of beer.

And suddenly, the women weren’t so upset about being kidnapped; they all settled onto the pier and cracked open beers and started chatting as if picking up on some recent conversation. It was all very surreal.

I drank a beer. Nora sat next to me—but I didn’t really talk to her much (or at all). My body was all tensed up, humiliated by the awkward erection incident. I knew that she felt it, and she was probably going to tell her friends that I got a boner while she was on my lap.

And the fact that she wasn’t talking to me just made it even more awkward—until we heard a distant yelling. We all looked back to see the kitchen manager stomping over the green, shaking her fists in the air. “Get back and finish working now!” she shouted. “I’m going to report all you boys to your manager!”

“Scatter!” shouted one of the senior caddies. We all jumped to our feet. Nora smiled at me and said, “See you tomorrow, Dave.”

She knew my name? Did I tell her my name? That smile on her face… was it genuine?

There was no time to think; we had to scatter before we were recognized by the kitchen manager. I ran towards the woods, where none of the other guys had gone. I ran fast and hard—and then froze when I stumbled on one of the caddies cock-deep inside one of the hostesses. He was fucking her against a tree. They both froze and looked at me, pants around their ankles. I blushed and nodded my head, and then I kept running. I ran across three holes, got onto my bike, and then I raced home to get some sleep before my next shift.
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Iwas starting to settle into this new job, though still dealing with the constant exhaustion, when everything suddenly changed.

It was a nice morning and it was the first morning that I didn’t struggle to get out of bed. I’d set my alarm for 5:55 AM, knowing that my dad would be there at 6:00 AM to pester me awake. I showered and got dressed and then I went to the clubhouse early. I was surprised to see so many people there, already working.

I went to the caddy shack to check in, and saw my manager pacing back and forth, as if he was trying to figure out some serious conundrum. “Everything alright?” I asked.

He looked up at me. “It’s good news, bad news, Davey,” he said. “Club owner sent a message out last night. He’s considering selling the course to some apartment developer. I guess he got some big offer that’s way above the market value. If he decides to sell… well—obviously, we’re all out of work.”

“Why would he want to sell?”

“Well, he’s getting old. He retired a decade ago, but maybe he wants to amp up his retirement: upgrade his yacht, buy a new mansion in Colorado. Who knows? He basically issued us an ultimatum: be more profitable, or he’s selling.”

“Did he give a timeline?”

“Two months.”

By the look on his face, I could tell that he was expecting the worst, which meant that I had roughly two months to find myself a new job. It was a shame, because I’d just started getting used to this job. The pay was better than anything else I could find, it was close to home, and I was actually kind of starting to like the people.

Just the night before, I stayed late with the other caddies for the ‘unofficial monthly caddy tournament’. It was a nine-hole tournament played in the dark: all of the caddies facing off against one another, with a waitress or hostess as their caddy. It was all nonsense fun, of course. The girls put on caddy uniforms (with the shorts rolled up and the shirts tied up at the sternum). Jerry, one of the senior caddies, didn’t play, but instead ‘announced’ the whole tournament with a megaphone and his best TV-announcer voice.

The winners got to pick what the losers did for a a full hour on their next mutual day off. I ended up coming in eighth, out of ten, so Rich, the guy who came in third, got to pick what I would be doing on our next day off. That was coming up in just a day…

I assumed it would be something silly, like cleaning his bathroom—or streaking across the course naked.

I wasn’t thinking about that now though; instead, I was worried about my job. “Is there anything I can do to help?” I asked my manager.

He shrugged his shoulders. “If you know anything about advertising. We really just need to start filling all of the tee-times. And that takes me to the sort-of good news. Some rich dudes booked out the whole course for the day. They literally booked every single tee-time. They get here at eight.”

“They booked every thirty-minute slot for fourteen hours?” I asked.

He nodded his head. “Rich businessmen from Japan. Old guys. And it’s a good thing you’re here early, because Marcus is running late and he was supposed to train the girls.”

“Train them for what?”

“These old Japanese guys requested female caddies. I guess there’s this thing in Japan where you can go to the bar and pay to have girls hang out with you… kind of like escorts, but no sex or kissing—just company. Anyway, they very much wanted that same experience while golfing here. But we have no female caddies, so Marcus was going to take Nora and Annie and show them what you need to do as a caddy.”

“Sorry I’m a bit late,” a girly voice said behind me. I turned to see Nora approaching. I froze when I saw that she was wearing a little hoochie dress. Her hair was all curled perfectly, and she was wearing a full face of glam makeup, including glitter on her cheekbones. “Does this look okay?”

My manager nodded. “I’m sure they’ll be happy. Marcus is running late, so Davey is going to run you through the process.”

She locked eyes with me, and I suddenly felt small. Before, I knew that she was a bit out of my league, but there was a glimmer of hope in the back of my mind. Now, there was no hope; she was way out of my league if she was able to look like this.

I took her over to the first hole, but we still had to wait for Annie to show up. “So…” I said. “You, uh… look nice.”

“Thanks, Dave,” she smiled. Then came the silence. It was an awful silence, with her looking so pretty as she stood there staring at me. So I decided to just start with the ‘lesson’.

“So, uh, the biggest thing you’re going to need to know is which clubs to give them. They don’t want to have to tell you to grab their seven or their five or their pitching wedge… you should just know what they’ll want and be ready to hand it to them.”

“Okay,” she smiled. “So what’s the difference.”

I paused. Did she really not know the difference? “Uh…” I bit my tongue. “Well, like, you have your drivers… and then⁠—”

Before I could finish, she said, “What does a driver do?”

I stood there for a moment. There was no way she was going to be able to caddy for these rich Japanese dudes. “The driver is for… driving.”

“Like the cart?”

I thought for a moment she was pranking me. Then, her face turned red and she said, “I’ve never played golf before. Sorry. It’s not really my thing.”

“You really don’t know what a driver does?”

She shook her head with wide eyes. “Is that bad?”

I tried to explain the difference between the clubs, and when to grab them—but I could tell that I’d lost her. She was looking at me with a glazed look. Then Annie showed up, so I restarted the talk, but Annie had the same dumbfounded look on her face. “You really don’t know what the putter is for?” I said.

“Putting,” Annie said.

I let out a sigh of relief.

Then, she ruined the moment. “Is putting when you hit it off the little stick? Or is it when you hit it softly into the hole at the end?”

I felt my skin turning white. “The end…”

“What’s P?” Nora asked, picking up the club labelled with the P.

“Pitching wedge.”

They stared at me, as if they didn’t hear the five-minute speech I made about the pitching wedge. This was going to be a disaster.

I went over to my manager, who was now in his little office, looking at the Instagram sign-in page. “What are you doing?”

“I made a post online, and everyone said to try advertising on this Instagram thing. You know anything about it?”

“Uh… I don’t know,” I said. I didn’t want to get into it. “I just wanted to ask you a question about the girls.”

“What about them?”

“Maybe it’s not so much a question. But, uh… they have no idea what they’re doing. This is going to be a disaster if we let them caddy for the party today.”

He stared at me. He looked annoyed. His lips were pressed firmly together. He closed his eyes after a moment and I heard a loud groan slipping out from his mouth. “What solution are you offering, Davey?”

“I’m not offering a solution. It’s just… they don’t know anything about golfing. Surely one of the other girls knows something…”

“There aren’t any other girls willing to come in this early,” he said. “These guys will be here in an hour. Can you not get the girls up to speed in an hour?”

“I really don’t think so. They’re, uh… nice girls. But they’re retaining nothing.”

Then, he called the girls into the office by shouting their names. They came a moment later. “Pop quiz,” he said to them. “I’m about fifty yards from the green. What club am I using?”

The girls looked at one another and then they looked at my manager. “A golf club,” Nora said… and sadly, it was a genuine answer to what she thought was a trick question.

My manager groaned, shaking his head. “You’re right, Davey. This is going to be a disaster.” He took a deep breath. “Maybe you could just caddy with the girls. You can get the clubs for the men, and the girls can just… be girls.”

Then, out of nowhere, Annie said, “We could dress Davey up like a girl and the guys probably wouldn’t know the difference.” Nora giggled. I blushed, not thrilled about the little joke—and less thrilled when I looked at my manager and saw that his eyes were wide. He was perked up, intrigued.

“That… is not a bad idea,” he said.

“What?” I said, feeling the colour draining from my face.

“I mean—these guys… I spoke to them on the phone—they barely speak any English at all. They’re from a totally different culture. They asked for girls to caddy their game. They were specific about that more than anything else. But I doubt they would really even notice if Davey was dressed up like the two of you.”

“Sir,” I said, feeling an awful sickness now churning in my stomach. “With all due respect I don’t think that I would… pass.”

“I could make you convincing,” Annie said suddenly, with optimism and enthusiasm. “I used to make my brother look like a girl all the time, and he’s taller and stronger than you.”

This was starting to feel like a ‘roast’.

“I can’t talk like a girl. I can’t… act like a girl.”

“You don’t have to talk, Davey,” said my manager with a bright smile. “That’s the beauty of the situation. These guys don’t speak English and they just want someone to drive their carts, hand them clubs, and look cute.”

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

But he ignored my answer. “Annie. Take him to your place and doll him up. We’ll see if he looks half-decent. If not, he can get cleaned up and just tag along with you as a man—though I don’t think these guys will appreciate that so much.”

I stuttered. Now, there was a fist-sized lump in my throat.

Annie and Nora exchanged a mischievous glance, clearly amused by the sudden turn of events. "Come on," Annie said, already pulling me gently by the arm towards the door. “We’ll make you into the cutest caddy ever. You honestly have the face for it.”

