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SISSIES IN QUARANTINE

Plumbers, Jared and Ben, think they're in for another usual day of work, with a few jobs scattered across the city. But they're ahead of schedule, with no traffic to slow them down between sites. It seems as though everyone is staying home, self-quarantining as cases of the new mirandavirus begin to rise across the country.

Their last job of the day is at an adult shop, swapping out the broken staff toilet with a new one. It's all going smoothly, and then the shop girl coughs and the lone browsing customer flees in a panic. Not even fifteen minutes later, a group of scared citizens is boarding up the shop's doors and windows, not willing to let the new sickness spread to the rest of the town.

Now Jared and Ben are trapped and nobody is coming to their rescue. All they have to kill the time, and to distract themselves from the possibility that they might be infected, are the movies, games, and clothes in that little store.


CHAPTER I

I was surprised to hear that there were already sixteen cases of the mirandavirus in Edmonton when I woke up that morning. The day before, there was only one, and the day before that, the virus wasn’t even in the province at all—not even suspected to be on that side of Canada.

I didn’t think much of it. The morning news anchor kept saying that the officials had the mirandavirus under control. “Just make sure you’re sanitizing your hands and coughing into your arm,” she said with a big, calm smile. So I turned off the news and went about my day.

It was a busy day. I had more jobs to get to than usual. The month before, I only booked three small gigs, and I ended up eating cheap ramen noodles for dinner every night to make up the difference. But that day alone, I had three jobs to get to: small jobs, but jobs nonetheless.

I called up my buddy, Ben, to see if he was free to help, so I could get through the gigs quickly. “I’m totally free,” he said. “And I need the money. But my car’s in the shop. Think you can pick me up?”

“I’ll be there in fifteen minutes,” I said. And then I ended up at his door in five minutes. Strangely, there was almost no traffic. It was a Wednesday morning in the middle of August. Where were all the cars? Was there some holiday that I wasn’t aware of? Ben wasn’t quite ready yet. I went to the door and knocked and waited five minutes before he answered. He was shirtless and styling his hair. “How did you get here so quickly?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Why are you doing your hair? We’re going to fix toilets. We’re not going to be picking up ladies.”

“I thought I had fifteen minutes. Give me a break,” he said. So I sat on his couch for a few minutes while he finished getting dressed. When I looked back, he was shaving his stubble, with a bottle of cologne on the vanity next to him. He really seemed to think that we were going to be doing more than plumbing.

So I turned on his TV and decided to watch the news. I was surprised to see the same morning news anchor in front of the weather green screen. She pointed to Calgary and said, “It’s going to be twenty-eight degrees in Vancouver today.” Then she looked across the room and said, “Oops. That’s not Vancouver. I’m sorry. Our meteorologist is taking a sick day. I’m not used to doing this.” She looked around with a red face, and then she called out to someone off camera. “Can you switch the screen? I know it’s not your job, but someone has to do it.” They were apparently understaffed and overwhelmed. The news anchor looked embarrassed, turning to the camera with an awkward smile.

“Okay, I’m ready to go,” said Ben. He was wearing a polo shirt and a new pair of jeans.

“Remember—we’re going to change out toilets and a bathtub.”

“God forbid I want to look half-decent,” he said. “Just because you’re a plumber doesn’t mean you need to dress like a hobo. By the way, when was the last time you changed your shirt? I can smell it from across the room.”

“I’m doing laundry tonight. Take it easy,” I said.

We got into my car and took off for our first gig. I thought we were going to be late, knowing we had to pass through downtown during rush hour traffic. But there still was no traffic. We cruised down the main drag, hit every green light, and ended up at the first house early, so we ended up sitting in the car until it was an appropriate time to knock on the door.

Ben turned on the radio to the morning news. “There are now confirmed cases of mirandavirus in Manitoba and Saskatchewan. Officials say that residents have nothing to worry about, but panic has set in nonetheless. Many businesses in Winnipeg are closed today. We spoke to the president of Rose Trucking, based out of Ottawa, and this is what he told us...”

A scratchy recording of an older man came on the radio. “It’s just not worth it. I don’t want any of our guys getting sick, even if it means taking a hit this month. If the officials say they have it under control, that’s great. We’ll start working in those cities again once the number of cases is zero. Until then, our guys are on vacation.”

“Rose Trucking is still operating in New Brunswick, Nova Scotia, and Newfoundland, where no cases of mirandavirus have yet to be confirmed or suspected.”

Ben turned off the radio. “I was listening to that!” I said.

“I don’t want to hear it. That’s all anyone’s been talking about for a month now. It’s tiring. Oh no, a few people are sick in a city with a million people in it.” He shook his head, rolling his eyes. “Make it news when it’s a few thousand. Do you have any idea how many people die from the flu every year? And I’m talking about the regular flu—the one that everybody gets from time to time. A lot more than the few hundred that have died from this mirandavirus.”

“You aren’t even a little bit freaked out?” I asked.

He shook his head and shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know if it’s true, but I heard that white people can’t even get it. Something about receptors that don’t exist in our bodies.”

“Where did you hear that?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders again. “4chan,” he said.

“Great source.”

“Well it’s probably true. Watch the news when they show the people getting it. It’s never white people. Think that’s a coincidence?”

“Yes,” I said.

“You know what they’re doing in Vancouver? If they think you’re sick, they nail your doors and windows shut while you’re sleeping, so you can’t get out. They did the same thing the Black Death. I guarantee you more people end up dying from the hysteria than the actual virus—which is basically just a normal flu, by the way. Maybe a bit worse.”

“Well if I see someone coughing, I’m going in the other direction. You go ahead and give them a hug and test out your 4chan science theory.”

“I will,” he said with a chuckle. Then he looked at the time. “It’s nine. Let’s get this job done.”

We went up to the house and knocked on the door. There was no answer, so we knocked again. Then Ben peeked in through one of the windows, but the blinds were closed. “I’ll call the guy,” I said. It wasn’t unusual for people to forget about their plumbing appointments. Sometimes people left keys under rocks and asked me to simply let myself in.

The phone rang for a minute, and then the homeowner picked up. “Is this Jared?” he asked quietly.

“This is Jared. I’m at your house. I’ve got your new tub in the truck. Are you home?”

“I’m home,” he said softly. “But I—I can’t let you in.”

“Excuse me?”

Ben was staring at me with narrowed eyes. He shook his head. I raised my finger letting him know to wait.

“I have kids,” the man said. “I just—I can’t let them get sick. I hope you understand.”

“I’m not sick,” I said. I put the phone on speaker mode, so Ben could hear.

“Symptoms don’t show for five days once you’ve been infected. I just can’t take the chance. I’m sorry. I’ll still pay you for your time. But I can’t answer the door. I’m really sorry.”

“You’re kidding,” Ben said. I shushed him.

“I’m sorry, guys,” the man said, and then he hung up the phone.

“Paranoid twat,” Ben said, shaking his head.

“It’s fine, Ben.”

“It’s not fine. It’s a giant waste of time. He’s all freaked out over nothing. Is he white? Does he know that he can’t even get sick?”

“Ben, cool it. The guy said he was still going to pay us for our time. It’s his house and his tub. Let him do what he wants. I guess I’ll call the next place to let them know we’ll be early.” I called the next house. “Is it okay if we’re early?” I asked.

There was a long silence before the woman asked, “You aren’t sick, are you?”

“No, ma’am. We’re perfectly healthy. I promise. We’ll even sanitize before coming in.”

“Do you have face masks?” she asked.

“We can wear our face masks, sure,” I said.

There was another long silence. “Okay. As long as you’re quick and you’re wearing face masks.”

Ben groaned and rolled his eyes.

“You can’t be mad at people for being careful, Ben,” I said. “You want the work or not? Because I can drop you off at home.”

“It’s fine. Let’s give the crazy lady her new toilet. But wouldn’t it be funny if I rub my eyes to make them really red before we go in? I can do this thing where I hold my breath to make my skin look more pale.”

“Don’t do that, you moron,” I said. “Or you won’t be tagging along with me ever again.”

“You’re such a bore,” he said. We got into the vehicle and took off across town, once again with no traffic to fight. We got to the house in a matter of minutes. Ben rolled his eyes again when I passed him a mask.

“Don’t you dare take it off,” I said. “I can’t get another bad review.”

“No one looks at reviews when they hire a plumber,” he said.

“I assure you that you’re incorrect.” I put my mask on and then I squirted some hand sanitizer onto the palm of my hand. “We’ll be in and out quick—easy money.”

“When the woman answered the door, she was quick to jump back, keeping her distance from us, just in case we were infected. She was wearing a mask and a pair of rubber gloves. She pointed down the hall towards the bathroom and said, “It’s just on the left.”

The whole house smelled of vinegar, which she was probably using in lieu of chemical disinfectant. It was a nauseating smell that I wasn’t able to get used to for the whole hour we were changing out the toilet and the leaking intake behind it.

I looked back as I was finishing up, and I saw the woman mopping her hardwood floors. It didn’t take long to realize her mop bucket was filled with pickling vinegar, to kill any bugs we may have brought in with us. Maybe Ben was right: maybe she was a paranoid freak like so many other people in that city, or maybe she was being rightfully careful. It was unlikely that she would end up contracting the mirandavirus if she could continue being this careful—and maybe it was worth it in the end. Maybe looking a bit crazy was worth being safe from a virus that literally made people drown by filling their lungs with fluid.

Looking around her house, I began to wonder if maybe I should be taking a few days off of work, until the officials truly had the virus under control. Maybe skipping out on a few gigs wouldn’t kill me. Maybe my health was more important.

“We’re all done in here,” I said to the woman.

She nodded her head and then she pointed to the door. “Thank you. Now please try to leave without touching anything.”

Ben snickered and rolled his eyes, so I gave him an elbow to the ribs. We packed up out things and loaded up into the car, with one job left for the day. “Where to now? Another schizophrenic’s house?”

“A toilet in the staff bathroom of a store,” I said.

“Are they going to make us wear masks too?” he asked.

“I don’t know, but you might want to wear your mask, just to be safe—just in case your 4chan investigators are wrong about the whole white people being immune thing.”

“I’ll take my chances,” he said.

I punched the address into my phone and we took off for the last gig of the day—and it wasn’t even noon yet. Maybe I didn’t need Ben. Maybe I could have handled the workload on my own—though I couldn’t have predicted that the first client would turn me away, saving me a few hours.

I turned on the radio. “Panic in Alberta!” exclaimed the newscaster. “Emergency rooms reach capacity as frightened men and women wake up this morning with flu-like symptoms. Medical officials are asking people to stay home until they develop serious symptoms. Emergency room doctor, Dr. Peterson says, ‘If you have a runny nose, you probably don’t have the mirandavirus.’ We spoke to one concerned patient outside of the Rockyview General Hospital...”

“Do I think I have the mirandavirus? No. But in twenty-four hours, every hospital bed in the province will be taken. I’d sooner be around doctors and nurses without the virus than stuck at home with it. Know what I mean?”

The newscaster returned. “Doctor Peterson says that this is not the correct mindset to have...”

“If you stay clear of sick people and wash your hands often, you’ll be just fine. If you come to a hospital filled with potentially very sick people—then you’re quite possibly risking your life. If you have nothing but a cough, stay at home. This is very important.”

Once again, ben shut the radio off. “Aren’t you sick of hearing the same thing over and over?” he said. “Constantly hearing this hysteria can’t be good for your mental health. Put some music on. Doesn’t your radio get music?” He switched the channel to some rap station and began to bob his head. “That’s better,” he said with a big smile.

We pulled up to the third and final gig of the day: a small adult store on a busy downtown street. Ben looked around. “Which one is it?” he asked.

“That one,” I said, pointing to the adult store, which was literally called ‘ADULT STORE’.

“The porn shop?”

“I don’t think it’s a porn shop. But yeah—the one with the lingerie hanging in the window.”

Ben started laughing. “Oh God. I don’t want to touch this toilet. Ew. No way. Count me out.”

“What’s wrong? Afraid you’re going to pick up a sickness?” I laughed.

“If there’s even one man who works at this store, then you know that toilet is covered in cum.”

“Gross. Don’t be a sicko,” I said, trying not to think about Ben’s nasty theory. “Let’s just grab our tools and finish this job quickly. It’s literally just the toilet they want swapped out. It shouldn’t take more than half an hour.”

“Do you have a spare pair of gloves?” he asked.

“In the back.”

So we got geared up and we went into the shop. The woman behind the counter waved us down with a big smile. “You’re here to swap out the toilet, right?” she asked.

“Yeah. Sorry we’re early. We had a job cancel on us this morning.”

“It’s all good! Let me show you to the staff bathroom.”  She came out from behind the counter, and then both Ben and I paused. She was wearing a tiny lingerie skirt and fishnet stockings that covered her legs. As she turned away from us, we could see her bum; she was only wearing a red thong under those fishnet stockings.

Ben looked at me with a big smile. Then he motioned towards the wall of sex toys. “Think she’s tried them all out?” he asked.

I gave him a shove. “Please just try to be a professional for thirty minutes,” I said.

We followed the girl to the bathroom, which was thankfully very clean. Even the toilet appeared to be nearly brand new. “Why do you want this replaced?”

“It’s too loud. It must be the noisiest toilet on the planet.” She flushed it, and it was strangely loud. The water gushed violently before beings sucked down the hole with a noisy slurp. “It’s kind of embarrassing when there are clients in the store.”

“I’ve never heard a toilet like this one,” I said. “We can certainly swap it out. It shouldn’t take long. But I see that it’s got some big bolts holding it down. We’ll need a bigger wrench than this one—I think I have a bigger one in the car.” I looked over at Ben, but he wasn’t listening. He was too distracted by the girl’s low-cut top. Her plump tits were nearly bursting out, and I’m pretty sure that I could see the edge of her areolae. “Ben,” I said.

He cleared his throat and turned quickly to me. “Huh?” he said.

“Do you want to grab the bigger wrench from the truck, so we can get started?”

“Oh. Sure. Yeah—uh—I’ll go and grab it.”

Ben skirted away awkwardly, with red cheeks. And I have to admit: it was hard not to look at her fit body. She looked good in that outfit—like a high-class stripper, about to take the stage. She smelled nice too: a bit like candy and a bit like roses. She looked at me with her bright eyes and smiled.

I cleared my throat, feeling my own face turning red. “So, uh, how’s your day going?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “Slow. No one has come in yet today, so I’ve just been entertaining myself.”

I suddenly imagined her sticking a vibrator into her snatch, under her little lingerie skirt. I bit down on my tongue and nodded my head. Then I looked up at the air vent on the ceiling. “Do you have the heat turned up in here?” I asked.

She shook her head. “No. It’s actually kind of cold in here.”

I laughed nervously. “Oh, really? Maybe you’re right.” I looked away from her, feeling more and more awkward by the second. Ben came back with the big wrench. I grabbed it and quickly turned to the toilet. “I’m going to get started. We’ll call you if we need anything.”

She continued to linger in the doorway, as if she got some weird pleasure out of making us feel uncomfortable. She was sexy. I was pretty sure she was a minute away from asking us to tag-team her there in that bathroom. Ben’s eyes were glossy and for the first time that day, he was quiet. Then we were saved by a customer.

“I’ll go see if they need help,” the shop girl said, finally leaving us alone. I could feel beads of warm sweat on the back of my neck.

The toilet was bolted down firmly. I groaned as I tried to twist out the bolts, but they didn’t want to budge. “This might take a while,” I said.

“Why don’t you let me try?” Ben said. Ben wasn’t a big guy, and neither was I. Ben was a bit taller than me, but we were both scrawny. Ben grabbed the wrench with both hands and groaned as he tried to get the bolt to move.

“I’ll go grab the new toilet while you do that,” I said.

I stood up and walked into the shop. I saw the shop girl talking to the customer. Then, the shop girl suddenly started to cough. “I’m sorry,” she said, and then she kept coughing, turning away from the customer.

I paused, watching from across the room. The customer took a step back, suddenly turning pale. She pulled her arm up to cover her mouth. Very suddenly, the shop girl became pale. Her eyes seemed redder than before, and the customer noticed the change as well.

The mirandavirus was supposedly very sudden with its symptoms; people go five days without anything, and then they suddenly become ill. I took a step back. The customer turned around and left without saying anything. Then the shop girl turned and looked around. “Did she leave?” she said, still looking pale and sick.

“Um, I think so,” I said. “I’m just going to grab that new toilet.”

I skirted out the door and found myself at the truck. I thought about hopping in and driving away. But I couldn’t leave Ben behind. But how could I convince Ben to leave? He didn’t believe the mirandavirus was a real problem. If I told him what happened, he would probably just laugh. And maybe that was the proper reaction. Maybe I was overreacting now as I stared at my vehicle and thought about abandoning my friend at the adult store.

So I grabbed the toilet and hauled it into the shop. I forced a smile at the shop girl, who now looked sicker than ever: more pale and slouched slightly, as if she was about to throw up on the counter. My heart was pounding quickly. I took the toilet into the bathroom and then I crouched down next to Ben, who finally had one bolt loosened. “We need to go,” I said. “That girl is really sick. I don’t want to get sick.”

“Dude. Please don’t tell me your paranoid like the other people,” he said.

“I don’t know. I just don’t want to take the chance. Let’s get out of here.”

“We’ll be done in ten minutes. Just relax.”

But we weren’t done in ten minutes. It took ten minutes just to get that last bolt loosened, and then we still had to change out the pipes and connect the new toilet. It was half an hour later when Ben went to apply the seal around the toilet. I went to let the shop girl know that we were done, but she was gone. The shop was empty. There was a note on the desk. ‘I just ran out to run a quick errand. I’ll be back shortly.’ “I guess we can probably just leave,” I said to Ben.

“Just give me five minutes to finish this seal, and then we can go.”

So I stood over Ben’s shoulder while he finished the job. Then I heard a pounding. “What is that?” Ben asked.

I peeked out the door and saw five men standing behind the shop window. I watched them for a moment. One of the men made eye contact with me. Then he started hammering faster. “What the hell’s going on?” I said. I walked towards the door, and that’s when a piece of plywood went up, blocking the window, stopping me from seeing anything. “What the fuck?” I grabbed the doorknob, but the door wouldn’t budge. We were being locked in. The customer must have called the shop girl in, and now they were quarantining us, probably thinking the girl was in the shop with us.

“No!” I yelled. “Let us out! We aren’t sick!”

But the hammering continued. I knew they could hear me, but they didn’t care. They weren’t about to take any chances. This was what they felt they needed to do to protect themselves, and to stop the spread of the mirandavirus. Ben came up behind me. “What’s going on? Why are you yelling?” he asked.

“They’re locking us in! They think we’re sick.”

He came up and grabbed the door handle, as if he didn’t believe me. He tried opening the door, then he began to slam the door with his body. “Open up!” he yelled. They must have been using some strong materials. After ten minutes of pounding and screaming, we noticed that it was silent. The mob was gone. We were officially quarantined—locked in an adult store, which now seemed awfully dark with the window covered.


CHAPTER II

The solution seemed simple enough. We had our phones and we had reception, so we tried calling the police. But amazingly, the police didn’t pick up. We received a robotic message letting us know that all the lines were busy. “How is that possible? Can they even do that?” I asked. We tried calling again and again, but we got to reply. So we tried calling friends. I finally got through to one of my neighbours. “Some people locked us in this store while we were working. Any chance you can come down with a drill or something, to help us out of here?” I asked.

“They think that you’re sick?” my neighbour asked.

“Yeah. Some lady was coughing in the store, and another lady saw and called this mob in. So can you come let us out?”

My neighbour was silent for a long moment. “Sorry, I can’t really help you. I’m—uh—I’m busy.” Then he hung up.

“What the hell is wrong with people today?” Ben said.

“Everyone’s freaked out about this mirandavirus,” I said. “And now everyone thinks we have it because we’re stuck in here. And hell, maybe we do have it. That girl was coughing like crazy before she left. She didn’t look well at all. Don’t touch anything in here. Just sanitize your hands and then stick them in your pockets.”

Ben scoffed. “What did I tell you about white people?” he asked.

“The shop girl was white, idiot,” I said.

We kept trying to call the police, but the lines remained busy. Maybe thousands of people were calling, panicked. Or maybe no one showed up for work at the call centre, afraid of being around potentially sick people. “So this is it? We’re just stuck in here?” Ben said, staring at me with narrowed eyes.

“You’re saying it like it’s my fault,” I said.

“Well it was your gig,” he said.

“How can you possibly blame this one me?” I said.

We fought for fifteen long minutes. Ben was getting under my skin. He seemed so smug, as if none of this was his fault. But had he not spent so long staring at the shop girl’s scantily clad body, we would have been done the job before the mob came to board us in. He’d been treating the whole day like a big joke instead of doing much actual work.

But it didn’t matter. Our fight went around in circles and accomplished nothing. “Whatever,” I said. “We’re stuck in this store and we need to find a way out. So let’s start looking. Maybe there are some tools in a closet that we can use to cut the barricade down.” We split ways and searched the shop. Sadly, the shop was obviously owned and operated by women, so there weren’t any tools to be found, except for a little pink screwdriver that couldn’t have possibly been much use in driving screws. The shop had a small upstairs with a little office and a little kitchen. The little fridge had some food: a few plastic containers filled with dinner leftovers, a carton of coffee cream, a bag of baby carrots, and a pack of cupcakes with ‘HAPPY BIRTHDAY’ stencilled on them. In a cupboard, I found a few bags of chips, a box of soda crackers, and a few cans of soup. It wasn’t a lot, but at least it was food: enough to survive off of while we figured out how to escape the adult store.

Ben went around banging on the walls, trying to find a soft spot we could break through, to get into the next store over. But the framing was tight and the drywall was thick. We only had our wrenches and some soldering equipment. Ben still tried to break through the wall using a plastic chair. He was able to make a small hole, but he didn’t get much further than that.

After his brief attempt, he was sweating. Beads of moisture rolled down his forehead. He wiped his face and took a deep breath. “This sucks,” he said.

“You’re telling me,” I said. I hadn’t been pounding on the walls, but I was also hot. The store’s thermostat was locked in a firm plastic box, and the air conditioning was turned off. I couldn’t find the key anywhere to turn that air conditioner on.

“I don’t want to be stuck in here overnight,” Ben said.

I found a box of disinfecting wipes. I took the box and started to go through the store, wiping everything down: counters, walls, floors, and even the boxes of sex toys stacked throughout. “I’f we going to be stuck here, I’m not getting sick.”

“You might already be sick,” he said. “Didn’t you say it takes a while for symptoms to show up?”

“Five days,” I said.

“So do you think that’s when they’ll let us out? In five days, once they can see that we aren’t sick?”

“I hope they let us out sooner than that,” I said. I kept scrubbing everything with wipes. In just fifteen minutes, I’d gone through half that box. The whole store now smelled like toxic lemon-scented cleaner. But at least the wipes were giving me some peace of mind. I’d seen the videos of people infected with the mirandavirus; that wasn’t something I wanted to go through.

Ben just took a seat and watched. He took off his work belt and then he kicked off his shoes. “Quit working,” he said.

“Why?”

“Because you already stink. Don’t make your only shirt smell even worse.”

Ben was right: my shirt was starting to smell a bit ripe—even I was catching the occasional whiff. But it was the only shirt I had while we were stuck in that store.

“Maybe you can try washing it in that sink up there. There’s a bottle of dish soap. Dish soap and detergent are basically the same thing, right?”

It wasn’t a bad idea—and I had nothing else to do. And if a little speck of that virus was on me, then I wanted to clean it off. So I went upstairs to the little kitchen. I stripped down to my undies and put everything in the sink. I filled the sink with hot water and lots of soap. Then I swirled everything around, getting it all soapy. I left it there for fifteen minutes before rinsing everything out and hanging it on the nearby coat rack.

Then I looked at Ben. “You should wash your clothes too. Just in case her germs got on you,” I said.

“I’m fine,” he said.

“I’m not asking you,” I said. Ben rolled his eyes and shook his head.

“If it’s going to prevent another fight—fine. I’ll wash my clothes.” He stripped down and did the same thing with his clothes. I took some disinfecting wipes and rubbed down my body. The chemicals tingled—especially where I had little cuts and scrapes. But it was worth the peace of mind.

