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[bookmark: LIGHTS]LIGHTS, LIPSTICK, ACTION! 

    It’s true that you can sleep your way to the top in the film and television industry. Dale didn’t believe it, until he tried it. After rolling around with a few old producer ladies, he’s found himself with a top agent and a major role on a new television series. His future is looking bright. 

    But he’s so excited to sign onto the show that he doesn’t bother to read the stack of scripts sent directly to his house, so he has no idea that he’s agreeing to playing a male-to-female transgender—and he’s completely oblivious to the few on-screen intimate scenes.  

    




 

    [bookmark: CHAPTER1][bookmark: LIGHTS1]CHAPTER I 

    There’s an old saying in the film industry: you need to fuck your way to the top. In just a few months, I’d learned that old saying was very true—even for men.  

    I was standing in an expensive penthouse suite, at the top of a Vancouver skyscraper, staring at a sixty-year-old woman who was almost completely naked on a California-King bed. She only had a red thong covering her pussy, and she was slowly pulling that off now to reveal a surprisingly tight slit.  

    And I was frozen with a mixture of excitement, fear, and confusion. I couldn’t figure out why an older woman would want to fuck a twenty-year-old like myself. I was young enough to be her son—hell, I was young enough to be her grandson. And just an hour before, she’d been showing me pictures of her grandchildren.  

    She even smelled a bit like my grandma. I think they used the same perfume—or something very similar. Though my grandma didn’t have quite as much plastic surgery: facelifts, boob jobs, and so on. The old cougar in front of me had lots of work done, and I have to admit: she didn’t look bad. Her skin was still tight in most places, and she clearly kept good care of her body. I was still impressed by how tight her pussy appeared to be—and I was still confused as to why she wanted to sleep with me.  

    Maybe it was just because I made myself available. I flirted with her and subtly let her know that she could have me if she wanted me. And I was finding out quickly: that’s what most of these old film producer ladies wanted. They were just looking for young men to validate the hard work they were putting into their aging bodies. Apparently actors aren’t the only vane ones in the film industry. Apparently that low self-esteem permeates through the whole complex.  

    “What are you waiting for, darling?” she asked with her light British accent. “Are you going to eat me out or would you prefer to watch me play with myself?” She didn’t wait for an answer. She just reached down and started rubbing that tight pussy. She gently pulled her lips apart, revealing a warm glisten. She was wet and horny. I wondered how many other actors had plunged that hole for a role in a TV show. And then I wondered how badly I really wanted that role. 

    It was a good role—the best role I’d ever auditioned for. The show had already been picked up for a whole season. The pilot received amazing ratings, but the third-billed actor had dropped out, leaving a prime spot open for an eager actor like myself. I wanted that role—and if getting it meant eating out an old lady, that was fine. At least she was hot.  

    I stepped forward and I crawled up onto that large bed. I felt awkward being naked in front of her. It felt like being naked in front of a teacher. I felt like she would be judging me. She’d been fucking since long before I was born and she probably knew exactly what she liked. What if I couldn’t give it to her? I’d only ever had sex twice before, and both times were quick and under the influence of alcohol.  

    I was inches from her pussy now. She took both of her hands and used them to spread her lips wide, showing me that deep hole that held my destiny. I bent forward and ran the tip of my tongue around that gape. She moaned.  

    I remembered my audition. It wasn’t fantastic, but it was enough to get me a call back. I was thrilled when my agent told me I had a call back, but that excitement went away when I walked back into that studio the next day and saw that fifty other actors had also landed a call back. I sat in the waiting room for almost an hour before they called my name. I was so nervous that I ended up forgetting my lines during my first read. Thankfully, they gave me a second read. But it wasn’t great.  

    And I was just about to leave when I remembered what my friend told me: ‘If it is a woman in the room, just flirt with her. Film woman are all horny as hell.’ And I would have thought that he was kidding when he told me that, had I not already tested his theory a few weeks before.  

    I managed to land one of the best agents in town. How did I land one of the best agents in town? She was an older woman. It was the day my friend gave me that little bit of advice. The meeting with the agent didn’t go great, but I ended it by telling her that I loved her dress. 

    “Thank you,” she said with a little rosy-cheeked smile. 

    Then my heart bounced as I built up the courage to say, “I’d love to see under it.” I winked at her and then I watched as her eyes became wide. I thought that I’d ruined my chance of landing a decent agent. I thought that I’d ruined my chance of having an acting career. I was ready to call my friend and cuss him out. But then, the agent went to her door and turned the lock. She turned to me and said, “Let’s be quick.”  

    So I fucked the agent, who was now my agent. And now I was eating out a producer, who was about to be the producer of my television show. So it really was true: you can fuck your way to the top. I fucked my way into a top agency. That agency got me a top audition, and now I was fucking my way into a roll. What was next? Would I fuck my way onto the big screen? Could I fuck my way into a Bradley Cooper movie? How far could I fuck myself? 

    The producer’s slit was wet and dripping onto the bed. She moaned and squirmed as I plunged my tongue in and out. She clamped her thick thighs against my head and squeezed, reaching down and grabbing my hair with her recently painted fingernails. “Just like that,” she said. My nose was nestled into her thinning pubic hair. She was grinding her wet cunt against my face, loving every second of our time together. But it still felt a bit weird. She was still old enough to be my grandmother. “Don’t stop,” she said. So I didn’t stop. I just kept the image of myself standing on a big-budget set in my mind while she mashed her clit against my face, smearing her warm wetness all over my lips.  

    And I wondered: could I fuck my way to the very top? All of those actors who win Academy Awards—who are they fucking? This wasn’t so bad—I could do this with a new cougar every couple of weeks. In fact, it was kind of hot. I could see myself developing a thing for older women. 

    But what if I had to fuck a dude? What if there was some big gay Harvey Weinstein character at the next checkpoint in my career? I shuddered at the thought of having to go down on some large hairy man. I pushed that thought out from my head. I would see how far I could go fucking women, and I’m sure that would be enough.  

    “Are you going to fuck me or what?” the producer asked. 

    So I crawled up on top of her and I gently pinned her wrists at her sides as I slid my erection up the length of her wet slit. Her hands were clammy, as if she’d recently moisturized. I noticed a couple of rings on her ring finger, and I realized I was fucking some dude’s wife. Hopefully he wasn’t nearly as powerful as she was.  

    I didn’t have to use my hand to get my cock into her cunt. And I didn’t have to push very hard to penetrate her pussy. She looked tight—but she wasn’t very tight, especially on the inside. Though she was unbelievably wet, as if she’d just come down a waterslide. Every time I pumped her, her pussy made a squishing noise, and after just a few pumps I could feel moist spattering against my thighs. Her stiff tits were trying hard to bounce on her chest. It wasn’t until I was hovering over top of her that I noticed her nipples were pointed in slightly different directions, as if the plastic surgeon had made a little mistake when putting her back together. I didn’t mind. My cock was still rock hard.  

    My heart was still pounding with excitement. In just a few days, I would be on a real TV set, playing a real character on a real show—not just some walk-on character with one or two lines. I would actually get to chat with the director and I would have my own trailer. I would be living my dream. Though I still didn’t know what the show was about… My agent said it was something like a ‘modern day Game of Thrones’, whatever that means. Who cares what it means? It was a huge opportunity and a huge paycheque. And I just had to finish fucking this old lady to get there.  

    She groaned and threw her head back. Her chest heaved and her body convulsed. She was coming. She pressed her loose thighs against my hips and tried to push her hips up off the California-King mattress. I kept fucking, pounding down harder and harder, proving just how badly I wanted this part.  

    Then I felt the warm tingling. Colours flashed in my eyes as my legs trembled. Suddenly, I was filling her post-menopause cunt with a flood of hot cum. And she loved it. She groaned with the biggest smile on her face. After I pulled out, she stuck a finger into her stretched pussy and pulled out a fresh finger of my load. She brought it to her lips and tasted it. It was a strange sight, but I pretended like it turned me on.  

    I waited a moment before saying, “So I should be on set Monday morning, correct?”  

    She nodded her head. “The call sheet will go out tomorrow or the next day. A car will pick you up from the address you gave to the production.” 

    “Great!” I said, hopping to my feet. I went to grab my clothes so I could leave, but then she stopped me. 

    “Spend the night with me. You can hold me, and then maybe you can have your own sloppy seconds,” she said with a big grin. And I managed to force a big, fake smile. It was some of the best acting that I’d done in my entire career, and there wasn’t even a camera in the room. I put my clothes back down and I crawled back into the bed with her. And fifteen minutes later, I was sticking my cock back into her pussy. I could feel my old cum, squashing against my shaft—it was still warm in an off-putting way. But I still managed to fuck her senseless, and I still managed to come a second time. 

    




 

    [bookmark: CHAPTER2][bookmark: LIGHTS2]CHAPTER II 

    I still hadn’t read the script for the first episode. I’d hardly even read the e-mail from the assistant director, explaining the show’s shooting format. There was so much technical mumbo-jumbo. I just wanted to act. I didn’t want to think about technical details.  

    The production planned to shoot a new episode every week: five days per episode, shooting nine pages per day. I would have to memorize all of my next day’s lines each night, and according to that technically e-mail, there would be a few ten-hour turnarounds, which meant I had ten hours to get home, learn my lines, and sleep. But the production would provide three meals per day, and I had the option of sleeping in my trailer overnight, which was equipped with a twin bed.  

    They sent me the first twelve scripts in the mail: five hundred and forty pages of script. It was a heavy stack of paper, and my agent urged me to read all of it before agreeing to the show’s terms—but even the agreement contract was a heft twenty-page document, crammed with legal jargon. I just wanted to act. I just wanted to play Benny, the loveable best friend of the main character.  

    Ken Hurt was cast to play the main character—and yes, I do mean the Ken Hurt. I was so excited to meet him. I’d never met a famous person before. The man was friends with Tom Cruise for crying out loud! Maybe Tom would swing by the set one day and I would get to meet him too.  

    It was Sunday afternoon when I got that first call sheet, just fourteen hours before my call time. Along with the call sheet came my sides: an edited version of the script that only included my lines and the lines of the actors in my scenes. For my first day on set, I only had two short scenes, with only a few lines in each scene—still more than I’d ever had in my life. I spent the next couple of hours marching around my apartment memorizing the lines. Then I looked at that pile of scripts and wondered if I should at least read the script for the first episode, so I could understand the context of my first few lines.  

    But I was hungry, and I still had a few friends to call, to share the amazing news with. I didn’t end up getting around to that first script that evening. I didn’t read that script at all before I showed up on set that next morning.  

    The makeup girl that met me at the parking lot—called the ‘circus’—was a cutie. She was freshly out of cosmetic school—and it looked like she was also freshly out of high school. She had short black hair with straight bangs cut just over her eyes. She was tiny, child-sized, and she wore a tiny black dress, which only barely covered her young perky tush. She led me to her makeup trailer before I was even able to explore my own trailer, which was just two trailers down. She sat me down in front of a large mirror and then she started staring closely at my face, inspecting me, as if she was thinking very hard about which products to use on my face.  