I hesitated, feeling utterly out of my depth. This was far beyond anything I had ever expected to deal with at work. There was probably a lawsuit in all of this somewhere… But I was too shy to object—too shy to stand up for myself and put my foot down.

As we walked towards Annie's car, my mind raced with the obvious objections and uncertainties. Dressing up as a girl? Trying to convince strangers that I was a girl?

It felt like a surreal nightmare.

Annie, sensing my discomfort, tried to lighten the mood. "Don't worry," she said with a grin. "We'll make sure you look fabulous. Plus, you'll probably earn some decent tips from these rich guys! I heard that they might be Japanese mafia. Yakuza, or whatever.”

Her attempt at humour did little to ease my nerves. "I'm not sure about this, Annie," I managed to mumble, my voice betraying a mix of anxiety and disbelief.

Nora, who had been quietly observing, spoke up reassuringly. “It's just for today. And think about it—we could all use the extra cash. If we do a good job, these guys might even request us again. Morgan said they’re in town all month for some big business deal.”

I nodded hesitantly, not convinced but feeling strangely compelled to follow through—maybe even just because I wanted to impress Nora. Though it was hard to believe that I would impress her by dressing like a girl and showing her how masculine I wasn’t…

As we arrived at Annie's place, just across from the golf course, she immediately pulled out a collection of makeup and clothes that seemed to materialize out of thin air. "Okay, let's get started," she said cheerfully, as if we were embarking on a fun makeover session.

There was nothing fun about this…

"Okay, let's get started," Annie said, her voice bright and energetic. She gestured towards an old armchair draped with a floral-patterned sheet. "Take a seat, Davey. This will be fun!"

Fun…

There was nothing fun about this. I sank into the chair reluctantly, feeling like a prisoner awaiting execution. The chair creaked beneath me as I shifted uncomfortably, trying to ignore the scent of flowery perfume that seemed to linger in the room.

Annie began with foundation, dabbing it onto her fingertips and gently smoothing it across my face. The sensation was foreign and unsettling, like a layer of artificial skin being applied. The smell of the foundation, a mix of chemicals and something vaguely floral, filled my nostrils.

How did this happen? An hour earlier, I was getting ready for a normal day of work. Now, I was being played with like some sort of child’s dress-up doll. My masculinity was being stripped away from me. I was being forced into this… humiliation.

"Relax, Davey," Annie coaxed, noticing my stiffness. "You're doing great."

I forced a weak smile, trying to comply as she continued her work. I was tempted to tell her that my name wasn’t Davey. I hated ‘Davey’.

She moved on to concealer, applying it under my eyes and on any imperfections she deemed necessary to hide. Each touch of the brush or fingertip sent a shiver of discomfort down my spine. The makeup felt heavy and unnatural, like a mask I couldn’t remove.

Next came the blush, a rosy powder that she swept across my cheeks with a soft brush. It was oddly ticklish, and I fought the urge to squirm as she blended it into my skin. The smell of the blush was faint, a powdery scent that mingled with the lingering perfume in the room.

Annie's hands moved swiftly and surely, transforming my face into something quickly unrecognizable. She applied eyeshadow in subtle shades of brown and beige, accentuating my eyes in a way that made me feel exposed and vulnerable. At least I didn’t look like myself. At least nobody would see me and say, “Dave, is that you?” With each passing minute, I looked less like myself and more like… something else.

At first, I looked like a generic ‘drag queen’, looking quite ridiculous, as if I was mocking women. But the more Annie blended that makeup, the less I looked like some sort of imposter, and the more I looked like… the real thing.

Finally, she applied mascara, delicately brushing it onto my lashes. The tiny, precise movements made me flinch involuntarily, but she reassured me with a gentle touch on my shoulder.

After what felt like an eternity, Annie stepped back with a satisfied nod, holding up a mirror. "There! What do you think?"

I stared at my reflection in the mirror, a strange mix of emotions swirling inside me. The person looking back seemed like a stranger… at first, it seemed so ridiculous, but the more I looked, the more I could see… a female.

The makeup, though expertly applied, felt like a jokey disguise—a barrier between who I was and who I was pretending to be. But the more I got used to it, the more it seemed somewhat convincing.

"I... I guess it looks... good," I managed to stammer, unsure of what else to say.

Annie beamed, clearly pleased with her work. "You look fabulous, Davey," she said cheerfully. "Those guys won't know what hit them!"

They weren’t finished. Next came the wig: a blonde wig that touched my shoulders. They worked together to style it, realizing we were running short on time.

I stared at my reflection in disbelief. The person looking back at me bore little resemblance to the Dave I knew.

"You look great, Dave," Nora chimed in, giving me an encouraging smile.

Feeling like I was in a daze, I managed a weak smile in return. "I guess I'll, uh… give it a shot."

Annie clapped her hands together. "That's the spirit! Now quick: Get into the bathroom and shave your legs. My razor is just on the edge of the tub.”

I did as asked: another humiliating few minutes, watching the last of my masculinity swirl down her bathtub drain.

“Now let's go back to the club and knock their socks off." Annie giggled: a cute sound that would have normally made me feel all giddy and shy, but now it was just a dreadful sound, because it seemed like she was giggling at my discomfort.


CHAPTER 5
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Back at the clubhouse, my manager's eyes widened as we walked in. "Wow… Is that you, Davey!?” He jumped to his feet and then he roared with laugher. “My God, you look like a girl! You actually pulled it off," he said, clearly impressed. That excitement was genuine… too genuine. "Okay, let's get you girls out on the course. Remember, just smile, nod, and be charming. The less you say, the better."

This was all happening so fast…

With a deep breath, I followed Annie and Nora out to meet the group of wealthy Japanese businessmen. They were indeed older, with an air of seriousness about them that made me nervous. But as we approached, they greeted us warmly in Japanese, their smiles genuine and welcoming. They ogled the real girls—Annie and Nora—and then their gazes fell upon me. They looked at me with a strange amount of curiosity. I was wearing a halter-dress that offered no cleavage, because I had none to offer.I wondered how obvious it was that I was male. Is that why they were staring at me? They looked at each other with smiles and exchanged words in Japanese.

Annie and Nora effortlessly slipped into their roles, chatting and giggling as they handed out clubs (which I whispered at them to hand out) and rode along in the carts. I did my best to mimic their mannerisms, silently handing out clubs, fetching balls, and smiling politely when addressed—though I was never really addressed. By the second hole, we were like accessories for the men. They babbled off in Japanese with each other, and we were just… there.

The businessmen seemed delighted with our presence, occasionally nodding approvingly at me when I handed them a club or retrieved a ball from the rough. Every time Annie or Nora bent over to pick up a ball, they would become silent as they turned to stare at her. It was quite… misogynistic, for lack of a better word. Then, I heard that same silence when I bent over to pick up a ball. That silence made me quickly pull down at the skirt of that little dress, covering up my bum, blushing all over. I looked over and saw Annie and Nora giggling.

The men chatted amongst themselves in Japanese, occasionally gesturing towards the course and pointing out landmarks.

And then there were the occasional gestures towards us ‘girls’. At first, we would approach when we saw those gestures, but then they would wave us away. “No. No. No need,” they would say, using their sparse English. But they were definitely talking about us.

Of course, I could only assume they were talking about me, and how I didn’t quite look right. I assumed I looked absolutely ridiculous, especially once I started breaking a sweat, and I assumed my makeup was starting to face and smear.

Then, finally, after the ninth hole, I slipped into a bathroom and checked my makeup in the mirror, and I saw that I looked even more feminine than I remembered looking when the girls dolled me up at Annie’s house.

I stood before the mirror and stared at my reflection with a mixture of disbelief and curiosity. Annie's makeup skills had worked a miracle—or perhaps it was just the surreal circumstances—but there was no denying it: I looked more like a girl than I wanted to admit.

The foundation had blended seamlessly into my skin, evening out any imperfections and giving me an almost porcelain-like complexion. The blush added a delicate rosiness to my cheeks, enhancing the contours of my face in a way that softened my features. The eyeshadow, applied in subtle earthy tones, brought out the colour of my eyes and gave them a depth I hadn't really noticed earlier in my state of dread. Even the mascara framed my eyes with a subtle elegance that just seemed… impossible. My lashes weren’t actually that… girly—were they?

I leaned closer to the mirror, studying every detail. The makeup didn't necessarily hide who I was underneath. I could still see myself in those eyes. My appearance was… strangely intriguing. For a fleeting moment, I felt a pang of admiration—if I saw a girl that looked like me, I would have probably taken a second look—and then I would have probably written her off as ‘out of my league’.

But as quickly as the admiration came, so did a wave of uncertainty. This wasn't me. I was Dave. I was a dude. I liked women and I liked masculine things like sports.

And now, the thought of facing those Japanese businessmen again, knowing they quite possibly saw me as a woman, sent a shiver down my spine.

I took a deep breath and attempted to compose myself. "You can do this," I muttered to my reflection, trying to muster the same confidence Annie and Nora had shown throughout the day. "Just go out there and play the part."

Straightening my shoulders, I exited the bathroom and rejoined Annie and Nora in the clubhouse. They glanced up, their expressions a mix of relief and encouragement. "You okay, Davey?" Annie asked, her voice gentle.

I nodded, offering a tentative smile. "Yeah, I'm... I'm good. Let's just finish this… and never talk about it again.”