Ben was rinsing his clothes when the air conditioner suddenly kicked on. The whole building hummed loudly as cool air began to pour in through the many vents. “What the hell?” Ben said.

“It must be on a timer,” I said. I went down to that plastic box and saw that the temperature was now set to 61 degrees. “Why is it so low?”

“Probably to counter the hot air from outside,” Ben suggested.

“Great. Now we’re going to freeze.”

“61 isn’t that bad,” Ben said. “That’s, like, 16 celsius, right?” It didn’t sound too bad, but it sure felt awful once the temperature actually dropped to the planned setting. I had to keep moving or the cold would make my toes and fingers hurt. I saw Ben shaking as he rubbed his body with his bare hands.

It was late, probably close to midnight, when the air conditioner finally shut off, having reached the set temperature. But the temperature didn’t stop dropping. It must have been cold outside, because as the hours passed, the shop became colder and colder. We tried to make beds with what we had available: blow up dolls and piles of lingerie. But sleeping was difficult with the cold.

“Fuck it,” Ben said. “I’m not going to freeze my ass off. If you want to make fun of me, go ahead.” He went across the shop and grabbed one of the plastic slips containing a lingerie outfit. He ripped it open and pulled out a long pink dress, with fitted sleeves. He pulled the dress over his body, and then he grabbed another package containing white ‘schoolgirl’ stockings. He pulled them up his legs. I had to giggle at the sight: it was a ridiculous outfit.

“Laugh all you want,” he said. “It’s actually pretty warm.” He went back to his makeshift bed, and then I stopped laughing. He actually did look much more comfortable. He was no longer squirming and trembling. His skin was no longer exposed to the cold air conditioned air. I spent the next fifteen minutes trying to will the cold away, and then I caved. Maybe Ben’s idea wasn’t so bad. I went and grabbed a similar outfit: a red night dress and a pair of thigh-high black socks. But my dress didn’t have sleeves. Luckily, I found a pair of full-length satin gloves, which were surprisingly warm and comfortable.

“Don’t you look pretty,” Ben said from his bed.

“I thought you were asleep,” I said, feeling uncomfortable in the tight outfit—but at least I was warm.

“I was, and then I heard you prancing around the store, playing dress up.”

“I’m not playing dress up,” I said defensively.

“Sure,” he said, rolling over. But he was in no place to mock me. I could see the whole contour of his ass in his tight night dress. I could tell that he’d taken off his boxers: there was no crinkling or bunching up. And maybe that was a good idea; he only had the one pair after all, and that pair possibly needed to last five or more days.

So I leaned down and pulled my undies out from under my night dress. They were a bit damp with sweat that was now cold. I figured I could wash them in the morning.

I closed my eyes and let myself fall asleep, now that I was warm. And the nightdress was amazingly comfortable. The fabric was so soft, and the way the outfit hugged my skin was strangely pleasant: not bunching up anywhere or riding up anything. It almost seemed like I shame that men hadn’t invented some sort of male night dress.


CHAPTER III

When I woke up, I could smell burning toast. I opened my eyes slowly and saw Ben across the shop, looking at a wall of pornographic movies. He was still in his night dress and white stockings—and for a moment, from behind, I thought that I was staring at a woman. “What’s that smell?” I asked.

“I’m making toast,” he said. “I found a toaster and a loaf of bread. Want a piece?”

“Is it burning?” I asked.

“I literally just turned it on thirty seconds ago,” he said, shaking his head with a little laugh.

“I smell burning,” I said.

He shrugged his shoulders, and then I noticed a bit of smoke coming from the stairwell. So I sprung to my feet and ran over to see what he’d done. He ran up behind me, noticing the smoke a second later. “What the hell?” I said as I bounded up the steps.

Our clothes were on fire. I ran forward and grabbed the coat rack, tipping it over. Then I turned on the sink and filled a glass with water. I tossed the water onto the fire, but one glass wasn’t enough. It took five minutes to put that fire out, leaving out clothes in a smoking heap. “What the hell happened?” I asked.

“Shit. My bad,” Ben said.

“What do you mean, your bad? What did you do?”

His face turned red and he smiled awkwardly. “Well, our clothes were still wet this morning, so I figured if I moved them over the toaster, the heat would help to dry them up. I guess one of our shirts must have gotten into the toaster or something.”

“You tried to use a toaster to dry our clothes? Are you insane?”

“I said sorry!” he said.

“No you didn’t!”

He shook his head. “It doesn’t make much difference, does it? The clothes are ruined. Your clothes couldn’t have been worth more than fifteen bucks. You can take it out of my paycheque.”

“I will,” I said, shaking my head. “Now I have nothing to wear.”

“That dress looks cute on you,” he said with a smirk. “Keep wearing that.”

I rolled my eyes. “Funny. You’re stuck in your dress too, idiot.”

“I don’t mind the dress. It’s comfortable,” he said with a smug smile. He must have thought he was very funny. I certainly didn’t think he was being funny.

“Well it’s starting to heat up in here,” I said. “And I’m not okay with you walking around with your dick out.”

“Fine. We have a whole store filled with clothes. I’m sure I’ll find something to wear.”

And an hour later, it really was starting to get hot. The air conditioner automatically turned off again. Whoever set it up must have accidentally set the time to AM instead of PM. Suddenly, that night dress was too hot, and I didn’t want to put my sweaty undies back on. So, like Ben, I went through the store looking for something to wear.

My stomach groaned at all of the options. The thought of wearing one of the tiny outfits was humiliating, but the humiliation seemed less bad once I saw Ben squeezing his body into a pair of panties and a little skirt. It was a silly sight. But of all the options in the shop, it was probably the least silly. It was either panties and a skirt or full lacy one-piece outfits, sexy Halloween costumes, or outfits designed for strippers and prostitutes.

So we both put on skirts and spent the day walking around, looking like fools. Ben giggled at me, and I felt my face turn red, even though he was wearing the same exact outfit. But I got a real laugh when I left the room and came back, and then I saw him from behind, bending over as he looked through cupboards for something to kill the boredom. From behind, he actually looked like a chick. His butt was perky and his legs appeared smooth (his leg hair was blonde and thin and invisible from more than ten feet away). “I thought you were a girl!” I said.

He turned around with red embarrassment on his face. “Yeah, and you look so manly,” he said.

There wasn’t much to do in that store. By noon, Ben was so bored that he ended up putting a pornographic movie on the shop TV. “I picked it because it seemed like it had the most interesting story,” he said.

“Sure. That’s why you picked it,” I said.

I didn’t like having the porno playing in the background. I hated that there was a beautiful blonde with bouncing tits in the corner of my eyeline. I didn’t want to get aroused in that little outfit. Those panties weren’t enough to hold back an erection. I’m not sure how Ben was watching so casually, without feeling any arousal. Or was he just good at hiding his hard cock?

The porn wasn’t enough to kill the boredom. After three hours and as many porno movies, the shop became especially quiet. Our phones were dying and we didn’t have chargers. The TV got no reception: just that DVD player and those porno movies. Ben tried to find the grossest, most obscure movie he could find, just because it was something to do. After forty minutes of searching through the most obscure options, he found a video called ‘TRANNY WATER SPORTS!’. He put it on, and it was exactly what it sounded like: trannies peeing on one another.

“They actually look like chicks,” he said. And he was right: aside from their appendages, they looked like girls. I found myself wondering if they just hired girls and put fake dicks on them. Ben was certain that they were really shemales. “There are some guys who can really look like girls,” he said. “I went out to a gay bar with some friends a few weeks ago. It was kind of scary.”

“I don’t know,” I said. “I’m sure it’s obvious in person.”

He laughed. “I assure you that it’s not. Want to hear a story? Remember Ken, from high school? He was dating this girl for six months. She was kind of religious, and believed in no sex before marriage—right? So they were dating, and then he decided to propose, probably because he was sick of not having a girl to fuck. She accepted the proposal, but then she told him that she was a dude—he’d been dating a dude. And they saw each other every day for six months.”

“Ken? Seriously?” I said.

“Yeah. He was traumatized. He slept on my couch for a week after it happened. He told me not to tell anyone about it. But guess where he is now?”

“Where?” I asked.

“He went back to her and they got married. They live in Newfoundland together. Look her up before your phone dies. There are pictures of her on Ken’s Facebook page. That’s a guy, not a girl.” I looked before my phone blacked out, and she really did look like a girl. She was blonde and very pretty.

“You’re lying,” I said.

“I’m telling the truth,” he said. “You’re looking at a shemale. She’s got a dick. And apparently it’s bigger than Ken’s dick.”

I shook my head. “I just don’t believe you.”

“Well it’s true,” he said. And that was the end of that conversation. I found myself looking at that picture again before my phone died. I looked closely, trying to spot an Adam’s apple, or some defining masculine feature. I couldn’t see anything. Surely Ben was lying to me. But what if he wasn’t?

We both tried calling the police again. We left voice messages on our friends’ phones, telling them where we were, begging them to call the cops, to free us. But we heard nothing back before our phones went black later that day. Now we had no way of contacting the outside world. There wasn’t even a phone in that shop, or a computer that was connected to the internet. We could only hope that our calls for help would be heard, so we wouldn’t die of starvation in a small adult sex store on the edge of the downtown core.

It was still daytime; sunlight was creeping through the small slits between the boards on the windows—but it was quiet, as if it was the middle of the night. No one was walking the streets. People were probably too afraid to leave their houses. Ben and I took turns banging on the door while screaming for help, but our cries weren’t answered. Ben kept going to the sink, to make sure the water was still on. Now he was the one becoming paranoid, worried the vigilante mob was going to cut us off the way Russia cut off Ukraine during the Holodomor. It was just starting to get dark when his paranoia reached a climax. He went and found a recycling bin, filled with plastic bottles. He spent a good hour cleaning them all with soapy water, then he filled them all with cold tap water. He looked back at me with a nervous look on his face. “Just in case they cut us off,” he said. He left the filled bottles on the counter: three dozen, enough to last us at least a few weeks. “But don’t touch them unless they turn the water off. There’s also the water in the back of the toilet.”

Ben wasn’t the type to be worried, so his paranoia was making my spine tingle. What if we were stuck for longer than five days? What if no one came to let us out? What if the mirandavirus overwhelmed our city and left us stuck in that store for months? Would I have to eat Ben eventually? How long could we live off of the soda crackers and fridge leftovers.

That night, we agreed to start portioning our food—just in case. We knew that the leftovers in the fridge would only last a few more days before spoiling, so we agreed to eat that first. That night, we split a small containing of spaghetti. I was still hungry once we were finished—tempted to dig into one of the chip bags—but I resisted the urge. I kept telling myself that those chips could end up being the difference between life and death.

Later that night, Ben spent a good hour trying to chip away at the drywall, using a metal pen he found in a drawer. He managed to make a sizeable hole, exposing a few beams. But the beams were close together—too close to squeeze through, and they were secured with metal bracing. Ben’s efforts were pointless.

When I woke up the next morning, I could hear a strange thumping. I got up in my satin nightdress and walked over to the next room. Ben was there, throwing a rubber dildo against a wall and trying to catch it after it bounced in an unpredictable direction. He looked at me with a dull look on his face. “It’s not as fun as it looks,” he said.

“So why are you doing it?” I asked.

“I’ve been up for three hours already. I’m bored.” He threw the dildo again.

“You know, they’re going to make us pay for all the damage we’ve done to the place. We’ll have to pay for the wall, that dildo, those movies you opened, and these dresses—and whatever else we touch.”

“Bullshit,” Ben said. “I didn’t ask to be locked in here. That girl got us stuck in here because she got sick—that’s not my problem. If they want someone to pay for this shit, they can take it up with their insurance company.”

I didn’t feel like fighting. Maybe he was right. We didn’t choose to be locked in that store. It was only natural to panic: to tear into the walls and to find ways to kill the time. I asked Ben to stop hurling the dildo against the wall. “The sound is giving me a headache,” I said.

And then the boredom truly began to set in. Seconds ticked by in super-slow-motion. I watched the clock for nearly an entire hour, praying that it would suddenly be nighttime so I could just go to sleep. At least the time seemed to fly by when I was asleep. But awake, it didn’t seem to move at all. I could almost feel my brain rotting. It wasn’t long before I started to forget how long we’d been stuck in that store for: two nights? Three nights? Four nights? My timeline was quickly becoming unclear in the silent monotony.

I tried to take a nap, just because there was nothing else to do. But I couldn’t shut my brain off; I couldn’t stop thinking about the possibility that I was infected with the deadly virus. It apparently took five days, and it hadn’t been that long since that woman had coughed all over the store. And she’d probably been coughing before we arrived at the store. She must have sat on that old toilet at some point. Her body had barely been covered, so her bare skin had likely come into contact with many things in that store: things we probably weren’t thinking of sanitizing. Was I already sick? As I thought about it, I began to feel a tingle in my throat; was it the beginning of the mirandavirus? I coughed, trying to make the tingling go away. Then my heart began to pound, so I sat up and gave up on the idea of napping. Left to wander, my mind was just becoming more and more paranoid.

I looked across the shop. Ben was going through drawers—drawers he’d already gone through many times. “What are you looking for?” I asked.

“Anything,” he said.

“Anything for what?” I said.

“Anything for anything.” Then he pulled out a box. He flipped it open.

“What’s that?”

“Makeup,” he said.

Then he began to pull out all of the little tools. “What are you doing with it?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. I’m going to see how hard it is to do my makeup. What the hell else am I going to do?”

I laughed and shook my head. “Are you going to try to seduce me or something?”

“You can stare at the wall all you want,” he said. “At least this is something to do.” I laughed again, but he had a good point: it was something. I was a bit jealous. I wished that I had something to occupy my mind, to stop it from drifting to dark, frightening thoughts. I was starting to become nauseous, thinking about the damned mirandavirus, wondering if I was living out my final days on the planet. It only killed about twenty percent of people infected with it—but then again, those were numbers that came from hospitals. If I was sick, I would have no way of getting to a hospital. There would be no machines to pump fluid out from my lungs, and no antibiotics to make the virus go away.

I watched Ben as he squeezed some skin-toned cream onto his fingers. He rubbed the cream gently on his cheeks. I wanted to laugh at him, but mocking him seemed pointless, seeing as there was no one else around to laugh with me. So I just walked away, looking for my own way to pass the time. I looked through all the board games in the shop, wondering if there was one that didn’t involve having sex. Maybe one of the games could be quickly modified to be a regular game, and not a sex game. But they were all overly kinky, requiring users to strip and to touch and penetrate one another. At best, the games could have been turned into a simple dice rolling game—but that would be just as boring as staring at the wall.

I still felt awkward looking at the sex toys, as if I was staring at things that my eyes weren’t meant to see. There was one toy, behind a shield of glass, with a nine-hundred dollar price tag on it. It was called Robo-Man, and it was essentially a metal box with a dildo attached to it. It had a dial with a number of settings. I looked closely at the settings and then laughed. ‘Bunny Fucking’ was one of the options, and so was, ‘Slow Sting Style’. There was a switch next to the dial, with two options: male and female. I had no idea what the switch could do. I was tempted to open the display case, plug in the unit, and turn it on, just to see how ridiculous it was. But I decided to leave it alone, just in case we ended up having to pay for all of the stuff we touched.

I looked back at Ben. Now he was gently brushing some shadow around his eyes. “How do you even know what you’re doing?” I asked.

“My ex-girlfriend used to do her makeup on the couch next to me,” he said. “Every morning, she did the same routine.”

“I see,” I said, watching for a few minutes. He didn’t seem to care that I was watching. I still had the urge to laugh, but laughing still didn’t seem right. I was still jealous that his mind was occupied.

I bit my tongue and forced a smile. “Well maybe we can see who can make a more convincing girl,” I said, pulling up a seat next to him. I reached over and grabbed the same tube of skin-toned cream that he started with.

“What’s at stake?” Ben asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. The loser has to do whatever the winner wants for the rest of the day,” I said. The bet felt childish, but it still left me buzzing with a curious excitement. More than anything, I was happy to have something for my brain to focus on. So I started to do my makeup. Ben worked slowly, applying each item carefully. I did my best to copy him, working quickly to catch up so I wouldn’t miss any crucial details. But after a while, once I started getting the hang of what everything was for, I started to go off on my own little route, playing around with the eyeliner in an attempt to make my eyes look bigger and more seductive. I caught myself giggling like a girl, and then he started giggling as well.

“I’m guessing you’ve done this before,” he said with a big, glossy grin.

I shook my head. “I was just thinking the same thing about you,” I said with a chuckle. I looked over at him and saw that he was looking surprisingly feminine, making me worried that I was going to lose. I didn’t want to know what Ben would make me do. I couldn’t even begin to imagine the possibilities, seeing as there was nothing to do in that shop. What was I going to make him do if I won? I looked around. Would I make him rearrange all of the DVDs in alphabetical order? Would I make him scrub the whole store down again, to give me a little more peace of mind? Or would I just try to embarrass him? Maybe I could make him dress up in a more scandalous outfit. Maybe I could make him act out one of the scenes from one of the pornography movies we’d watched.

I caught myself smirking with red cheeks. I cleared my throat and took a deep breath, and then I continued dolling myself up.

Ben knew a few tricks—supposedly from watching his ex-girlfriend. He took a darker powder and rubbed his cheeks, making his face look more narrow and feminine. Then he did the same thing to his nose, making his nose look cute and tiny. He used a skin-toned powder to blend everything together, and then he was almost unrecognizable. My heart skipped a beat as I glanced over at him. He was actually starting to look like a girl. And if he could make himself look like a girl with a bit of makeup, then maybe he wasn’t lying about our high school friend’s tranny wife. Maybe that really was a boy in those pictures.

I was losing hope that I could beat Ben. He knew what he was doing and I had no idea. I’d never lived with a woman, aside from my mother—and I never watched my mother doing her makeup. He had an unfair advantage, and I was starting to wonder if he’d done this before.

“Are you almost done?” he asked as he leaned forward to touch up his lip gloss. He was using a female voice, trying to taunt me. Even he knew that he’d already won the game. But I wasn’t about to give up. I wasn’t looking too bad. My eyes were frighteningly feminine; they looked big and glossy and cute with dark mascara on my lashes. And my lips looked plump and kissable—definitely more girly than his lips. I still wanted to try my hand at contouring, so I grabbed the dark powder and started to do my best.

As I was finishing up, I noticed the slight bulge of my Adam’s apple. Then I remembered seeing a small basket of lace chokers near the front of the shop, so I went to fetch one. I tied it around my throat, and that small addition made a big difference. Then I noticed the rack of costume wigs, so I grabbed a long brunette option. I played with the soft hair until it framed my face in a flattering way—and hid the more masculine parts of my jawline.

Now, looking in the mirror, I was sure that I had Ben beat. I caught myself grinning and biting my lip, ready to claim my victory—though I had no idea how we were going to pick a winner. I looked to my left, ready to say, ‘So who’s the winner? Me, right?’ Then I saw Ben, fitting a blonde wig on his head, looking more girly than ever. I froze for a moment. My lips parted. That wig made an enormous difference. I couldn’t even recognize him. I was convinced for a moment that a girl had slipped into the shop.

“Is that it?” he asked in his taunting girly voice.

I cleared my throat and pressed my lips thin. “You look…”

“Like a chick?” he said, playfully bouncing his hair with both hands.

“Yeah. It’s freaky,” I said.

“You don’t look half bad yourself. Kind of cute, actually,” he said with a big grin. “But I think we both know that I’m the winner.”

“You’ve done this before,” I said. “You played me.”

“Keep telling yourself that, loser,” he said with a laugh. “So you’re my slave for the rest of the day. Maybe you can start by making me a little bit of lunch. Actually, start by putting on something cuter, and then you can make me lunch. How’s about… this.” He picked an outfit off the wall: a sexy maid outfit, complete with a fishnet stockings and heels. “You know what? Let’s back up even further. Go and shave your legs and your chest and your pits and your crotch, then put on the outfit, then make me lunch. Oh—and put on a bit of perfume, too. I like the one in the pink bottle, by the cash register.”

My stomach flopped and groaned. At least it was something to do. I agreed to the challenge. There was no rule saying he wasn’t allowed to have practised before—if that was even the truth.


CHAPTER IV

So I went to the little bathroom and thoroughly washed the razor that was already there before touching it to my skin. The small shower made me nervous, even though I was fairly sure it hadn’t been used in years, along with that old razor. But what if the virus was living on those frosted glass walls? What if it was alive on that old tile, or about to come up from the drain?

I felt stupid shaving my legs. I felt even stupider once I looked down at my smooth legs and realized they actually looked kind of feminine. Then came time to shave my crotch. I wasn’t sure why Ben wanted me to shave my crotch, but I went ahead and did it anyway before doing my chest and pits. I hardly had hair on my chest to begin with, so the rest of my shower was quick. Once I was out, I rubbed some disinfectant on my body, just to be safe. Then, to hide the alcohol scent of the disinfectant, I sprayed a bit of perfume on my body: the one that Ben requested.

Then it was time to put on the sexy maid costume. It was a tight fit, and it took me a while to figure out all of the little garter belt straps. The crotch was especially tight—almost uncomfortable—and it hardly held my cock and ball sack in place. But I had to wear it because I lost the challenge. Again, I was just happy to have something else to think about besides the fact I may have been dying.

I had to touch up my makeup a little bit. Then I had to scour the store to find a pair of heels that actually fit my feet. It took about ten minutes to figure out how to walk in the heels. It was kind of nice being a bit taller, though it was quite the butt workout. I had no idea heels worked the ass so much!

“I’m getting hungry!” Ben called out. So I took a deep breath and went to work, going to the little kitchen to heat up some leftovers for Ben. He stood behind me while I worked: bending over in those tall heels to get the food from the fridge, then reaching up to put the food into the microwave.

“While it’s heating up, you can clean up a little bit,” he said.

I grabbed a cloth and wiped down the counter. I put away the toaster and I organized all of the little shakers and boxes. I felt awkward with Ben behind me. Every time I looked back, he was looking at me with a big grin, as if he actually liked what he was seeing. I didn’t love the idea of my friend staring at my bare ass, which wasn’t at all covered by the lingerie skirt of the costume.

“What do you want me to do now?” I asked.

“Well, first, I want you to speak like a girl. Then, I want you to sweep up the shop—and then maybe you can mop as well. Make this place sparkling clean. Then you can wash my bedding for me. Better wash your own as well.”

I didn’t mind cleaning up. I liked the idea of being trapped in a sterilized environment—not having to worry that I would accidentally touch the mirandavirus. But I didn’t love cleaning in those tall heels, with my butt completely out for my friend to see. It really didn’t help that he kept staring, making me feel self-conscious. And if definitely didn’t help when he said, “You’ve got a great ass.” He took me by surprise, slapping me firmly on the ass, making me yelp. I grabbed my butt and glared at him with narrowed eyes.

“Keep your hands to yourself,” I managed to say in a girly voice.

He giggled, and then I giggled as well. I kept cleaning while he watched. For a while, I started to become nervous about him watching; worried he was actually enjoying the sight of me. And then I remembered that there was literally nothing else to do, and he was probably just looking for something to occupy his brain while the hours ticked by. Maybe he was just as scared that he was sick.

I finished mopping. I gently wiped my forehead and took a deep breath. “Is that it?” I asked.

“Is that it?” he said. “Of course not. You’re my slave until the end of the day. That was the deal.”

“Okay. Then what do you want me to do?” I asked.

He was silent for a moment. He looked around the space, out of ideas. “Hmm,” he said, scratching his chin. It was weird hearing him using his normal voice. He was still in his makeup and wig, still looking like a convincing girl. But that voice made my head spin; it no longer belonged.

I watched as his cheeks turned red. “There’s a toy by the front, in a black box. Take it to the bathroom and put it in, then give me the remote.”

“Remote? What are you talking about?” I said.

He bit his lip. “You’ll see.”

So I went to the front of the store. I looked at the door and my heart skipped a beat. What would I say if that door opened right now? If one of our friends got our cry for help and they showed up at that very moment, how could I explain this sight? Would anyone believe me if I said, ‘We were bored with nothing else to do!’