    “I’m Dale, by the way,” I said. 

    She was slow to respond. “Katie,” she finally said. “I think I see what they’re going for here.” 

    “You see what they’re going for?”  

    She nodded her head. “The next few episodes should be interesting.” She nodded her head, as if she was agreeing with herself. “Luckily, today will be easy—just basic corrective. And your skin is pretty much clear, so we’re just going to brush on a bit of powder.”  

    “Okay—sounds good,” I said. I didn’t really know what she was talking about, but I didn’t bother asking. She seemed busy. Since we’d sat down, a few of the extras had streamed into her trailer, and they were all waiting patiently behind me to have powder brushed onto their faces. The assistant director kept appearing in the doorway every two minutes to ask for a time estimate, as if he couldn’t keep track of the time himself. And in case that wasn’t enough, Katie’s walkie-talkie kept crackling with various voices. “How’s makeup coming along?” “Is Hurt through makeup yet?” “Can we get Benny’s double on set.” “Benny—is he through makeup yet? B-Camera wants to get some inserts while we’re waiting. Is that possible?”  

    I was used to student film set: crews of three or four people, working slowly and meticulously. I wasn’t used to this fast-paced chaos. But I did my best to pretend like it was all good. I smiled and sauntered casually, making everyone think that I was a seasoned pro, and that I was meant to be on that set.  

    They got me in front of two cameras with a microphone dangling over my head. Crew members fluttered around me like moths for a minute, and then the king moth called out, “Let’s lock it down and go for picture!” and that sent all of the little moths scurrying away, behind the lights, leaving that set suddenly vacant. 

    Then, Ken Hurt stepped onto the set. He was tall in real life, and his body seemed to radiate a special aura. He was intimidating, with a big presence. His sudden existence seemed to make the whole set become quiet. I probably wasn’t the only one who grew up with him on my television screen. He was a famous child, appearing in some seriously big movies. He was the star of one of my favourite all-time childhood movies: Puck Boys. In that film, he led his hockey team to one of the greatest screen victories of all time, beating the young Russian team in overtime. And of course I know that the movie wasn’t real, and that they got a stunt double to do all of the skating scenes—which was about half of the movie—but that didn’t make me any less star struck when Ken Hurt stepped up in front of me and looked into my eyes.  

    “Okay, let’s skip rehearsal and go right to picture. I think everyone’s ready. Let’s roll sound.”  

    I suddenly forgot all of my lines. I could feel the gaze of every single crewmember staring at me—though I knew they were probably all looking at Ken. The pressure was intense. I was worried that I was about to vomit all over Ken’s chest. Would they fire me? If I couldn’t remember any of my lines, how long would it be before they brought in another actor to fill my role? Would it be done before the end of the day?  

    “And action!” the director yelled. Now the set was dead silent.  

    “So have you told your dad yet?” Ken said.  

    “My dad?” I said, confused. 

    Ken’s eyes narrowed. “You did talk to your dad—didn’t you?” 

    I stared at him, and then I looked around. Weren’t we supposed to be going for picture? Why was Ken asking me about my dad? Why did Ken even know anything about my dad?  

    “Benny—you’re acting funny. Is everything alright? You were going to talk to your dad. Did you talk to him yet, or what?”  

    “Cut!” the director shouted. “What the hell’s going on? Why isn’t Benny talking?” 

    And then I realized Ken was doing the scene. He was supposed to ask if I talked to my dad, then I was supposed to tell him that I hadn’t. Those were the lines. But Ken’s acting was so good that I thought he was just casually chatting with me at the worst possible time. 

    “I’m so sorry,” I said. “I just—I blanked. It won’t happen again.”  

    “Okay, let’s roll sound and try again.” 

    “Sound is speeding!” 

    “Camera’s rolling!” 

    “Scene twelve, take two!” 

    “Mark it!” 

    The slate clapped and we were alone on the set again. Ken looked into my eyes and said, “So have you told your dad yet?”  

    I shook my head. “Not yet,” I said. I still couldn’t believe that Ken Hurt was talking to me. Ken Hurt was looking into my eyes. We were working together. It was a dream come true! I could still picture that iconic scene: Ken gets the breakaway pass and darts down the middle of the ice. The crowd stands up and the place becomes silent. He nearly trips on his broken blade, but somehow he manages to stay up on his feet— 

     “Benny?” Ken said. “Earth to Benny—you in there?”  

    “Um, yeah—sorry—say that again,” I said. 

    He sighed. “I said: you’re going to have to tell your dad at some point. He’s going to be mad, but you have to do it.”  

    “Yeah, yeah, I’ll get around to it. I just—I need some more time,” I said. 

    “I ran into Marsha at the store the other day. She was asking about you.” 

    “What did you tell her?” I said. 

    “I told her to ask you. I still don’t know what I’m allowed to say.”  

    “I’ll reach out to her at some point.” 

    Ken scoffed. “At some point,” he said. “Just like with your dad?”  

    And that was the scene. I just finished doing a scene with one of my childhood heroes. I had to strain to fight away the smile. The director finally yelled cut and I was able to let that grin crack. We had to do the scene again because of my fuck up at the beginning—but the third take went smoothly, and then we were moving onto a new angle, and then a new scene.  

    Ken didn’t stick around to chat with me. Once they were setting up for a new scene, he was gone, off to his trailer to be by himself. So I did the same thing. I wanted to be just like him. I wanted to be on that same professional playing field that he was on… And technically, I was. We had identical trailers and we were acting in the same show. Of course, he had a bigger role than me and he was being paid much more—but still, we were there together, and surely that meant something.  

    My next scene was much smoother than my first. It was a simple scene, where I see my dad on the street. He walked over to me and asked, “What’s new?” I shrugged my shoulders and said, “Nothing at all.” 

    “You still with that girl?” he asked.  

    I shook my head. “No. We split up.” 

    “Why? Your mother loved her. C’mon, Benny—you can’t keep disappointing your mother like this.”  

    “Alright, dad. I’ll see you later. I have to get to a meeting.”  

    And that was my final scene for the day. One of the production assistants led me to a car and then I was en-route home while dozens of crewmembers buzzed around set, burning off the last of their coffee-energy.  

    The driver of the car was a Middle Eastern man with a thick accent. He didn’t say much, until we were just a few blocks from my apartment. Then he broke his silence and asked, “Are you one of the actors?” 

    “I sure am,” I said. “Are you one of the drivers?”  

    He laughed at my dumb joke. “I was just hired this morning. I’ll be your driver all week. My name is Mohammed.”  

    “Nice to meet you, Mohammed. I’m Dale.”  

    “So what’s this TV show about, Dale?” he asked as we pulled up to my apartment building. 

    I opened my mouth to reply, and then I remembered that I still had no idea what the show was about. I thought for a moment, stuttering slightly, and then I said, “It’s like a drama about friends.” 

    “So like the show, Friends, but not funny?” he asked. 

    “I guess kind of like that. And there are some companies that are fighting. I work for one of the companies, but my best friend works for another one. To be honest with you, Mohammed: I’m not too sure myself. I still have to read through the scripts.”  

    “Well I’m sure it will do very well,” he said.  

    I got out from the car and made my way up to my apartment. And as I was climbing the stairs, I found myself trying to figure out the answer to my driver’s question: what was the show about? I really didn’t have any clue. What was the deal with my character and his dad? What was it that my character was supposed to be telling him?  

    When I got up to my apartment, I had a new e-mail in my inbox: tomorrow’s call sheet. I looked at the scenes and then I grabbed the episode script. I flipped through to the scenes I had to memorize. And then I became cold and speechless as a lump formed in my throat. In the scene, I was dressed in lingerie and a wig. The scene opened with me putting on makeup, and then Ken walked in. He came up to me and kissed me, even though I wasn’t quite finished with my eyeliner.  

    So that was the secret I was keeping from my father: I was a cross-dressing homosexual—or possibly a transgender. Maybe I should have read the script before agreeing to the show. And now I was in a horribly awkward position.  

    I couldn’t just drop out of the production now. A thousand man-hours had already been spent on that first day—and probably close to a hundred thousand dollars of production money. If I dropped out, I would probably never find work again. I would be blacklisted. But I couldn’t let my friends and family watch me dolled up like a chick, making out with a dude! When I decided I wanted to be an actor, I wanted to be like Bruce Willis. I wanted to swing from buildings and I wanted to shoot guns and say cool one-liners. I didn’t want to play a closet homosexual!  

    




 

    [bookmark: CHAPTER3][bookmark: LIGHTS3]CHAPTER III 

    I called my agent. “Do I really have to do this? Can’t they do re-writes or something?” I asked. “Please tell me they can get a double in for me—right? It’s not actually going to be me dressed up like a girl.” 

    “I told you to read the scripts before you signed the agreement,” my agent said. 

    “Well I didn’t, okay? So sue me.” 

    “Well if you drop out now, they’re going to sue you. So you’re going to show up on set for your call time tomorrow and you’re going to wear whatever the wardrobe department wants you to wear, and you’re going to let the makeup girl put whatever she wants on your face. And you aren’t going to complain, unless you want to throw your whole career into the gutter. Is that what you want?”  

    I groaned. Why did no one tell me about this before I signed those papers? They couldn’t seriously expect me to read all of those scripts between my callback and my meeting with the producers. No one could read that much in such a short period of time!  

    “I don’t want to kiss another man,” I said. 

    “It’s part of being an actor. You want to open doors to other roles, then you’ll kiss whoever they tell you to kiss.” 

    “But Ken is my childhood hero!” I said. 

    “So what? Get over it,” my agent said, and then she hung up the phone. And I was starting to think that she knew about the whole gay aspect of my character before she even sent me out for the audition.  

    I went to my bed and I threw myself down. I planted my face deep into my pillow and I groaned loudly. I was going to look so stupid. My friends would mock me endlessly. My parents were going to be so disappointed in me. They wanted me to go to business school, but I begged them to send me to acting school instead. That was already enough shame for them. Now they would have to deal with having all of their friends seeing their son making out with a man on camera, while dressed in what the script described as ‘sexy lingerie’. I groaned again.  

    And I didn’t sleep much that night. I paced around my apartment, trying to think of some sort of solution to this nightmare. Maybe I could go to the producer whose pussy I ate and fucked repeatedly, and I could beg her to get a double in my place. Then I could warm my parents, and make sure they knew they were about to see a double, and not me at all.  

    It was around midnight when I decided to take a peek at the other scripts. I went to that deep box and pulled them out. I flipped through the many pages, finding my scenes. I had lots of scenes in episode eight—and I was a chick in all of them. By episode ten, I didn’t have any male scenes left. My character was set to become a full-fledged woman. So I couldn’t tell my family that a double was doing my female scenes—then they would just assume that I was lying or unemployed!  