Together, we made our way back out onto the course, where the Japanese businessmen were waiting at the tee for the tenth hole. As we approached, they looked up and greeted us with polite nods and murmured words in Japanese. I responded with a smile, feeling the weight of their scrutiny upon me.

Throughout the remainder of the round, I played my role as best as I could—smiling, nodding, and occasionally handing out clubs.

The girls were actually starting to learn a little bit about golf. They knew when to hand the men drivers and putters, and they were getting better at identifying when to use a 5-iron instead of a 9-iron.

As we reached the final hole, one of the businessmen approached me with a nod of approval. "Good caddy," he said, using the extent of his English vocabulary. His compliment, though simple, was enough to ease some of the tension coiled in my chest.

With a smile, I thanked him with a little bow of the head. Then, he handed me a wad of cash. “Tip.”

I was stunned. The weight of that wad… was he really giving me that cash?

Before walking away, he took the opportunity to look me up and down: an obvious ogling gaze that took in every little details—and it lingered on my chest for a long moment (as if he thought that stuffed bra was actually a pair of tits). I managed to smile while being ogled. He nodded his head and walked off.

Then, a hand grabbed mine. I looked over to see Annie, smiling. she flashed a wad of cash in her own hand. She giggled with excitement, and then I saw Nora with a wad of her own. I’d assumed we would have to split the wad I was given—and I was totally fine with that. But it was all for me!? It was more tip money than I’d made from any golfer before—maybe even combined!

We waited until the businessmen were gone from the parking lot before I went into the bathroom to wash off the makeup, pull off the wig, and change back into my proper caddy outfit. Now, it was only 3:30 PM, and there were no golfers scheduled to tee off, because the businessmen had booked the entire day.


CHAPTER 6
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After the exhilarating but surreal day with the Japanese businessmen, the clubhouse roared with its usual nighttime energy. The senior caddies, like senior members of some fraternity, were determined to prove that they could party every night without fail.

Jerry, one of the senior caddies with a penchant for mischief, was holding court near the bar, regaling everyone with exaggerated tales of his golfing exploits. His booming voice echoed through the clubhouse, drawing laughter and cheers from the gathered crowd of friends who had heard those same stories dozens—maybe hundreds—of times.

An impromptu game of darts had broken out in one corner, with bets and banter flying as each player aimed for the bullseye with varying degrees of success. It wasn’t long before guys were getting brave girls to stand by the dart board so they could see who could land darts as close to their heads as possible without hitting them.

Meanwhile, a group of waitresses had commandeered a corner of the clubhouse, where they were deep in discussion about… something. They kept giggling and looking over at the men. They looked at me a number of times, making me think they were discussing my ‘disguise’ as a female caddy. I tried not to let it bother me.

When I went to the bathroom, I saw that there was still a bit of black under my eyes from the pencil-eyeliner. It was hard to wash off (I tried again in the bathroom), so I just decided to live with it, since everyone already knew what I did.

Some guys poked fun at me, sure, but they were all mostly jealous of the tip I got when they found out I got eight-hundred dollars. I have to admit that it was kind of nice having them all jealous of me at the end of that embarrassing day; I really thought it would be hard to look them in the eye after doing what I did.

Amidst the chaos, I found myself standing by Nora, both of us still flushed with adrenaline from the day. She flashed me a playful grin, her eyes sparkling with a hint of mischief. "Can you believe today?" she exclaimed, her voice tinged with excitement. She was blushing. Was she trying not to laugh, remembering me all dolled up?

I chuckled "I honestly thought we wouldn't make it through the morning," I admitted, shaking my head. I sipped my warm beer.

Annie sidled up next to us, her expression gleeful as she waved a wad of cash in the air. “Let’s fucking GO!” she shouted. “I’m getting DRUNK and I’m fucking whoever I WANT. WOO!” She lifted the skirt of her dress and flashed her panties, which I’m pretty sure had a big pee stain on them.

Then, out of the noise of the room came a booming voice: “POOL PARTY!”

Suddenly, the clubhouse emptied out. I just ran along to keep up. Then, without even taking off their clothes, everyone started jumping into the clubhouse pool. Water splashed high in the air. Girls giggled and guys cheered. Someone threw a beer on me before yelling, “Get in the pool, loser!”

Now, I had to get in the pool to rinse off the beer, so I jumped in with them. Nora jumped in next to me. We swam around in the chaos for a bit. Her giggling was contagious, so I started giggling too. Then we both got out of the pool, and my anxiety struck hard when I saw that her white shirt was now transparent, and she was doing nothing to hide her breasts. No bra. She had those large saucer-plate nipples.

“Are you okay?” she asked, looking into my eyes with a grin.

I wanted to tell her that her tits were basically out, but I didn’t want to sound like a creep. “I’m fine. Uh… Tired, from the day, I guess.”

She pushed her wet hair back, flaring out her chest. A part of me was convinced that she was trying to seduce me.

I cleared my throat. “What time do you work tomorrow?” she asked.

“It’s my day off tomorrow.”

“Oh. Too bad. I work all weekend. Then I’m off on Monday and Tuesday.”

“I’m on Monday and Tuesday.”

“I’ll see you Wednesday then,” she said, her breasts still trying so hard to pull my focus down.

“Nice TITS!” Annie shouted as she skipped by. She spanked Nora on the ass. Nora turned to Annie and lifted her shift, shaking her body to make her tits bounce.

“Jealous!?” Nora shouted back.

I was flushed with embarrassment.

“Groundskeeper is coming!” someone shouted. Then, just as fast as we arrived, we were leaving. Everyone ran out the gate and scattered in different directions. It was fun and exciting. I held Nora’s hand until she was pulled away by a friend. Then, I was running on my own, towards my bike. I hopped on and raced home—something that was becoming a nightly ritual.


CHAPTER 7
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Iwoke up to a message on my phone. It was Rich. “You coming over or what?” he wrote. He was, of course, referring to me having to do whatever he wanted me to do for a full hour.

I groaned, and then told myself that I could come home and nap after I finished doing whatever Rich wanted me to do. My weekend plan was, after all, to catch up on rest. My shifts at the golf course ran so long—some nights I barely had eight hours at home before I had to go back… though maybe that was partially my own fault for sticking around the clubhouse to party with the other caddies—the senior caddies who never seemed to tire, who never seemed to suffer the symptoms of a hangover, even after drinking a dozen beers and getting just four hours of sleep before a long shift.

Rich was one of those senior caddies who had been working for nearly a decade at the club. Now, he lived in a small trailer that was literally parked on clubhouse property, behind the woods of the sixteenth hole. “The only person who knows I live here is the groundskeeper,” he told me when I stepped into his trailer on that Saturday morning. He tossed me a beer. I groaned at the thought of drinking a beer at 7:30 AM, so I politely set it down on his peeling countertop. “I pulled the trailer up here six years ago,” he went on. “I thought someone would eventually come and tell me that I have to move it… but nobody has ever come to say anything. Every now and then Carl will come and whipper-snipper around it, but he says nothing.”

“You just live here for free?” I asked.

He nodded his head. “It’s pretty good—once you get used to the fact there’s no running water, no working bathroom, and no electricity. But you get used to that fast.”

“Where do you take a shit?”

“In the woods,” he said, motioning out the window.

I looked out. Technically, those woods were part of the sixteenth hole. “On the golf course?”

He shrugged his shoulders.

I shook my head. I’d been in those woods many times, retrieving balls for golfers. I was disturbed to think how close I’d come to one of Rich’s bowel movements. “Whatever—What do you want me to do for the next hour?”

“Well, first of all, you need to get dolled up like you were for those Asian dudes.”

I felt the blood suddenly draining from my face. “W—What?”

He smiled. “What? You were hot. Go and get dolled up again at Annie’s place. Then, come over here and work on this.” He led me outside and motioned towards four large empty planter boxes. “I figure since nobody is kicking me out, I may as well have my own little garden.” There were bags of compost, bags of top soil, and cartons of transplants.

“You want me to make a garden for you?” I said.

“As a girl.”

“Why as a girl?” I asked, feeling violated before I’d even done anything.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. It’s my hour. I won. You lost. You have to do what I want, and that’s what I want. Nobody said I have to justify my decision.” He was blushing, as if he actually liked the thought of me being dolled up. Now, he was grinning, looking away from my coyly. “The guys were all talking about how hot you were last night,” he said with a chuckle.

“I’m not hot. I mean—I’m not a girl,” I said.

“Yeah, I know,” he said bluntly. “I’m not an idiot, Dave. So anyway—Annie is waiting for you. Go and get dolled up. The hour starts once your back.”

I argued, of course. I didn’t just accept this fate. I tried to negotiate, but my negotiation attempts were a failure because Rich just wouldn’t budge. I tried to make the getting dolled-up part of that hour, but he wouldn’t accept it. “Why are you being such a poor loser?” he kept asking.

And then I just had to accept my fate. I went back to Annie’s place. I knocked on the door, feeling so awkward and humiliated before the process had even begun.

Annie threw the door open with a big smile. “Davey!” she said. She did a little dance in the doorway and then moved aside so that I could enter. I walked in slowly. “I just want to get this done with. A bet’s a bet,” I said. Then I looked around and saw that the house was trashed, as if she’d thrown a raging party. There was a man sleeping naked on the couch. His cock was slumped over his thigh.

Annie waved him off. “One night stand,” she said. “He wasn’t good. He only lasted, like, a minute. What good is a big cock if you can’t last at least five minutes?”