I turned to the counter and looked around for the black box. There was only one black box: a vibrating butt plug with a remote. I picked it up and my heart fluttered. Surely this wasn’t what he was talking about. Surely he wasn’t asking me to stick a sex toy in my asshole? There were no other black boxes, and nothing in sight that had a remote. “Are you crazy?” I said.

“You lost the bet!” he called out. “You have to do it. Or are you scared you might like it?”

“I won’t like it!” I said. Now my hands were trembling. I wasn’t scared that I would like it, but I was definitely scared. I’d never stuck anything in my ass before, and that was something I was more-or-less proud of. I wasn’t gay. I liked girls. I liked penetrating girls. But to be penetrated myself? The though made my skin crawl.

I opened the box and looked at the plug. At least it didn’t seem that big. It was only three inches long, and maybe an inch and a half wide. It had a big base, so the toy wouldn’t accidentally slide inside of my body. And it even came with a small tube of lubricant.

“Fine,” I said. “But I’m only doing this because I have to. And by the way, you’re a sicko.”

He laughed. I took the toy to the bathroom, stared at it for a while, then I squished a large dab of lubricant onto it. I used the tip of my finger to coat the whole thing. I reached around and pulled the panties of my outfit to the side. I gently began to twist the plug into my butt. It was surprisingly hard to get it inside of me. I groaned and pushed, but it just wouldn’t slip inside. I had to take a deep breath and force my anal muscles to relax. Then suddenly, it plopped in. I gasped. It was a strange feeling: no pain, but a weird, dull pressure. My instinct was to push it out, but the shape of the plug didn’t let my anal muscles reject it. The only way to get it out was to pull it out with my hand, but I didn’t want to have to go through penetrating myself again, so I left it there. I put my panties back and I tugged down on my skirt, hoping to make it cover more than the nothing it was currently covering.

Then I went back out. “Okay. Now what?” I asked.

Ben was holding the remote, smirking and biting his lip. He pressed a button, then I felt the vibrating inside of me. I gasped and then I covered my mouth with my hand. “Holy shit, that’s strong,” I said.

“This isn’t even its strongest setting,” he said.

I laughed nervously. “Give me something to do,” I said.

“I know,” he said. He zipped away, leaving me with a vibrating butt plug in my ass. Then he came back holding a pink Polaroid camera.

“No way. You aren’t taking pictures of me,” I said.

“Too bad. Don’t worry though. I’ll destroy them. But for the next hour—or until I run out of film—you’re going to be my model. So strike a pose for me. Look sexy. Maybe put your hands on your hips.”

I groaned and thought about protesting, but deep down I was just happy to have something to do. So I posed for him, forcing a smile and putting my hands on my hips. He snapped a photo. Then he told me to turn around, and to ‘perk my butt out’. I did my best to follow the command, giggling slightly. Then he pressed a button on that remote, making the vibration a bit more intense. I tensed up and let a whimper slip out from my lips.

The vibrating actually felt kind of pleasant. The tip of the plug was pressed right against a soft spot, and that spot seemed to be connected somehow to my penis. I could feel the tingling right down to the tip of my cock. I giggled and bit my lip, then he took another phone.

“Get down on your hands and knees and purr like a kitty,” he said with a mean smile. I groaned and then followed the command. “Spread your legs wider. Wider. Wider still. That’s perfect.” I was nearly doing the splits on my knees. I looked into the lens of that camera and I purred.

“You better destroy these photos after we’re done here,” I said. He was just putting the pictures onto a pile without looking at them.

“Don’t worry about that,” he said, waving me off. “Now roll onto your back and spread your legs for me, as if you’re showing me your pussy.”

It was an awkward pose, especially because the panties did very little to hide my bulge. And my cock was a bit hard from the pleasant buzzing. I prayed that he wouldn’t be able to tell. So I opened up my legs and pressed my back against the recently cleaned floor. He snapped another picture.

He looked around, and then he pointed at the realistic girl mannequin at the front of the store. “Get behind her and grind your body against her, like you’re at a club together.”

“The mannequin?” I said.

“Yeah,” he said. So I went behind the plastic life-sized doll. I wrapped my arms around her and then I realized it wasn’t a mannequin, but a sex doll. She was wearing a pair of panties to cover her fake pussy and asshole. And her tits actually kind of felt like tits—though the rest of her body was hard plastic. “Grab her tits and squeeze them, and then start grinding.”

So I followed the command. I squeezed the breasts and rubbed my cock against the mannequin’s soft bum (the bum was made with the same material as her breasts). I kept grinding, waiting for him to take his photo. But instead, he was just watching.

“Aren’t you going to take the shot?” I asked, feeling increasingly awkward. My cock was starting to get hard between the buzzing and the rubbing, and the feeling of the fake tits.

“In a second,” he said, continuing to watch. I closed my eyes. Then I felt the buzzing intensifying. He must have pressed a button on that remote. Now my cock was hard. I was afraid to pull away from the mannequin. Her butt was now the only thing hiding my erection, which was trying to break out from my panties.

“Oh my God,” he said. “Are you hard?”

“It’s just from the rubbing,” I said, feeling my face turning red.

He laughed and I felt embarrassed. I stopped grinding, but I didn’t pull away from the sex toy.

“Don’t stop,” he said with a big smile. “Stick it in her. Fuck the slut.”

“No way,” I said.

“Do it. You’re my slave. You have to do whatever I say.”

“I’m not going to fuck a sex doll in front of my employee.”

“Yes you are, because you lost the bet. Now stick it in her.” He grabbed a little bottle of lubricant from a nearby shelf and tossed it to me. I stood in silent horror for a moment, still with my erection. Then I bit down on my tongue, feeling foolish, but strangely still happy to have something else to think about besides the mirandavirus.

I squirted some lubricant into my hand and said, “Look away.” He turned around. I stepped back, coated my cock with lube, and then I awkwardly pressed my shaft into the mannequin’s silicone pussy. It was a weird feeling, especially since I could see my reflection in the nearby boarded window. “Okay, you can look now,” I said.

He turned around with a big smile. “You make a lovely pair of lesbians,” he said.

“Shut up,” I said.

“Don’t forget about your girly voice. I don’t want to have to punish you,” he said. I groaned. “Now fuck her. Give it to her, beautiful. Don’t mind me over here with the camera.”

“You promise you’ll destroy those pictures?” I said awkwardly, still squirming with a buzzing toy in my butt.

“Promise,” he said with a wink.

So I took a deep breath and then I started to gently thrust back and forth, in and out of that tight sex doll. I closed my eyes, feeling stupider with every thrust. My cock actually felt good. The stimulation was nice. The buzzing was becoming more and more pleasant. I was actually going to come. And I knew Ben would make fun of me for years because of it—but how could I avoid it? I couldn’t just tell myself not to come.

I tried to hold back. I tried to will away the pleasure, but it just got better and better. I groaned and squirmed and closed my eyes. “Keep squeezing her titties,” Ben said with a big chuckle. I hated him so much. I heard him snap a photo. My spine tingled, but that euphoria continued to grow.

“Oh God,” I moaned. And then I felt my tip tingling. I knew holding back was pointless. I knew I was going to have to get Ben back for this horrible humiliation. But it could have been worse. Someone could have come to our rescue at that very moment and seen me like that. Ben was a dickhead, but I knew he wasn’t cruel enough to show those pictures to anybody.

I came, groaning as my legs trembled. I filled that mannequin’s silicone pussy with a big, hot load—and it truly was a big load. I normally masturbated once a day, and it had been days since I’d had a chance to get off. It was probably the longest I’d gone without coming in many years. I stepped back and quickly tucked my cock back into my French maid panties. Then I watched as my cum streamed down the pretty mannequin’s legs. Ben roared with laughter. “You really did it!” he said.

“You made me do it!” I snapped, narrowing my eyes, but unable to look at him.

He kept laughing. I went to grab some cleaning supplies to clean up the plastic lady I’d just fucked in the fake pussy. Ben stood by and watched as I scrubbed her out, making sure that hole was pristine for whoever ended up buying the pathetic toy.

Then I went to take off my wig. “What are you doing?” Ben said.

“What does it look like I’m doing?” I said.

“It looks like you think your time is up.” He looked at his watch. “You still have a couple hours.”

“Seriously? Can’t we just call it a night?”

“Watch your voice.”

I could see in Ben’s eyes that he knew I planned on getting him back. He had a nervous look: red in the cheeks with thinly pressed lips. He knew I would get my revenge, so he was already trying to make the most out of my punishment.


CHAPTER V

For the next two hours, I was Ben’s play doll. He wanted to play dress up, so I changed into outfit after outfit. He ran out of film after just thirty minutes, but the dress up didn’t end. He wanted to get the absolute most out of my humiliation—but nothing was worse than having him watch me while I fucked the mannequin, not even when he had me put on the Playboy bunny costume before hopping around the store, wiggling my butt.

I was surprised by how comfortable he was when it came to slapping me on the ass and feeling my bare skin. He was treating me like I was a real woman—or maybe I should say, a real prostitute. He would giggle as I went by, cupping his hand on my bum and squeezing. I figured I would try to embarrass him at one point, while he was sitting on the ground. I went up to him, turned around, and pressed my butt against his face. Then I wiggled my bum, teasing his forehead with my bunny tail, making his nose and lips sink between my butt cheeks. But he didn’t seem to mind. Instead of becoming disgusted and outraged, he just laughed. “You really are a slut, aren’t you?” he said.

It was close to midnight when I started to worry that Ben was actually into my cross-dressing. He seemed to be excited. I even caught him a few times adjusting his cock in his own little outfit. Was he trying to hide an erection? Or was his girly outfit just a bit uncomfortable?

I was too exhausted to call him out once the clock struck 12:00 AM. I just wanted to go to sleep. So I changed into my nightie and I went off to bed, trying not to look him in the eyes, worried I would give him the wrong idea.

Was Ben gay? Was he actually attracted to me? With my head turned away, I was almost sure that I could feel him looking at me and thinking about me. Maybe he was just losing his sanity: trapped in that store, not sure if he was going to live for much longer. Maybe we were both losing our sanities.

I woke up before Ben. I wanted to change out from my nightie, into something that wouldn’t get Ben too excited—if my cross-dressing really was getting him excited. So I went to grab my boxers, but they weren’t where I’d left them to dry. I scanned around everywhere for them, but they were gone, as if someone came into the store in the middle of the night to steal them. Had we moved them while fooling around the night before? When I was cleaning up the shop dressed like a slutty maid, did I move them somewhere without realizing?

I thought about asking Ben when he woke up, but something stopped me. When I saw him dragging his feet over to the coffee machine, I realized that I was just being paranoid. Ben wasn’t attracted to me—he was just bored. He didn’t make me dress up like a girl because it got him off. He didn’t make me stick a vibrating butt plug into my ass because he thought it was hot. He just wanted to mess with me to pass the time.

I sat down and found myself counting the hours since we’d arrived at that shop. If we were infected with the mirandavirus, how long had it been? Had it been five days?

It was a few minutes later when my throat began to itch. I tried to force a cough to make the itch go away, but it kept getting stronger. I drank some cold water, and that helped for a few minutes—and then the itch came back.

The itch wasn’t so bad, but the nauseous dread that came moments later was truly terrifying. Was I just having a panic attack, or was the mirandavirus starting to take action? I had to sit down as the nausea swirled in my stomach. My head was suddenly pounding. I took a series of deep breaths. Then I looked up and saw that Ben was looking at me with a worried face from across the shop. “You okay?” he asked, taking a sip from his coffee. He was keeping his distance.

“Huh?” I said, trying to force a smile. “I don’t know. I think so. I just—I think it’s just anxiety.”

He nodded his head slowly, looking legitimately concerned for the first time—maybe ever. “What do you mean, anxiety?” he said.

“Has it been five days yet? They say that that virus will start to have symptoms after five days, right? I just—my stomach kind of hurts and my throat is itchy, and—”

“Just relax,” he said. “Just try to think about something else.”

“I can’t,” I said. The fear was getting worse. I had to sit down on the ground, bringing my knees up to my chest.

“Seriously. Just relax,” he said. He came closer, but he still kept a good five feet of distance. “Try to breathe.”

“I’m breathing,” I said.

“Take a deep breath in, hold it for five seconds, then breathe out. Keep doing that.”

“Ben. I’m breathing. My stomach hurts,” I said.

Ben looked around, starting to panic a bit himself. He zipped away to get something, leaving me on the floor: alone and afraid. How long before the pneumonia stage started? Would I survive once my lungs began to fill with fluid? I tried to take a deep breath in, and then I swear I could feel some moisture in my lungs. Was it already starting? “Oh God,” I whimpered. I did my best not to cry.

Then Ben came back. He had a coin. “Flip this coin,” he said.

“Why?” I asked.

“Heads, I’m your slave for the day. Tails, you’re my slave for the day—again.”

I stared at the coin for a second. “Why?” I asked.

“Just flip it so we can get started.”

“Ben—I’m not feeling right. I don’t want to do that,” I said.

“Just flip the damned coin!” he said. So I took the coin and tossed it in the air. It flipped quickly and then it landed and bounced off, away from us. It rolled down the isle. We both got up to follow it. Now my heart was pounding for a new reason. I didn’t want to be the slave again—especially because it was still so early and there was so much day left. We chased the rogue coin until it hit a wall, spun in a few circles and then landed flat: heads.

“Shit,” Ben said.

I smiled. “Perfect,” I said.

“You can start by making me a tea,” I said. “And getting me a warm cloth.”

“That’s it?” he said with a smug chuckle, as if my demand was too lame for him.

“That’s just to start. Get me the cloth and start the kettle. While the water’s boiling, you can, uh...” I looked around the room. “Go put on that Playboy bunny costume—the one I wore yesterday. And shave your legs and chest and pits—and crotch too—everything you made me shave. Once my tea is done, you can go do your makeup.”

Strangely, my heart was starting to calm down a little bit. When he came out from the shower with a small towel around his waist and smooth, glistening legs, I started to laugh. He squeezed into the tight costume, which didn’t do much to hide his bulge. He gave his bum a wiggle to make the tail shake. I laughed. “You seem to be enjoying yourself,” I said.

“You aren’t going to make me feel humiliated. I’m perfectly comfortable with my masculinity.”

“You won’t be once you look in the mirror and see that you have a girl’s body,” I said. He turned to the mirror and his cheeks turned a shade of red.

“I couldn’t care less,” he said.

“Okay, Mr. Manly, there’s a butt plug on the edge of the sink in the bathroom. I think you know what to do with it,” I said.

His face turned even redder. “That’s it? You’re just going to copy me? Real creative, Jared,” he said, rolling his eyes.

“Once the plug is in, you can take thirty minutes to do your makeup. Then we’re really get started.”

So I got up and started looking through the store for the perfect revenge. I wanted him to admit that he was humiliated. I wanted to push him so far that he had to cave. I came across an adult board game, designed for a couple—but I was going to make Ben play it by himself. I took the game out from its plastic wrap and then I set it up on the cashier counter. Then I looked forward at the mirror behind the counter and startled myself, realizing I still had my makeup on from the previous night. I was so exhausted, I didn’t even wash it off!

“Shit,” I muttered. But I kind of liked the way that I looked. I was cute. I looked just like the kind of girl that I would have probably asked out on a date. I went to fetch my wig while Ben was still doing his makeup. I put it on my head and then I smiled at my own reflection. Maybe I could really tease Ben by pretending to be a girl. He seemed to like it the day before, and now he was in a very tight outfit—it would be hard to hide any erections in that little number.

I was staring at myself in the mirror when I realized my stomachache was gone. My headache was gone. Even my itchy throat was gone. Maybe I really was just having an anxiety attack. I took a deep breath. I closed my eyes and thanked a god that I wasn’t so sure that I believed in. Then Ben called out, “I’m almost ready. You better have something good for me.”

“Don’t you worry about that,” I said. I made sure the game was all set up, and then I waited for my sissy slave to show up for a full day of revenge.


CHAPTER VI

Ben laughed when he saw the game. “So how does this work? You’re going to make me play a game by myself?”

“It’s really simple. You roll, and then if you land on a coloured square, you have to pick up a card with the corresponding colour. Then you have to do whatever the cards say.”

“Okay. Fine,” he said. “Seems boring, but whatever.” He grabbed the die and rolled carelessly onto the counter. Then he moved his little piece. The square he landed on said, ‘Wear the blindfold for your partner’s next move.’ Ben looked at me. “I don’t have a partner, so am I just ignoring that?”

“You aren’t using your girly voice,” I said in my own girly voice. “Ask again, properly.”

He rolled his eyes, then he cleared his throat. “Do you want me to wear a blindfold for your non-existent turn?” he asked, sounding perfectly feminine.

“Yes,” I said. “I’ll tell you what you roll, and if you get a card, I’ll figure it out for you.”

He rolled his pretty eyes again before slipping the blindfold on. Then I handed him the die and he rolled. I moved his little character. “Blue card,” I said. I picked up the card. ‘Have your partner stick any body part into your mouth,’ the card read. I looked around, and then I saw a pink dildo on a shelf. I grabbed it and brought it over.

“Open your mouth,” I said.

He opened his mouth. Then I gently slid the dildo onto his tongue. He twitched, giggled, and then he said, “That’s it? A dildo in my mouth?”

“We’re just starting,” I said.

He pressed his lips tight and started to suck the fake cock. I let him go for a moment, and then I started laughing. “What are you doing?” I asked. “I didn’t tell you to suck it.”

His cheeks turned a dark shade of red. “I assumed that’s what you wanted me to do,” he said.

“No. You just decided that. You can take off your blindfold and roll now.”

He pulled the blindfold off carefully, making sure he didn’t mess up his carefully curled blonde hair. Then he grabbed the die and rolled. He moved his character onto another blue card. He picked up the card, looking at it for a moment, then he put it face down on the counter. “What does it say?” I said.

“It says not to tell you what it says,” he said with a grin. My heart bounced. Was he lying? “It says to tell you to close your eyes.”

“Why? I’m not playing,” I said.

“Just do it.”

I took a deep breath, and then I closed my eyes, shaking my head. I tilted my head up, waiting for him to do whatever it was he was going to do. Then I suddenly felt his hand groping my crotch. I perked up and froze while he squeezed gently, fondling subtly, teasing my shaft between his fingers. “What the hell are you doing?” I said, opening my eyes. He was standing right in front of me, staring into my eyes.

“This is what the card said to do. ‘Fondle your partner for ten seconds.’ So that’s what I’m doing,” he said with a big smile. I hopped back, away from his grip.

“I told you I’m not playing. I’m not your partner,” I said, feeling the heat rushing into my face.

“Sorry. You want me to just grab my own pussy?” he asked in that strangely feminine voice. He reached down and cupped his bulge. But there was nothing particularly interesting or exciting about him just holding himself.

“Okay, let’s keep going,” I said, still feeling awkward. He touched my cock—no, he didn’t just touch it, he full on groped me and felt me. He got his fingers around my whole package and he squeezed. I felt violated, but also strangely excited, like I’d just done something very naughty and taboo.

I cleared my throat and handed him the die. He rolled and landed on another blue card. He looked at it and then he said, “If you aren’t my partner, who do I do this to?” He turned the card to me. It was a picture of a man nibbling a woman’s earlobe. I looked around and spotted that mannequin that I came in the night before. I walked over and grabbed her, dragging her across the shop.

“Her,” I said.

Ben rolled his dolled up eyes and then he nibbled her plastic ear. It was another boring sight. Maybe my perfect revenge wasn’t so exciting after all. He didn’t seem too embarrassed. I needed to push him out from his comfort zone, which meant pushing myself out from my comfort zone.

He rolled again and got another blue card. He sighed, sounding bored as he picked up the card. “So you want me to kiss her then?” he asked, turning the card to me. It said to ‘french kiss’ the partner.

My heart stumbled and stammered. I stuttered, and then I said, “You can kiss me,” I said.

His face turned white. “Excuse me?” he said, somehow still using that girly voice.

I knew there was no point in making him kiss the doll, and there was nothing particularly interesting to kiss in that store—except for me. I didn’t want to kiss him, and I didn’t actually think he would do it. But I wanted to make him squirm. I wanted him to feel the same humiliation I felt the night before. And I could see on his face that he was about to throw his arms up and back out, so I found myself smirking, feeling like maybe I’d accomplished my goal. Then he took a deep breath and stepped forward. I froze, parting my lips as if I had something to say. Then he put his hands on my hips and leaned in. His lips pressed against mine, and then he kissed me, gently poking his tongue through my lips.

I remained frozen. It was a horribly confusing moment. His lips actually felt feminine. He was wearing a nice perfume, and his soft hands were moving so gently up and down my sides. It felt like I was being kissed by a girl, dressed in adorable lingerie—but I wasn’t kissing a girl; I was kissing my friend and occasional business partner.

It was six or seven seconds before I pulled away and wiped my lips. “Ew. What’s wrong with you?” I said, tempted to spit as I remembered he wasn’t actually a girl, even though he looked just like one.

“It said on the card to kiss for ten seconds. I was just playing your game,” he said.

I took a deep breath and shook my head. All of this effort and now I was the one feeling humiliated. I wiped my lips again. I didn’t like the tingling that was happening inside of my body. I didn’t want to have anything to do with this game. Why couldn’t he just humiliate himself? Why was I being roped into this?

“Just roll the dice,” I said, looking down at the board.

He rolled, landing on an empty space. He rolled again: another blue card. He was getting close to the middle of the board, getting close to the beginning of the red cards. I wasn’t looking forward to those red cards. I knew they were more intense: involving erections and penetration. I took a deep breath as he read the blue card.

He stared at it for a long time. I stared at him. But it was becoming harder and harder to see him as a man. The more I stared at his stunning eyes and plump lips, the more I saw a girl, and it was getting harder to convince my brain otherwise. She had a graceful look. She certainly made a better girl than a boy. And that perfume kept wafting up my nose, making me tingle all over with warm excitement. I held that excitement back, but I couldn’t stop looking at her. I couldn’t stop looking down her smooth body, at her long legs and perky bum. That costume looked amazing on her. Maybe it looked amazing on me, too—maybe that’s why she kept grabbing my ass the day before. Because now, I wanted to grab her ass. I wanted to feel her soft cheeks jiggling. I wanted to run my fingers up her smooth skin.

“Can I pick another one?” she asked.

“Why? What’s wrong with this one?” I asked.

“It’s dumb. Let me pick another one,” she said.

“Just do what’s on the card. It’s not fun if you just pick other cards.”

She sighed and shook her head. Then she closed her pretty eyes and took a deep breath. “Whatever,” she said. She reached a hand down her smooth body, sliding her fingers gently across her pelvis. She nestled those fingers under the thin strip of stretchy black fabric, grabbing her crotch. Then she pulled her flaccid penis out and began to stroke it. I tensed up, no longer sure where to look. I didn’t want to look at her cock, but I didn’t want to look away—looking away would defeat the whole point of the humiliation. So I awkwardly looked around, occasionally looking at her big dick as she tugged her foreskin back and forth. Then I saw the card in her hard: ‘Stroke your cock until you’re hard,’ it read. And she was really doing it: her cock was getting bigger and thicker and harder. Her bulbous tip was beginning to emerge from her foreskin. I looked at her shy face, which was now completely red. She was biting her bottom lip, keeping her eyes closed. Thank God her eyes were closed, so she couldn’t see me staring at her.

As she tugged her shaft, her ball sack slipped out and dangled in the open. I watched as it swelled while her shaft extended out. She let a cute little whimper slip out from her lips. Then her body trembled. She pressed her knees together. Her cock was erect now: standing tall, curving inwards towards her body. She let go of it suddenly, and pulled her hand away. She awkwardly wiped her face and let a small giggle slip. “Whatever. I did it. Now give me the die so I can roll.”

I handed her the die. Her erection was still out, with nowhere to go. It definitely wouldn’t fit back in her tight Playboy bunny outfit, so it was stuck out in the open, where it was impossible to look away from. But even with that cock erect and in the open, I still couldn’t force my brain to see her as a man. I still saw a woman with smooth skin and long legs and a pretty face. Even her wig looked real on her head.