    But it was a scene in episode two that made my heart sink into my stomach. I had a sex scene with Ken, set in an office. The scriptwriter described us as naked, rubbing our crotches together. ‘We don’t see their penises, but we do see their hips grinding,’ the writer wrote. ‘Ken teases Benny’s nipples with the tip of his tongue,’ was another line. I felt sick. How were they going to film that scene? What kind of protection could they put on us so that our cocks wouldn’t actually be touching? We were on top of a desk—with no blankets or clothes. And the writer kept describing wide shots… 

    I ran to my computer and did some research. ‘How do they film sex scenes in movies,’ I asked Google.  

    I found a filmmaking website with the answer I was looking for—and the answer I was dreading. ‘Most films use special angles to hide the action. Usually, directors will have the actors covered by blankets. But in wide shots where there is nothing covering the talent, usually the actors are really pressed together and naked. They understand that it’s just for the shot, so there’s usually not any arousal. But sometimes actors do get aroused. Professionals understand that rubbing can cause arousal, so they know not to judge.’  

    So unless the production had some sort of special harness, I would be rubbing cocks with Ken Hurt, my childhood hero. 

    I didn’t get any sleep that night. I read through the many scripts. Episode two wasn’t the only episode with a sex scene. There was another scene, where I cheat on Ken with my boss. And again, the scene was described with wide shots. He takes me from behind and rams me while ‘Benny moans in ecstasy’. The writer even described my butt cheeks rippling from the impact of my boss’ pelvis. I nearly gagged.  

    So not only was my character a transitioning transgender—he was also a complete whore. It was 4:00 AM, two hours before my call time, when I found myself in front of my bathroom mirror, staring at my reflection, trying to figure out how stupid I was going to look. Maybe I would get lucky and the show would be cancelled before the second episode even aired. Or maybe something would happen with the production and none of these episodes would air. Wouldn’t that be perfect? Or maybe the show would get sold to another TV channel, in some other country, so none of my friends would ever see it. A man can hope, right?  

    Mohammed buzzed my apartment at 5:55 AM. I was exhausted as I crawled into his sleek black car. “How did you sleep, Mr. Dale?” he asked with his thick accent. 

    “Just fine,” I said with a hoarse voice.  

    “Are you ready for another day of filming?” He was chipper, as if he’d slept for twelve hours and subsequently consumed four cups of strong coffee.  

    “As ready as I’ll ever be,” I said. My body felt colder and colder as we became closer and closer to the set. My mind was spinning. We were only filming the kiss scene today, but I knew what was coming.  

    When we pulled onto the lot, I saw that little makeup girl waiting for me. She watched as the car pulled up and came to a stop, and then she waited by my back door—waiting for me to emerge. But I was too afraid. I wanted to stay in that car forever. I didn’t want to show my face. I didn’t want anyone to see how humiliated I already was.  

    “Do you need me to open your door, Mr. Dale?” Mohammed asked. 

    “No, Mohammed,” I said. “I can do it. I just need a second.”  

    “Okay. I think they’re waiting for you though.”  

    “I know, Mohammed,” I said. I slowly reached for that door handle. I wanted to throw up. I didn’t want to know what I would look like as a tranny slut. But I had to think of those doors that my agent was talking about: the opportunities that would be created for this little portion of humiliation. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. Maybe none of my friends would even tune into the show. I was pretty sure that none of my friends had watched any of the student movies that had been tossed up on YouTube—so why would they watch this? And as for my parents—I could just tell them not to watch… They would listen, right?  

    Katie tapped on the window. “You coming out? We’ve only got thirty minutes before they need you on set.”  

    I groaned one last time, and then I opened that door.  
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    I closed my eyes as soon as I was in the makeup chair. People kept filtering in and out of that makeup trailer, getting their faces touched up by the other artists—but Katie was assigned to me and only me for that morning. She worked quickly but carefully. I felt her many products gliding over my face. It was hard not to twitch when she was drawing on my eyelids. And she kept saying things like, “Oh, this is starting to come together,” and, “you’re looking so good.” But I didn’t believe her for a second. I didn’t want to open my eyes and see my embarrassing face.  

    By ‘good’, I assumed that she meant that I looked like a ridiculous tranny. Was that not the goal? Maybe this was a comedy and my ridiculous appearance was supposed to be the comic relief.  

    “How close are we with Benny?” a male voice asked behind me. 

    “She’s five minutes away,” Katie said. Then that same voice crackled through the walkie-talkies: “Benny is five away! Over!” Did I just hear Katie say ‘she’? Were they doing that for me—because they thought it would help me get into character? Or did they really think that I was suddenly a girl? 

    And I still hadn’t opened my eyes. I was too afraid. They were better off shut. Maybe I could keep them closed for the rest of the day. Maybe Katie could draw pupils on the backs of my eyelids.  

    “Okay. You need to get into wardrobe quickly,” Katie said.  

    “Hey, Benny. I’m here to take you to wardrobe,” said another female voice behind me. But I was still too afraid to open my eyes and face my fate. I wanted to stay blind. I didn’t want to know how embarrassing I looked. 

    But I knew the humiliation was inevitable, so I forced my eyes open. And then I found myself staring at my reflection. And shockingly, I kind of looked like a chick. My eyes appeared large and bright. My lips looked full and my cheekbones were prominent, thanks to a bit of contouring. I had to reach up and feel my skin, to make sure Katie hadn’t slipped a prosthetic mask onto my face. But that was really my face—though it wasn’t really my hair. It was a blonde wig with straight-cut bangs. It was cute, covering my forehead, making me look a little bit more like a girl.  

    “Benny—c’mon. We’re running behind,” said the costume girl, calling me by my character name. I stood up slowly, keeping my gaze glued to the mirror. I just couldn’t believe that I actually looked like a chick.  

    Did that old producer woman know that I would look like a chick? Is that why she cast me? And was it better that I looked like a legit woman? Or did that just make this whole thing even more embarrassing? No—I don’t think it made it more embarrassing, though it didn’t make it any less embarrassing. I’d already reached maximum embarrassment.  

    The costume trailer was three doors down from the makeup trailer: a short walk that took a lifetime. Buzzing crewmembers slowed down to look at me. Gazes from all directions fell upon me, making my skin crawl with coldness. One of the grips even stopped and stared right into my eyes. I had to look away quickly as my heart stuttered.  

    I felt relieved once I was inside the costume trailer, alone with that single girl. “Take off your clothes,” she said bluntly as she started searching through a long rack. I noticed my name printed on a tag on the end of that rack. Were all those outfits for me? There were a few male shirt and pairs of pants at one end, but the vast majority of the rack consisted of dresses, skirts, and lingerie. Now I knew why that original actor dropped out after the pilot got picked up for an actual series—he was probably hoping that it wouldn’t, or maybe this transgender thing was added once the series got the green light. 

    The girl pulled a tiny red dress off the rack. “Put this on,” she said, even though I was still wearing my clothes. Her eyes narrowed and she gasped. “What are you doing?” she snapped. “I told you to get undressed! Are you trying to get me fired? Because they’re going to fire me—not you. Please—take off your clothes!” Her face was turning red. So I quickly pulled my shirt off, and then I slipped down my pants. “Boxers too—c’mon. I’ll need to find you a pair of panties.” She started digging through little drawers frantically.  

    I awkwardly pulled down my boxers. I felt so exposed and vulnerable—and that feeling only got worse once I started wriggling into that tight red dress. It wasn’t even long enough to cover my dangling cock. I held a hand between my legs until the costume girl gave me a pair of red panties, which matched the dress. I slipped them up quickly, happy to have something holding my cock from dangling down in plain sight.  

    And now she was holding out a pair of heels. “Put these on. Quick. They’re coming for you.”  

    I really didn’t want to be dressed up like a chick. And I really didn’t want to wear a pair of high-heels. But more than anything, I didn’t want to get anyone in trouble—not even that costume girl who had a terribly annoying, high-strung personality.  

    The shoes fit surprisingly well, though I nearly fell over as soon as I tried to stand. I grabbed onto the edge of a nearby counter and gasped. 

    The costume girl sighed. “Please tell me you know how to walk in those.”  

    “Why the hell would I?” I said. 

    “Hmm, let me think…” she said, scratching her chin in a condescending way. “Oh right! Because you were cast to play a girl, maybe?”  

    I was liking her less and less. And I was almost tempted to take the shoes and the dress off, just to get her into trouble. But I bit down on my tongue and tried to remain professional. Ken Hurt would remain professional under the same circumstances, so that’s what I did.  

    I tried to stand upright, wobbling slightly as I extended my arms out to my sides for balance. I took a step and nearly twisted my ankle. I heard the costume girl scoff behind me, but I fought back the urge to look back and give her a dirty look. I took another step. This one wasn’t so bad. And then I took another. Maybe the heels weren’t so bad. Maybe I would get used to them after a few minutes.  

    I took a step towards the door and then the assistant direction appeared in the doorway. “Is Benny ready? Can we take her to set?” He looked into my eyes and then he looked down my body. “Is that hair? Didn’t you shave her legs? She can’t be on camera like this. And her armpits! You didn’t shave her at all!” The assistant director slipped into the trailer and slammed the door behind him. He grabbed his walkie-talkie and said, “We’re two minutes away—there’s been a delay in the costume department.”  

    “What? So that’s my job now?” the costume girl said with her hands on her hips. 

    “I don’t care—just do it!” the assistant director said. “Go grab a razor and some shaving cream. Get it done!” He buzzed for assistance, and then ten seconds later, I was being swarmed by girls with shaving cream and razors. They were all working on different parts of my body. One girl was on her knees with her hands under my skirt. She grabbed my package and lifted it up so that she could shave underneath it. I’d never felt more humiliated and violated in my life. I was starting to wonder if being an actor really was something that I wanted in life. Maybe accounting was more my speed.  

    “Okay, now let’s get her to set! Quickly!” the assistant director shouted. Everyone fluttered away, like a pack of seagulls being chased off. I looked down at my smooth legs. They were strangely shiny.  

    Someone grabbed my wrist and started pulling me towards set. My mind was racing too fast that I couldn’t even process who was pulling me—maybe the AD, or maybe the costume girl—or maybe just a PA looking for a raise.  

    I saw the crowd of crewmembers appearing in the distance. They were all standing, all waiting, and now they were all looking at me. My legs trembled and tried to collapse. I took a deep breath in and my whole body felt suddenly cold. I felt naked in that little dress. I kept reaching down to make sure it was covering my cock—and to make sure the little panties were still holding my cock in place.  

    The set light seemed brighter than ever before. I squinted as I stumbled onto the set. Then I saw Ken standing by the doorway, ready to do the scene. He looked at me with wide eyes, up and down my body—and then I realized I hadn’t quite reached the climax of my humiliation before—that was happening now. My childhood hero was seeing me in a wig and high heels. And if he was ever going to remember me, this was probably the image he would have in his mind. I felt so stupid, and I was starting to feel very ill as well.  