I was tense all over. I tried not to look at the passed out naked man. She had her makeup all set up nearby.
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"Okay, Davey, let's get you dolled up," she said, her eyes sparkling with mischief. She grabbed a makeup brush and started to apply foundation on my face. Her hands were gentle yet steady. I tried to hold as still as possible, hoping it would be finished as quickly as possible.

As she continued to work on my makeup, I noticed she kept looking at me with a flirty sort of gaze. She kept biting her bottom lip. She kept turning her gaze down to my lap, eyeing my crotch.

Annie's hands moved to my collarbone and then down to my chest, teasing my nipples gently through my shirt. I felt my cock stiffen in my pants and I could see the hunger in her eyes. She leaned in closer, her lips brushing against my ear as she whispered, “My date last night was so underwhelming. Maybe you can just… pick up where he left off.”

Before I could react, she pulled my shirt up and over my head, exposing my chest to her touch. Her fingers danced across my skin, sending shivers down my spine. I couldn't help but groan in pleasure as she continued to tease me.

Was this really happening?

Maybe I wasn’t so upset about this after all. Maybe there was a silver-lining to this lost bet.

She bit her lip and turned her attention back to my face. “We shouldn’t,” she said suddenly. I was frozen. I wanted to tell her, ‘We should,’ but I didn’t want to be creepy.

But she kept gazing down at my lap. She was squirming with a horniness that I’d never seen from a woman before.

As she continued to work on my makeup, she also undid my pants, freeing my cock from its confines. She took it in her hand, stroking it gently while her eyes locked onto mine. I could feel myself getting harder and harder, my need for her intensifying with every passing moment.

She leaned in closer, her lips barely grazing my earlobe as she whispered, "You know, I've always wanted to suck a femboy cock.” And with that, she sank to her knees in front of me, taking my cock into her mouth.

I couldn't help but groan in pleasure as she licked and sucked on my shaft, her eyes never leaving mine. The sensations coursing through me were intoxicating, and I felt my resolve crumbling with each pass of her tongue.

I had lost the bet, but in that moment, I didn't care. In fact… I was thrilled.

As she continued to suck me off, she reached around and groped my ass, pulling me closer to her. I couldn't help but thrust into her mouth, my cock throbbing with each movement.

Just as I was on the brink of orgasm, she stopped, her eyes filled with a mixture of hunger and anticipation. "Not yet," she whispered, her voice husky with desire. “Don’t be like him.” She motioned over to the passed out naked man.

She stood up, her eyes locked onto mine as she unbuttoned her shirt and pulled it off. Her breasts were perfect, full and perky, and I couldn't help but stare at them in awe.

She pushed me down onto the couch, her eyes never leaving mine as she straddled me. Her thighs pressed against my cheeks, and I could feel the heat emanating from her core.

As she rode me, I could feel my cock swelling even more, aching to be inside her. My need for her was overwhelming, and I couldn't take it any longer.

I reached down and grabbed her ass, lifting her up and positioning my cock at her entrance. With one swift movement, I thrust into her, feeling her tight pussy enveloping my shaft.

She cried out in pleasure, her eyes rolling back in ecstasy. I could feel her walls contracting around me, and I knew I was close to losing control.

As I pounded into her, I reached down and rubbed her clit, feeling her body shudder in response. Her moans grew louder, her hands gripping the back of the couch for dear life.

I could feel my own orgasm approaching, my balls tightening and my cock throbbing with need. And then, just like that, I erupted, filling her with my seed as she rode me relentlessly.

She screamed out. Her pussy gushed a clear fluid, all over my chest. It was warm and wet, dripping everywhere. She stood up slowly, my cum falling out of her. “Don’t worry,” she said. “I’m on the pill.” She just let the cum fall out, and then she went back to doing my makeup. It was silent… and surreal. It wasn’t long before I started to wonder if any of it had really happening. The only evidence was the huge wet spot on my chest from her squirting.

“You’re all done, Davey,” she smiled. “Thanks for the orgasm.”

As I walked back to Rich's trailer, I couldn't help but feel a sense of numbness and confusion. The encounter with Annie had been intense, to say the least, but it had also left me feeling a bit used and violated.

It wasn’t a romantic encounter; it was just her filling a sexual void that her date had left unfilled the night before… and I was also apparently satisfying some fetish she had (which explained a lot). Annie had a thing for ‘femboys’, so I understood why she was so determined to volunteer to doll me up. She got some sexual satisfaction out of making me look like a girl⁠—

And she really did make me look like a girl. Now, she had me wearing a little red crop-top and a tiny pair of red booty shorts. She had a choker around my throat and that wig was back on my head. I was, once again, mostly unrecognizable—and probably convincing to anyone who didn’t know me.

Now, looking at my reflection in a car window, I remembered Rich telling me that the other caddies had a conversation about how ‘hot’ I was. Were they fantasizing about fucking me too?

I shook off the thoughts. It was too disturbing to think about other men fawning over me.

Rich was outside, watching me intently as I approached. He had a mischievous grin on his face, and I knew he was enjoying watching me struggle with my emotions. I tried to put on a brave face, but I could tell he saw right through me. That grin… Oh God—I could tell he had bad thoughts on his mind. Now, I couldn’t help but wonder if this was something that they were thinking about before I even got dolled up. I’d always been smaller than the guys, after all…

“Let’s get this over with, alright?” I mumbled, trying to keep my voice steady.

Rich laughed and clapped me on the back. “Girl voice,” he said. “For the next hour, you have to stay in character.”

I couldn't help but fume at his lack of sympathy for the situation. But I knew he wasn't going to let it go at that.

"Come on, let's go work on this garden," Rich said, leading me outside. I followed him hesitantly, not wanting to be anywhere near him, but knowing that I had no choice. “And when I say ‘let’s’, I, of course mean you will garden and I will watch.”

I got to work right away, knowing the clock wouldn’t start until work started.

I got the planter boxes filled with rich soil, and I carefully transplanted the seedlings. I felt a small surge of pride at my work, but it was quickly tempered by the absurdity of the situation, seeing Rich sitting there, ogling me from a lawn chair. He had no shame. I felt like reminding him that he was staring at a man, but I was starting to think that he was either gay or bisexual, and the reminder would be of no use.

He wasn’t hiding that he liked what he saw. I looked at my reflection in his trailer window. To be fair to him, Annie had, once again, done a pretty good job in terms of making me look like a girl. I mean… I actually looked like a girl. And I was actually kind of… cute. I mean—all things considered, of course. I didn’t like looking like this. I couldn’t wait to get my proper clothes back on—even though they were wet from Annie squirting all over them.

I kept gardening. I realized I never checked the time when I started, and I was trusting Rich to be honest about that full ‘hour’, though I probably should have clocked in at some point as a safety.

Rich watched me for a long moment, then suddenly moved closer. He grabbed my arm, pulling me towards him. "Hey, I was thinking," he said, his voice low and husky. “You’re hot. I’m horny...”

I stared at him, stunned. "Are you serious?"

He grinned, his eyes dark with lust. "Dead serious. And, uh… I can’t really help it anymore.”

Before I could react, he had me pinned against the planter box. His hands were on my hips, forcing me to bend over. I struggled against him, but it was no use.

As I stood there, helplessly, Rich pulled down my little red shorts and the borrowed girls’ underwear, exposing my ass. He positioned himself behind me, his cock hard and ready. I tried to brace myself for the pain, but I knew it was inevitable.

He spat. He smeared. I just froze up, accepting this fate for reasons that I couldn’t quite wrap my own head around.

He thrust into me, his body slamming against mine with brutal force. I screamed out in shock, my hands clawing at the ground as he fucked me relentlessly. It didn’t hurt like I thought it would—at least not physically. But he was taking something away from me: a dignity that I never knew I valued until that moment.

I struggled against Rich's advance, my body tensed as he forced himself deep into me. Despite the awkwardness and humiliation, there was a strange sensation building within me… I couldn't deny that there was a part of me that was turned on.

As he continued to thrust into me, with me bent over that planter box, I tried to focus on staying in character as a girl. I could somehow vividly imagine what the other caddies might have thought if they could see me in this position. The idea of them fantasizing about me filled me with a mix of shame and arousal. Why were these thoughts coming into my head?

My mind raced, trying to make sense of the situation. Why was I enjoying this? Was it just the after-effects of the bet and the makeup and the outfit? Or was there something deeper?

He groaned. He plunged deep, using every inch of his throbbing cock. I couldn’t believe this was happening. This was a man that I worked with, and out of nowhere, he was ass-fucking me!

I couldn't help but feel a sense of satisfaction in submitting to Rich. It was like a sort of… surrender. My whole life, I’d tried so hard to be who I was supposed to be, and that was strangely… exhausting. I was a man, but in this moment, I was allowing myself to be fucked like a woman. It was so taboo, and somehow that made it all the more enticing.

As Rich continued to pump into me, I found myself becoming more and more lost in the moment. My body reacted to his touch in ways that I never thought possible. I felt my cock stiffening, my arousal reaching a peak. I felt a wetness between my legs. I don’t know if it was pre-cum or if I was wetting myself.

Finally, Rich stopped, pulling out of me and leaving me panting and breathless. I felt a sense of loss as he stepped back, leaving me to recover from the intense experience.

I straightened myself up and adjusted my clothes.

I looked at him, my eyes locked onto his, and I knew that something had changed between us. We had crossed a boundary that couldn't be uncrossed, and there was no going back to the way things were before. At least that’s how I felt; I’m not sure the same look was in his eyes. The look in his eyes was… uncaring, like he’d already forgotten about pushing himself on me, as if none of it mattered and things would continue as normal moving forward.