She rolled and then she landed on one last blue card. “What does it say?” I asked before she even had a chance to look at it. I think my heart was pounding harder than her heart. I was struggling to catch my breath, fighting to act normal and not completely flustered and overwhelmed. She read the card for a moment, and then she reached out and grabbed my wrist. “Relax your arm,” she said. I hesitated, and then I relaxed. She brought my hand down to her crotch and curled my fingers around her warm erection. The skin on her cock was smooth. I could feel it throbbing. She showed me the card: ‘Make your partner feel your genitals for fifteen seconds.’ My heart was a pounding mess. My legs began to tremble. I didn’t like all of the emotions that were swirling in my brain. I didn’t want to be attracted to her, but I was attracted to her. I liked the way that cock felt.

I suddenly remembered the pleasant feeling of the butt plug in my anus; it felt so good—and I couldn’t help but wonder if a warm, throbbing cock would feel good as well. I looked down at the cock and could see the long, thick veins pulsing. I could see that tip glistening, wishing I would pump to make it come. And a part of me wanted to pump. I had to fight the urge to tighten my grip. I couldn’t let Ben know that I was having erotic and unwanted feelings. He probably didn’t want my hand on his cock.

Now I was regretting the game. It was not panning out how I imagined at all. This was supposed to be her humiliation, not mine. This was just supposed to pass the time, not leave us both feeling awkward and uncomfortable. So why were we still going? Why wasn’t I putting an end to the game? Why couldn’t I just say, ‘You know what? Let’s do something else.’ I could make her wash the dishes. I could make her prepare me some lunch. But instead, I was standing there with my fingers curled around her hard cock.

“Okay, let go,” she said. I hesitated, and then I let go. “That was more than fifteen seconds.”

I felt my face turning dark red as a copper taste entered my mouth. She was staring into my eyes with a curious look on her face. This wasn’t some mutual humiliation—this was turning into my own personal humiliation, and I hated it.

I cleared my throat, and then my voice cracked when I said, “Just roll the die.”

She rolled, and then her character crossed onto the red side of the board. She landed on a blindfold spot, so she put on the blindfold. Then she rolled again. I moved her piece for her, landing her on a red card. I picked it up for her. It was a picture of a girl on her knees, sucking a man’s cock. I froze, wanting to stop the game more than ever. But there was another feeling tingling inside of me. She’d gone along with everything so far—would she go along with this? Would it feel good? Did I want her to suck my cock?

“What does it say?” she asked nervously.

I took a deep breath. “Drop to your knees,” I said. My voice was almost a whisper. She dropped to her knees slowly, still with that blindfold on. “Open your mouth.” She opened her mouth and tilted her head up slightly. I stepped forward, then I reached down and pulled my panties to the side, letting my semi-erect cock fall out. And why was I semi-erect? Was I aroused from fondling her erection? Was I actually attracted to her? Was our quarantine making me lose my mind.

I took another big deep breath, then I grabbed my cock with my hand, which was trembling. I guided it forward and placed my tip on the edge of her lip. She twitched. Her face turned white. But she didn’t pull back, so I gently slid my cock forward, on her tongue, pushing it into her mouth. I cleared my throat again before saying, “Suck it.”

She slowly closed her lips around my cock. I felt her tongue carefully exploring my tip. Her hands found my thighs for support. Then she began to bob her head slowly back and forth. “Oh God,” I heard myself whisper. I hated that I was letting this happen. I hated that I was making it happen. Why was she going through with it? Did she wanted to suck my cock, or was I just awkwardly forcing her to do it?

I closed my eyes in an attempt to usher some sanity back into my head. But it wasn’t coming; it didn’t help that she was so beautiful, especially from that high angle. And her mouth felt so good: so warm, and her tongue moved so elegantly. It wasn’t long before my whole body was trembling. Her mouth made my cock hard quickly, but she didn’t seem to mind. In fact, it seemed like she was enjoying herself as she bobbed up and down, teasing my length with her firmly pressed lips.

I groaned. Then she suddenly stopped, pulling her head back and wiping her lips. “That was about a minute. How long am I supposed to go for?” she asked. I looked at the card. It said thirty seconds.

“You’re done,” I said, trying to awkwardly hide my erection back in my panties, underneath my nightie. She pulled off her blindfold and stood up, not making any eye contact with me. “I guess I’ll keep going,” she said, grabbing the die and tossing them, landing on another red card. She picked up the card and stared at it for a long moment.

“I don’t really know who is who in this situation,” she said. She turned the card to me. It was a picture of a girl sitting on a boy’s face. I squirmed as a cold tingle ran down my spine.

“I don’t know,” I said.

“Well, so far, I’ve been the girl, so we may as well be consistent,” she said. “So lay on your back.”

I followed her command, flattening myself on the cool floor, staring up at the ceiling while my heart throbbed. She looked down at my with a big smile. I tried to smile back, but I was terrified. What was I getting myself into now? Why was I implicating myself in this stupid game? She turned her back to me. She reached around back and pulled her lingerie out from her butt crack. Then she carefully squatted down with her bum over my face. She gently pressed her butt cheeks against my cheeks, and then I became completely frozen. Her asshole was pressed against my mouth and she was waiting for me to eat her out. But my head was still spinning as that adorable perfume was still wafting up my nostrils, and I could still see her cute heels planted near my head. I could see and smell a girl, but I knew that I was about to stick my tongue into a boy’s asshole.

I bit down hard on my tongue, trying to fight the unwanted urges surging through me. Then I caved, sticking my tongue up, pushing into that tight hole, making her gasp and giggle. I moved it back and forth, pushing it as far in as possible. She let a little more of her body weight come down, pressing her cheeks harder against my face, letting my tongue dig a little bit deeper. She was breathing heavily, enjoying the tonguing I was giving her. But I wasn’t enjoying myself. Now that horrible anxiety was coming back, but this time it had nothing to do with the fact that I might have been dying. Now I was worried that I had gone too far. Now Ben probably thought that I was a closeted homosexual—and I was starting to wonder if maybe I wasn’t properly straight either.

But I just couldn’t stop. I liked the way she squirmed and moaned as I flicked my tongue around her tight anus. I loved each little moan. I wanted to fill her body with an amazing pleasure. But I couldn’t have been gay. I wouldn’t have been on my back for Ben, the occasional plumber. If she wasn’t wearing an adorable piece of lingerie, with a long wig and beautiful makeup, I wouldn’t have my tongue anywhere near her asshole. Yet I knew that she was still Ben. I knew that she was still the bratty friend that I occasionally brought along with me for harder jobs.

She sat down harder, then I felt her ball sack slip out and fall onto my chin. Then the panic set in. I tapped on her thigh, making her sit up, and then I pulled myself out from underneath her. “No,” I said. “This is stupid—and it’s gross. That’s enough.”

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“This was just supposed to be funny. It’s not funny anymore, so we’re done here.”

She rolled her eyes. “That’s it then?”

“That’s it. Go get changed.”

“Changed into what? We have no clothes. It’s either this or another piece of lingerie. What would you prefer?”

“I—I don’t know. I’m not gay, by the way. I like girls. I’m going to go and brush my teeth. And those pictures you took, I want you to get rid of them. Don’t just throw them in the trash—really get rid of them. Burn them. I don’t want to see them or hear about them, ever again.”

“Calm down, Jared. You’re being crazy,” she said.

“I’m not being crazy. Just get rid of them.”

I went to the little bathroom and I closed the door. I sat down on the new toilet and then I stared at myself in the little mirror, once again almost making myself jump at the sight of my own reflection. I was still pretty, still dolled up and unrecognizable. Now I hated how I looked, because I liked it so much. I knew that I actually looked good, just like Ben, but that’s not what I wanted. Why couldn’t I just look ridiculous, like some jokey drag queen?

I stood up and walked closer to the mirror, hoping my brain would suddenly correct itself and reveal my true masculine reflection. But that masculinity was nowhere to be seen. I was looking at a girl, no matter how hard I tried to see otherwise.

And for a minute, that realization was devastating. And then I remembered that I had a much bigger issue on my plate: I still had no idea if I was sick. I had no idea if I’d been infected with the mirandavirus, but I knew that I would find out within the next twenty-four to forty-eight hours. Maybe this whole feminization thing wasn’t so bad. Maybe it was the perfect distraction. Being worried about my sexuality seemed much less horrible than worrying about my life.


CHAPTER VII

I washed off my makeup and I took off my wig. My heart continued to buzz, frightened that Ben would never forget what we’d just done together—and that I would never forget either. At least we didn’t go any further. At least we didn’t finish the game together. At least no part of him went inside of me and no part of me went inside of him. I was still a ‘virgin’ in the homosexual sense of the word, and so was he.

The next few hours were quiet as we waited for a rescue. I thought I heard people walked by the shop outside, so I went to bang on the door. I must have banged and yelled for an hour, but my attempts were hopeless. The streets were quiet, and there had probably never been anyone outside. Now, I was starting to lose my voice. My throat was itchy from screaming—at least I was hoping it was from all the screaming. I went to drink a glass of water. The tap sputtered for a moment, and then water stopped pouring out. My heart stopped beating for a moment. My fingers and toes tingled. I frantically pulled and twisted on the knobs, but the water had been shut off.

“No, no, no,” I said, pounding on the counter, hoping something had just come loose temporarily.

“What’s going on?” Ben asked from across the shop. He also had his makeup and wig off, but he was still wearing lingerie, as there was nothing else to wear.

“The water is off. They turned the water off!” I zipped over to the bathroom to try the bathroom sink, but that wasn’t working either. I dropped to my knees to check the shutoff, but it was untouched. Someone was trying to kill us, cutting off our water supply—or maybe the local water company had been abandoned like so many other businesses.

“What are we going to do?” Ben asked from the doorway. His skin was white and his eyes were wide.

“I don’t know,” I said softly as that itchiness returned to my throat. I reached up and rubbed my throat, hoping to make the itching go away. I’d read online a week before that the first sign of the mirandavirus was an itchy throat, though another website said the itchy throat thing was just ‘fake news’. I cleared my throat and then I took a deep breath.

“It’s fine,” Ben said, nodding his head slowly. “We have all those bottles that I filled. Aren’t you glad I filled those now?”

“And then what do we do when those run out?” I asked. My stomach was starting to turn and fill with nausea. I felt lightheaded, on the verge of collapsing. I looked down at my hands, which were trembling violently.

“We’ve got lots of water, Jared. You need to calm down. Just calm down.”

I shook my head. “We don’t have lots of water. We’re going to die in here.”

“Jared. I need you to calm down,” he said, taking a step towards me. I took a step back, then I suddenly lost the strength to remain upright. I dropped to the ground, and then suddenly, my vision went black. I could feel him touching me—trying to scoop me back up to my feet—but I couldn’t hear him. His voice was lost in a cloud of humming. Was I dying? Was the virus starting to take hold?

Suddenly, everything turned off. I could hear nothing, feel nothing, see nothing. The blackness turned into a bright light, making me wince. I reached up to cover my face as I opened my eyes. And then I heard Ben’s voice: “You’re awake,” he said. My vision began to settle. I could see the shape of his head hovering over me, surrounded by a halo of light. I blinked a few times and then his facial features started to fill in.

“Why is it so bright?” I asked.

“It’s the emergency flood light. The power’s out,” he said. “No power, no heat, no water. Luckily it’s warm out.”

“What time is it?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “Our only clock was on the thermostat. Now that the power is out and the windows are still blocked, it’s anyone’s guess. You’ve been asleep for a long time—at least ten hours.”

“Seriously?” I said.

“Well, that’s just a guess. Like I said, I have no idea what time it is.”

I blinked a few times again before looking around. I was buried under a pile of lingerie: a makeshift bed made by Ben after I passed out. I tried to swallow a bit of spit, and then I noticed that itchiness in my throat again. My head was pounding and that nausea was still churning in my stomach, but it could have easily been a symptom of my panic attack blackout. I sat up slowly. I was sticky with sweat.

“I spent all night trying to find a way out,” Ben said. “Hopefully I wasn’t too loud.” He motioned towards a hole in the wall. The hole was black: actually leading into another space.

“You got through?” I asked.

“Sort of. I got into another shop, but it’s all barricaded up. This whole building is probably boarded up, but there’s some good news: there’s a flat of water bottles over there, some snacks—and something that will hopefully help us with our boredom issues.”

Ben reached out his hand and helped me to my feet. I wobbled slightly. My heart was pounding with a tremendous sense of relief: more water and more food, and maybe a better chance of getting out of that little lingerie prison.

Ben helped me crawl through the hole in the drywall. We squeezed between the beams, ending up in a small cleaning closet. The door of the closet was open, leading into a hallway, which fed us into a small liquor store. Ben had a big smile on his face. “Booze!” he said. Then he grabbed a bottle of wine and took a big swig. That’s when I noticed that he was swaying slightly. He must have been awake all night drinking. Across the shop I could see that he’d already started tearing through the drywall to get into the next shop.

“Don’t drink too much booze,” I said. “You’ll dehydrate yourself. That’s the last thing we need.”

He rolled his eyes. “We’ll be fine. Don’t worry.” But it was hard not to worry. We’d been stuck in that little complex for days—maybe over a week already. The boredom was excruciating, but it wasn’t as bad as the dread of knowing we might die in that complex.

The shop had an unpleasant odour, like a mouldy locker room after a sweaty hockey game. I covered my nose, and then I spotted the source of the smell: a small pile of clothes pressed against the bottom of a door. The clothes were wet and sitting in a murky puddle. “Is someone else in here?” I asked.

Ben laughed and shook his head. “Just me.”

“Then where did those come from?” I asked, pointing to the clothes.

Ben shrugged his shoulders, not too interested in the heap.

The shop was small. There was a long hallway behind the desk, with many doors. One was for a bathroom, one was for the closet we crawled in through, one was for an office, and the last one was for a little staircase that went up to the rooftop (a little sign read ‘ROOF’), but it was locked. I gave the roof door a good thud with my body, but it wouldn’t open.

“I’ve been trying for hours,” Ben said, taking another sip of wine. “The lock is too strong.”

But the door couldn’t have been locked: there was only a handle and no deadbolt. I leaned forward and scanned down the slit between the door and the frame, but there was no lock, aside from the knob’s lock. “We just have to punch it,” I said. “We need something heavy.”

Ben watched me as I searched the small space. I found a door weight by the boarded front door: a heavy cement frog. I used the frog to bang on the handle until it bashed through the flimsy door. Then I pulled the door open, revealing a wall made from plastic chairs, side tables, and an old aluminium dryer shell (missing the drum and electronics panel). “What the hell is this?” I said.

“It’s them trying to keep us in,” Ben said, wobbling as more booze entered his system.

“Why didn’t they board us in properly?” I asked. “They used thick plywood and power tools on the doors and windows. But here, they just made a lousy wall out of crap.” I pulled a chair out and the whole ‘wall’ came tumbling down like a child’s block castle.

“Stay away!” a voice called out from up the dark stairwell.

Ben took a step back. I froze. I could think of many reasons to be scared, but for some reason the most terrifying thought was of being seen wearing lingerie. “W—Who’s there?” I called out.

“Don’t come near me!” the man said. “Don’t get me sick!” The stairway was dark. We were just staring up at a black abyss with a frightened voice.

“We aren’t sick,” Ben said. But I had no idea if he was right.

“How can you be so sure?” the voice asked. It was a meek voice and a bit hoarse, sounding dehydrated.

“We’re sure. We’ve been stuck in the store next door for over a week,” Ben said.

“That’s not long enough,” the man called out.

“What do you mean, that’s not long enough?” I asked.

“The virus can take fourteen days before you see any symptoms.”

“Says who?”

“That was the latest news before my phone died last night,” the man said. “Then I heard you guys bashing through the wall, so I retreated up here. Now don’t come up. Just leave me alone.”

“Can’t you get up to the roof from there?” I asked. “Just let us by so we can get out.”

There was a long silence. “You can get to the roof, but you won’t be able to get down. It’s a thirty foot drop. Not to mention the hazmat guys out there with the guns.”

“Hazmat guys with guns?” Ben said. His eyes were wide—maybe as wide as mine. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

“They’ll shoot you if you try to get out.”

“Well how long do they want us to stay in here?” I asked.

“Well the virus can take fourteen days before showing symptoms, and then it can take another fourteen days to kill you after that. So I’m guessing they’ll let us out after a month—maybe two months, just to be safe.”

“Two months!?” Ben shouted. “We can’t sit in here for another seven weeks! We don’t have the food or the water for that!”

The man upstairs was silent again. “Just go back to your own shop. Board up that hole and leave me alone.”

Ben looked at me as I looked over at Ben. It was obvious that the man had a stash of food and water: more than he’d left down in the shop. And if he was right about us being stuck for two months, then we were going to need his stash to survive. “Let us up,” I said.

“No!” the man shouted.

Ben nudged me with his elbow, and then he leaned over and whispered into my ear. “We can take him together. He’s just one guy.”

My heart began to race. The man was most likely the owner of the liquor store—or possibly just a worker. But there was a good chance that he was armed, like many liquor store workers. I didn’t want to get shot. And maybe the man was right about keeping us away. Ben thought that we weren’t sick, but he couldn’t possibly know. I still had that itchiness in my throat, and Ben’s skin was more pale than usual now—though it was hard to tell for sure in the floodlight’s dim afterglow.

“We’re coming up!” Ben shouted. Then he began to pull chairs away from the barricade.

“No! Don’t! Please!” the man shouted.

“Help me out, Jared,” said Ben. But I couldn’t bring myself to help. I didn’t want to get the man sick. I didn’t want to be responsible for the death of a man, just in case we were infected.

I took a step back. But Ben didn’t stop to wait for me. He cleared a path and then he ran up the stairs to make his attack. I tensed up all over, feeling stupider than ever in my lingerie. But maybe Ben was right. Maybe we needed to overpower the man to give ourselves a chance. He had food and water and a door to the outside. It had been a long time since I’d seen the sky and tasted the air. Maybe he was right about the thirty foot drop and the armed men in hazmat suits, but maybe there was still a way to escape. Maybe we could scale down a pole in the night and slip by the armed men. Maybe I could get back to my truck and make it home without being noticed.

I heard the man scream. I heard Ben grunting as they wrestled. “Help me out, Jared!” Ben called out. And then I felt guilty, as if I was letting my friend down. So I bit my tongue, took a deep breath, and I ran up the stairs to help. As I got close, I could make out the silhouette of Ben and the short man Ben was wrestling. I jumped in and managed to grab the man’s wrists, pinning them behind his back. Ben reached down and grabbed his ankles, lifting him up off the ground while he thrashed. “Now what?” I said.

“Let’s take him downstairs, into the light. We can tie him up with lingerie,” Ben said. So we wrestled the thrashing man down the stairs. We pulled him through the hole in the wall while he screamed for help that wasn’t coming or listening. Then Ben pinned him to the recently-cleaned floor white I grabbed a satin nightie off of a shelf. I tied it around his wrists and then I used another to tie his ankles.

“Damn you!” the man yelled. Now we could see his face. He was a young man—maybe twenty-one at the very oldest. He had long hair tied into a man-bun, and he was naked, save for his tight white undies. Thankfully he was small, without much muscle mass, so overpowering him was easy. “I might be sick now because of you!”

“I told you: we aren’t sick!” Ben said. I bit down on the edge of my tongue. Ben wasn’t lying but he wasn’t telling the truth either. He saw me the night before before I passed out. How could he assume that I wasn’t sick? And if I was sick, then he was probably sick too.

The man thrashed some more, but he wasn’t powerful enough to break loose from the lingerie. Ben went to the back of the shop and retrieved some actual leather bondage, including a pair of leather handcuffs. He strapped them around the man’s wrists. “We’ll let you go when you calm down,” Ben said. He used a thick leather strap to tie the man’s ankles, replacing the flimsy satin nightie that we used originally. Now the man was hopelessly stuck. I was able to step back, no longer worried he would wriggle loose. “I’ll go see what he was stashing up there,” Ben said, zipping away towards the hole in the wall, leaving me along with our prisoner.

Now the man was looking at me with a scowl. “I should have shot you,” he said.

And it was only a moment later when Ben came back holding a pistol. “Holy shit. Is this real?” he asked. My heart fizzled into the pit of my stomach. We were lucky to be alive. We were lucky the man didn’t shoot us dead. He easily could have pulled that trigger.

But he also had five flats of water with him at the top of the stairs, and three boxes filled with bags of chips and peanuts: munchies for drunk partiers. Looking at the haul, it was hard to know if it would be enough to survive on for another seven weeks, split between three people, but it was better than the tiny amount of food and water we had left.

“What happened to your clothes?” Ben asked.

“They’re spraying that gas on the streets,” the man said. It was coming through the door, so I used my clothes to plug the gap. That gas will kill you. They say that they’re spraying it to kill the mirandavirus, but really they’re spraying it to kill us.”

I couldn’t help but wonder just how intense the hysteria had become since we lost our phones. I knew that the virus cases were supposedly multiplying exponentially, but I didn’t think that the world would become a complete dystopia within a week. Or was it? Maybe the man was just paranoid, like so many other people. Maybe he just read some fake news online about armed men wearing hazmat suits, so he boarded himself into a dark stairwell with enough food and water to survive for two months.

“Hey Jared!” Ben called out from the liquor store.

“What is it?”

“I think you should come and see this!”

I took a look at the liquor store man, hesitating for a moment before walking away. Even if he did manage to get out from his bondage—what would he do? We had his gun and there was nowhere to run. We were all trapped together.

Ben was standing at the bottom of the stairs. As I stepped up beside him, I felt a warm breeze coming from outside. It was a magical feeling: the first fresh air I’d felt in days. We went up the steps together. It was dark outside, even though I had been sure that it was the middle of the day.

It was darker than a usual city night. Entire buildings were black: no lights on inside, except for the odd emergency floodlight, draining the last drops of energy from the emergency generators. Entire blocks were blobs of blackness. Streets were desolate. I couldn’t spot any men in hazmat suits—or any men at all, not even the odd car. The city appeared to be abandoned. Had everyone left? Where did they go? Did they all get sick and die?

“Where is everyone?” I asked.

“I’m assuming something happened,” Ben said softly. His voice cracked slightly; maybe it was the booze or maybe it was the fear, finally setting in. Maybe Ben was finally realizing that the mirandavirus wasn’t just a little joke being blown out of proportion. “But we shouldn’t stay out here—in case someone notices us.”


CHAPTER XIII

The man’s name was Rich. He’d recently graduated high school and now he was saving up for college, working night shifts at the liquor store. He was only working his fifth shift when a gang of paranoid civilians came and boarded up the liquor store, along with all the other shops on the block. Apparently there had been multiple calls about a woman coughing violently in the area, so the vigilante team decided it would be best to block everyone in—and maybe they were right. It wasn’t fun being stuck in that little complex, but at least we weren’t out spreading a disease, if we did indeed have it.

We kept Rich tied up for the next couple of hours while we tried to come up with some sort of plan. We scanned around the rooftop for some way to scale down, but the only pipe we found was narrow and it probably wouldn’t have supported more than twenty pounds before dislodging from the wall. “I guess we just keep breaking through walls until we find an exterior wall we can break through—or maybe some old power tools we can use to cut through the boards,” Ben said after an hour of trying to figure out a way to make a thirty foot DIY ladder.

At least we had food and water. Our situation could have been worse.

“Are you going to untie me?” Rich asked. “My wrists hurt and it’s getting cold.”

Ben looked at me with worried eyes. We couldn’t just keep Rich tied up for the next seven weeks. “I guess we should just untie him,” I said.

“That gun is hidden. Don’t even think about trying to find it. If we see you crawling around looking for it, then we’re going to tie you up again.”

“Yeah, yeah. Whatever,” Rich said, shaking his head, looking small and defeated. So I carefully bent over and untied his wrists. I was expecting him to thrash at me, but instead he just sat there, looking bored and annoyed. “So why are you guys dressed like girls? What’s the story there?”

I looked at Ben and Ben looked at me. “He accidentally lit our clothes on fire,” I said.

“Oh. Is that what that fire alarm was all about the other day?” Rich said, nodding his head slowly. “You guys are pretty dumb, huh?”

“Says the guy who shoved his clothes against a door on a rainy day,” Ben said, rolling his eyes. “At least we’re sleeping warm at night.”

“Fair enough,” Rich said. Ben grabbed a beer from a box and cracked it.

“You’re going to get sick if you keep drinking,” I said.