    “Okay people!” the director shouted. “We’re way behind schedule this morning, so we have to be efficient. I have a lot of shots I want to get. So we’re going to skip rehearsal and the actors are going to nail this scene. So let’s get quiet on set so we can get started.” That silence came quickly. Now, I swear I could hear my heart pounding into my ribcage. “Someone show Benny to her first position!” the director shouted. And there was that ‘her’ again; the more I heard it, the more my gut turned.  

    Someone guided me to a green X on the ground. Then the assistant camera hopped in with the slate. “Scene fourteen, take one!” 

    “Mark it!” 

    The slate clapped and the set cleared.  

    “Everyone quiet—and action!” the director shouted.  

    And I quickly tried to remember what I was supposed to do. I closed my eyes for a second and remembered that I was supposed to be getting ready. I turned and saw the mirror: my own dolled up reflection. There was a clean makeup brush sitting on the little desk, so I picked it up. Then I looked up at myself again. I brought that brush to my face, and then I gently started brushing my left cheek. I saw the camera in the mirror, moving in closer on its track. And then I saw Ken approaching from my right. I looked over. 

    “Are you finally going out?” he asked. 

    I shook my head. “No,” I said, putting on my best female voice. And then I tried desperately to remember the rest of my line. “I—uh—I’m doing this for you.”  

    “Why don’t you come out with me? No one will recognize you.”  

    “Why don’t you come to the bedroom with me?” I put my hands on his shoulders. My heart dropped into my stomach as I looked into his eyes. He was looking down at my chest. He gently moved his hands up and down my sides, sending chills through my body.  

    “What about Tony?” he said.  

    “Tony isn’t here, is he?” I leaned forward and closed my eyes. I puckered my lips and then I felt his lips press against mine.  

    I was kissing a man. I’d gone twenty years without letting a hint of gayness into my life—and now I was practically drowning in it. And the kiss wasn’t ending. He was really kissing, gently sucking my bottom lip while his nose nestled in comfortably against mine. His hands gently clutched my sides. The director wasn’t yelling cut. Why wasn’t he yelling cut? How much kissing could he take?  

    I had to keep acting. I couldn’t just stand still like a fool. I so started moving my hands up and down his body. He was rigid and muscular under his clothes. I could feel the subtle bumps of his ribs, and then I could feel the bulging of his shoulder muscles.  

    A bit of his tongue gently slipped into my mouth, rendering me frozen. Was he just method acting—or was he enjoying the kiss a little bit too much? The camera couldn’t see that tongue, so why push it forward? What was I supposed to do with it? I wanted to spit it out and wipe my face, but I didn’t want to ruin the scene. Why wasn’t this goddamn scene ending? 

    Finally, the director called cut. And he was happy with the shot. “Let’s move on!” he said with excitement. But that wasn’t the end of the kissing. He wanted to get four more shots of that same scene: different angles of that long kiss. And for the next shots, we weren’t so lucky to get it perfectly in the first take. “Let’s get a second take for the camera!” the director said. “Let’s get a third for sound. Apparently the lavs are muffled.” I lost track of how many times I kissed Ken Hurt that morning—at least fifteen times.  

    And that was my only scene for the day. I only had one other scene that week—just the four scenes in that first episode.  

    Mohammed drove me home after I was finished lunch—and after I’d cleaned off my makeup and changed into my male clothes. “How was shooting today, Mr. Dale?” he asked. 

    “Fine,” I said. But my voice was far from convincing. 

    “Did something bad happen?” he asked, apparently picking up on the dread in my voice.  

    “No. Everything went fine. They’re on schedule and they got exactly what they wanted.”  

    “That’s good, Mr. Dale. No?”  

    “I guess so,” I said, sinking into my seat.  

    “You have a few days off now, no?” he asked. 

    “One day off,” I said. 

    “Well, if you need me. Here’s my card. My number is on the back.” He handed me his card and I slipped it into my pocket.  

    I could still taste Ken on my lips. I could still feel the sensitivity on my chin from his rubbing stubble beard. I’d just spent my whole morning making out with a man while dressed like a chick. And now, I had one week to prepare myself for much worse. In one week, Ken and I would be rubbing our naked bodies together for a simulated sex scene. 
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    Memories from that morning on set tormented me for the next twenty-four hours. I showed and brushed my teeth multiple times, but I could still taste Ken on my lips, and I could still smell his musk on my body. I was starting to think that it was just in head—lingering permanently in the front of my mind.  

    But it was the next night—the night before my final day on set for that first episode—when I remembered what my agent told me: a professional actor sometimes has to do things that he doesn’t want to do. Sure, this character made me uncomfortable, but it was creating opportunities. Now I had a credit on a TV show that would play on actual TV channels—channels that people around the country actually got, and not just obscure public television channels. I wasn’t the first straight actor to kiss a man on camera. Hell—some people won Oscars for playing homosexuals. Maybe I would win some awards for my portrayal of a transitioning trans chick.  

    If I was going to win any awards, I was going to have to learn to bite my tongue a little bit harder. I was going to have to get used to the idea of being a chick on a TV show, and I was going to have to learn to be comfortable with people seeing me in drag.  

    I found myself thinking about the actor who got me into acting: James Raco. He had multiple Academy Awards and he was always playing big characters. No two roles were ever the same for James Raco. He was apparently an intense actor. Actors who worked with him called him ‘strange’ and ‘quirky’, and he embraced that strangeness. And maybe it was time for me to take a page from James Raco’s book.  

    So I called up Mohammed and asked if he could take me to set. He was at my apartment ten minutes later. “Did they change the schedule, Mr. Dale?” he asked as I stepped into his car. 

    “No—I just wanted to spend a few hours on set,” I said. “To get ready for tomorrow and next week.”  

    “Sure thing, Mr. Dale.” He took me to set. They were in the process of shooting scenes that didn’t involve my character. Everyone was busy, as usual. I wondered if that set ever died down, or if it was crawling with caffeine-fuelled crewmembers twenty-four hours of the day. I was lucky to be an actor and not a grip or a PA. Some of those guys must have been working eighteen hours shifts! 

    No one noticed me sauntering through set towards the makeup trailer. The trailer was empty as a shot was underway. Katie was probably on standby for final touches. So I just let myself in and I sat down in my usual spot. The desk was covered in makeup supplies—far more than I knew what to do with. But I needed to learn, because every girl knows how to do her own makeup. So how could I play a convincing girl if I didn’t even know what ‘primer’ was for?  

    I spent the next two hours in that trailer while they nailed off shots on the nearby set. I read the directions on all of the products, and I experimented on my face, cleaning myself off constantly as I screwed up over and over. I was surprised when two of the makeup girls returned to the trailer with actors, and they didn’t even seem to notice me as the actors took different seats. I just kept practising. 

    And after two hours, my work wasn’t nearly as good as Katie’s, seeing as I didn’t go to school for cosmetics, but I was still impressed. I managed to get a similar dark look around my eyes. I even did a pretty good job at matching Katie’s contouring around my cheekbones.  

    I got into my wig and then I sauntered over to the costume trailer. I got a few looks from passing crewmembers, but I pretended not to notice—though my legs still trembled and my heart still ached. I needed to get used to that feeling. I needed to overcome my humiliation for the sake of my acting career. If I wanted to be one of the greats, I was going to have to learn to handle my vulnerability better.  

    The costume trailer was empty. I went over to my rack and I picked out a dress. It was a green cocktail dress. I had no idea which scene it was for, but it didn’t matter. It would do fine for my little practise session.  

    I got into the dress and then I found a pair of black strappy heels. I finished the outfit with a bit of costume jewellery, and then I stepped out of the trailer, back into the open where everyone could see me. And once again, I got a few looks. But instead of turning my gaze towards the ground, I forced myself to look into their eyes. I forced myself to smile back at the curious crewmembers, and then I forced myself to casually stroll over to the craft service table. A few male extras were grazing on snacks when I walked up. One of them looked over at me and smiled. “Hey there,” he said. 

    I smiled and nodded. “Hi,” I said, with my feminine voice. I was prepared for him to snicker, but I was surprised when he held himself together.  

    “Are you an extra or one of the actresses?” he asked. 

    I grabbed a bagel and popped it into the toaster. “I’m just visiting the set,” I said. 

    “A producer?” he asked. 

    I shook my head. “Just visiting.”  

    He nodded his head. “Well you’re pretty enough to be one of the actresses,” he said with a little wink. And still, he wasn’t snickering. Did he actually think that I was a chick? Could he not tell from my appearance or my voice that I was a dude in a dress? He stepped closer to me. “You know, before I became an extra, I would do the same thing. I would just walk onto sets and eat the food, and I would try to spot famous actors—just like you’re doing.” 

    I nodded my head, waiting for my bagel to finish. 

    “One time I saw Tom Cruise,” he said. “You know that they can’t actually kick you off the set when you’re on public property? They can kick you off if you’re on private property, of course. But if they’re filming on the street—there’s nothing they can do. But they’ll pretend like they own the place. They’ll tell you to leave, as if they’re allowed to. But they’re really not. I’m Walt, by the way.” He extended his hand out towards me. “You know who’s on this set? Ken Hurt. I saw him a couple of times. He only leaves his trailer when he’s going to set. But I bet he’d let a girl like you into his trailer.”  

    “Ken Hurt, huh?” I said.  

    “Yeah. The Ken Hurt. I heard he made out with some gay dude yesterday. I don’t think he’s gay though. He doesn’t come across as gay to me.” 

    And I realized in that moment that Walt really had no clue that he was talking to a man. My bagel popped. I quickly spread on some peanut butter, and then I excused myself from our conversation. I had nowhere to go, but I wanted to keep going. I wanted to continue my practise—with the heels and with my mannerisms. I found myself watching the actual actresses on the set. I studied the way they walked and the way they sat. Even the way they reached for door handles was different: careful and elegant. I tried to mimic they way they maneuvered the set.  

    Then I noticed the crowd forming across the street from where the crew was filming. People were coming to try and catch a glimpse of Ken Hurt. They had their phone cameras out and they were eagerly nudging one another for the best possible spot.  

    Suddenly, one of them pointed at me, and then everyone turned to look at me. More fingers pointed in my direction, and I suddenly became rigid. Did they recognize me? Or were they pointing at me because they thought I looked ridiculous?  

    “Hey,” a voice said behind me. I turned around and saw Ken walking towards me. “Do we have a scene together today?” 

    It took a moment to break free from my paralysis. The crowd wasn’t pointing and staring at me—they were pointing and staring at Ken, of course. “No,” I said. “I just came to, uh, try and get into character.”  

    He nodded his head. “Smart,” he said. “That’s rare these days. Most of the actors I work with just learn their lines ten minutes before filming and they spend the rest of their time playing video games in their trailers. It’s nice to see someone committed to their role.”  

    I smiled. “Thanks,” I said. Did I just receive a compliment from one of my childhood heroes? I wondered if the makeup was hiding my blushing cheeks.  

    He smiled and nodded and then he continued towards set. A warm sensation was left buzzing inside of my chest. I felt strangely proud and unnaturally confident. I walked over to a window to look at my reflection, and I saw that my face had turned a shade of dark red.  