Suddenly, Rich's grin was wider than ever, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction. "You ready to finish the job, beautiful?” he asked, his voice low and husky.

I nodded, my voice still shaky from the intense ass-fucking. As we walked back to his trailer, I felt a sense of euphoria, still tingling between my legs.

I finished planting his garden. I’m pretty sure it took longer than an hour. Then, I went inside to get cleaned up, and was quickly reminded that the bathroom did not work, so I had to awkwardly walk to the bathroom on the fourteenth hole of the golf course, avoiding the weekend golfers as I snuck across the greens. I’m sure a few of them saw me: that horrible walk of shame (and I was waddling because my ass was so sore).


CHAPTER 8
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Monday came around. I was working a shift with Rich, and we were assigned to the same group of golfers together. I thought that it was going to be weird, but he just acted like nothing happened—at all. He was just his usual smiley self. He even had the audacity to ask me, “What did you get up to this weekend?” I’m not a therapist, but I was pretty sure that this was the definition of ‘gaslighting’. He was making me feel like I’d lost my mind.

Or maybe he really just didn’t care to let what happened affect him. He didn’t want any drama in his life, and he refused to let this become drama. And in a way, that was… refreshing. I had to quit my job at the shoe store after asking one of my co-workers if she wanted to go out to a movie with me; after I asked her out (and she said no), working around her was just too awkward; she wouldn’t look at me, she asked our manager to switch shifts so she wouldn’t be on the floor with me, and she told the other employees that I was being ‘weird’.

But Rich didn’t do anything like that. He did… nothing at all.

And I was starting to think that the whole ‘getting dolled up’ thing was behind me, until that evening, when we were cleaning up the caddy shack and my manager approached me to say, “The Japanese fellows are coming back. I guess they had a great time and insisted on booking out the course for Wednesday again. I’m going to need you to caddy again. And, uh…”

He didn’t have to say it. “You want me to dress like a girl?” I asked.

“Yeah. If you don’t mind,” he said. “You, Nora, and Annie—same as before.”

As I stood there, waiting for my manager to continue, I could feel the dread building up inside me. I knew what was coming, and I knew that I wouldn't be able to avoid it. I was going to have to dress up like a girl again and cater to the whims of those Japanese golfers.

When my manager finally spoke again, he said, "So, we're going to need you to be ready early, just in case they arrive before the course opens. So, make sure you're dressed and ready to go by 6:00 AM, alright?"

I nodded, even though I was far from alright. The thought of dressing up like a girl again, of being objectified by those golfers, filled me with a mix of fear and anger. But there was no way around it. It was my job. At least I knew they tipped well. The thought of making another tax-free $800 cash… Maybe I could endure another day of emasculation.

As I went home that night, I felt uneasy. I knew that I was going to have to face my fears again—one more time—to submit to the demands of my manager and the whims of those Japanese golfers. But as much as it made me uncomfortable, there was a part of me that was excited too.

The next day went by in a blur. There wasn’t a minute that the feminization wasn’t on my mind. Annie had called in sick that morning—positive for Covid—so I was informed that I would be doing my makeup on my own. At the end of the day, my manager brought me a box that he’d picked up from Annie. “It should have everything,” he said. “Makeup, outfits, a wig, perfume. Maybe watch some YouTube videos and make sure you look… you know—cute.”

I snuck that box into my house, horrified my family would see it—or that they would see me all dolled up, and then think that I’d lost my mind.

I awoke to the sound of rain falling outside. Great, I thought. Not only was I going to have to dress up like a girl again, but now I was going to have to do it in the rain.

As I stood in my room, looking at the clothes that Annie had picked out for me, I groaned. It was all ‘slut’ clothing: skintight, short skirts, low-cut tops, and dresses that belonged in a lingerie shop.

But I knew that I couldn't back out now. I had to go through with it.

I spent over an hour doing my makeup, trying to match what Annie had done before. I don’t think I did a bad job, but I quickly gained an appreciation for that skill. I must have redone my eyeliner, like, six times before feeling satisfied with it.

After getting dressed, I looked at myself in the mirror. I barely recognized the person staring back at me. I was wearing a short red dress, my hair piled high on my head in messy curls, and my makeup was done in a way that made me look years younger. I felt like a completely different person, and yet, deep down, I knew that it was still me beneath the façade.

Though, most importantly, I was convincing… and kind of cute. I caught myself smiling. I caught myself posing. I even caught myself blowing a little kiss at the mirror. I blushed all over. I had to admit that there was something rather satisfying about getting dolled up like that.

As I walked out to the golf course, I could feel the eyes of the other caddies on me. Some of them were impressed, others were giggling. But none of them said a word. At least they knew that I was being told to do this for work—and I’m sure they had heard about the $800 tip I’d made the week before. Maybe there were even a few looks of jealousy.

When my manager saw me, he gave me a nod of approval. "You look great," he said.

As we waited for the Japanese golfers to arrive, I was uneasy. What would they think of me this time? Would I pass again, or would they see through my ‘disguise’? The rain was surely going to work away at my makeup. After eighteen holes, my bare face would surely be exposed… though maybe my bare face was feminine enough to pass without makeup. I tried not to consider that possibility.

When the golfers finally arrived, they just wanted to get started, and as we walked down the fairway, I could feel my body tense up in anticipation.

They looked over at Nora, who was beautiful as usual. They smiled, and then they looked at Katie, who was newer to the clubhouse. Now, Katie was wearing a dangerously short skirt; she’d told me that she used to work at a nightclub, and would rake in big tips by giving guys lap dances—so I don’t think the short skirt bothered her much.

One of the golfers spoke to me in broken English. “Look pretty," he said. "Good job."

I wanted to tell him that it wasn't a job, that I was going through this because I had to, not because I wanted to. But instead, I just nodded and smiled, trying to act the part.

It wouldn’t have been so awkward had it not been for the other caddies, who apparently decided to stick around the course, even though there were no other tee-times booked. They followed us around, keeping a good eighty-yard distance. They just watched, as if this was somehow so entertaining. Finally, around the ninth hole, they got bored and went off to do other things (or maybe my manager shooed them away).

“Order food,” said one of the Japanese businessmen. So we showed them the menu, let them point to what they wanted, and then Nora called the orders in. The golfers didn’t want to continue golfing until they ate. They took shelter from the rain in one of the course’s pergolas. They chatted in Japanese while we took their clubs and started cleaning them—just to keep busy while we waited.

Then came Antonio in a cart, with their food order. The businessmen were thrilled and got straight to eating. Then, Antonio tapped me on the shoulder and said, “Manager wants to chat with you. I’ll give you a ride.”

“Okay,” I said.

But it was a lie. Antonio took me around the bend to a quiet part of the course. He parked the cart and looked at me. I hardly knew him, and had only spoken to him once or twice.

He sat there, staring at me with a red face.

“What is it?” I asked.

“Can you… keep using that girl voice that you do?”

“W—Why?”

“It’s hot.”

“Hot?” I said. “Aren’t you going to take me to the manager?”

He shook his head. “I lied about that.”

Antonio leaned in closer to me. His breath was hot on my neck as he said, "I want you to use that girl voice and I’ll give you a good tip, baby.”

I was flustered, unsure of how to respond. I knew that if I followed his request, it would be me crossing the line this time—not him. Still, I couldn't help but feel a spark of excitement at his request.

“Do it," he whispered, reaching out to touch my cheek gently.

I hesitated for a moment, but ultimately, my rational thoughts gave way to the excitement building inside me. I let out a small, girlish giggle, "Um, okay… but only if you want me to."

His eyes sparkled at my words, and he leaned back just enough to look me up and down, a slow, teasing smile forming on his lips. "I do," he said, his voice low and sultry. "But first, let me show you how much I appreciate it."

Before I could react, he leaned in, his lips meeting mine in a searing kiss. My heart raced as I felt his tongue slip into my mouth, our tongues dancing together in an intimate dance. I could feel my face heating up, the blush creeping up my cheeks as I kissed back, realizing that I was enjoying this way more than I should.

As our kiss broke, Antonio gave me a sultry look and said, "See, you're so hot when you're like this... I bet if you carry on using that voice, I'll have to give you a better tip."

My eyes widened at his bold statement, but I couldn't deny the thrill it brought me. "You promise?" I asked, my voice still high-pitched and girlish. I don’t know why I was so determined to play along.

"I promise," he said, nodding seriously. "But only if you keep up the sweet talk."

I nodded, my heart pounding in anticipation. "Alright, I'll do it," I said, my words lite and sweet, a perfect blend of innocence and seduction.

Antonio's eyes sparkled as he gave me a slow, knowing smile. "Good girl. That's a good start, baby. Now, let's see how much more I can give you."

My breath caught in my throat.

His eyes darkened as he leaned in again, his lips crushing mine in a passionate kiss. My heart thumped wildly as I kissed him back, feeling a fire ignite between us. I could feel his erection pressing against me, and I couldn't help but feel a thrill at the realization that I was turning Antonio on. I can’t say that I’d ever turned any girl on before—unless you count Annie, I suppose, though I think that was more just her messing around. This was different. Antonio really couldn’t help himself. He’d spent the morning watching me from afar, and now he just had to unload.

We broke the kiss, our faces still close, our breaths mingling. I was panting, my body aching for more. Antonio gave me a sultry look, his eyes filled with heat. "That was enough to make me want to give you a bigger tip." He winked.

My eyes widened as I understood what he meant. "You mean...?"

He nodded, his eyes never leaving mine. "Yeah, babe.”