“It’s better to drink up all the beer before the water,” Rich said. “Beer doesn’t have enough alcohol to dehydrate you. In fact, people drank beer during the Bubonic Plague, so they wouldn’t get sick from the water.” We both stared at Rich for a long moment. “I’m going to be taking history in university next year.”

That’s when I noticed his dilated pupils. Rich, like Ben, was drunk. I looked over at the flats of water and saw that they were untouched. He really was saving them, burning through the beer first. In the dark stairwell was a mound of beer boxes from Rich’s long week in confinement. Maybe he was right. Maybe it was safer to be drinking beer. Maybe the alcohol would even kill some bacteria in the stomach. I reluctantly grabbed a beer and took a long sip.

It was nice. The alcohol worked through my tired and hungry system quickly. Within an hour, I was tipsy off a single can of beer—but it was a nice feeling. For the first time in many days, I felt my shoulders relaxing. I felt the tension releasing itself from all of my organs. I took a deep breath and cracked a second beer. Ben put a hand on my back. “Slow down,” he said. “You’ve hardly eaten anything. You don’t want to end up with a hangover tomorrow.”

But the buzz was too hard to resist. It was an escape from the anxiety that had been resting on my shoulders for so many days. I went to the bathroom and found myself staring at my reflection in the mirror, watching my pupils as they changed in size: big one moment, small the next. When I emerged from the bathroom, Ben and Rich were playing cards on the floor.

“Where’d you get those?” I asked.

“We sell them at the liquor store,” Rich said. “Want to play?”

“I guess so.”

And the cards were fun for about an hour or two, and then our poker game started to lose its thrill. Ben kept going all-in with every hand. At first, Ben’s all-ins made us fold, then we started to call all of his bluffs, so we were all all-in with every hand. “Playing poker without money isn’t fun,” Rich said. His voice chattered.

“Are you cold?” I asked.

“Aren’t you?” he asked.

“No. Some of this lingerie is surprisingly warm,” I said, rubbing the soft fabric of my nightie between my fingers. I was also wearing thigh-high stockings, and I was considering putting on some satin gloves. Rich stared at my body for a moment, looking like he was wrestling with his pride. It was a minute later when he got up and grabbed a similar nightie from a nearby rack.

“I’m only wearing this because it’s so cold,” he said.

“We don’t care, dude. We’ve been wearing this stuff for days,” Ben said.

He returned to our game. “Whose turn is it?” he asked.

“Ben’s,” I said.

“All in!” Ben said, pushing his stack of pennies into the middle of our circle. Rich groaned while I rolled my eyes. Rich was right: playing poker without real money wasn’t fun—especially with Ben. We all called his bluff and Rich won the pot. Ben was out again, and I was left with next to nothing. After another hand, Rich was the winner. We sat in silence for a minute before Ben said, “So should we play again?”

“No,” Rich said, shaking his head. “It’s not fun playing with you.”

“C’mon. What else are we going to do?” Ben said.

“Anything else.”

And then we sat in silence for a long ten minutes. Then Ben said, “Why don’t we make the game more interesting. Whoever loses has to do whatever the winner wants.”

Rich perked up slightly, smiling with interest. But I wasn’t quite as excited. I knew where Ben’s mind was going. I’d already seen Ben’s idea of an ‘interesting’ game. I cleared my throat and I looked down at my lap. “Okay. That sounds like fun. Let’s do it,” Rich said.

“Jared, are you in?” Ben asked.

I hesitated. “I don’t know. I might just go back to sleep,” I said.

“Nonsense!” Rich said. “You dragged me down from my hiding place—the least you can do is play the game.” My stomach groaned. I remembered the feeling of Ben’s smooth ass against my face. I remembered the feeling of my tongue exploring the inside of his butthole. I didn’t want to end up in that position again—especially now that we had an audience member.

“Okay, fine,” I said. I took a deep breath. Surely Ben would control himself now that we had another member in our group. He didn’t know Rich the way he knew me. Surely he wouldn’t make Ben do anything disgusting. And even if that is what he had in mind: he still had to win the game.

So we started playing. Rich dealt the cards and we divided up our pennies: ten each, to make for a short game. I started out as the big blind, sliding two of my pennies into the middle. Ben was the small blind; he called for the first time in an hour, instead of sliding all of his pennies into the middle for an all-in. It was a welcomed change of pace: finally a real game of poker.

I lost that first hand after being raised twice. I lost half of my stack, but I wasn’t too worried. It was early in the game. I was the small blind next. I decided to call going into the hand, seeing as I had a ten and a queen, suited. And the hand was going well for me. A jack and a king came down, leaving me one card away from a straight flush. I decided to raise before the river, confident that I would at least get a flush if nothing else. Ben called my raise, making my heart tingle. I decided to lay low for the rest of the game, and it was good thing that I did because I didn’t end up getting what I assumed was coming. I had nothing but my queen high.

Ben won the hand, and now I only had a single penny left. It was looking like I was going to lose. Now, I could only hope that Rich would win instead of Ben. I figured Rich would just make me clean up some mess or organize some closet. I didn’t think he would make me do anything sexual. But Ben worried me. I could see him smirking, already counting on his victory, already ready to make me lay on my back so I could eat him out.

I folded right away, buying myself one hand. I knew that I would be all-in the very next turn, once I was the big blind again. My heart was pounding. I took another long sip from my drink to ease some of the tension, and it actually helped a bit. My game wasn’t over yet. There was still a chance I could win the next hand, giving me three pennies, then I just had to win one more, and I would basically be right back to where I started; it wasn’t an impossible scenario.

While I was trying to do the math in my head, I heard Ben say, “All in.” I looked over and watched as he pushed his big stack of pennies into the middle of the circle.

“I’ll call that,” Rich said. He pushed his stack in as well. They were even. Someone was about to be the loser, meaning I wouldn’t have to do anything. I smiled and took a deep breath, but I was still worried that Ben would win. I was still worried that Ben would make Rich do something disgusting, making Rich extremely uncomfortable. And if Rich was uncomfortable, we would all be uncomfortable. Seven weeks is a long time…

Rich was giggling: a bit drunk and completely oblivious to what Ben had in his head. I just remained silent, leaning back as if I wasn’t at all part of the game. The cards came down. Ben had a pair of aces in his hand; Rich had an ace and a queen. On the table came the final ace, a four, a seven, a nine, and a jack. Ben was the winner with his three-of-a-kind. He laughed and pulled all of the coins towards him. “You lose, Rich.”

Rich groaned. “You’re no fun to play with. You just go all-in all the time!” he said.

“That’s your problem. You don’t have to call me, you know.”

“If you did that in Vegas, they would toss you out!” Rich said.

“How would you know? Are you even old enough to go into a casino in Vegas?”

Rich rolled his eyes and groaned again. Then Ben stood up with a big smile on his face. He sauntered over to one of the shelves and grabbed a long blonde wig. “There’s a razor in the bathroom and some makeup on the sink,” Ben said. “Go get yourself dolled up. And do a good job—you’ve got a pretty face.”

“Get myself dolled up?” Rich said. I slouched down, feeling more embarrassed than when I was beneath Ben.

“Yeah. Make yourself pretty. And then we’ll play again.”

Rich narrowed his eyes for a moment, and then he let a giggle slip. “Alright. Well I guess you’re the winner, so if that’s what you want.” He went off to shave his legs in the bathroom.

Once he was gone, I peered into Ben’s eyes. “You’d better control yourself,” I said.

He shrugged his shoulders. “Relax, Jared. We’re just having fun.”

“You’re having fun. He has no idea what you’re doing.”

“Maybe you don’t have an idea either,” he said, rolling his eyes.

“I think I have a pretty good idea.” I could feel a nervous buzzing creeping down my spine. I didn’t like where this night was going, so I took another big sip from my drink, hoping it would flush away the rest of the anxiety that was tingling down into my fingertips. But that last shred of anxiety just wouldn’t flutter away fast enough.

I paced around the shop for the next forty minutes, trying to calm myself down every time I felt that itchiness in my throat, or that rumbling dread in my stomach. I crawled through the hole into the liquor store and started looking around for some sort of escape route. I gently knocked on all of the walls, trying to find a spot that sounded flimsy enough to break through. But that liquor store was on the corner, and I was mostly just banging on plaster and brick. Then there was the wall Ben had spent some time trying to break through. He’d opened up a three foot hole, exposing a row of tight beams near the back of the store. I tried to think of what was behind the liquor store. I’d driven around that area many times before, but I just couldn’t think of what was on the next street over. I was fairly sure there was a sandwich shop in that complex somewhere, but was it behind that liquor store? I tried to peel back some of the drywall. I figured I could use the cement frog to chip away at one of the beams, opening up a big enough hole to squeeze through. I went to retrieve that frog, and then I heard Ben in the other room. “Oh wow! Look at you!”

I walked over to the hole and peered through, into the floodlight-lit room. Rich was wearing a new outfit: a cute black two piece with lace and sheer tulle. The long blonde wig was a perfect match for his face shape, and he’d done a surprisingly good job with his makeup. Ben giggled and Rich giggled. “This is so gay,” Rich said.

“You wanted the stakes to be high,” Ben said. “Now put on some heels—complete the outfit.”

“Heels? I didn’t agree to that,” Rich said, giggling again.

“Sure you did. You agreed to getting dolled up, and you aren’t fully dolled up until you’re wearing a nice pair of heels.”

Rich hesitated, and then he went and grabbed a tall pair of heels from a nearby shelf. It took him a moment to find a pair that properly fit his feet, which were already small and feminine. He wobbled, throwing his arms out to his sides for balance. The heels were tall: the kind you might see on a night walker on the dingy side of town. He giggled, gently biting his bottom lip as if he was actually having fun. I couldn’t help but think that he was drunk. His cheeks were bright red, but I couldn’t tell if he was humiliated or just excited—or maybe he was humiliated about being excited.

He came over and sat down. I caught a whiff of a familiar perfume: the same one I wore with Ben. He looked over into my eyes, batting his eyelashes unintentionally as he got used to the new weight of his heavy mascara. I looked away quickly, feeling a tingling down my spine. He was pretty. He looked like a girl. And my half-drunk brain was begging me to look back over at him, down at his body so I could admire his curves and his soft skin.

“Ready for another round, Rich?” Ben asked.

“Call me Rachael,” he said in a girly voice. He started giggling and Ben did the same. They were both drunk, but I wasn’t quite there with them. The little feminization game wasn’t quite amusing to me—maybe because I knew that Ben had bad ideas in his brain.

Ben started shuffling the cards. His eyes kept looking over at Rachael, peering down her body, making me wonder if Ben had a secret little fetish that was becoming too strong to keep contained. He was looking at Rachael the same way he looked at the lingerie-clad shop worker a week before—and it was the same way he looked at me when I got dolled up with him. Maybe he liked girly boys. Maybe he had a thing for trans chicks.

I received my first hand. It was an okay hand: a nine and a queen, off-suited. I thought about playing it, but I knew I needed to be careful. I had to beat Ben, and I had to keep beating Ben until the night was through. I couldn’t let him unleash his terrible ideas on Rachael, and I definitely didn’t want to end up underneath him again. So I folded and watched as they went head to head in a careful round, not raising beyond the big blind. Rachael won the hand. She pulled her four pennies into her pile with a big smile. “You’ll have to do better than that,” she said in her girly voice. She giggled again, thinking this was all a big joke. But it wasn’t a joke to Ben; I looked over and saw that his cheeks were starting to turn pink. He took a big sip from his beer, making me groan. He certainly didn’t need any more booze in his system. He needed to sober up before he made another stupid decision.

My next hand wasn’t great either, but now I was the big blind. Ben raised the call to four pennies. Rachael folded, but I already had two pennies on the table, which I didn’t want to lose, so I went in. My stomach groaned and churned. This game wasn’t fun; it was nothing but stress. Rachael placed three cards down: nothing good. Ben raised again with a smirk on his face: two more pennies. I already had nearly half of my stack invested. I couldn’t just fold. My stomach turned again. I was a lousy poker player. I was about ninety percent sure that he was bluffing, but I was terrified of taking the chance. I knew that Ben would steal the whole game if he got that pot; he wanted that extra bit of power: enough to make us go all-in without sacrificing his own stash. So I called, groaning because I had nothing.

Rachael placed down the turn: another lousy card. There were no face cards on the table, but Ben continued to raise: one more penny. He still had that big smirk. I wanted to fold, but now I had way too much invested. So I went in. Then Rachael put down the river card, and my heart shot up into my throat. It was exactly what I needed to turn my nothing into a straight. I caught myself smiling. I bit my lip and then I went to raise two more pennies.

“Fold,” Ben said, pushing his cards forward towards the middle of our circle. I was shocked. I actually won a hand—and a decent pot along with it. I pulled my pennies into my pile. Now I had the power, and Ben didn’t even have half of what I had. I felt good. I felt like I was saving Rachael.

And Ben was clearly rattled. He folded his next hand and then he hesitantly went in when he had the big blind. He groaned when the flop came down, and then he reluctantly called when Rachael raised. I folded, keeping my stash safe. I didn’t care if Rachael won, as long as Ben didn’t come out on top.

And Rachael kept raising until Ben was all in. Ben’s face was pale and his hands were twitching. It was obvious that he had nothing. “Okay. Show ‘em,” I said, biting my tongue with anticipation. Then Ben flipped over his hand and started laughing. He had an ace-high flush. Rachael only had a pair of kings. “God, you guys suck at this game!” he said as he pulled the big pot towards him. Now Rachael had almost nothing and Ben had the biggest stash in the game. One minute later, Rachael was eliminated after trying to go head-to-head with Ben with nothing but a jack. She was the loser again.

But there was still a chance that I could win. There was still a chance that I could be the one to pick Rachael’s fate. Ben dealt the cards and I received a decent hand. I decided to go in. Ben used his usual all-in tactic to force me all-in. I thought I had him beat, then he got exactly what he needed on the river. I groaned, rolling my head from side to side. I wanted to save Rachael, but now her fate was sealed.

Rachael giggled, still so oblivious to what was coming her way. “Okay. What do you want me to do?” she asked before giggling again.

Ben smirked. “You have to suck Jared’s dick,” he said.

Rachael giggled again, thinking Ben was joking. Then, a moment later, the room became silent. Rachael’s face turned white and her pupils dilated. “Wait. What?” she said. And that horrible silence returned.


CHAPTER IX

Rachael shook her head. “No way. I’m not doing that. What the hell is wrong with you?” She was no longer using her girly voice, though her natural voice wasn’t too far off. She was naturally higher pitched with a softer tone. “You’re kidding with me, right?”

“The game isn’t fun without high stakes,” Ben said. “If you want me to tell you to sing a song or some bullshit like that, then we’re right back to a boring game where nothing matters. Is that what you want?”

“No, but you can come up with something less drastic than sucking a dick!” Rachael said.

“Like what?” Ben asked, raising his brow.

And Rachael was silent, apparently stumped. Stuck in that small complex, there really wasn’t much to do. Ben was sort of right: aside from sex-related activities, there was nothing particularly nerve-wracking or embarrassing. “I—I’m not sucking a dick,” Rachael said.

“Just for sixty seconds. And then we’ll play again, and if you win, you can do whatever you want to the loser. Now you know that the stakes are high,” Ben said. “Now the game will be a lot more thrilling.”

Rachael was silent for a moment. Then she slowly turned her head to look at me. I looked away quickly. My spine buzzed and my stomach ached. “Don’t I get a say in this?” I said. “I wasn’t the loser.”

“Look at her, Jared,” Ben said with a big smile. “She’s beautiful. Don’t you want a beautiful girl to suck on your pee-pee?” He laughed. My skin tingled. She really was pretty. She didn’t look at all like a man—even before she got dolled up, she hardly looked masculine at all. She had nice, smooth legs, and a pretty, soft face. Maybe it was the booze fizzling through my system, but I kind of did want to feel her plump lips and warm tongue on my shaft; the mere thought was making my cock throb. I squirmed. “And no offence, Jared, but you weren’t exactly the winner. You shouldn’t get off so easily.”

I opened my mouth to reply, but no words came out. Maybe he was right about the high stakes making the game more exciting. Since the poke game started, I hadn’t thought once about the mirandavirus or about the sick woman who coughed all over the store before we got locked inside.

“So get down on your knees and once your lips are around his shaft, I’ll start counting.”

Rachael turned to me again. Her eyes were wide and glistening. Her cheeks were dark red as she held her wrist with her hand, looking small and fragile and nervous. She took a step towards me. I took a deep breath. Then I closed my eyes. When I opened them again, she was on her knees, looking up at me. She gently pulled up my nightie, revealing my panties. She closed her eyes for a moment before pulling my panties to the side so my cock could fall out. Then Ben started laughing.

“You’re already hard!” he said.

And it was true: the thought of Rachael sucking my cock was arousing. I couldn’t wait to feel her warm, wet tongue slithering all around my shaft.

“You’re all shaved,” Rachael said softly. Then she looked up into my eyes. I looked away, trying to hide my shame. She knew that we’d been playing this gross game before.

I felt her fingers gently sliding under my shaft. She lifted me up and then she leaned forward. Her soft lips slid around my cock. She began to suck. She was gentle, bobbing her head slowly, using her tongue to cradle my shaft. I looked down and saw that she was clenching: tense and nervous, doing something she didn’t want to be doing. And a little voice inside of my head was screaming at me to back up and end her suffering—but it just felt so good. It was exactly what I wanted. She was stimulating every inch of my dick, growing the euphoria between my thighs. My legs began to wobble, almost buckling. A groan slipped out from my lips. Now I was fully erect. My exposed tip was pressed against the roof of her mouth. I wanted to reach down and grab her head, but I resisted the urge. I looked down again. Now her face was relaxed. Her lips were puckered and her tongue was sliding around—no longer stationary. Was she into it? Did she like sucking my cock?

“Okay, that’s a minute,” Ben said.

Rachael pulled back quickly. She didn’t look me in the eye as she stood up, wobbling on her tall heels. “Okay. Let’s keep playing,” she said, wiping her lips. I cleared my throat and tucked away my erection. I felt so foolish. I didn’t even know Rachael. Until a couple of hours before that moment, I didn’t even know that she existed. And I hadn’t forgotten that she wasn’t really a girl, despite what my brain kept telling me. She was a boy: a young man who was stuck in the same lousy position as us. She didn’t want to be dolled up and she didn’t want to be sucking my cock. As I sat down for another round of poker, the guilt started to fill my gut. I shouldn’t have allowed myself to take part in the game. Yet there I was, still participating. And why? Was I hoping to win? Was I hoping to get a little bit more action before the game went away for the night? Was I just happy to have something to pass the time, or was I legitimately excited to fool around with a cute girly boy?

Ben handed out the cards to start the new round. I went to take a sip of my drink, and then I started to become lightheaded. It was a moment before I realized that I was no longer buzzed, but properly drunk. And I was no longer sure whether or not I wanted to win, end up in the middle, or lose. There were perks to all outcomes: the safety of winning, the excitement of losing, and the uncertainty of ending up in the middle. I folded my first hand, even though it was pretty good. Then I folded my second hand, even though I was the big blind. Rachael was also acting carefully, folding whenever Ben went all-in. Apparently that wasn’t just his pretend-money strategy. Maybe that was something he would have done in a Las Vegas casino.

Rachael ended up going head-to-head with Ben, raising until she was almost out of pennies. Then the river came down and it was time to show their hands. She had nothing. She giggled and said, “I thought I could bluff you out.” And then I got a weird feeling that she was trying to lose on purpose. Did she want Ben to sentence her to another cock sucking? Was she excited by the thrill of being dolled up? Was it just the booze?

So the very next round, it was my turn to go head-to-head with her. Ben folded early, with a big stack of pennies to relax with. I figured she was doing it again: purposely losing so she could fast-track her way to another sexual punishment. I didn’t have much: a pair of eights. I decided to push her all-in. Then it was time to show our hands.

Maybe she wasn’t trying to lose: she had a flush. Ben gave me a pat on the back. “I guess you’re all in now,” he said, looking down at my two pennies as it was my turn to be the big blind. He dealt me a lousy hand: a four and a five, off-suited. Two minutes later, I was the loser. I looked at Ben’s stack and knew that he was going to be the one to choose my fate. So I closed my eyes and tried to control my breathing. I also found myself trying to control my excitement. I didn’t want to let a smirk slip. I knew he was going to order me to put on a wig and some makeup. I knew that I was going to get to fool around with Rachael, who was looking more and more beautiful as the booze helped her relax into her feminine character.

But to my amazement, Rachael made an impressive comeback. She won the next three hands in a row, taking the majority of Ben’s pennies. Then Ben went all-in with the few he had left. She called. Ben flipped over his cards. He had nothing. “I’m starting to get a read on you,” Rachael said with a grin. She flipped her cards over. She had a pair of aces, which turned out to be enough. She clapped her hands when she won. “What a thrill!” she said. Then she turned to me. “Are you excited?”

I shook my head. “Just get it over with.”

“Well first, you need to get yourself all pretty,” she said. I tried not to smile. “While you’re doing that, Ben’s going to help me get things set up.”

I nodded my head slowly and then I rose to my feet. I had no idea what she had on her mind, though I had a feeling it was going to be humiliating.


CHAPTER X

I went with a bit of a different style this time, putting on a cute anime girl outfit (complete with skirt, blouse, white stockings, and skinny black heels). I found a wig with straight black hair, which I tied into cute pigtails, and then I went super dark with my eyeliner and eye shadow, and extra glossy with my lips. I caught myself giggling along the way, and then I remembered that Rich gave himself a cute girl name, so maybe I needed to do the same.

I tried to think of different name option, but my mind kept coming back to Jessica. I liked Jessica. It suited me, and it seemed to suit my little anime outfit. I did a few little twirls in front of the mirror after looking around to make sure Rachael and Ben weren’t around. I gently bit my glossy lip, and then I noticed that my cock was still erect. I tried to shift it around so it wasn’t so noticeable, but the excitement buzzing inside of me made my cock throb out from my tight panties. So I went and found a pair of white ‘little girl’ panties, which had a pink butterfly on the bum. They were in the store’s ‘Special Fetish’ section. They did a much better job of holding my cock in place.

“Are you ready yet or what? You’re taking forever!” Ben called out.

I took a deep breath. I was more excited than ever. I couldn’t wait to see their faces when they saw me. I couldn’t wait to see their faces light up. I started heading back over to the other end of the store, where our little game was set up. I almost started skipping while giggling, and then I saw something that I’d forgotten about, now out from its glass case: Robo-Man.

Ben was standing next to it with a big smile on his face. Attached to its long metal arm was a rubber dildo, glistening with lubricant. A glob of lubricant dripped off the thick tip. I froze. My heart shot up into my throat. “W—What’s that?” I asked, even though I knew exactly what it was. It was a big machine that was going to fuck me in the asshole.

“Three minutes—that’s how long you have to take it,” Ben said. Rachael was standing behind him, giggling with her hand against her mouth.

“Three minutes? She only had to suck me for one minute. How is that fair?” I said. My heart was pounding ferociously. I didn’t want get get fucked by Robo-Man. I didn’t want both Ben and a complete stranger to stand there watching while I was sodomized.

“The stakes have to keep going up, otherwise it’s not fun,” Ben said.

“This is crazy,” I said.

“You aren’t using your girly voice. Be a proper lady now,” Ben said with his annoying smirk. “Just get it over with. Three minutes—I bet it will even feel nice. You probably won’t want it to end.” And that’s what I was truly afraid of: actually liking it. I didn’t want to like it. I didn’t want them to see me moaning. I didn’t want to end up coming like a sissy. I didn’t want Ben telling all of our friends about this once this whole scenario was over with. This was so much more humiliating than sucking a dick, and so much more humiliating than posing for a few sissy photos.

“Don’t be a bummer, Jared,” said Rachael with another cute giggle.

I cleared my throat. “Jessica,” I said softly. Their faces lit up. I’m not sure why I made the correction. I’m not sure why I was letting myself play along with all of this nonsense. And maybe being rammed by the machine really wasn’t any worse than what Rachael went through: sucking a stranger’s cock. I took an awkward step forward. My legs trembled. I took a deep breath in. They had a little towel placed down for me, so my knees wouldn’t be directly against the cool floor; it wasn’t much of a comfort. I settled down on my hands and knees. Rachael put her hand on my back and rubbed gently. “You actually look pretty good,” she said with another one of her classic giggles. The compliment didn’t sit well, even though it was exactly what I was looking for when I was getting myself dolled up.