    Then I noticed Walt standing nearby, leaning against one of the trailers. He was staring at me with a big grin. “So did he invite you back to his trailer or what?” he asked. 

    I laughed. “Nothing like that,” I said. And then I remembered why I was on set: to get into character. But there was more to my character than just looking like a chick.  
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    I opened the door to my trailer and I let Walt in. He stepped in slowly and looked around carefully. “How did you know this trailer would be empty?” he asked.  

    “The actor I belongs to isn’t on set today,” I said.  

    He looked around with bright eyes while nodding his head. “It’s spacious. It’s bigger than the trailer they stuff all of us extras into.”  

    “So you’re just on set today, right?” I asked.  

    “Yeah. They only let you work as an extra once, sadly,” he said. “Tomorrow, I’ll be on that Marvel superhero movie they’re shooting on the other end of town. I’m going to be ‘Guy cowering from explosion’.”  

    I closed the door to my trailer and I flicked the lock. I went over to the mirror to check my makeup. My face was still a shade of dark red. My heart was pounding hard and fast. I closed my eyes for a moment and tried to figure out what the hell I was doing. Why did I just bring a stranger into my trailer?  

    And then I remembered: I was trying to get into my character, and my character was supposed to be a slut. She was supposed to approach sex casually and calmly—and there was no way that I was going to accurately portray that on film without a bit of practise.  

    But what did I plan on doing with Walt? Was I just trying to seduce him, and then once I had his interest, I would set him loose? It’s not like I actually planned to let him into my panties—did I? What would James Raco do? What would Ken Hurt do?  

    I looked away from the mirror and saw that Walk had already stripped off his shirt, and now he was getting out from his trousers. I paused as my heart skipped a beat. “What?” he said. “My scene is in fifteen minutes. We have to be quick.” 

    Did I tell him that we were coming to that trailer to fuck? Or did he just assume when I told him that I knew of an empty trailer?  

    “What’s wrong?” he asked. I was still standing still, consumed by frozen terror. I forced myself to take a deep breath in, and then I forced myself to smile.  

    “Nothing,” I said. 

    He shimmied his boxers down, revealing his short, thick cock. He was hairy, and his cock had more skin on it than it needed. I tried to swallow the thick lump in my throat, and then I tried to stop my mind from spinning in fast circles.  

    “Are you sure you want to do it?” I asked. 

    He laughed. “Of course I’m sure,” he said. “Look at you. You’re smoking hot. You’re probably the hottest girl I’ve ever been with.”  

    And I probably shouldn’t have taken it as a compliment, but I couldn’t help it. I ended up blushing. Then I looked down at his ugly cock. Could I do it? Could I force myself to touch it? Could I convincingly look interested in it? It was better that I get the nerves out of the way now, so that I wasn’t delaying the production again when it came to shooting my sex scene, which was just five days away now.  

    I stepped towards him and I looked up and down his hairy body. I tried not to gag at the thought of stroking his skin. I liked girls—not portly, hairy men. But would it make any difference once I was naked with Ken Hurt, in front of a whole crew? Would I be any more attracted to smooth muscles? What if Ken’s cock was just as fat and ugly? It was going to be rubbing against me, so I had to be ready for all the possibilities.  

    And maybe touching a cock wouldn’t be so bad. It’s just another part of the body, right? If anything, it’s cleaner than other parts of the body. It’s certainly cleaner than hands, and I let lots of people touch me with their hands. I slowly sunk down to my knees in front of Walk. I looked up at him and he looked down at me. I smiled and bit down on the edge of my tongue.  

    “Go ahead,” he said. 

    I looked down at his cock, which looked a bit like a deflated tube sock. I reached up for it and saw that my hand was trembling hard. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t stop my hand from shaking. I slipped my fingers around his loose skin and then I squeezed gently. His cock was warm. I gently pulled back, revealing his fat tip.  

    I bit down hard on my tongue again. If I could touch this man’s cock, then I could definitely endure a couple of hours naked on an office desk with Ken Hurt. But I didn’t just want to endure my time with Ken—I wanted it to look like I was enjoying that time. I was supposed to be a slut after all, and sluts love sex. So when I looked back up at Walk, I forced my dirtiest smile. I kept rubbing his fat cock. “Do you like that?” I asked with my most sensual voice. 

    “It’s nice,” he said.  

    I could feel his cock throbbing now: getting harder and longer. That loose skin was starting to stretch out, looking more and more normal. But his cock was extending to the side slightly, as if he spent a lot of his time jerking off with the same hand, permanently bending his shaft to his left.  

    I closed my eyes as my mind started spinning again. Was this really worth it? Was this really going to help with my performance? Or was I just doing something that I would end up regretting for the rest of my life? I opened my eyes and saw that his cock was long now: a lot longer than I thought it was going to get. It was thick, too—too thick for my short fingers to wrap around completely. I could feel lots of bulges along the long, uneven surface. It certainly wasn’t the smoothest cock.  

    “Suck it,” he said.  

    My stomach growled, as if it was threatening me, saying, ‘Don’t you dare suck that cock!’ But what else was I going to do? I couldn’t just sit on my knees jerking him off. Of course he was going to want more. So I closed my eyes, opened my mouth, and I started to lean forward. Regret came in tall, powerful waves: smashing into me hard. And that regret was always followed by a very short period of relief, knowing that this was going to make my performance better. And then came the period of questioning: Was this really going to help? And then that regret would come back, continuing the endless cycle. 

    His fat cock pressed through my lips. Thankfully, it didn’t have any taste to it, though I could feel his veins throbbing against my tongue. It was a weird feeling, but also strangely satisfying, knowing that those veins were throbbing for me. I was making him aroused. He was staring down at me with lust. It was the same strange satisfaction I got when I saw the wet pussy of that older producer woman. Her pussy was wet for me—and in a way, that was very flattering.  

    I ran the tip of my tongue down the length of his shaft. He let out a long, satisfied groan. Then, he reached down and put his fingers into my hair. My heart stammered, worried he would accidentally nudge off my wig. I had to remain still, so that he wouldn’t screw up my disguise. I kept sucking—carefully now. As I bobbed my head, my nose pressed down into his dishevelled pubic hair. Thank God he was clean.  

     “That feels so good,” he said with a deep groan. “Don’t stop.”  

    I pressed my lips tight around his member and I bobbed my head quickly. I used the tip of my tongue to stimulate that sweet spot under the tip of his cock. Suddenly, I could taste a drop of saltiness. Was it pre-cum? Was he getting closer to his orgasm? He let out another long groan.  

    And then I turned my gaze to the side, without spitting out his cock, and I saw my reflection in my closet mirror. It was a strange sight: me on my knees in front of a chubby man. I still couldn’t get over how girly I really looked, with my long blonde hair rolling over my shoulders, and that dark makeup around my eyes. I especially liked the sight of my smooth legs, planted firmly on that trailer floor. My feet looked cute in those heels. The heels were open-toed, making me wish that I had my toenails painted. Maybe that’s what I would do once I was finished sucking this man’s cock. And maybe I would get my fingernails done as well. Would the production notice the change?  

    Walt’s legs started to tremble. I could feel his cock bloating thick and twitching hard. He was about to come. I clutched the base of his shaft with my hand and then I braced myself for the upcoming cumshot. I knew it would taste gross, but it was better in my mouth than on my face. I didn’t want to redo all of my makeup—and I certainly didn’t want any getting into my hair. I wasn’t sure if that wig could even be washes, so I had to be careful. 

    “Shit,” he grumbled. I closed my eyes and tried to prepare myself—but nothing could prepare me for the blast I was about to receive in my mouth.  

    It came suddenly and it came hard. His shots were fast: bang, bang, bang! Each shot seemed to go in a different direction: against my left cheek, then my right, then the back of my throat, then the roof of my mouth. He groaned throughout his whole climax: an uninterrupted sound to accompany his orchestra of jizz. It was a bad taste—much worse than the salty appetizer he gave me a minute earlier. I wanted to spit that cum out immediately, but I didn’t want to ruin my makeup or my dress. I had to wait until he was finished unloading. 

    And once that last drop had joined the pool on my tongue, I spat out his cock and I ran over to my little sink. I bent over and then I carefully let his sticky substance fall down the drain. I had to spit and rinse to get it all out while Walt got himself dressed by my door.  

    “Well that was fun. I never got your name. We should do this again sometime. Maybe you can swing around that superhero set tomorrow.” 

     “Maybe,” I said, forcing a smile. That wave of regret was hitting me hard now.  

    Was it worth it? Or did I just do something that I would spend the rest of my life wishing I didn’t do? Did I even care about this role? I hardly even knew what this TV show was about for crying out loud! 

    But that was one thing about being a professional: it didn’t matter if it was a stupid public television show or if it was some epic Showtime masterpiece: a professional actor treats every show with the same level of professionalism and expertise. So maybe sucking that man’s ugly cock wasn’t such a bad thing.  

    Technically speaking, it was just another step in my process of sleeping my way towards the top.  

    




 

    [bookmark: CHAPTER7][bookmark: LIGHTS7]CHAPTER VII 

    I did as much preparation as I could before my sex scene the next week. I even snuck onto the set and stole a few outfits from my wardrobe rack, brought them home, and practised sauntering around my apartment like a girl. I even spent an entire night in one of the pieces of lingerie, sleeping with that soft satin against my skin. It was actually kind of nice, seeing as the satin was much softer than my sheets, and it was nicely fitted so it didn’t get bunch up like when I usually tried to wear clothes to bed.  

    I even took a few of my outfits onto the street. I walked around and tried to numb myself to the embarrassment of being seen by the public. But strangely, no one seemed to care—or maybe they just couldn’t tell that I wasn’t actually a chick. I even got a few casual smiles from people passing by. After being out for a couple of hours, my heart finally stopped pounding and I started to think: maybe casting me was a good call by that producer. Maybe I didn’t just get the part because I slept with her. I wasn’t sure if that was something to be proud of, or something to me terrified of… 

    But despite all of my preparation, nothing could prepare me for that sex scene with Ken. I thought I was ready and I was excited to show the director and Ken all of my hard work—and then the day came and my heart was slamming and stuttering all over again. I pulled myself out of bed slowly and realized I had cold beads of sweat all up and down the back of my neck. I got ready slowly, and at times I became lightheaded because I would stop breathing when I stopped thinking about breathing. 

    Was I really going to rub bodies with Ken in front of the whole crew? What if I got an erection? What would people think of me? What would Ken think of me? What if a take went on for too long and I ended up coming on him? Oh God—that would be so humiliating! I knew that they were going to frame the shots so that the cameras wouldn’t see our cocks—but that didn’t mean that the crew wouldn’t be able to see. The boom operator would still be standing feet away, from whatever angle was most convenient for the sound department.  

    Mohammed buzzed my apartment. I was slow to answer. “Mr. Dale—you’re going to be late for set. Are you not ready yet?” he asked with his thick accent. 