My heart raced as I agreed to his proposition. "Alright."

He smiled, his eyes sparkling with mischief, as he drove us to a quiet spot on the course. Once there, he parked the cart and looked at me, his face redder than ever. "You ready, baby?" he asked, his voice raw with desire.

I could only nod, my heart pounding in anticipation. "Yeah, baby. I'm ready."

With that, he reached for me, pulling me onto his lap and kissing me deeply. My hormones were firing on all cylinders, and I found myself kissing him back with unrestrained passion. My hands trembled as I reached for his pants, unzipping them and reached inside to find his swollen cock.

I took it into my hand, stroking it gently as he moaned into our kiss. I could feel his body shuddering beneath my touch, and I reveled in the power I had over him… or maybe it was power he had over me. In that moment, it was impossible to tell…

He pulled back, his eyes sparkling with heat as he said, "You're making me so hard, baby. I fucking need to be inside of you."

I could feel my heart pounding in my chest as I moved closer, positioning myself over his lap. As I straddled him, my dress rising up around my thighs, I looked down at him, my eyes meeting his. "Are you ready?"

He nodded, his eyes filled with lust and desire. "I'm ready, baby.”

With that, I sank down onto him, taking his whole cock in my tight ass. I cried out, not quite prepared for how big he was. The moment I took his entire cock into my tight ass, I knew I was in trouble. I cried out in pain as he filled me, stretching me to my limits.

Antonio's hands gripped my hips tightly, his breath hot on my neck as he thrust into me. "You feel so fucking good, baby," he groaned, his voice raw with desire.

I could feel the fire growing inside of me, the pain of his cock inside me quickly turning into pleasure as my body began to adapt. My dress was bunched up around my waist, the soft fabric rubbing against my sensitive skin as Antonio's cock pumped in and out of my ass.

I leaned forward, grinding my hips against his, a new kind of pleasure surging through me. "You like that, baby?" Antonio growled, his hands moving up to squeeze my non-existent breasts, twisting my nipples through the fabric of my dress.

“Yes,” I moaned. It hurt a bit, but somehow that just made it more enticing.

His eyes sparkled, and he smiled wickedly. "Ok, baby. Let's see how much you really like it."

His hands left my chest, running down my body and gripping my thighs. He pushed me down onto his lap, stretching my legs wide apart and exposing my hard cock to his gaze. His eyes widened as he saw how hard I was for him, and he gave me a sly grin.

"I think you want me to touch you, baby. Is that right?"

My heart raced, but I couldn't deny that the thought of him touching me there excited me. "Yes," I whispered, my voice barely audible. "Please."

With a wicked smile, he slid his hand up my inner thigh, his fingers sliding around my shaft. He moaned as he felt how hard I was for him, his fingers tightening around my girth.

"You're so fucking hard, baby," he groaned, his thumb moving in circles around my sensitive tip. "I'm gonna make you come so hard."

The pleasure was building inside of me, his finger on my cock sending shocks of pleasure through me. I was so close, my body shaking with need.

"That's it, baby," Antonio encouraged, his voice low and sultry. "Come for me."

With a cry, I shattered, my body convulsing as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me. My cock spewed all over Antonio's fingers, and he groaned in pleasure, his cock swelling even larger in my ass.

As my orgasm subsided, Antonio removed his hand from my cock, his breath still hot on my neck as he whispered, "That was just the beginning, baby."

He thrust into me again, harder and faster this time, his cock filling me completely as he gave me the hardest fucking of my life. My body shook with pleasure, but I couldn't stop, couldn't bring myself to tell him to stop, even though I knew it would probably hurt.

He thrust into me relentlessly, his cock sliding in and out of my ass with ease. My tight hole ached for him, my hips moving of their own accord as I tried to ride his shaft.

"Fuck, you're so hot," Antonio growled, his face red with effort. "I'm gonna come so fucking hard."

With a roar, he thrust into me one last time, his cock swelling even more as he filled my ass with his cum. I cried out as I felt his warm seed filling me, my body trembling with pleasure as I watched him orgasm.

His face was a mask of pure ecstasy, his eyes closed as he reveled in the pleasure of fucking me. His hands gripped my hips tightly, holding me in place as he emptied himself inside of me.

As Antonio's body shuddered before finally going limp, I could feel the last of his cock’s seed draining from my ass. I glanced down, seeing how swollen and sensitive his erection still was. With a wicked grin, I leaned close to Antonio's ear.

"Think you can handle a little more?" I whispered, my voice low and sultry.

Antonio's eyes sparkled with lust, but he nodded slowly, his breath coming in heavy gasps. "For you, baby, I can probably handle it."

With a lazy smile, I reached down and grasped his cock, sliding it back into my ass in one quick motion. Antonio groaned and shouted, his body tensing beneath me. I felt his cum squishing out—and heard it too. It was a bit of an embarrassing sound, but he didn’t seem to mind.

We continued, the sweat from our exertion now mingling with the rain streaming down our faces. The raindrop's gentle taps against our skin now seemed to have a sensual rhythm, like the faltering beat of a primitive, primal drum.

He was fucking me again, using his own cum as lube.

As we moved, I stroked Antonio's hair back from his face, feeling the dampness of the rain and his sweat-soaked hair against my fingertips. I could feel the pressure building within me again, my cock aching to release.

"Fuck, you're so beautiful," Antonio whispered, leaning forward to give me a deep, passionate kiss. Our lips locked together while our bodies continued to grind together, my cock pulsating with the need to unleash another powerful release.

As we kissed, I could taste the raindrops mingling with our flavours on our tongues, creating a number of sensations within me. The world around us disappeared, dissolved into the pleasures of our bodies.

In that moment, it felt like we were the only two people in the world.

Suddenly, our world was shattered by the sound of an approaching golf cart. A masculine laughter and excited chatter reverberated through the air. It took only a moment for the reality of our situation to sink in and for me to push Antonio away.

"Uh, we better get back," I said, my voice strained with the lingering passion.

Nodding, Antonio let out a ragged sigh and adjusted his clothing. "Yeah, you’re definitely late at this point.”

“Shit,” I whispered. I checked my makeup in the little sideview mirror as he raced off.


CHAPTER 9
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The Japanese golfers left another big tip: another eight-hundred each. I accepted it with a bitter-sweet smile. I had to bite down on my tongue to keep that smile on my face as I returned to the caddy shack, noticing the gazes of the caddies looking me up and down—some of them looking away when I looked towards them, others just blatantly looking at me and not caring that I knew.

There was something about my appearance; I was convincing, and maybe a bit cute—but more than anything, there was some sort of sexual appeal that seemed to fire men up. I could see that familiar gleam in their eyes: the same look that I got from Antonio, and the same look that I got from Rich.

Thankfully, this was the end of being a ‘girl’ for the golf course—or so I thought. Before leaving that evening, my manager pulled me into his little office and said, “I want to run an idea by you, and I want you to keep an open mind.”

“Okay,” I said, already dreading what he had to say—and I knew it had something to do with dressing up like a girl because of the redness in his cheeks. “Some golfers showed up this afternoon, while you were out with the businessmen. They looked out and saw you, and asked me if we had female caddies now. Their eyes really lit up at the idea of having pretty girls as caddies.”

“You want me to caddy for them?” I said, trying to cut through the preamble.

“Them… and others. I think, uh, this might be an opportunity to save the course from being sold. If we can attract a new customer base, we can start filling tee-times with men who want to hang out with pretty girls all day. Right now, our girls don’t really know anything about golf, but they’re starting to learn. Until the girls are up to speed… well, you’re very convincing, and…”

His face was dark, dark red now.

“I can do it,” I said reluctantly. “But…”

Before I could say it, he perked up. “There would, of course, be a small raise for you. And, of course, the tips will be better.”

“Right,” I said. But even still, I didn’t feel great about it.

“So, uh…” He smiled—all teeth. “I booked those guys for tomorrow. So you’ll need to be on the course for 8:00 AM, dolled up. And Davey…”

“Yeah?” I said as dread filled my gut.

“Wear something… slutty. Really whore it up for these guys, alright? I’m not telling you that as your manager—and if you tell anyone that I said that, I’ll deny it. But do me a favour and slut it up. Make them want to re-book.”

I felt sick. Now, he wasn’t just asking me to be a girl; he was asking me to be a whore. He was treating me like some sort of escort; he was one step away from telling me to suck the golfers’ cocks.

I was just supposed to be a caddy. Now, this had gotten way out of hand.
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I was paired with Nora again. She smiled when she saw me step into the caddy shack, all dolled up. She was also dolled up, wearing a tiny skirt and stockings, which really seemed inappropriate for a golf course. When she turned away from me, I could see her bum, and I had a feeling my manager asked her to dress like that. I could tell from the redness on her face that this was far out of her comfort zone—maybe just as far out of her comfort zone as what I was dealing with.

The golfers showed up, saw us, and instantly grinned. They nudged each other, whispered to one another, and then I caught a few of them sharing high-fives. The way that they looked at us as we greeted ourselves… the dread swelling inside of me was worse than ever—and I’d done this multiple times now.

Every hole was filled with glances and glares, grins and winks. They started ordering drinks on the third hole, and by the fifth hole, they’d all finished three or four beers. Those glances became more serious.

I watched as one of the golfers put his hand on Nora while she was asking him if he wanted another drink. That hand slid down her back, getting dangerously close to her bum—until it was suddenly right on her bum.