Ben rolled the machine forward, until the tip of the dildo touched my butthole. I gasped, even though nothing was happening yet. My whole body tensed up and I squirmed. I didn’t want to be fucked in the ass. I liked having my anal virginity. I didn’t want to like it. I was already starting to question my sexuality.

“Ready?” Ben said with a grin in his voice.

Rachael rubbed my back again in sensual circles. “It’s okay. It’s just three minutes,” she said.

I nodded my head, unable to reply with words. I took another deep breath, then I heard Ben flick a switch. A motor began to hum. Gears began to turn. Then the dildo began to press forward. I leaned forward, and then Rachael put her hand on my shoulder. “Stay still.” She held me firmly while the cock pushed against my clenched hole.

“Tell her to relax,” Ben said.

“She just needs a second,” Rachael said rubbing my back again. “It won’t hurt, as long as you relax.”

The pressure from the dildo was strong as the machine desperately tried to penetrate me. Rachael took her hand off of my back and slid back. She gently put both of her hands on my butt cheeks and she pulled them apart, forcing my hole to open for the machine. Then it suddenly pushed into me—just the tip—somehow sensing that I was agape. I gasped, feeling the gooey tip squishing into my body. I tensed up, but now it was too late: the cock was inside of me and I could no longer hold it back. It slowly slid forward, filling me up more than I knew possible. I groaned and clenched and squirmed, but Rachael did a good job of holding me still.

“Just hold it there for a minute,” she said, so Ben hit a button and the penetrating stopped. The room was silent, and then Rachael slapped me on the ass. It hurt a bit. She giggled. “Sorry—I couldn’t help myself,” she said. “Turn it back on.” Ben hit another button and the humming resumed. The toy pushed further into me, making me groan louder. It didn’t hurt, but it definitely didn’t feel right or natural at all. I could feel my hole stretching and I could feel my insides stretching. Are insides supposed to stretch? What if something went wrong? We were stuck in that complex. If something tore or ripped, I would probably die, unable to get to any hospital. Luckily the dildo was covered in lubricant—and in case that wasn’t enough, Rachael was squishing a bottle of lubricant down my butt crack to make sure everything remained slick.

It kept pushing in. How far was it going to go? How much could I take? I shook my head and moaned. “That’s enough,” I said.

“It’s almost there. Just a little more,” Rachael said with bright eyes and a big smile. She rubbed my bum with her gentle hand. Then she slapped me again, making herself giggle once more. The machine began to pump slowly, back and forth, humming loudly. I could feel the thick tip and the toy’s fake veins rubbing my insides. I could feel the lubricant squishing out from my tight hole, dribbling down my thighs. But the worst part was my cock, which was growing and hardening, pushing against my tight cotton panties, trying to escape. I needed to keep my hands planted on the ground, so I wasn’t able to reach down to cover myself up. I was stuck with a growing erection, with an audience of two: one giggling sissy and an alpha male with a thing for girly boys.

The machine picked up speed. I groaned again, and then I started moaning. The toy was hitting a spot that made my legs shake. My cock was rock hard now, oozing a clear substance into my panties. Rachael and Ben both laughed—they could obviously see my stiffy. God, I felt so embarrassed, but at the same time I didn’t want it to stop. When the machine picked up speed again, I nearly smiled. Now that tingling was turning into a euphoria. It was exactly what I was afraid of: I liked getting fucked in the ass. It felt so good. It was perfectly stimulating my sweet spot, filling me with an orgasmic euphoria that just wouldn’t end. I moaned louder, gently pushing my bum back to get just a little bit more of the machine’s cock. Rachael slapped my ass again, sending a jolt of ecstasy through my whole body.

Then she reached up and cupped my breasts. She squeezed and let a soft moan slip out from her own lips. “Take it, beautiful. You’re doing great.”

I nodded my head. Her sensual touching was nice, making the whole experience even more orgasmic. My whole body was swirling with pleasure, starting to tremble all over. My eyes were rolling into the back of my head. The machine was fucking me quickly now: pumping back and forth. I was starting to scream. “She’s going to come!” Ben said.

I clenched and tried to hold back. My situation was humiliating enough—I didn’t need to add a cumshot on top of it. But holding it back was starting to seem pointless and hopeless. I wanted the pleasure to continue, but it was just too intense. “Oh God!” I screamed. And then I felt a warm rush between my legs. I looked down and saw a wet spot growing in my panties. Thick cum began to ooze out from the edges of the panties, oozing down my thighs along with the slick lubricant. I closed my eyes in an attempt to hide my shame. Ben laughed. Rachael giggled.

Rachael wiped some of the oozing cum up with her fingers. She brought it to my lips. “Lick it up, slut,” she said. And for some reason I followed the command, licking my own substance off of her fingers. It was sweet and a bit salty. She giggled before giving my ass another firm slap.

Then she let go of me, letting me fall forward, letting that toy slide out from my asshole. Now I felt empty, but filled with humiliation. I could still hear Ben laughing. I didn’t want to open my eyes. I hated that he was so satisfied. I wanted to get back at him, and I was determined to find a way to do it, as soon as I had the will to stand up.

And it took a few minutes before I was able to stumble to my feet. Rachael was staring at me with a grin and Ben was right behind her. I looked into Ben’s eyes and felt a strong surge of anger swelling in my chest. Then he shrugged his shoulders and said, “Hey, girl. Don’t be mad at me. I didn’t come up with this. Rachael won the game—remember?”

He was right: Rachael won the game and Rachael chose that Robo-Man machine for me. But I had a feeling Ben would have picked the same fate.

“Should we play again?” Rachael asked, bouncing slightly as her petite body jolted with excitement.

“I’m done with this game,” I said. “I’m going to sleep. If you guys want to play, you go ahead.”

“Boo!” Rachael said, grinning at me. I couldn’t believe how quickly she’d gone from being the scared young man hiding in the stairwell to being a flirty, daring little slut. It was nearly a week before Ben and I made it to that point. But maybe her mind really degraded while she was locked in that liquor store. Maybe all of the beer she’d consumed had taken some sort of toll on her mental wellbeing. Or maybe she was just thrilled to be doing anything besides staring blankly at a wall while drinking alone.

“Don’t worry. She can be a bit moody,” Ben said to Rachael. “Even before we got locked in here, she was like this. She’ll wake up in a better mood tomorrow.”

“Don’t talk about me like I’m not here,” I said, glaring at both of them. “And also: I’m not a she.” I pulled off my wig and tossed it onto one of the nearby shelves. My bum was still sore from the Robo-Man pounding. I scooped up my makeshift bedding and I carried it all across the shop, where I was as far away as possible from Ben and Rachael—no, not Rachael. I had to keep reminding myself that her name wasn’t Rachael and she wasn’t even a she. His name was Rich, the young liquor store attendant saving up for college.


CHAPTER XI

I was the first one awake. I got up slowly, lost in a state of confusion. The only source of light was still that emergency floodlight: the same light that had been on for many hours now. I had no idea what time it was, or even what day it what.

Ben was passed out on the ground, fifteen feet from his lingerie pile bed. Rich, still dolled up as Rachael, wasn’t far away, also sprawled out on the ground, next to a pile of empty beer cans. At first I rolled my eyes at the sight, but then I found myself thinking that it was probably just an escape: it was their own way of dealing with an immensely stressful situation. In a way, I was jealous. It wasn’t quite so easy for me to turn off my anxiety, to get lost in a night of debauchery and fun.

I crawled through that hole in the wall and I went to the stairwell. I looked up and saw the bright morning sunlight peering through the bottom of the door. I knew that I wasn’t supposed to go up on the roof; supposedly there were men with guns on the streets, waiting to blast any person who could potentially be sick. Was that still true? Was it ever true? Even Rich had been without his cell phone for a few days. It was very possible that the world had degraded much more since he lost his phone—or maybe things had improved. I walked slowly up those stairs and carefully grabbed the door handle. I turned it and then I paused. Maybe it was safer to just listen to Rich, to stay off of that rooftop. But I hated not knowing what was happening. I hated having no idea if the world was on fire or if things were perfectly normal.

I pushed the door open. My heart bounced momentarily. It was daytime now: the first daylight I’d seen in many days. I took a deep breath as the warm sunlight touched my skin. I scanned around from the safety of that rooftop doorway. I looked at the other rooftops, which were all desolate. Then I took a step out. A strong tingle fluttered down my spine. A part of me was waiting for a gunshot to ring out, ending my life. But there was no gunshot—there was no sound at all—not even the distant humming of a vehicle. The city was just as desolate now as it was when we peered out in the middle of the night. I crept carefully up to the edge of the rooftop. I kept my body low, just in case some sniper was scanning rooftops.

I peered over the ledge, looking down at the street where my truck was parked. It was still there, untouched. I could see the thick beams of wood bracing the doors and windows. Across the street, I could see the blocked windows and doors that had been welded shut with metal bars. I wondered if there were people stuck inside those shops, and then I wondered how many people had died: trapped without food or water. There were surely many deaths across the country because of the mirandavirus hysteria, and not directly because of the mirandavirus itself.

I looked eastward down the road, then I looked westward. I could see for dozens of blocks from that rooftop, but I couldn’t see a single sign of active life: no hazmat warriors roaming the streets, no cars commuting from point A to point B. The city seemed to be abandoned.

My stomach turned and my head throbbed. I couldn’t believe society collapsed so quickly. Just a couple of weeks before, everything had seemed so normal; I was going from job to job without an ounce of worry on my mind. Now, there was seemingly nothing left.

I decided to stand upright, confident that the downtown core had been completely abandoned. Maybe there had been armed men in hazmat suits, but they were probably all gone now, at home with their families—or maybe they’d all packed up and left town before things got too crazy. I leaned over the ledge, planting my elbows on the long cement wall. I closed my eyes and I let the sun warm my skin for a few minutes. I tried to reassure myself that everything would eventually return to normal. Maybe it would take a couple of months and a few thousand casualties—but soon enough, society would carry it. Life eventually went back to normal after the Plague, so why would this be any different?

With my eyes still closed, I started thinking about the lingerie store beneath my feet. I remembered the pounding I got from Robo-Man. I remembered coming in my panties as an amazing euphoria surged through my whole body. Over the past week, things had gotten carried away in that little sex shop. We’d all done things we would likely regret, and if we were going to be trapped for another seven weeks, it seemed likely that the sexual depravity would go on. And maybe it was best to just accept it, the way Rich seemed to accept it so easily. Maybe getting dolled up and fooling around was the best way to make seven weeks into nothing. Hell—maybe surrendering to the excitement of the feminization was what I really wanted to do, deep down inside. Maybe I wouldn’t want those seven weeks to end, once I figured out how to get over the anxiety and the humiliation. I made for a cute girl, after all.

I opened my eyes and looked down that long road again. Staring back at me was a figure in a white hazmat suit. I froze for a moment. My skin turned cold and a terrible buzzing crept down my spine and into my gut. I had to blink a few times to convince myself that the sight was real, and it was real. The man in the suit turned around and jogged around the corner, out of sight. Was I caught? Was he going to come back to kill me? Would he kill Rich and Ben while he was at it? I turned around and zipped back into the building, slamming the door behind me before sinking down into a curled up position. I hugged my knees and took a deep breath.

Maybe the man wasn’t part of any vigilante squad. Maybe he was just out for a walk, dressed in that hazmat suit just to be safe. I took another big, deep breath. My hands were trembling. My stomach began to churn as nausea filled my body. It was a familiar feeling: the same feeling I felt before blacking out a couple of days before. Was I about to collapse on those stairs? I grabbed the handrail and I carefully pulled myself to my feet. I managed to make it down the stairs and through the hole in the wall. I went back to my little bed of lingerie and then I placed myself down. I bit my tongue, waiting for the vigilantes to come for me. Would they break down the door and shoot me, or would they just siphon gas into the building, killing everyone inside?

I almost wanted to black out. At least if I was black out, I wouldn’t have to tolerate this horrible anxiety. I looked over at the passed out Ben and then I looked at the passed out Rich. I should have listened: I should have stayed off of that rooftop. I envied their unconscious ignorance. They had no idea that there was a good chance they would soon be dead.

I closed my eyes and tried to put my body back to sleep. I wanted to simply pretend like I was no different from Ben or Rich: drunk and ignorant and blissful. But I didn’t fall asleep; instead, I remained on the floor for the next three hours, too afraid to get up. I was even too afraid to fall asleep, worried I would sleep through the final moments of my life.

It was later in the day when Rich finally peeled himself up off the floor. He groaned before looking down at his body. It took him a moment to remember why he was dressed in lingerie. “Shit,” he mumbled under his breath before stepping up to his feet. He didn’t bother taking his wig off; instead, he went to the mirror and fixed it, as if he’d just accepted that it was part of him now. I envied his carelessness. It probably helped that he didn’t know me or Ben. Once this was all over, he would never see us again, so it didn’t matter what he did in front of us. It wasn’t so easy for me; I wanted to put my wig on and try on another dozen outfits, but I knew that I would see Ben again and I would have to look him in the eye again.

But why is that what I wanted? Why did I want to put on different lingerie outfits? Why did I badly want to put on makeup again? Why did I want to find another cute wig to see again how I looked with long, soft hair? Had those feeling always been lingering deep down inside of me? When I admired a pretty woman before, was I really looking at her with a hint of jealousy? Was I admiring her outfit and imagining myself in it?

Rich stood up on his toes in front of the mirror, leaning forward as he admired himself with that precious carelessness. Maybe getting dolled up was something he’d done before this whole mess; maybe this wasn’t his first time getting pretty and dropping to his knees to suck a cock. He was certainly good at sucking—maybe too good to be a first timer. And his makeup was good too: too good to be something he managed to figure out after a single try.

Or maybe his makeup really wasn’t that great. Maybe he just had the face and body for sissification. Maybe this all came so naturally to him, and that was why he was seeming to embrace it so fully.

He looked over at me, batting his eyelashes. “Good morning,” he said with a wink. He wasn’t drunk anymore, but he was still staying in character.

“You can take that off now,” I said.

He stared at me for a long moment, narrowing his eyes. “Oh, that’s right. You went to sleep. We kept playing cards after you left last night,” he said in that girly voice. “I lost a round and Ben said I had to stay like this for twenty-four hours. If I break character, I get punished—that’s the game.”

“The game?” I said.

He nodded his head before smiling. I had to look away, not happy about where my mind was going. I knew that he was a boy, but even now that I was sober, my brain still saw a girl. All of his features were so soft. His lips were so full and his eyes were so big and shiny. And then there was that ass! It was so full and round; I wanted to spank it; I wanted to bury my face in it. I heard a whimper slip out from my lips. Then I remembered the man in the hazmat suit.

Was I supposed to tell Rich about the man? Or was it best to keep the sighting a secret?

“Why are you staring at me like that?” he asked.

I shook my head and looked away, feeling beads of cold sweat tickling down the back of my neck. “I’m just tired. I’m not staring,” I said. My heart fumbled and I cleared my throat.

It was only a few minutes later when Ben woke up, sitting up slowly with a groan. His gaze was glossy for a moment as he slowly returned to reality. He looked over at me and then he grinned. “How’d you sleep?” he asked.

“Fine,” I said, trying desperately not to think of the man in the hazmat suit.

“You look like you’re in a shitty mood,” he said.

“I’m fine,” I said, biting down on my tongue. Apparently I wasn’t very good at hiding my terror.

“Well, you can thank me later, but last night, while you were snoring loudly, I won a pretty epic game with Rachael.” His smile grew bigger. “She’s ours for the day—we can do whatever we want with her.” He looked over at Rachael, who was still touching up her makeup. “Isn’t that right, beautiful?”

She looked over with a smile. “That’s right,” she said, wiggling her bum, making her lingerie skirt dance elegantly.

Ben’s shame seemed to be nowhere to be found. He was openly excited about having a young man to fool around with for a twenty-four hours period. It almost seemed like he’d forgotten that Rachael wasn’t actually a girl. And once again, I found myself envying that strange ignorance. Rachael was the only thing on Ben’s mind; he wasn’t worried about any hazmat soldiers plotting to storm the building, killing everyone inside.

“But since I did all the work while you were sleeping, it’s only fair that I get the first go.” Ben stood up and straightened his little nightie. “Rachael, darling, want to come with me?” He walked up to her and took her by the hand. Her face turned dark red, looking more like a virgin than ever. Then she followed him away, through the hole in the wall, into the liquor store. And what was he planning on doing with her? Was he going to fuck her in the ass? Was he telling me that I could fuck her in the ass once he was done with her? And was she okay with that, just because she lost a card game? My heart stumbled again. I wasn’t thrilled about the idea of taking turns pounding a young man in the asshole, but at least it was a way to get my mind off of the impending death that was possibly on its way to our little complex.

The store was quiet with Ben and Rachael gone. I paced around, trying to control my nerves. Then I found myself looking at a rack of lingerie. My skin tingled. What was the harm in indulging? At this point, what did I have to lose? Ben had already watched me taking Robo-Man’s thick plastic cock. He’d watched another man suck my cock, and he’d gone down on his knees to suck mine. Would the level of humiliation really go up because I voluntarily tried on a few little outfits? I took a red one-piece off the wall. It was tight and lacy, and it had a $280.00 price tag attached to it. That little piece of lingerie was worth more than my whole wardrobe combined—and I could tell why. It was so soft and so meticulously made. The little lace embellishments were so cute around the panty-line and around the bra line.

In the back of the store I located a pair of silicone breast pads, designed to give flat-chested girls a realistic bust. I slipped the pads into the cups of the red lingerie one-piece, then I tracked down some black fishnet stockings, red heels, and a tube of deep red lipstick. My whole body suddenly felt wide awake. As I looked into the mirror, I caught myself with a grin that just wouldn’t go away. I was beaming with excitement—and a bit of terror, knowing that Ben and Rachael could return at any moment. But could they really mock me? Was I really doing anything beyond the scope of what we’d already been doing? Ben was currently ramming a young man’s butthole and Rachael was currently dolled up and taking it. If anything, I was still at least five steps behind.

I found a little eyelash kit, which I decided to try out. It was tricky getting the glue on correctly. I was terrified of getting glue on my eyeball, but I managed to get the eyelashes on straight, and they actually looked pretty cute. I blinked a few times, getting used to the new weight of my eyelids, and then I found myself inspired to take my look even further, using the jewellery that was kept near the back of the store. I put on some gold bracelets, a cute little necklace, and some gold hoop earrings, which clipped on. Then a little bottle of red nail polish caught my eye, and the next thing I knew I was painting my fingernails and toenails while humming under my breath. I was having fun. I was slipping into that blissful state of ignorance that I’d been jealous of all morning. Then Ben came through that hole in the wall.

His face was red and his eyes were dilated. He looked at me with a bright smile and said, “She’s all yours. Get her while she’s warm.”

And suddenly, all of that fear came rushing back into me. “What do you mean?” I asked. I was worried Ben was about to make fun of me, now that I was dolled up to the limit with my wig, my makeup, my lingerie, my jewellery, and my painted nails. He looked down my body and then up at my face, and then he said, “Go plug her tight hole.”

My heart fluttered up and down. I wanted to refuse the offer and hold onto my dignity, but I also wanted to do it: I wanted to feel the inside of Rachael’s tight body. I wanted to hear her moan while I pumped her with my long shaft. My heart soared up into my throat. I tried to speak but no words came out, so instead, I just nodded my head. Then I turned to that hole in the wall. Ben brushed by me, still with that satisfied grin on his face. Was I really going to do it? Was I going to fuck Rachael? I took a deep breath and left the room, leaving the bright emergency floodlight. With every step I took, the world around me became darker. I could see the open office door down the liquor store hallway. I knew Rachael was in there waiting for me.

There was a light glowing inside: hazy and white; it was a flashlight bouncing off wall, casting a dramatic glow on the side of Rachael’s pretty face and body, exaggerating her cute curves as she sat up on her boss’s desk. “Want to fuck?” she asked.

I remained still for a moment before nodded my head. Then she waved me forward using only a single finger. I took a step forward, and then I stopped. “W—Why are you doing this?” I asked.

“Because I lost the game,” she said softly.

“But why do you want to do it?” I asked.

She was quiet for a moment. “Who says I want to do it?”

“You just… you seem to be enjoying yourself.”

“You look really pretty. I love that outfit,” she said, looking down at my body.

“Why aren’t you answering my question?” I asked.

“Why do you care?”

“Because I do,” I said. My heart bounced up and down. My God, she was beautiful. I wanted to flip her over, pin her down, and fill her tight asshole with my gooey cum. “So just tell me—why are you letting Ben do this to you?”

She looked down at her cute toes before shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know. It’s just fun. Why are you making a big deal out of it? We’re all stuck here together for the foreseeable future. Why can’t we have a bit of fun?”

I knew I wasn’t getting a proper answer; I knew she wasn’t telling me the truth. I kept staring at her, hoping she would tell me an honest answer. But instead of an answer, I got something better. She rolled over, onto her stomach, touching her feet down on the ground. Then she reached down and pulled up her skirt, exposing her bare ass. She grabbed her ass cheeks and spread them wide. A glob of Ben’s cum oozed out from her reddened hole, trickling down towards her round ball sack. “Put it in me,” she said, offering me Ben’s sloppy seconds.

I took a deep breath. How could I resist the offer? Her ass was so perfect—so round and so firm, yet jiggly. I took a step forward, and then another. I placed my hands carefully on her warm tush. I could see a red print where Ben had been spanking her. I grabbed her ass firmly and she let a moan slip from her lips. I didn’t know anything about Rachael, and that was becoming obvious. I couldn’t help but think that she was somehow behind this whole scenario, like some crafty movie villain. Had she been watching us for a week in the lingerie store? Was she responsible for having us boarded up? Was this all part of some strange sissification plot? If so: why?

I spread her cheeks apart, seeing the white glisten of Ben’s creampie in her anus. Then I reached down and slipped my semi-erect cock out from my panties. I was getting hard fast—faster than I’d ever gotten with any biological woman. But Rachael was prettier than any of the girls I’d ever been with. She had the body of a model and the face of an actress. She was irresistible. I slid my hands up and down, feeling her tight body. “You—You look so good,” I said.

“So do you,” she said softly. I tried not to smile. Did I really look good, or was it just pillow talk? I bit my bottom lip and a small giggle slipped out. “I like your nail polish.” She put a hand on mine, sending a warm jolt through my body.

“Thanks,” I said. Now my cock was rock hard and standing upright. I stepped forward, pressing it against her tight tush, sliding it up her butt crack. My body shuddered.

“Put it in me,” she said.

“Are you sure?” I asked.

She laughed. “I want you inside of me.”

So I pulled my shaft down, pressing my tip against her tight hole. I felt her puckering as she clenched and released. Then I felt a warm wetness. I looked down and saw a white glob of Ben’s cum oozing onto my tip. My body shuddered and my cock stiffened. A groan slipped out from my lips, then I pushed that cum glob back into her body with my erect shaft. She gasped. I could feel Ben’s warm goo squishing all around my member and I could feel Rachael’s tight hole tensing along the length of my rod. My heart was aflutter, pounding violently with a combination of thrill and terror. “Oh God, it feels so good,” she whimpered. I gently pulled back, staring down at my crotch. My cock was tinged white with leftover cum: the perfect lubricant. I pushed my cock and that cum back into her hole, eliciting another loud moan. I slid my hands up and down her hips, feeling her curves and her warm, soft skin.

Then, I started drilling her. I bit down hard on my tongue and stared at her soft, innocent body as I rammed my cock deep into her ass, slapping her bum loudly with my pelvis. I grunted with each penetration. It wasn’t long before her fingers were curled over the edge of the desk and she was moaning so loud that she was almost screaming. I was taking everything out on her tight body: all of my anger and all of my fear. I was letting everything go, slamming my cock as hard as I could into her body, plunging Ben’s cum out from that tight hole. I could feel globs of Ben’s load now trickling down my thighs, but I didn’t care. I just kept pounding, turning Rachael into a limp mess, digging my fingernails into her soft curves.