    “I’m coming down,” I said. And then I found myself frozen at my apartment door, with all of the same anxieties that I had before. Maybe all of that preparation was for nothing. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, remembering what an old mentor once told me. ‘Nervousness is good. It means that you’re excited.’ And was that true now? Was I excited? I certainly didn’t feel excited to rub cocks with my childhood hero—so what exactly was I excited about?  

    Mohammed zipped off the moment I was in the car, before I even had a chance to buckle up my seatbelt. His eyes were wide as he ran a few stop signs and blew through a couple of red lights. I held on tightly, feeling a little bit guilty. I knew that the production would blame him for my being late, and that was unfortunate. It certainly wasn’t his fault. If it was anyone’s fault, it was whoever wrote the episode—whoever wrote that sex scene in that office. Why couldn’t it just be a normal sex scene in a bed, with blankets?  

    Mohammed’s forehead was sweaty as he pulled up to the set. “I’m so sorry, Mr. Dale. You’re a few minutes late.” 

    “It’s okay, Mohammed,” I said. “I’ll see you this afternoon.” I got out from that car and could already feel the gazes turning towards me. I wasn’t even through makeup yet—but everyone knew what we were shooting. I saw a couple of grips carrying a desk towards the set: the desk that I would soon be laying on, with Ken on top of me.  

    Katie rushed up and grabbed me by the wrist. “You’re late,” she said, in case it wasn’t already obvious. “Let’s get you ready.” 

    This time, I watched as Katie did my makeup. I made careful note of which products she used and in which order she used them. I was surprised by how little of everything she was using: just a little flick of eyeliner and a little brushing of eye shadow. She hardly even touched my face with the blush, and she was very careful with the eyebrow filler. Apparently I was too heavy-handed with my own attempt. I ended up asking her how she got her eyeliner on so smoothly. 

    “The trick is to use your wrist while keeping your fingers still,” she said. Then she demonstrated the technique in the air. I tried to mimic the technique with my own invisible eyeliner. She looked at me curiously—it was the look I expected to get from everyone when I was out on the street the weekend before, but I was only just getting it for the first time now.  

    The costume girl was behind me, tapping her foot, waiting to take me away so that she wouldn’t get into trouble again. I followed her to her trailer and then watched as she ruthlessly dug around for an outfit. “Where is it?” she said. “It was right here—right at the end.” And then I remembered that I’d left a few outfits at my house.  

    “What are you looking for?” 

    “A little red dress. It’s just a tiny thing,” she said. 

    My heart stuttered. I had a little red dress lying next to my bed in my apartment. Was that the one she was looking for now? I took it off that rack—so it must have been. I forced a smile and pointed to a white dress on the other end of the rack. “What about that dress? Can I just wear that one?” 

    She sighed and shook her head. “I guess so. What other option do we have?” She snatched the white dress off the rack and thrust it towards me. “Get dressed—quickly.”  

    So I slipped out from my clothes—boxer shorts and all—and then I shimmied the dress up my body. “Thanks for shaving yourself,” the costume girl said. And then I felt embarrassed, forgetting until that moment that I’d shaved my legs the day before, while I was playing dress-up and trying to get into character.  

    “No worries,” I said, already using my girly voice, trying to get into the right headspace for the upcoming scene—even though I only had a single line.  

    The white dress was tight, but comfortable. It had a cute lace strip at the skirt and a cute lace strip up the middle, connecting the bit between my non-existent boobs. For my feet, the costume girl gave me a pair of lace-up gladiator boots, which I really adored. They made my legs look so sexy, and it was nice to know that I would still get to wear something during my sex scene—even if it was only a pair of boots.  

    “Let’s get Benny to set!” the assistant director’s voice crackled through the radio. “Shooting in five minutes!”  

    “Do you want me to tie a string around your dick?” the costume girl asked as I moved towards the door. The question took me by surprise. 

    “What?” I said. 

    “A string—around your dick. So that you don’t get hard.”  

    I felt my face turning red. I should have said yes, but I was suddenly flustered and embarrassed. “No—that’s fine,” I said. I didn’t want her to think that I was worried about getting erect with Ken. I didn’t want her thinking that I was even a little bit gay. But I really didn’t want to get an erection. I should have swallowed my pride and said yes.  

    




 

    [bookmark: CHAPTER8][bookmark: LIGHTS8]CHAPTER VIII 

    Ken wasn’t on the set when the assistant director told everyone to quiet down. “We’re going to go for picture. We’ve got a few angles to get through, so we need to be efficient this morning!” he said. I looked around for my scene partner, but he was nowhere to be seen. I was too afraid to ask the AD. I was too afraid to speak at all—even worried that I wouldn’t be able to say my single line before the sex scene started.  

    “Let’s get final touches!” the AD yelled. Katie rushed onto set and started brushing powder onto my face. Then she rushed away and the set became dead silent. “Let’s lock it up and roll sound!”  

    “Sound is speeding!” 

    “Scene eighteen, take one!” 

    “Mark it!” 

    The slate clapped, and I suddenly felt alone, standing in the middle of that fake office, next to that desk where I would lose my screen-virginity.  

    I stood completely still, even after the director said, “Action, Benny!” I just stood there, not sure what I was supposed to do. Was I supposed to have sex by myself? Were they going to add Ken in postproduction? Where was he? “Benny, let’s get a bit of movement. Explore the office a bit. Do some pacing—anything!” I took a deep breath and managed to break free from my terrified paralysis. I walked over to the desk and I inspected a few little trinkets. Then I heard the director shout, “Action, Ken!”  

    The office door suddenly opened, and there he was. I tried to swallow the lump in my throat, but it wouldn’t go down. So I had to fight through it. “Parker sold his shares this morning. It’s going to be in the news tomorrow,” I said. And that was my only line.  

    “Never mind that,” Ken said with a low, hoarse voice. He walked over to me and put his hands on my hips. Then he suddenly lifted me up onto the desk with impressive strength. I gasped: a real gasp and not just a bit of acting. Ken looked into my eyes and then he looked down my body. The lust in his gaze looked real—or maybe he was just a very good actor; I got goose bumps.  

    He took the skirt of my dress and tugged it up, revealing my panties. Then he grabbed them and pulled them down. I closed my eyes, feeling the gazes of dozens of crewmembers. I kept reminding myself that they didn’t care. They knew we were acting and they were all probably just thinking about lunch. They didn’t care about me or my cock. They weren’t interested in the fake sex that was about to happen on set. They’d probably worked through dozens of sex scenes before. Right?  

    I opened my eyes and saw that my cock was out in the open. Ken was caressing my sides, getting his fingers awfully close to my shaft. My heart skipped a beat. Could the camera see my cock? Was that okay? What was this show rated? Did I agree to nudity in my contract?  

    I felt my cheeks turning dark red.  

    Ken stepped back and started taking off his clothes. I watched nervously as my heart pounded relentlessly. My cock was still out in the open. I wanted so badly to cover myself up, but I didn’t want to ruin the take. I wanted to have as few takes as possible, and I was going to do everything in my power to make sure that was the case.  

    Ken dropped his boxers to the ground, revealing his long, thick shaft. I swear I heard a slight gasp coming from behind the camera. And I nearly let a gasp slip myself. Had Ken ever done a nude scene before? Was this his first? Was I his first? 

    He walked towards me, and I couldn’t take my gaze off of his cock, as it swayed gently from side to side. He climbed up onto the desk, suddenly on top of me, and he looked down into my eyes. He bent forward and kissed me. I was familiar with those lips—but I wasn’t familiar with that warm appendage dragging along my thighs. It was heavy and impossible to ignore. When it touched my cock, I flinched and nearly threw him off of me in a moment of terror.  

    But I had to stay in character. I closed my eyes and tried to force some elated sounds out from my mouth. He lifted my knees up and spread my legs, so that our crotches were pressed firmly together. At least now our cocks were hidden from the view of the crew around us.  

    He reached down and pretended to stick his shaft into me. Then he started to thrust, even though his limp cock was just pressed against mine. We were still kissing, still pressing our foreheads together, and still occasionally looking into each other’s eyes. It was terribly awkward—especially because I couldn’t stop feeling his warm, heavy cock against mine. I bit down hard on my tongue. I wasn’t attracted to him, but the rubbing was starting to create a tingling between my legs. I took a deep breath and tried to will that tingling away, but it was just getting stronger. I felt a pulsing, and I knew that I was getting an erection. 

    Oh God—this was already humiliating enough. Why wasn’t the director yelling cut? The script didn’t show the end of the fuck. It just said, ‘They have sex.’ Wasn’t this enough? How much did they need? And was this take good enough?  

    I wanted to reach down and cover my cock, so that Ken wouldn’t feel it growing and throbbing. I didn’t want to disgust him. I didn’t want him thinking that I was some sort of gay pervert.  

    “I’m so sorry,” I finally whispered—quiet enough that the boom wouldn’t hear it. He didn’t respond. He was in character and nothing could take him out. Unlike me, he was a total professional.  

    “Okay—cut!” the director finally shouted, after a full minute or two of cock rubbing.  

    Ken stood up and grabbed his boxers from the ground. Before he pulled them up his legs, I noticed his cock was semi-erect, sticking outwards as if he also got a bit aroused from our scene.  

    “Let’s move the cameras and get some new angles,” the director said. “And let’s be quick. I want to shoot in two minutes!”  

    I got up with a hand between my legs. I quickly pulled those panties up and then I bit down on my tongue, trying to will away the bulge that was no obvious in that tight dress. That bulge was still there when the 1st AC came onto the set with his slate. I tried to push it between my legs, so that it wouldn’t ruin the shot. It was a bit uncomfortable, but at least it was gone.  

    They rolled the cameras the they slated the shot. Then I was alone again, this time with an erection tucked awkwardly between my thighs.  

    “Okay. Everyone ready? And action!” the director shouted. I wandered towards the desk, toyed with some of the trinkets, and then Ken came into the room. The scene played out the same, with him walking over to me and lifting me up onto the desk as if I didn’t weigh any more than a pillow. He flipped up my skirt and pulled down my panties—and then my erection flipped up in the most humiliating way ever—slapping against my abdomen and throbbing where everyone on the set could see it. I just closed my eyes and pretended like no one was looking—but it didn’t help.  

    But Ken was a professional. He didn’t even flinch. He just rubbed my body the same way he did before and then he started getting undressed. I forced my eyes open, so that I wouldn’t ruin the take. I couldn’t take much more of this, so I needed each take to be perfect. I watched as he dropped his boxers, revealing that semi-stiff cock. Then he climbed on top of me and we played out the sex once again. 