I tensed up all over. I wanted to smack his hand away. I could see the tension in Nora’s body. Now, I understood how vulnerable she felt; I knew what it was like to be put in that position, to be coerced into using her femininity and attractiveness to benefit the company. She was in a position in which she couldn’t simply walk away from without risking her own employment—and everyone’s employment, for that matter, because the future of that golf course depended on guys like these ones rebooking tee-times, and spending lots of cash on drinks and food and whatnot.

After the ninth hole, the men were really starting to cut loose. They were taking turns flirting with me—and taking turns flirting with Nora. We both played along, occasionally exchanging glances with one another. I could tell that she was embarrassed, and I’m sure she knew that I was humiliated. One of the men took a real fancy to me and kept walking up to me between his swings. His hand slid down my back slowly and found a home on my bum. I didn’t move. I allowed him to grope me, because I had a feeling it was expected of me.

I saw him grinning at me, with blushing cheeks, and I knew that it was his way of ‘propositioning’ me. He then said, “Is there a bathroom around here. Maybe you could, uh… show me where it is.”

I was filled with dread knowing that he wanted to go and fool around. He had no idea that I was actually a man—and that should have probably filled me with a lot of anger, but instead I kept catching myself blushing, feeling flustered, and strangely… complimented. There was a weird satisfaction in turning guys on; I have no idea where that feeling came from… but it was so hard to fight away once it took hold.

I wasn’t even interested in men—at least I didn’t think so—but for some reason, I just really wanted to make this man moan for me. I wanted him to ogle me with desire in his eyes. I wanted him to be thinking of me and only me as he inched closer and closer and closer to an orgasm.

So I took him in the cart across two holes, to the nearest bathroom. I went in with him, and I let him know my intentions matched his by dropping to my knees. A moment later, his cock was out—and then it was in my mouth.

When he started groaning, I felt that surge of satisfaction; this was exactly what I wanted. That feeling was just… so, so satisfying. My God! He was staring at me, looking at me as if I was some sort of goddess. In that moment, he cared only about me.

I noticed the wedding band on his finger. A pang of regret filled me—and then something worse came: an excitement, knowing that I was so attractive, he was willing to risk his whole family to have a moment alone with me.

It didn’t take long to make him nut in my mouth: a thick unloading of creamy, white goo. It was sticky; I played with it in my mouth, even showing him his load with a little giggle before swallowing it down. I felt so naughty... so bad… Why did I like it so much?

The man whispered to his friends, surely telling them about what I did. It wasn’t long before the other men were asking me if I could take them to the bathroom. Nora looked at me when I came back with the third man. She had a terrible look in her eyes: a pitiful glare that made me feel so worthless—and I felt it too. I didn’t like feeling like some cheap whore; I just couldn’t help it.

The next day, I was asked to get dolled up again. Another party took Nora and I as caddies through eighteen holes. There were some shy glances our way, which became less and less shy as the drinks started being served. Once again, I found myself in the bathroom with one of the men. I sucked him until he said, “Let me into your pussy, baby. I’ve got rubbers if you ain’t taking the pill.”

“My ass,” I said, heart racing. I—I’m on my period. Just stick it in my ass.”

I carefully guided him into my rear end, and he fucked me hard against that bathroom wall. It felt good. It felt so wrong, and that just made it seem so much better.

And again, Nora looked at me with that look when we returned. I blushed and tried not to maintain eye-contact with her.

I was silent for the rest of that afternoon. We were paired with a second group, and it wasn’t long before we were getting the eyes again. Nora resisted their advances, but I wasn’t quite as strong; I folded. I took one of the men to the bathroom, and we ended up with another big tip; I didn’t feel good about it though.

In a weird way, I was starting to feel addicted to the attention that I was getting from men. But I knew it was wrong, and I wanted to put an end to it.

I was still dressed like a girl in the caddy shack; I hadn’t found a moment to sneak away to get changed. Now, all of the staff at the course knew that I was dressing up, and most of them were over it, so I really felt no immediate pressure to go and change. So I sat down and accepted a beer and sipped it with my glossy lips.

Then, a man strolled in through the gate that was labeled ‘STAFF ONLY’. He looked a bit lost, wearing his old-money attire, complete with brand-new cream loafers. His striped button-up was tailored in an attempt to make his large gut appear smaller, but it wasn’t much help.

We all turned silent, and then Rich said, “Hey, brother. It’s staff only back here.”

“Well,” he said. “I own the course, so in a way that makes me staff, right?”

The senior caddies clearly recognized him in that moment, because they all jumped to their feet and hid their beers. The rest of us did the same.

The man gazed around, smiling at first, and then frowning when he looked out at the golf course. “It’s 6:00 PM and nobody is teeing off,” he said.

“No one is booked in,” Rich said.

He glared at rich, his gaze powerful through his expensive frames. Rich tensed up.

“Why is nobody booked in?” he said. “It’s fucking six on a Friday. This is prime-time to golf. The weather is perfect. Where are the golfers?”

I felt extra-awkward now, dressed as a girl. I wanted to sneak away while he wasn’t looking. I wanted to change into my proper attire. Instead, I just stood there.

“I’m in town for three days,” he said. “I came to see if this investment was worth salvaging.” He looked around again. “I don’t know why I haven’t already sold this pit to the apartment people.”

Our manager piped up. “We have been profitable.”

“Hardly,” the owner quipped.

“Even more so the past couple of weeks,” our manager continued. “We’re on a, uh, positive trajectory, and…”

The owner raised his hand and silenced our manager.

The owner's stern gaze swept over the staff, lingering for a moment on me, standing there uncomfortably in my girl's attire. His eyes narrowed slightly, and then he turned back to Rich, his expression unreadable.

"A challenge," the owner mused, breaking the silence that had settled over the room. A small grin crept onto his face. "If I win, I sell the course. If I lose, I let it continue existing."

“A challenge, sir?” our manager asked.

“Golf.”

“He’s a scratch golfer,” someone whispered near me.

“You want to challenge me?” asked our manager.

“Any one of you,” he said.

We all turned our gaze towards Rich, who was a phenomenal golfer, and could have probably been pro if he had put in even the smallest amount of effort to pursue such an endeavour.

Rich exchanged glances with the senior caddies, who were now looking at each other nervously. It was clear that such a high-stakes bet was unprecedented, especially from someone who had just strolled in. But they knew better than to question the owner's authority.

"What kind of challenge are we talking about?" Rich asked cautiously, his voice betraying a hint of concern.

The owner's lips curled into a thin smile, revealing a glimpse of teeth that looked too perfect against the backdrop of his well-groomed appearance. "Golf, of course," he replied, his tone confident. "A round of golf. Right here, right now. All eighteen holes. I’m guessing you know the course better than me. I remember playing it a few times after I bought it, twenty-five years ago. But I’m not worried. It looks… frighteningly easy.” He glanced out again at the course.

Rich hesitated, glancing at the other staff members, who were now exchanging uncertain glances. The idea of competing against the course owner was daunting, especially under the implied threat of losing their jobs if he decided to sell. Rich was now holding all of our fates in his hand.

“Just to be clear,” our manager piped in. “If we win, you won’t sell the course… at all?”

“That’s the wager,” the owner said, rolling his eyes.

“Even if we… are losing money?”

“I suppose that’s the risk I’m taking, yes.” He rolled his eyes again." And who would I be playing against?" the owner continued, his gaze drifting over the assembled staff.

Rich looked around, realizing that none of the caddies were in a position to accept such a challenge. The tension in the room was palpable as the owner's gaze settled on me once again. There was something he seemed to like about me—and I had a terrible feeling that I knew what it was after seeing that same gleam in the eyes of many other men.

Rich surveyed the room, gauging everyone’s reactions. It was clear he was contemplating the implications of accepting the challenge. The caddies looked to him for guidance, some with a glimmer of hope, others with apprehension. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity of silence, Rich straightened his shoulders and stepped forward.

"I'll take you on," Rich said firmly, his voice steady despite the weight of the situation.

The owner’s smile widened ever so slightly, a hint of satisfaction gleaming in his eyes. “Okay then,” he replied smoothly. "A round of golf it is, then. But of course, every player needs a caddy."

Rich nodded, his jaw set with determination. His eyes scanned the room, and I felt a twinge of anxiety as I stood there, still in my unconventional attire. I tried to shrink into the background, hoping to avoid any further attention. However, the owner's gaze once again settled on me, and I could feel the eyes of everyone in the room turning in my direction.

"I choose... her," the owner declared, pointing directly at me.

My heart skipped a beat. Me? It was unexpected, to say the least. I glanced around, half expecting him to be pointing at someone else, but there was no mistaking his intent. Rich hesitated for a moment, a flicker of concern crossing his face as he looked at me.

I swallowed hard, trying to gather my thoughts. This was not how I anticipated my evening unfolding. But faced with the choice of potentially losing my job and seeing the course sold off, or stepping up to the challenge, I knew what I had to do.

“Okay,” I said softly, with my girl voice.

“I’ll take, uh, Antonio,” said Rich.

The owner nodded approvingly, seemingly satisfied with his choice. "Good. It's settled then," he said decisively. "We'll play a round of eighteen holes. Meet me at the first tee in fifteen minutes. And bring your best game."

With that, he turned and strode out of the caddy shack, leaving a stunned silence in his wake. The rest of the staff looked at me with a mixture of surprise and concern, unsure of what to make of the sudden turn of events. Rich clapped a hand on my shoulder, his expression serious but supportive.

“I guess it all comes down to this then,” he said quietly.