I looked to my side and saw my reflection in a pane of blackened glass. I looked hot and convincing. My body was just as precious as Rachael’s body. Our faces were equally beautiful. And in that reflection I could see Rachael’s stiff erection, aiming forward with her ball sack squashed on that desk. I reached around and grabbed it, curling my fingers around her warm stiffness. I squeezed tight, making her groan even louder. Then I began to pump it quickly. “Come for me,” I whispered. I was still pounding her tush.

It didn’t take her long. I could feel her cock swelling and throbbing. I knew that she was close when her legs started to squirm. I squeezed her cock even tighter, making her moan even louder. Then I watched in the window reflection as she streaked her boss’s desk with long strands of white. The sight was amazing and arousing—enough to push me over the edge. I groaned and clenched and shuddered and then I came, adding my own white goo into her deep anal cavity. When I pulled out, everything gushed out with me. It poured down her limp legs and splattered on the floor. I stumbled back into a nearby chair. I let out a deep breath as I sat down. A bead of sweat fell from my forehead onto my lap. Cum was still oozing out from my upright cock.

She looked back at me with glossy eyes. “That was amazing,” she said, unable to pull herself up from the desk.

I smiled. “It was,” I said. I stared into her pretty eyes before looking down that precious body. I still had no idea who I was looking at. Rachael was still just a stranger—someone I’d only known for a handful of hours. I still couldn’t wrap my head around her motives. I had a feeling that she was up to something—maybe even something nefarious—but I would never figure that out, because that was the last time I would ever see her.


CHAPTER XII

When I emerged from the liquor store, back into the lingerie store, everything was quiet. It was an unusual silence, seeing as Ben was always making some sort of noise—even when he was sleeping, he was snoring loudly. But now, I couldn’t hear anything. I stopped and looked around. “Ben?” I said as a strange dread filled my gut. I took another few steps into the room, and then I noticed a light coming from the door. It was dim—not nearly as bright as the floodlight on the other end of the room. Had Ben found another flashlight? Did he manage to break through part of the barricade? I stepped around one of the tall shelves and saw that the front door of the store was slightly ajar, letting sunlight seep into the room.

“Hey Ben!” I called out. I walked towards the door. The barricade was down and the door was open. Had someone come to our rescue? Did Ben take off? Was I free to leave? I looked down at my lingerie-clad body and paused for a moment, wondering if I should find something else to wear before leaving, just in case there was some news crew outside of that door, waiting to broadcast my face to millions of television sets across the country. But I was so excited to leave that I didn’t bother getting changed. I didn’t even take off my wig. I just wanted to go home. I wanted to fall down onto my bed and I wanted to have a proper sleep under warm covers. I wanted to feel the warm water of my own shower and hear the silence of my own house. I didn’t want to spend another minute locked in that lingerie store. So I went for the door, reaching out to grab the handle so I could feel freedom for the first time in nearly ten days.

I didn’t make it; I was grabbed before I could have a taste of the world outside of that complex. A set of gloved hands firmly clutched my sides and pulled me back, away from the door. Before I could turn my head around, a white bag was pulled over my face. I screamed, but the attackers didn’t stop. There were definitely multiple assailants: at least two sets of hands on my body, and a third person with a muffled voice standing about fifteen feet away. “Please don’t fight,” the muffled man said. “Or we’ll be forced to use the gas.”

My heart was pounding viciously. I didn’t want them to use the gas, so I bit hard on my tongue and forced myself to be quiet, even though it took all of my willpower. They pulled my hands behind my back and then tied my wrists together. Then they started wiping me with something cold and wet: some sort of chemical that left my skin tingling all over.

“Okay, let’s move her,” said a voice. And then I felt a hard tug. They pulled me outside. The white bag over my face became illuminated—almost blinding, even with my eyes closed. I could feel the warmth of the sun on my bare skin, but only for a few seconds. They hoisted me up into a large vehicle and then they slammed a heavy metal door, and suddenly the world was dark again.

“Please don’t kill me,” I whimpered, but my voice was almost too broken to produce much volume.

“Jared? Is that you?” Ben’s voice whispered.

“Ben? Where are we? Where are they taking us?”

“I don’t know,” he said. “They broke in while I was in the shower. They put a bag over my head and pulled me out.”

“Shut up,” another voice said. “Keep your mouths closed, and try not to cough. I have to deal with your masks later, and I don’t want to get sick.”

“We aren’t sick,” Ben said.

Then the man scoffed. Why was he scoffing? Why did he think that we were infected? Did he just assume that everyone was infected? Now, Ben was silent. I was too afraid to say anything. I didn’t know what the protocol was for people who disobeyed commands, and I wasn’t sure I wanted to find out.

The vehicle started to move and my terror began to fade slightly. A part of me was still worried that they were shipping me off to some mass crematorium for potentially sick people, but another part of me was relieved to be with members of society—possibly doctors. “Where are we going?” I asked quietly after a long period of silence.

“Don’t talk,” the man said, shutting me up. I’d toed the line enough. I decided it was best to remain quiet and allow the authorities to properly deal with me, put me in some sort of quarantine while they tested me. And then soon enough, they would release me and life would quickly return to normal.

The drive was long. After around thirty minutes, we hit a bumpy road, and we stayed on that road for another thirty minutes. The bumping was making my stomach ache. I was thirsty. My mouth became try and then my throat started to become itchy again. The itchiness in my throat made the anxiety worse, which made the nausea worse. It wasn’t long before my legs started to feel numb. I tried rubbing my knees together to stimulate some feeling in my legs, and that’s when I remembered that I was still dolled up in lingerie. My legs were shaved and smooth. The toes of my bare feet were painted to match my lingerie. I still had those gold hoop earrings clipped onto my ears. Oh God, how embarrassing! How was I going to explain my getup to the officials I was being hauled off to meet? I could no longer rely on the story about Ben burning our clothes: that didn’t explain the jewellery or the makeup or the shaved legs. And surely they wouldn’t believe me when I told them that I lost a series of games and bets.

The vehicle came to an abrupt stop, making me jolt forward, nearly falling over. The door opened and I was quickly pulled out. I could hear footsteps all around me: at least half a dozen people. No one was talking and I was too afraid to ask where we were. I heard gates open and then I heard heavy metal doors open. Suddenly I was inside of a building, with lights humming overhead. They kept pulling me, still with that bag over my head. We turned down a number of hallways and went through more doors. Then one of the men gave me a gentle push, making me stumble forward. He cut the tie around my wrists and he pulled the bag off of my head. Before I thought to turn around, a door closed behind me.

I was in a large empty room by myself. Ben was gone and maybe nowhere near me. “Hello?” I called out softly. My voice was still broken and rattled. The walls of the room were white, and so was the floor and the ceiling. “Hello!” I called out again. There was a small vent on the roof; it was humming and rattling, as if a small coin was trapped deep inside. I walked to the door and gave the hand a good pull, but it didn’t budge. Then I did a lap around the room before noticing the small glisten in the top corner: a camera watching my every move. Who was watching me? Doctors? Were they going to leave me in that room until the incubation period was over? Would they feed me? Were there thousands of others like me in similar rooms?

I knocked on the door, but no one answered. I called out one more time, and then I took a seat on the ground. If they wanted me dead, they would have killed me, so I could only assume that they were now monitoring me. Soon they would be testing me. And if I was sick, would they treat me or would they end me, just to be safe? There was a strange smell in that complex: a mixture of chemical cleaner and that burning smell that comes about when you turn your heater on for the first time in a year. Was I smelling a nearby crematorium? Before all of this nonsense started, I’d heard rumours of the Chinese government burning bodies in ‘mass crematoriums’. Had the same trend reached North America? Or was I just succumbing to a paranoid nervousness?


CHAPTER XIII

It was hours before a small panel on the door opened and a plate of food slid in. It wasn’t the most appetizing meal: a small slice of meat (maybe pork, maybe beef), a glob of potatoes, and four green bean strands. It could have used some salt—or just any seasoning of any kind. But at least they were feeding me. I sat around for many more hours, and then I dozen off. I didn’t wake up until there was a man nudging me, making me jump.

“Don’t hurt me!” I screamed as I opened my eyes. He was clad in a full white hazmat suit. I couldn’t see his face. As far as I knew, he could have been an alien.

“Relax,” he said with a monotone voice. “We’re just going to take a sample.” He suddenly pushed a needle into my arm. I gasped. I’d never liked needles, but I didn’t want to put up a fight. I wanted them to take their sample. I wanted them to see that I was healthy, so they could send me home, so life could return to normal. He filled four tubes with blood, and then he stuck a small bandage on my arm. He said nothing as he left the room.

My arm was sore after the blood sample. I don’t think the man was a qualified nurse or even a doctor—probably just a random staff member, one of the few left after the mirandavirus swept over the whole country. I rubbed my arm for a few minutes until the soreness was mostly gone, then I went back to doing nothing: staring at the wall, pacing around the room, wishing I had a change of clothes and some makeup wipes, and maybe some nail polish remover.

I thought about taking off my wig and my outfit, but I was too embarrassed to reveal myself. At least with the wig and the lingerie and the makeup, I was unrecognizable—not that I thought there was anyone I knew watching me through that camera. A part of me was convinced that the authorities at the facility were convinced that I was a woman, and maybe that was for the best. Maybe they were going easier on me because they assumed I was a lady. Maybe Ben wasn’t getting the same treatment.

It wasn’t particularly cold in that facility, but I did find myself shivering after a few more hours. It was hard to keep my blood moving. Pacing around the room was somehow even more boring than just sitting. But even pacing didn’t seem to get my blood flowing enough to warm me up. I started rubbing my arms with my hands. Then I pulled my knees up to my chest and rubbed the length of my thighs, trying to stimulate a tiny bit of heat. I slapped my thighs repeatedly until they were slightly red, then I did the same to my bum, which was particularly cold from sitting on that cool floor.

Someone was obviously watching me because it was only a few minutes later when the door opened and a man in a hazmat suit came in with a box of clothes. “These should be warmer,” he said, placing the box down. “Don’t worry—it’s all clean.”

He backed out slowly and closed the door firmly. I listened as the heavy bolt slid through its slot, locking me in securely. I carefully approached the box, peeling back the lid to look inside. It was a box of female clothing: two dresses, a blouse, a skirt, a tight sweater, a couple pairs of long stockings, two small bras, and an unopened pack of white cotton panties. They really did think that I was a woman.

First I slid on the skirt. It was knee-length and black, with cute pleats that danced around me. With the skirt on, I turned my back to the camera and wriggled out from my lingerie one-piece. I put on one of the bras (putting my silicone pads into the bra’s cups), and then I slipped into the sweater. It was a tight fit, hugging my curves, but it was warm and comfortable. The stockings were tight on my leg, but also warm and cozy. I was surprised by how well the outfit fit my body, though I didn’t have a mirror to admire myself in.

Another tedious day went by: five hours of nothing, then a plate of food slid through the small panel in the door, then another five hours went by and I fell asleep on the floor. When I woke up in that quiet, dimly lit room again, the frustration began to set in. I stood up, paced around the room for a long hour, and then I started waving at the camera. “Hello? Anyone there? Can you let me leave soon, or what?” I kept waving at the camera, hoping someone would answer me in one way or the other. But nothing happened. Maybe no one was watching my camera feed, or maybe no one cared.

I sighed and paced around the room for another hour before sitting on the floor. I closed my eyes and felt that wave of anxiety returning. What if they weren’t letting me go because their test came back positive? What if they found out that I had the mirandavirus, and now they were just waiting for the symptoms to kick in so they could study me?

I tried meditating, hoping it would pass the time, but meditating became boring quickly. I found myself staring at the wall again for another hour. Then I started to worry that I was beginning to lose my mind. So I stood up and waved at the cameras again. “Hello! I’m bored! I know you probably don’t care, but this boredom is killing me! Please do something! Anything!”

And then, five minutes later, I heard the heavy bolt sliding in the door. I stepped back, against the wall and watched as a man in a hazmat suit came into the room. He had a box under his arm. “Our facility is over capacity right now. It’s taking longer than usual to process all of our patients.”

“Is that what I am? A patient?” I asked.

He didn’t answer. He put the box down and then stared at me for a moment.

“So you haven’t looked at my sample yet? You don’t know if I’m infected.”

“This box should meet your entertainment needs for the next days, or few weeks, however long this takes” the man said. “It’s the best we can do right now.” Then he backed out of the room, closed the door, and slid that heavy deadbolt back into place. I quickly went for the box, thrilled to have something to pass the time. On the top of the box was a pack of cards. Under the cards was a stack of girly fashion magazines. Under the magazines was a used copy of Pride and Prejudice, and under that was a box of sanitary wipes, a tube of lubricant, and a vibrator. I felt my face turning red. Was this their go-to female entertainment box? It wasn’t even enough to keep me entertained until dinnertime, let alone a few weeks.

And was that a real estimate. Were they really thinking that I would be stuck in that quarantine room for a few weeks? I’d already spent nearly two weeks trapped in an adult store. That adult store was suddenly not seeming too bad—at least I had company and stuff to do.

I held up the vibrator. It was shaped just like a real cock—slightly bigger than my own. I pressed the button and it began to vibrate powerfully, making my cheeks turn even redder. And why did they include the vibrator in the box? Did they assume I would need to masturbate at some point in the next few weeks? Was this something they gave to all the girls that came through the facility? I suppose they were just trying to be accommodating, trying to make my stay in that white cell tolerable. Though I couldn’t imagine any woman toying herself with a vibrator while a camera peered down. And people were obviously watching through that camera, unless the arrival of the box was a complete coincidence.

I burned through all of the magazines in an hour, then I spent an hour playing with the cards. I had no idea how to play Solitaire and I wasn’t aware of any other single player card games, so I spent some time trying to make car castles. But making flimsy castles got old fast, so I moved onto the novel, which I finished by the end of that day. It was okay. I flipped through the magazines again, and then I decided to put everything back into the box. I was already over all of it.

Though now I could see the tip of that vibrator poking out of the box. My skin tingled with a curious idea—and a risky idea. I didn’t like the idea of people watching me play with myself, but I had to admit that the excitement was tempting. There was something exhilarating about the idea of pleasuring myself, not knowing if people were watching through a camera. My heart fluttered. I sauntered over to the box. I looked back at the camera, and then I carefully slipped my hand down, grabbing the vibrator. I pulled it under the sleeve of my sweater and then I sauntered back over to the corner of the room. Now my heart was racing.

I thought about draping something over the camera, but I knew if I did that, they would definitely know that I was up to something naughty. So I just waited a few minutes, hoping to bore anyone who might be watching my cell’s screen. Then I slipped the vibrator out from my sleeve. I’d forgotten to grab the lubricant, so I used my spit instead, letting a warm glob fall onto the fake cock’s tip before pulling the toy under my skirt. I used my other hand to pull my undies to the side, exposing my crotch and asshole. Then I started to pushed the toy into my body. It was a tight squeeze. I was tempted to clench, but I knew I had to act fast. I needed to get that toy into me before the security guard looked over at my screen. So I awkwardly pushed the toy into my butthole with a grunt, and then I fixed my skirt, trying to look as casual as possible. After a moment of heart-pounding tension, I reached down again, this time to turn the vibrator on.

The vibration was powerful, taking me by surprise. I gasped, and then I covered my glossy lips with the palm of my hand. My asshole clenched, gripping the toy firmly. I was tempted to squirm, but I fought away that urge. I remained still, hoping my heart would settle after a moment.

I looked up at the glistening lens of the camera and wondered if anyone had been watching me when I slid the vibrator up my skirt. I hated not knowing—but I also kind of liked the taboo aspect of the uncertainty. I leaned from side to side slightly, letting the toy slide further up my bum, until I had the vibrating tip pressed right against my sweet spot; then I let out a soft moan. I closed my eyes, trying to regroup. I didn’t want to end up attracting a crowd to my security screen. I had to act normal. I had to be casual.

So I bit my tongue and I carefully stood up. My legs were wobbling. The vibrating was still intense, still stimulating my prostate, making my cock throb with ecstasy. I grabbed one of the magazines from the box and sat down again. I opened it up and pretended to be reading. Now my cock was getting hard. The white panties were too flimsy to hold my shaft back. The fabric stretched out and my skirt began to lift up. I used the magazine to block my bulge from the camera’s view.

I looked down at a picture of a beautiful actress. I loved her dress, and I especially loved her shoes: a pair of knee-high gladiator sandals, with lots of straps hugging her toned calfs. I closed my eyes and imagined myself in the outfit, feeling those leather straps against my skin, and that tight dress around my curves. A strong pulse of euphoria surged through me. A whimper escaped my lips. I reached down and grabbed my erection firmly. I squeezed it and fondled it, sitting down hard on the ground to push the vibrator further up my asshole. I began to rock back and forth, making that toy explore the inside of my body. I understood why Rachael loved taking it in the ass so much. Being fucked by Robo-Man was fun, but it was scary because it was my first time. Now that I knew what I was doing, I was able to relax and enjoy the moment. I could enjoy every powerful pulse that ploughed through my body. I groaned and my legs trembled.

Then I came. My cock spewed a massive load of white cream into my white panties. A large wet spot formed before cum began to pour down my legs. “Oh God,” I moaned, looking down at the mess I’d made. Then I watched as the vibrator slid out from my ass. It was glistening right down to the base: all ten inches. Now I felt empty, but ridiculously satisfied. I bit down on my lip and then I slumped against the wall. I could feel the redness slowly beginning to leave my face.

I washed the vibrator awkwardly in the little sink next to the little toilet, then I stashed it back into my entertainment box. I looked briefly at the camera in the corner, and then I looked away quickly, feeling awkward and nervous, worried I was making eye contact with someone who just watched me toy my own butthole with a vibrator.


CHAPTER XIV

I was surprised to see a new box in my cell when I woke up the next morning (or maybe it was the afternoon or evening, I had no way of knowing). It was a cardboard box, and inside the box were new items to keep me entertained, including an old Game Boy, new magazines, a portable DVD player from the early 2000s, three romance movies, and a large, thick dildo with a realistic tip and bulging veins. The sight of the dildo made me blush. Did they include it because they saw me with the vibrator the day before, or did they just include sex toys with all of their entertainment boxes?

A second box was dropped off an hour later, containing new outfits for me to wear: new skirts, new dresses, and a particularly cute red bodysuit with a paisley pattern. Before getting to my DVDs and magazines, I played dress up for a good two hours. Then I found myself flipping through magazine pages, admiring celebrity outfits. My heart literally swelled at the sight of certain outfits. I even found myself planning on tracking those very outfits down once I was freed from my quarantine and back into the real world. Maybe this could be my secret little hobby; maybe I would invest in a number of outfits and play dress up after work every day.

It wasn’t until that night when the boredom returned. I spent hours playing with that old Game Boy and I watched all of those romance movies, but it wasn’t enough to fight off the boredom. Thankfully, I had that thick dildo. I ended up doing the same thing: sneaking it over to my little corner (this time with the bottle of lubricant), slipping it under my skirt and then sitting down on it while trying to act casual. The thick toy stretched my anus wide as I sat down. I groaned and squirmed, and then I bounced slowly on the cock, with a magazine in my hands. I must have looked ridiculous to anyone watching—hardly subtle at all. But I couldn’t help myself—I wanted to fuck that thick toy. I ended up coming after about ten minutes of bouncing. It was a few hours before my anus stopped hurting once I was done with the toy.

The next day was the same: a new box and a new sex toy. This time they gave me a long string of beads. This time, I didn’t wait all day before getting them inside of me. I still had the vibrator from my first box, which I pressed against the tip of my erection, making myself come in another pair of panties. I felt bad for whoever was taking my soiled clothes away and washing them. I began to suspect that they were watching me pleasure myself, and it was becoming hard to think that they still thought I was a biological female. But they kept dropping off toys and they kept dropping off outfits for me to wear.

Then, one afternoon, one of the hazmat men came into my room. He wasn’t holding a box, so I assumed he was there to take one of my old boxes away, to bring it to another quarantined individual. But the person didn’t take anything. Instead, he just stood and stared at me.

“What is it?” I asked softly. My voice came out in a girly way. I’d been dressed up as a girl for many days now—I’d lost count of the days since I’d spoked with my normal voice.

“I’m taking you for further testing,” the man said.

“Did you get the results back from my blood test?” I asked.

The man nodded his head.

“Am I infected?” I asked.

“Just come with me,” he said. But he wasn’t really asking me to follow him. It was a demand, and he wasn’t about to take any chances. He put a white bag over my head and her tied up my wrists. Then he led me down a series of hallways. We stood for a while in an elevator. I had no idea if we were going up or down. Then we went down more hallways, ending up in a new room. He pulled the bag off of my head and cut the tie around my wrists. The room was larger than my cell, but just as white. I scanned around the space, looking for the glistening of a camera lens, but there were no cameras as far as I could tell.

The man in the hazmat suit was staring at me. He had a pen in one hand and a clipboard in the other. “I’m going to ask you a series of questions,” he said.

“O—Okay,” I said.

He looked down his list of questions. “Are you a male or a female?” he asked.

The question took me by surprise. I felt a lump forming in my throat. I smiled awkwardly, unsure of how to answer. It was surely some sort of medical survey, so I couldn’t lie, but I hated to admit that I’d been dolled up for days for no real reason. “I’m, uh, a guy, technically.”

“Technically?” he said.

I cleared my throat. “I’m male. I have a penis.”

The man looked at me for a long moment before nodding his head and moving onto the next question. “How long have you been wearing women’s clothes?” the man asked.

“These clothes?” I asked.

He looked up at me. I could see my own reflection in his mirror face mask. “In general.”

“Well, I was originally barricaded in that lingerie store,” I said. “But I wasn’t there to buy lingerie! I was there switching out a toilet. And then my friend lit my clothes on fire, so I had nothing to wear besides lingerie.”

He nodded his head. I couldn’t see his face, but I could tell that he didn’t fully believe me. “And before you were locked in that store, you never tried on women’s clothes?”

“No,” I said. And then I realized I was still talking with my girly voice. Why wouldn’t my normal voice come back? Was this my natural voice now? I cleared my throat. “I’m just wearing this because it’s all I have.” But still, my voice came out in a feminine way.

“Right,” he said. “And what about the makeup?”

I felt my face becoming hot. “I’m sorry—what does this have to do with the virus going around?”

“Just answer the question, ma’am,” he said. I wasn’t sure how to feel about the ‘ma’am’ he dropped, right after I told him that I was a male.

“Well, I originally put it on because I lost a bet.”

“And that’s why you’re wearing it now?” he asked, staring at me. I couldn’t see his face, but I could imagine his unimpressed expression.

“Yes,” I decided to say. It was easier than telling the truth. He nodded his head slowly.

“And have you been with a man?” he asked.

My skin became cold. I had to think about it. “N—No,” I said, too embarrassed to admit that I’d been with Rachael, who was really Rich—or that I’d allowed Ben to suck my cock while he was dolled up.

“It’s an important question, ma’am. Have you been with a man?”

I had to bite my tongue. He was right: it probably was an important question. This was a medical survey. My humility had no place in any of my answers. “Okay, I guess I’ve been with men—but they were very convincing.”

“Were they dressed up, the way you’re currently dressed up?”

“I mean, not exactly like this,” I said. I could see my red face in the reflection of his visor.

“Right..” he said, making a note. “These were the others you were trapped with, in the store?”

“That’s right,” I said awkwardly. My voice was starting to break. I couldn’t produce much volume. I was so embarrassed, admitting to all of the degeneracy. But at least I was alive. At least I was in the care of medical professionals; at least I was pretty sure that they were medical professionals.

“In the past week, have you had cross-dressing fantasies? Have you fantasized about being with men?”

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. “I suppose so,” I said.

“And do you plan to keep cross-dressing once released from quarantine?” he asked. He was looking at me now. A warm surge of hope flowed through me. Did he just allude to my release? Was I going to be discharged? Was this some sort of exit survey?

“Can I go home after this?” I asked.

“Answer the question, please.”

“I’m sorry, I don’t understand what this survey has to do with anything,” I said. “I’m not attracted to men, okay? We just got really bored in that store. They brought me here like this, and I’ve been too embarrassed to ask for male clothes. I get that you don’t believe me, but it’s true.”