    But this time we weren’t just rubbing flaccid cocks together. This time, he was rubbing his long shaft along my throbbing erection. I could feel his hot tip cruising down the length of my stiff shaft. I could feel his foreskin pulling back as he pulled mine up, and then vice-versa. The worst part about it was that it felt good. He reached down and pretended to stick his cock in me. Then he started thrusting, grinding our cocks together fiercely. But the friction was starting to hurt a little bit, so I gently spat into my hand and reached down, to add a bit of lubrication between us. He didn’t protest—though maybe he wanted to. Maybe he was just so desperate not to break character that he forced himself to remain silent. But with the spit between us, there was no pain leaving our cocks dry and raw. Now it actually felt kind of nice. The tip of his shaft was rubbing against the perfect spot, making my legs tremble. Was rock-hard now, and he was too. He was looking into my eyes, biting down on his tongue, grunting slightly with each thrust. I put my hands on his bare sides and felt his muscles.  

    And then the director yelled cut. This time, when Ken pulled himself off of me, I felt strangely disappointed—sad that the pleasure was over. But I knew it was for the best. I knew that it wasn’t a pleasure I wanted to indulge—especially in front of all those people.  

    “One more angle!” the director said. “Let’s move the cameras and go quickly. C’mon people!”  

    I awkwardly pulled those panties up and tried to tuck my throbbing erection between my legs. This time it really hurt, as I was very stiff. But I managed to keep it tucked until we were rolling on the next scene. This time, when Ken lifted me on the desk and pulled down my panties, my cock slapped hard and loud against my abdomen. Ken reached out and wrapped his fingers around it, stroking it gently before stepping back to take off his clothes. I was frozen with terror. Why did he just do that? Did the director tell him to do that, or did he just add that himself? No man had ever touched my cock like that before.  

    He climbed on top of me and pressed his raging boner against mine. He went through that same motion of pretending to stick it in me, and then we were off again, thrusting our shafts together. I closed my eyes and let my head fall down on the desk. It was as if there was never a break. My cock was already throbbing and buzzing and bloating. The rubbing felt good—too good. I bit down on my tongue and tried to clench, but that pleasure was just too great. 

    Then I came. I blasted the underside of his shaft with cum, and then I started blasting the inside of my flipped-up dress. “Oh God,” I said. “It feels so fucking good.”  

    Ken made a big thrust, dragging his cock through my expelled load. Then he pulled back and pulled that cum down the length of my cock. It was warm and sticky and gooey. Using the lubrication from that cum, he pulled his cock down and pressed his tip against my asshole. Then he started to press in—and I didn’t stop him. I just stared into his eyes and took a deep breath as his rod pushed into my body. He went deeper and deeper and deeper, and then he started thrusting inside of me—fucking me for real. I let a whimper out from my lips. 

    His face was turning red. The crew was silent. Could they see that we were really fucking? Whoever had a view between our legs—they could certainly see. But was there anyone standing at that angle? Was there anyone who could see his thick cock stretching out my asshole?  

    I gasped and clenched, grabbing his thick muscles tightly with my fingers. “Oh God,” I groaned.  

    “Shit,” he muttered. He closed his eyes and I felt his cock bloating wide. Was he about to come inside of me? I bit down hard on my tongue, and then I felt it: a strange fluttering inside of me as his cock unloaded shot after shot of warm jizz. A man was coming in my asshole. I was losing my anal virginity to Ken Hurt, my childhood hero.  

    “Cut!” the director yelled. 

    Ken groaned and then he pulled out, leaving my asshole agape. I remained still for a moment. My head was spinning quickly and my thoughts were pinging in every direction. I could feel that hot load rushing towards my puckering hole. I took a deep breath and then I forced myself up to my feet. I looked around and saw the crewmembers staring at me. I felt so humiliated, but strangely excited at the same time.  

    The AD walked up to me and said, “You’re done for the day. See you tomorrow.”  

    The crew started to take down the set, and it took me a moment to process what had happened. I looked down and saw that my dress was wet and stained with come. There was white goo dribbling down my legs—escaped from my asshole. And Ken was gone, already back at his trailer, probably cleaning himself up.  

    




 

    [bookmark: CHAPTER9][bookmark: LIGHTS9]CHAPTER IX 

    No one said anything to me as I made my way to Mohammed’s car. I had no idea what people saw—if anything at all. And I wasn’t sure I wanted to know what people saw. But that cold, nervous tingling stayed with me until long after Mohammed dropped me off at my apartment. I found myself pacing around my flat, trying to convince myself that what happened wasn’t that big of a deal—regardless of whether or not people saw him penetrate me, or if anyone saw me coming all over his cock and myself. We were just acting, and sometimes actors do things for real to make the scene more real. 

    In fact, I’d heard of a few movies where the actors actually had sex to make the scene better. At the end of the day, that was the goal: to make the show as good as possible. And that’s all we did: we made the show more realistic by adding a couple of real orgasms that the editor could choose to use or not.  

    But still, that nervous tingling stayed with me. I needed to find a distraction, and I ended up finding one in that little red dress that was next to my bed. I put it on and then I spent the next hour playing with the makeup I stole from the set. I practised the techniques that Katie showed me, and then I found myself forgetting all about the humiliating sex scene that so many people had watched, as if it was some sort of circus sideshow.  

    I spent the whole evening dolled up. I even made myself dinner wearing that little dress, and then I went across the street to buy a case of beer, still in the dress. The cashier didn’t seem to notice that I wasn’t actually a chick. And one of the guys in the shop kept trying to check out my ass. It was actually kind of flattering.  

    I fell asleep in that dress, and then I ended up sleeping in until Mohammed was buzzing my suite. I sprung up and realized I was still in makeup as well as the dress, but I didn’t have time to get myself cleaned up. So I had to awkwardly crawl into Mohammed’s car in that dress and makeup, like a party girl after a one-night-stand.  

    Mohammed didn’t recognize me at first. He nearly kicked me out of his car until I opened my mouth. Then he was silent with dark red cheeks for the whole ride to set. Katie, on the other hand, was thrilled. She liked the way I had my makeup done—only touching up a few things here and there. And the costume girl was glad to see me in the red dress. “I think you can wear that dress for the scene,” she said. So for once, I wasn’t dragging everyone down with me—and it was a nice feeling.  

    My scene was simple: just a quick conversation with a character I hadn’t met before. The actress was kind and professional. We ended up getting each shot with just a couple of takes. Then I was on my way home before lunch.  

    It was a week later when I got a call from one of the show runners, who wanted to meet me for a reason he didn’t explain over the phone. I assumed it had something to do with my character. The first episode was due to premiere soon and the trailer had already dropped just a couple of days before. And to my surprise, my character was prominently featured in the ad. They even showed a brief moment of my sex scene in the commercial, framing out the nudity, of course.  

    I was surprised when the show runner asked me to come by the set ‘in character’. I felt a little bit silly leaving the house in a tube top and a skirt, but I was also starting to like the attention I would get from strangers—attention I wasn’t used to getting normally. I liked it when men smiled at me, and I was even starting to like the dagger stares I would get from girlfriends and wives when their boys looked my way. It was all boosting my ego up a little bit higher, and making me think that I got the role because the role was meant for me—and not just because I ate out some old lady’s pussy.  

    The show runner’s office was on a large film lot. I had to check in at two separate gates, and both gates gave me clearance cards that I needed to use to get into the show runner’s building. Everyone in the building was dressed up in expensive clothes. I even caught a glimpse of Brad Pitt on my way towards the elevator. He was eating a sandwich in a big, comfortable waiting area. Even he looked over at me, taking a glance down my body. I blushed and moved along, worried he would realize I was a man if he was given enough time to come to that conclusion.  

    I knocked at the door of the show runner, George Hummel. “Come on in!” he called out. So I let myself into his large, bright office. He had a great view of the whole lot. I could see different crews buzzing around at different warehouses: so much filmmaking happening at one time, in one place.  And George was like the king who got to sit back and watch all of it. “I’m so glad you made it. Please close that door,” he said.  

    I closed the door and then I took a seat in the open chair in front of his desk. But George didn’t sit. Instead, he paced around the room with his hands clasped behind his back. He was a thicker man with a big bald head and strangely narrow legs. He held his chin up high as he walked. “We test screened the first two episodes of the show recently. Your character did very well with our test audiences,” he said. “In fact, of all the actors on the show, people said that they wanted to see more of you.”  

    “That’s great,” I said. I wasn’t sure if I was supposed to be using my girly voice or not. I decided to use it, just because I was in the outfit, so it only seemed natural.  

    “It is great. And the trailer has had a positive reception as well. We’re expecting big numbers for this first season. I imagine we’ll get renewed for at least another season in just a few weeks.”  

    I smiled and nodded my head. “That’s all great news.”  

    “This is just one show that I’m in charge of,” he said. He turned and looked out the window. “Sometimes it’s hard to keep track of all of the shows. See all those sets out there? I’m responsible for all of them. They go to me to pick the producers and the directors—and sometimes even the actors. I always get whatever I want. Do you know why?” 

    I shook my head. “Why?” I asked. I was still excited about the positive reception from the test audiences. It was nice to know that people weren’t just seeing me on screen and laughing. They were actually taking my character seriously. I didn’t just look like a bumbling fool.  

    “I get what I want because I’m never wrong. If I want a certain director, it’s because I know that director will make something amazing. If I want a certain actor, it’s because I know that actor is going to be a big star.” He turned to me and smiled. “I think you’re going to be a big star.”  

    My heart pounded and I tried not to make a goofy smile—but I failed. “That’s very nice of you to say, Mr. Hummel.”  

    “Call me George.” He smiled. “Right now they have you third billed, correct? I think for the next season, we’ll bump you up to second billed. We’ll give your character more scenes, more lines, and more of an arc. But that’s not why I brought you here.” 

    I bit down on the edge of my tongue to make sure that I wasn’t dreaming. That little pain was beyond welcomed. “Why did you bring me here, sir?” 

    “Call me George,” he said again. “I brought you here because there’s a movie that ended up on my desk yesterday. It’s a big movie with a big director. His name starts with a T and ends with ‘arantino’.” He made a big smile. “He needs a star, and I think that star could be you. We’re talking over four thousand theatres. He wants to shoot 70mm IMAX, and of course we’re going to let him. It’s his biggest movie yet. DiCaprio has already been attached. Brad Pitt might be playing the villain. But you would be the star. How does that sound?”  

    I nodded my head slowly. The information was still passing through my brain slowly. It was hard to believe. My mouth felt numb. Hell, my whole body felt numb. “O—Okay,” I said, probably sounding like an idiot. 

    “Of course, I would have to pull a few strings to make it happen. It’s a big role for someone with no big screen credits.” 

    “Of course,” I said, nodding my head quickly in agreement.  

    “So, before I can pull those strings for you, I need to know from you: how committed are you willing to be for this role?” 

    I nodded my head again. I was starting to feel dizzy from all the nodding. “Very committed, sir—I mean, George. I’m ready for this opportunity and I know I’m not going to let anyone down. I can do it.” 

    He stared at me. “I’m not so interested in words,” he said. “I need you to show me how committed you are.”  

    I hesitated. “Show you?” I said. “I’m not sure what you mean.”  