As the reality of the challenge sank in, I knew there was no turning back now. I hurriedly excused myself. I went into the bathroom and stared at myself in the mirror. Why did he pick me? I wasn’t even dressed like a caddy! I took a long, deep breath in.

I could do this. I just had to… do my job.

The caddies offered me encouraging nods and pats on the back as I hastily prepared to meet the owner on the course.

Fifteen minutes later, I stood nervously at the first tee, gripping a golf bag as I waited for him and Rich to arrive. I was holding clubs that I’d taken from the pro shop; I picked out the best ones, even though a part of me wanted to pick some questionable clubs from the rental shop. I couldn’t just sabotage the owner’s game… could I?

The sun was beginning to set, casting long shadows across the immaculately groomed fairways. I glanced down at the golf course, now seeming both familiar and daunting under the weight of what was at stake.

Rich arrived, dressed in his golfing attire and carrying his own bag. I’d never seen him cleaned up like that before. He actually looked… half-decent. He gave me a reassuring smile, a silent acknowledgment of the challenge ahead. Moments later, the owner appeared, looking every bit the confident player in his designer golfing attire.

"I trust you've chosen the right clubs for me," the owner said casually, as if the outcome of the match was already decided in his favor.

I nodded, handing him the bag with a small, forced smile. Inside, my nerves churned. This was no ordinary round of golf; the fate of the course—and my job—hung in the balance.


CHAPTER 10
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As the tournament progressed, tensions mounted with each swing of the club. Rich, true to his reputation, played a steady and skillful game. I’d seen him play before—but never like this. His swings were so effortless. He could drive the ball so far.

The owner quickly took notice, and started looking a little pale after Rich’s second drive, which made it to the green on a par-four. I heard the owner grumbling under his breath, and I bit my tongue, feeling a pang of hope that the gold course was going to stay open.

Rich navigated the course with confidence, sinking putts with precision and driving the ball straight down the fairways. By the ninth hole, he had a commanding lead over the golf club owner, who seemed increasingly frustrated despite his polished exterior.

“Are you sure these were the best clubs in that pro shop? They just feel… flimsy,” he said to me.

“Yes, sir. Those are the nicest clubs we have.”

“What about those drivers with the little bounce-pad in them? You know the ones, right?”

I paused for a moment. “Those aren’t really tournament approved,” I said. In fact, I knew that they were banned from any professional golf setting.

“Just fetch me one. Nobody will know the difference,” he whispered.

So I went off to get one of the illegal clubs that we sold in the pro shop—usually for women trying to keep up with their pro-golfer husbands.

The owner's demeanour shifted subtly as the game wore on. His smiles became more forced, and his movements more deliberate. It was during the back nine that things took a turn. As we approached the thirteenth hole, a particularly challenging par 4 with dense rough lining the fairway, I noticed something peculiar.

I was standing right next to him when I saw him land his tee shot deep into the rough. His ball nestled uncomfortably close to a thick tuft of grass and shrubbery. Without hesitation, he approached the ball and took his stance. But just as he was about to swing, I caught a glimpse of his foot nudging the ball ever so slightly…

And then he nudged it again, quite dramatically, after looking around to make sure nobody was looking.

My heart raced as I processed what I had witnessed. The owner was cheating. He was trying to improve his lie, a clear violation of the rules. My mind raced with conflicting thoughts. Should I say something? Would anyone believe me? What would the repercussions be if I accused the course owner of cheating during a high-stakes match?

“Keep your mouth shut,” he said to me quietly, “and I’ll make sure there’s a good-paying position for you on my yacht. Good pay, free travel.” He winked at me.

He shot me a piercing glance. It was brief, but filled with a silent warning. Then, as if nothing had happened, he took his shot from the adjusted lie and continued playing. I swallowed hard, my palms sweaty as I handed him the next club, trying to appear composed despite the turmoil inside.

The match continued with each hole feeling more intense than the last. Rich maintained his lead through sheer skill and determination, oblivious to the underhanded tactics being employed by his opponent. The owner's game seemed to recover miraculously whenever he found himself in trouble, always managing to escape with a par or even a birdie.

The owner kept eyeing me. He seemed very interested in my crotch, where, presumably, he thought there was a pussy. He kept looking down and his face kept reddening. I caught him checking out my ass more than a few times.

Those back holes were tricky, and the owner’s recovery didn’t go unnoticed by Rich. Now, Rich was starting to sweat. He was nervous, and his game was taking a toll. He shot over par for five straight holes.

By the time we reached the eighteenth hole, the score was tied.

The tension was palpable as we stood on the tee box, facing the final challenge of the course. The sun was setting in the distance, casting long shadows across the greens. A small crowd had gathered, drawn by the spectacle of the owner himself playing against one of the best caddies-turned-golfers the course had seen.

Rich took his shot first, a confident swing that sent the ball soaring down the fairway, landing just shy of the green. The crowd murmured in approval, sensing the impending drama of the final hole. The owner followed suit, his shot landing just a few yards behind Rich’s, but still within striking distance.

As we approached the green, I couldn't shake that uneasiness. The owner's earlier warning echoed in my mind, coupled with the tempting offer of a luxurious job on his yacht. But I knew that integrity and honesty were at stake, not just for myself but for the entire course and its staff.

The owner lined up his putt, his hands steady despite the pressure. I watched closely, hoping against hope that he would play fair. Yet, just as he was about to take his stroke, I saw him adjust his ball mark ever so slightly, nudging it closer to the hole. It was subtle, but unmistakable.

My heart sank. He was cheating again, right under everyone’s noses. The crowd was focused on the dramatic conclusion unfolding before them, unaware of the deception taking place on the green.

He was about to take his shot, and then I acted suddenly. “It’s so humid out,” I said softly, and then I grabbed my little top and pulled it gently out from my skin, letting air up my chest. The course owner paused and glanced over at me, cheeks reddening.

He cleared his throat. “Maybe you could, uh, go and hold the flag for me, darling,” he said.

I smiled and winked at him, making him even redder.

Maybe this would work.

Maybe I should have been using that seductive charm that I apparently had with men this whole time.

I carefully hiked up my skirt so that a bit of my bum was showing as I slowly sauntered over to grab the flag. I looked back at him and saw his ogling eyes: bright and focused on my tush. He really wanted to fuck me.

I lifted the flag out from the hole and took a few steps back. I squatted down, holding that flag next to me. I allowed my knees to part ever-so-slightly.

I saw his gaze tracking down; he could surely see my panties, and the bulge in my panties probably looked like the bulge of a meaty pussy.

He couldn’t pull his gaze away. I gently dropped a hand down between my thighs. I stroked my bulge softly with the tip of a finger, making him look almost dizzy.

“Go ahead,” Rich said. “Take your shot.”

The owner cleared his throat and blinked a few times. I could tell that his mind was swirling, as if he was waking up from a coma and had no idea where in the world he was.

“If he makes this putt, he wins,” someone in the crowd whispered—loud enough that we could all hear it… as if we needed the reminder.

He cleared his throat again. “Here we go,” he said, but just before he made the shot, his gaze found my crotch again. He was so horny. His sex drive was overriding his sensibilities.

He made the putt, but it was a disaster of a shot, veering hard to the left and soaring a full ten feet past the hole.

The crowd gasped.

“What happens if they tie?” someone whispered.

“Then I do what I want!” barked the owner suddenly, turning to the crowd so fast that his hairpiece came undone slightly. There were a few giggles, but everyone hushed up quickly when he glared at them.

“If it’s a tie, we could do a tie-breaker hole,” Rich suggested.

“No,” snapped the owner.

He walked over to his ball. He blinked a few times, lined up the shot, and tried again. It should have been easy—but he ended up an inch short. He screamed and stomped his foot, and then he finished the putt, putting it in the hole.

He stomped past Rich, saying, “Make the shot and you win. Miss, and I’m selling this dump.”

Everyone looked at Rich. It was a hard shot to make.

He took a deep breath. He drew back his putter. The crowd was holding their breath. The owner’s eyes were practically bulging out from his skull as he awaited the finale.

If Rich missed that shot but got the next one, it was a tie… and a tie was a loss as far as the owner was apparently concerned. Rich had to make this shot.

He tapped the ball. He sent it wide… at first. But the ball started to curve back in, catching a slope that was hard to see if you weren’t intimately familiar with that course. The ball moved slowly—but it kept moving, gliding across the grass until it teetered at the edge of the hole.

There was a gasp.

The ball kept teetering.

“It’s not in,” the owner announced. But as he said it, the ball fell into the hole, and the crowd of caddies erupted with cheers.

Taking me totally off-guard, Nora jumped into my arms and planted a big kiss right onto my lips. “You did it!” she said to me.

“Did what?” I said. She was the only one embracing me while everyone else surrounded Rich to congratulate him and thank him.

“I saw what you did,” she grinned. “And I have to say… if you’ve got it, use it.” She kissed me again, making me red all over.

The owner threw his putter on the ground and stormed off.

After that evening, I didn’t have to dress like a girl anymore. The golf course was safe from being sold; the owner had given us his word. So we didn’t need to find weird ways to make extra money, which meant we didn’t need to whore ourselves out to horny men.

Well, let’s just say ‘need’ and ‘want’ are different things. The golf course may have been saved, but I still wanted to make good tips.

Though I never did get intimate with the golfers again. I had my boundaries. Plus, I didn’t want to be unfaithful to Nora, who was… kind of my girlfriend. It turns out, like Annie, she had a bit of a thing for girly-guys. Well—more for girls in general, but I guess I fit that bill once I started dressing like a girl all the time.

THE END
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