“You aren’t attracted to men?” he asked.

“That’s right,” I said.

“So when you were playing with the provided sex toys, were you thinking about women?” he asked.

And then my heart floundered into my stomach, which groaned loudly. I opened my mouth to reply, but no words came out. “A—Are you wearing that hazmat suit because I’m infected?” I asked. “I mean, if my test came back negative, then shouldn’t you be okay to take off the suit?”

“You tested positive for the mirandavirus,” he said. “Our test puts you thirty-three days into your infection. You’re no longer contagious, according to our data. But you are infected, so we have to be careful. And you’re providing us with an opportunity to study this virus better. So please, answer the questions as honestly as you can.”

“I—I’m infected? Thirty-two days? That’s longer than I’ve been locked up,” I said. “That’s almost two weeks before I got locked in that store. I was never sick. There must be some sort of mistake.”

“There’s no mistake.”

“I never had a cough. Well—I had an itchy throat, and then I fainted, but I think that was just anxiety.”

“There are two sets of symptoms: the A-set and the B-set. The B-set is more rare, but you seem to be in that category.”

“The B-set?” I said.

He nodded his head. “The A-set is more like a typical flu, but more severe: coughing, pneumonia, body aches, and so on. The B-set symptoms seem to be mostly in the brain, affecting the patient’s neurology.”

“My neurology?” I asked.

And again, he nodded his head. “Studying patients with the B-set of symptoms is difficult, because, like yourself, people are embarrassed, and dishonest. That’s why it’s important for you to answer the questions. Are you a homosexual?”

I shook my head. “No. I like girls,” I said.

He took a deep breath. Then he put his clipboard down. “Let me start by telling you that I went through a ten-step cleaning process before arriving at your room,” he said. Then he reached down for the bottom of his hazmat suit. He grabbed a zipper and pulled it up, exposing a hole in his suit at his crotch. He reached in and fished out his long, flaccid penis. I felt my skin turning white.

“W—What are you doing?” I asked.

Then he grabbed a condom from the table, which I hadn’t noticed until that moment. He took it out from its wrapper and then he began to stroke his cock, getting himself hard.

“Seriously. What are you doing?” I asked.

“It’s part of the test,” he said. “I need to know if you’re answering the question honestly. Please slide out the box under the table.”

I looked down. There was a box at my feet. I pulled it out and opened it up. It was filled with lingerie and high heels and different wigs. “What’s all this?” I asked.

“You can put on whatever you want. Then I will give you the option of sucking my erect penis, or allowing me to penetrate you.” He said it with a chillingly monotone voice.

“P—Penetrate me?” I said.

“That’s correct.”

I looked at his cock, which was now half erect. My heart was pounding viciously and my mind was spinning in fast circles. What scared me more than anything was the sudden desire I had to put on the pair of black heels that was on the top of the pile, along with the black satin one-piece, which would have hugged my curves perfectly. I would have looked so hot in the outfit, down on my knees, sucking his long cock. I knew that I could make him come quickly. I could make him moan and beg for more. Or maybe he would make me beg.

I shook my head. What was going through my brain? Where were these thoughts coming from? I reached down and grabbed the heels. I ran my fingertips down the long, slick heel. Then I felt the little straps that were meant to go around my ankles. The heels were so cute. How could I resist? I reached down and slipped them onto my feet. My heart swelled with a curious joy, and then a tingle began to please my crotch. A whimper escaped my lips.

Maybe I really was infected. Maybe the mirandavirus was making me do things that I didn’t actually want to do. I picked up a piece of adorable lingerie. I pulled it against my face and smelled the lingering smell of some woman’s amazing perfume. I needed to have the outfit on my body, so I got undressed quickly and pulled the lingerie on. It was tight but soft, hugging me in all the right places. Oh God, it was so perfect. I didn’t want to take it off. I ran my hands down my own sides, feeling my own bum, and then I noticed the hole between my butt cheeks: a hole that was purposely designed for anal sex. I bit my bottom lip gently, suddenly overwhelmed with a pulsing taboo excitement. Then I looked up and saw the stiff erection coming out from the hazmat suit. He was ready for me. He wanted me to suck him.

So I stood up and walked forward. I dropped to my knees and looked up at his tall masterpiece of a cock. It was clad with a condom, but I could still see all the mesmerizing contours and bulges of every vein and muscular ridge. My mind was now flashing, crowded with voices begging me to stop and begging me to grab the cock and suck the cum out of it. I reached forward and saw that my hand was shaking violently. I took a deep breath, but it didn’t stop the trembling. The man was looking down at me through his reflective visor, waiting for me to go ahead. And there I was in that reflection, dolled up and gorgeous in those heels and that lingerie. I couldn’t help myself: I had to do it. I grabbed his cock, squeezed it firmly, and brought it to my lips. I began sucking. His shaft tensed up in my mouth. It fluttered and then his body seemed to relax. He liked it. He liked having his cock sucked by a pretty tranny.

And I loved sucking him while wearing heels. I felt like the perfect slut: so irresistible. I bobbed my head back and forth, forcing his tip down the back of my throat. I gagged slightly, but I didn’t stop. I kept sucking until I heard a slight moan from inside of his hazmat suit. I looked up at him and smiled. “Do you like that?” I asked.

He didn’t answer. “Are you attracted to boys?” I asked with a little giggle. I was starting to relax. I could feel the confidence swelling up inside of me. “Maybe you’re infected.”

“I’m not infected,” he said with his clinical voice, which broke slightly as I gently licked the bottom of his tip. I liked when he was looking down at me because I could see what he was seeing in the reflection of his visor: a hottie sucking a big, thick cock.

I sucked until his legs were trembling, then I stood up, turned around, and bent over the table. He came up behind me, putting his gloved hands on my sides. He slid those hands up and I could feel his fingers through the white fabric of his suit. He was trying to feel my body. Then he leaned forward and said, “You’re the hottest of all our patients here.”

I smiled and bit down on my lip. Was it just pillow talk or was it true? I looked back at him with my smile, trying to create a mental image of what he could look like. Then I felt his warm, wet cock slide up against the hole in my lingerie. I gasped, ready to feel a real cock inside of my body—not just a plastic toy, not some piece of Robo-Man. I wanted to reach back and yank off his stupid condom. I wanted to feel everything: every thick vein and every bit of cum that I was going to squeeze out of him.

I wiggled my bum and he groaned. Then he began to push into me. Now I knew how to take a cock; I knew how to resist the urge to clench and I knew how to bend my body so that the cock would slide in perfectly. And sure enough, he slid deep into my body, pushing far through my lower tract. Once he was nice and deep, I clenched, hugging his shaft, trying to feel as much of him as I could. He ran his hands up and down my sides again before he started to thrust in and out of me.

I fell forward on the table. That real cock was so much better than all of the toys, and the robotic Robo-Man. I could feel his foreskin sliding back and forth. I could feel his veins throbbing. He was warm and alive, and his cock was rock-hard because he was aroused for me. I spread my legs slightly so he could get further into me. I groaned as he picked up speed. “Please don’t stop!” I begged. He was holding my hips firmly now, pounding me violently. My whole body trembled. My own cock was erect and throbbing and on the verge of ejaculating. “Oh God, it feels so fucking good!”

He was groaning and grunting with each penetration. I loved the way his whole shaft slid in and out, massaging every part of my asshole. I was convulsing all over, overwhelmed with intense pleasure. My eyes were just starting to roll into the back of my head when I came, and he came too. He slammed forward, pressing his pelvis hard into my butt and he ripped straight through his condom. I felt his bare tip escaping as warm cum blasted out. I gasped, clenching hard, wanting all of it inside of me.

“Shit,” he muttered, aware of the broken condom. But it must have felt too good; he didn’t pull out. He allowed himself to ejaculate fully inside of me before slowly pulling his long cock out from my asshole. He made me reach in with two fingers to pull out the broken condom, which was now soaked with his sticky cum.

He quickly put his cock away and started buzzing around the room. “I should, uh, get this survey back to, uh, my boss.”

“Don’t you have any more questions?” I asked, batting my eyelashes.

“No, I think you answered them all. Someone will come and take you back to your cell,” he said. He was probably supposed to tie me back up and take me to my cell himself. He buzzed around the room some more, grabbing a few things, and then he left, not even closing the door properly behind him. He must have been terrified that he was now infected. I knew that feeling well: that uncertainty and terror. It’s easy to forget important things when you’re flustered and afraid like that.

I found myself staring at that open door. I thought about running, but then I remembered that I was infected with the virus. I couldn’t just leave and infect a bunch of other people. Though would I really be infecting anyone if I went straight from that facility to my house? The man did say that I was no longer contagious, after all—though he didn’t seem so sure of that as he ran out of the room, trembling all over.

I looked to my side and saw that he left a clipboard behind. It was his questionnaire. He must have put it down and forgotten to pick it up. I saw my name written at the top of the page, and next to my name, written in red letters, was, ‘KEEP INDEFINITELY FOR STUDY PURPOSES’. It took me a moment to wrap my head around the red-lettered note. Keep indefinitely? Did they not want me to go home? Were they going to study me forever? Were these symptoms permanent? My heart began to race faster than ever. I was suddenly overwhelmed by that faint feeling.

I flipped the page and saw another note in red letters: ‘JARED TESTED POSITIVE FOR THE B-STRAIN OF THE MIRANDAVIRUS.’ The B-strain? The man had told me that I had B-symptoms, but he didn’t say anything about a B-strain. Was I infected with a whole different illness than what was making people die on the streets? Was I only contagious with this so-called B-strain—an illness that gave men peculiar sissy desires?

I looked back at that open door. Maybe I did need to run. Maybe this was my only chance to escape a terrible life as a guinea pig. I didn’t want to be a test subject. I didn’t want to spend another week locked in that white cell, never mind the rest of my life!

I kicked off my heels and I went to the open door. I carefully pushed it and then I peeked out, looking both ways, unsure which would lead me to an exit. There were no signs on the walls, and no arrows on the floor. My left was identical to my right, and I still didn’t know if that elevator went up or down, so all I could do was gamble. I started down the hallway, moving quickly. I reached the end of the path, and now I had two more identical options: left or right. I went right. My heart throttled against my ribcage. I reached another hallway ending and another pair of options. This time I went left, and now I wasn’t even sure how to get back to where I started.

I was suddenly lightheaded. My heart was quickly descending into my stomach. I couldn’t lose hope. I couldn’t stay in that facility forever. I couldn’t allow them to make me into their guinea pig. So I turned another corner, and then another, and then I spotted an elevator. I quickly mashed the button and then looked around while I waited for the elevator to come for me. “Come on, come on,” I mumbled. I was squirming. I closed my eyes in an attempt to calm myself down. Then the elevator dinged and the door opened. I ran in and looked at my options. I nearly pressed ‘1’ and then I noticed ‘M’, and then I noticed ‘G’, and then I noticed ‘L’. Which one would take me to an exit? Was ‘1’ the first floor? Was ‘M’ the main floor? Was ‘G’ the ground floor? Was ‘L’ the lobby? I decided to go with M. I knew I didn’t have much time before they came to stop me. I knew that it was just a matter of time before they realized I was trying to escape. I didn’t have time to try out all the different options—I just had to hope for the best.

The elevator hummed for a long moment before the doors slowly peeled open. Standing in front of me now were two men in white suits. They stared at me curiously while I stood, frozen in place. I didn’t think to look up at the little screen to see which floor I was on; I had no idea if the elevator even made it to ‘M’ or if this was just a stop on the way, but I needed to act. I pushed by the men and started running down the hallway. I could feel them pursuing me, but I didn’t look back—I was too afraid to look back.

The floor was the same as the one I was originally stuck on: long hallways, lots of locked doors, and the hum of fluorescent overhead lighting. I turned a number of corners and found myself unable to remember my way back to the elevator. I finally gathered the courage to look back, to see if anyone was chasing me, but no one was there. Surely those two men had alerted security. Surely it was just a matter of time before they came for me.

“She’s here somewhere!” I heard a voice shout. My heart flew up into my throat. I perked up and spun around, trying to locate the voice. Now I could hear footsteps as well. I needed to act! I needed to find an exit, and fast. I grabbed a door handle and pushed, and amazingly the door flew open. I ran inside and closed the door firmly behind me. I pressed my back to the cool metal door and took a deep breath, and then I noticed the wall of television screens in front of me.

There must have been forty screens, all showing feeds from different white cells, just like the one I was trapped inside of. On the desk before the screens was a name plate: ‘P. SELLERS, HEAD OF SECURITY’. And where was P. Sellers now? Out looking for me?

“Did she go down the stairs?” a distant voice called out from the other side of the door. The footsteps were getting closer now. I rushed over to the door and looked around. There was a heavy file cabinet a few feet away. I used all of my strength to push the cabinet, groaning as it slowly slid to block the heavy metal door. Now I was quarantining myself.

“We need to lock the facility down. We can’t let her get out!” a nearby man said on the other side of the door.

“I’m on it,” a deep voice said. And then someone tried to open the door, making the heavy file cabinet rattle. I froze for a moment. “Is it locked?” the man said on the other side.

“Let me see,” said another voice. The door handle turned and the door bumped the file cabinet. “Something’s blocking it.”

I sprung into action, pushing another file cabinet in front of the door, and then the office chair and the garbage can: whatever I could find. But blocking myself in wasn’t going to do me any good, seeing as there wasn’t any other exit. “Shit,” I mumbled. I knew that I was caught. I knew that my escape attempt was over. Sadly, I wasn’t able to find the exit—probably not even the floor the exit was on.

Maybe life in the facility wouldn’t be so bad. Maybe they would continue to drop off entertainment boxes with Game Boys and magazines and sex toys. Maybe they would continue to provide me with sexy outfits, and maybe I could seduce another staff member or two to add a little bit of spice to my life. I did like getting dolled up, and they seemed to be perfectly okay with that.

But I certainly would have preferred to get dolled up at my house, with the freedom to go out and do whatever the hell I wanted to do. I liked the idea of being able to go online to buy whatever outfits I wanted to buy—not just being limited to whatever the facility had to offer. I could buy my own sex toys and have a whole world of men to seduce—and women too. Sure, maybe life in the facility wouldn’t be as bad as life in some Vietnamese war camp, but it certainly couldn’t beat freedom.

“Open up! We know you’re in there!” a man shouted before bodychecking the door, making my whole barricade rattle.

I looked back at the wall of screens. There were girls in all of the cells—at least they looked like girls until I looked closer. They were like me: men who had been sissified by the mirandavirus. That virus put strange desires into their heads, and now they were looking forward to a lifetime of poking and prodding and surveys and lousy entertainment boxes. In fact, I could see a few entertainment boxes on a few of the screens. One of the girly boys was reading a magazine. A few were sleeping. Some were playing with old Game Boys. On the top left screen, a girly boy was bouncing up and down on a slick dildo. Some looked happy, most looked bored, and a few appeared to be in tears, probably realizing this wasn’t just a short quarantine period.

“Open this door! You aren’t authorized to be in there! Turn yourself in immediately or be prepared to face the consequences!” They were shouting at me like I was an inmate, as if I’d committed some sort of crime. But it was them committing a crime, stripping me of my freedoms with no just cause.

I looked down at a large panel of buttons. Most of the buttons were for toggling microphones on and off, so the security guards could listen in on the cells. There were volume knobs and light dimmers for the rooms. And then there was a red button beneath the label ‘OVERRIDE LOCK SYSTEMS: EMERGENCY USE ONLY’. I pressed the button and then watched on the screens as all of the girly boys reacted. Even the sleeping ones woke up to look at their doors, which were now slightly ajar.

It wasn’t just the cell locks. The hallways doors were also now opened. A few of the girls stood up and walked over to their doors. Some peeked out, some kept their distance, and a few walked out into the hallway.

“She disabled the locks!” a voice shouted out from the hallway.

“What do you mean?”

“All of the locks! They’re all disabled!”

“What about the patients?”

“Someone go up and stop the patients from leaving!”

“I don’t have a suit on.”

“Fuck the suit. We need to stop them from leaving.”

“I’m not doing it. I’m not getting infected!”

Now the men outside the door were fighting with one another and no longer trying to bash into the security office. I caught myself smirking, feeling like I was accomplishing something, even though I was still barricaded in that room.

“Then go put a fucking hazmat suit on and go stop those girls from leaving!”

To my left was a big map of the facility. I stared at it for a moment, trying to locate the exit. There were three exits, all on the M (main) floor that I’d been trying to get to. Each floor had an emergency staircase.

I looked at the hallway feed on the patient floor. A dozen girls were now aimlessly wandering, looking all around, trying to figure out what was happening. I looked back down at my panel. There were many buttons with labels I didn’t understand, but there was a yellow button which was simply labeled ‘INTERCOM’. I held it down. All of the girly boys suddenly looked up towards the ceiling as a chiming was audible from the hallway.

“Hello?” I said softly, and then I heard my voice returning to me from the hallway. “Can you hear me?”

The girls continued to stare up. I looked back at my barricade, which was now being bodychecked again by the men trying to stop me. I had to act quickly. That barricade wouldn’t last forever. “If you can hear me,” I continued. “Head down the hall, to your left—no, your other left. Girl in the red lingerie—you’re headed in the right direction. Everyone follow her! The exit is that way!” It was difficult to guide them using only that intercom and the CCTV feeds. “Okay good, now take a left, go to the end of the hall, and, uh, take a right. There should be a door in front of you. Yeah, that one! It’s a stairwell. It should lead to an emergency exit. Take it!”

“Stop!” a man shouted as he bashed the security room door.

“Why is nobody stopping those girls! Somebody stop them!” another man shouted. But they weren’t acting quickly enough. Now all of the girls were out from their cells, and I was doing my best to guide them all to the emergency stairwell.

I scanned the wall of screens and then I spotted the hallway outside of that security room. I could see three men taking turns bodychecking the door with heavy thuds.

“I don’t want to get sick,” one of the men said.

“This isn’t about you!” said another. “You need to go stop those girls from leaving here, or we’ll have a real problem on our hands. Half the world will end up with that sissy virus. Is that what you want?”

“Um, no, I just don’t want to get infected,” said the meeker of the men.

“Too bad! Go!” The man gave his co-worker a shove. The co-worker ran off in a measly attempt to stop the t-girls from leaving the facility, even though a few of them had already reached the emergency exit. A few girls were already tasting freedom while the staff members fumbled into their hazmat suits on another floor.

I caught myself smirking again, and then I came to a frightening realization. With all those girls gone, there was only me left, and now they had a good reason to treat me like garbage. They would no longer be nice to me, but they would make sure to get whatever they wanted from me, seeing as I was no their only test subject.

I looked at the map again. I could see that I wasn’t far from that staircase where the other girls were currently making their escape. I just needed to get by two men and I would be free.

Suddenly, the heavy cabinets came down with a loud bang. The door flew open and the two men rushed in. They stopped in front of the doorway. “Go and turn the locks back on,” one man said to the other. I stepped back, blocking the panel with my body. The men wouldn’t come any closer. “Well? Go turn the locks back on!”

“You do it,” the shorter, thinner man said.

“I’m giving you an order!” said the older, bossier man.

But still, the first man didn’t move. They were too afraid to come near me, too afraid to become infected with the mirandavirus. And it was in that moment that I realized I could simply walk by them and head for the exit: they weren’t going to stop me as long as they weren’t wearing protective gear. I looked up at the screen and saw the other men, nearly clad in their hazmat suits. I just had to leave before they came down to me. I looked at the other screen on that top floor where all the girlified patients had been kept. Now there were only a few stragglers making their way to the staircase: the ones that had been asleep and slow to wake up. I pressed the intercom button. “Hurry up!” I yelled. “They’re on their way towards you now! You need to get out before it’s too late!” The girls looked up at the ceiling where my voice was coming from, and then they started to run.

“Do you have any idea what you’ve done?” the brooding boss man asked me.

I shrugged my shoulders. “What are you so afraid of?” I asked. “It’s just the B-strain, right. It’s not like it can hurt you.”

“It’s not natural,” he said. “It’s an illness, and if you all leave and rat us out, we won’t be able to come up with a cure in time. Because of you, there won’t be a cure. Do you understand?”

“And what’s so bad about that?” I asked. My heart was pounding quickly, rattling against my chest, trying to burst out.

He opened his mouth to respond, stuttered, and then he said to his employee, “Go turn the locks back on. Stop the last few girls from leaving.”

I turned around and coughed on the red button. Then I stepped away from the panel. “Go ahead. Turn the locks on,” I said. But now, even with some space, the men weren’t going near the panel. They didn’t want to become infected. I took a step towards them. They both stepped back. The boss backed into the wall and then gasped before jumping to the side. No, they weren’t afraid of me, they were afraid of what they might end up enjoying. They were afraid of discovering that they had a feminine side. Because that virus didn’t just create femininity in me—it only created urges. It’s not like the virus taught me how to do my hair and makeup. It didn’t teach me how to pick out an outfit, and it wasn’t changing my voice or my mannerisms—I was doing all of that myself. The virus only created urges, and maybe they were urges that I’d been suppressing for a long time, that everyone suppresses from time to time.

I took another step towards the door, getting closer to the men. They both recoiled in terror. In a way, I felt bad for them. Their fear was holding them back, forcing them to waste so much time and effort. Couldn’t they see that we were all happy? When they looked at those monitors to watch us getting dolled up, couldn’t they see us smiling? Didn’t they want to feel that joy too?

I thought about coughing on the men, but I didn’t want to force anything on them. Maybe the virus would get to them sooner or later, or maybe they would just resist it forever. Maybe that was just up to them in the end.

I slipped through the door. I knew the emergency exit was close. I just had to reach that door before they engaged the locks again. I ran. I looked back and saw three men in hazmat suits chasing after me. “One of you get in here and enable the locks! Quickly!” said the boss, who was now leaning out into the hallway. So I ran faster, and I reached that door before the metal doors all hummed and the locks reengaged. I was in the stairwell and I could see the glow of sunlight just a couple of floors down. A giggle slipped out from my lips. I carefully ran down the steps. Once I reached the bottom floor, I heard a door above me swing open. “You’re making a big mistake!” a voice yelled down at me. But I didn’t listen. Instead, I ran out that door and into the world.

It took my eyes a moment to adjust to the sunlight. I wasn’t used to sunlight. It had been many days since I’d seen it, and even then I only saw it for a couple of minutes. Once my vision had corrected itself, I could see a white bus filled with girly boys waving at me. “Hurry up!” one of them yelled. “Get on!” I ran towards them. One of the girls helped to pull me onto the bus before shutting the door. It was only a second later when the bus started moving. Hazmat clad employees began pouring out from the large concrete facility. They were waving their arms, yelling at us to stop. They wanted to keep us as their guinea pigs, but we weren’t sticking around.

I waved at them with a smile. Then I giggled. Some of the other girls giggled. I heard one of them say, “We’re free!” A powerful wave of relief washed over me.

“Jared!” a voice called from the back of the bus. I looked back and saw Ben, looking at me with bright, joyful eyes. “You made it!” She was beautiful: dolled up in a cute cocktail dress, with dark liner around her eyes. Next to her was Rachael, looking sexier and more confident than ever. She smiled and waved at me. “Was that you on the intercom?” she asked.

I nodded my head.

“Way to go!” One of the girls gave me a firm pat on the back. It was a peculiar feeling, with so many girls smiling in my direction. I wasn’t used to feeling so loved and accepted. They didn’t seem to care that I was dolled up like a sissy. Sure, they were all dolled up as well, but no one was looking at anyone else with any disdain or embarrassment. We were truly free.

“Think they’ll come looking for us?” one of the girls asked.

Then I remembered the man in the hazmat suit, whose condom broke when he was fucking me. It was only a matter of time before he spread the virus to all the other men in the facility. The virus was, after all, contagious for many days before the symptoms started up. Maybe they would come looking for us, but it was only a matter of time before they were just like us. And was that really such a bad thing?

“We’re not quarantined anymore!” one of the girls said with a big, warm smile. I looked out the window at the world, which I hadn’t seen in so long. Everything was so vibrant. Everyone was so happy. It seemed like there were new experiences waiting around every corner. It truly was the dawn of a new age.

THE END
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