    “Let’s just say, what happens in this office stays in this office. You’re very pretty in that little outfit. And I loved your scene with Ken—the audience loved it as well, but I really loved it, if you know what I mean. I’ve, uh, always wanted to be with a girl of your persuasion.”  

    It took my terrified mind a minute before I understood what he was asking. He wanted to fuck me. Or maybe he just wanted me to suck his cock. I was shocked into silence, but I shouldn’t have been surprised—it seemed like this was inevitable around every corner of this industry. I’d gotten into that office by fucking my way through producers, agents, and actors—so a studio executive was the next obvious step.  

    I stood up slowly. “I see,” I said with a soft, broken voice. I walked towards him and he suddenly looked a lot taller than before. He was thick, with fat and muscle, built a bit like a bear in winter. He looked down at me with an intimidating gaze.  

    “Well?” he said. 

    I looked down at his crotch. Then I slowly sunk to my knees. I had to do it. It was either suck that cock, or plateau with my career. I was at a level that could only be surpassed by putting out—and I wanted to move onto that next level. I wanted to know how high I could climb. And I’d already sucked a cock once before—so what was one more?  

    I carefully unzipped his pants and then he said, “Afterwards, I want to suck you—until you come. And don’t think about telling anyone about this, or I’ll make sure your career is over.”  

    My heart stuttered. I tugged down his pants, revealing the big bulge in his underwear. I ran the tip of my finger over it. It was thick and warm and ready to be out—ready to be in my mouth. But something didn’t seem right. My heart wasn’t pounding with the same hope and excitement that was pounding when I was with Ken. When I was rubbing cocks with Ken, I knew we were making something together. But now, this just seemed cheap. I felt like a hooker. And did I really want to be thrown into new world filled with people who only got to where they were because they were willing to spread their legs and suck a few cocks? Was it not better to see how high I could get with just my talent?  

    I looked up at George and he was looking down at me. “What are you waiting for?” he asked. 

    “I—I can’t do this,” I said. 

    “Why not?” he said. “I saw that footage that they cut. I saw Hurt’s cock sliding into your little boy pussy. You can do it just fine.”  

    I shook my head. “I don’t want to do it,” I said. “I’m sorry.”  

    I stood up and I walked to the door, leaving George standing with a red face and wide eyes. “You’re going to regret this,” he said. 

    “Maybe,” I replied. And then I left. I hurried out of that building with my head down, and then I got on the first bus headed back to my apartment.  

    I had a feeling that my gig on my show was going to come to a swift end, despite the high ratings from the test audience. I had a feeling that I was going to be sent back down to the minors, to work on film school sets and cheap commercials for small businesses. But maybe that wasn’t so bad. Maybe I would eventually work my way back up—maybe not to big Hollywood productions, but at least to little indies. Maybe I would eventually land a leading role in a nice indie feature film. I would get to see my face on a big screen one day—maybe just not in a Cineplex theatre, but an independent art house instead. And maybe that wasn’t a bad thing.  

    And I was right: a few weeks later, I was written off of the show. They weaned me out and then my character was killed off, off-camera. They didn’t even bring me in to play out my own death. But I didn’t care. I still got my last paycheque, and then I went back to auditioning for small roles that I found on local classifieds.  

    A few months later, the show was cancelled due to suddenly poor ratings. I smiled, knowing that the ratings dropped because of my departure from the show. I even got a good deal of fan mail over the next few weeks. 

    And then I started landing roles in small short films. One of the directors even recognized my name and asked me to audition as a girl. Unlike the role on the TV show, I wasn’t going to play a transgender, but just a girl. Apparently I was so convincing that they didn’t need to explain anything away with any trans backstory. I got the part. The shoot lasted a week, and it was a lot of fun. The pace was nice and slow and everyone was friendly. I got to show up for set all dolled up, and they even let me keep all of the outfits they bought for my character.  

    After that show, I just started submitting myself for female auditions, and showing up dressed as a chick, with a wig and makeup. I was working on growing out my hair, so that I could eventually lose the wig. And suddenly, I was getting more roles than ever before. I was working every week on something different—sometimes for a few bucks, sometimes for nothing at all. But my resume was growing and I was meeting lots of good people. It was only a month before one of the crewmembers of one of the student films asked me if I wanted to star in the feature film he was producing. I told him I was interested. We ended up shooting four months later, over a month in the mountains. That film ended up going to Sundance, and it got picked up for a major distribution deal. Funny enough, it ended up beating Tarantino’s latest film for Best Picture at Sundance.  

    And George was there at the Sundance closing gala. He looked at me with a little scowl and then he left. He was a powerful man, but he wasn’t powerful enough to hold me back—especially when I was in a little dress and a bit of makeup.  

    THE END  

    




 

    [bookmark: BADINFLUENCE]BAD INFLUENCE 

    Brett’s new roommate, Kevin, is a bad influence. He’s cool, wealthy, good with women, and he’s a risk taker: everything Brett wishes he was. So after Brett loses his job flipping burgers, he decides he’s going to start living life like Kevin: carefree and on the edge.  

    Brett starts his new life by picking up smoking and online gambling. He tries out some of Brett’s womanizing techniques, and quickly he starts getting a taste of Brett’s exciting lifestyle. Then Brett learns that Kevin runs a little gig on the side, dressing up like a girl and putting out for wealthy johns. Now Brett has to decide: just how badly does he want to be exactly like Kevin?  

    




 

    [bookmark: BADINFLUENCE1]CHAPTER I 

    It was July 2019 when I smoked my first cigarette. I’d proudly gone twenty-nine years without smoking one, thinking they were stupid and dangerous and a waste of money. But then I met Kevin.  

    Kevin was unlike anyone I’d ever met before. From the moment I saw him, when he showed up to check out the room I was renting out, I knew that I wanted to be exactly like him—right down to the clothes he was wearing. And I suppose that’s where his bad influence started: when he was about to leave my place, and then I asked him, “Where did you get that jacket?”  

    He turned to me with the coolest smile and said, “I can’t remember. Do you want it?” 

    “Do I want it?” I asked. “It’s really cool.” It was a windbreaker and it looked like it was straight out of the 80s: teal with yellow stripes and pink around the wrists—something Will Smith would have worn during his rapping career.  

    Kevin took the jacket off and handed it to me. Then he started towards the door again. “Wait,” I said. “You’re just giving this to me? And what about the room? Do you want to rent it?”  

    And there was that cool smile again. He shrugged his shoulders. “Maybe,” he said. Then he left. I walked up to the window and looked out, just as he was hopping onto his motorcycle. He had a cigarette in his mouth. I felt my cheeks turning a shade of red. 

    I wasn’t gay, but I suddenly found myself with my first real man crush. I even did something a little bit embarrassing that afternoon: I went to the bathroom and I shaved off my beard, because I thought that he looked so cool with his clean-shaven face. It was the first time I’d been clean-shaved in about six years.  

    It’s not like Kevin was particularly handsome or ripped or anything like that. He wasn’t ever going to be the star of any action movies. In fact, he was shorter and thinner than me. But there was just something about him—a cool aura that seemed to radiate and linger. And that aura had rubbed off on me, at least for the rest of that afternoon. When the next guy came to check out the room I was trying to rent out, I found myself leaning against the doorframe the way Kevin had leaned against the doorframe. It seemed so cool when Kevin did it, and now I felt cool doing it too. 

    Maybe it was the fact that Kevin wasn’t handsome and ripped—maybe that’s why I felt so drawn to him. He was incredibly confident even though he was so much like me: short and thin. He didn’t have a deep voice, but he didn’t seem at all self-conscious about any part of himself. He was the way that I wished I could be.  

    He called back the next day, while I was showing the room to a young couple. “Hey, is this Brett?” he asked. 

    “This is Brett,” I said. I recognized his smooth voice.  

    “Hey Brett. Kevin here. That room still available?”  

    I cleared my throat. “Yeah. It’s yours if you want it. Do you want it?”  

    The young couple turned and looked at me. The young man narrowed his eyes as if he was offended. But I wasn’t going to pass on the opportunity to live with one of the coolest dudes I’d ever met. I needed an influence like Kevin in my life—even if he was a bit of a ‘bad’ influence. I wasn’t successful with women, but I had a feeling that Kevin was. I could learn from him: watch him and imitate him. Maybe after a few weeks of living together, I could confide in him and he could help me. 

    “When can I move in?” he asked. 

    “Whenever. The room’s empty. You can move in today if you want,” I said. 

    “Cool, man. I’ll do that,” he said. “Cheers.” Then he hung up.  

    The young couple continued to stare at me with their narrowed eyes. I forced a smile and awkwardly said, “The room’s been taken. Sorry.” They left with scowls on their faces. It didn’t seem like they were terribly interested in the room anyway.  

    I quickly started to clean the house, even though I’d already cleaned it for my little open house. I vacuumed that empty room—which was now Kevin’s room—and then I even scrubbed his walls and cleaned his window. I started making room in the fridge so that he could have his own half, and then I did the same to the cupboards. I even gave him a little bit extra room, just to make him feel welcomed. I cleared a path from the front door to his bedroom, so that it would be easy for him to move his things in, and then I lit a few candles, making the space more welcoming.  

    And then I sat and waited, thinking he was going to show up at any minute. The sun dipped below the horizon and then I started thinking that I’d misunderstood our phone conversation. Did he say that he was going to move in right away? When I told him he could move in today, he said, ‘I’ll do that.’ Didn’t he? Or was I crazy? 

    I ordered takeout and put on a movie. But I found myself pacing around and peeking out the window constantly, hoping that he would show up so we could jumpstart our friendship. I was starting to feel like a bit of a creep. Maybe I was letting this silly man crush spiral out of hand. What if Kevin wanted to throw parties every night? What if he smoked cigarettes in the house? What if he trashed the place and then moved on? I never even asked him why he was looking for a new place… What happened to his old place? Should I have asked for references?  

    It was 11:30 PM when I heard the rumble of his motorcycle. I sprung to my feet and rushed to the window. And then I saw him walking towards my front door with nothing but a backpack on his back and a small suitcase in his hand. I ran to the door and threw it open before he had a chance to ring the bell. “Welcome home, roomie!” I said with a big smile. 

    He nodded his head slowly and let a tiny grin slip. “Hey,” he said. He stepped into the house and looked around. “You have a girl over?” 

    “No—why?” he asked. 

    “It smells like a girl in here,” he said.  

    I laughed awkwardly. He was presumably referring to my candles. “So is the rest of your stuff coming tomorrow? Because I have the day off tomorrow and I’d be happy to help you move in.”  

    “This is it,” he said. 

    I looked down at his little suitcase. “That’s it?” I asked. 

    He nodded his head. “I plan on getting some more stuff. I’ll probably order it all online. I don’t need much.” He went to the kitchen and looked out the back window. “Am I okay to smoke back there?” he asked. 

    “Sure. Smoke away. Smoke wherever you want,” I said, letting myself get carried away. I bit down on my tongue, worried I was making a bad first impression. I wanted him to think that I was cool. I didn’t want him to think that he was moving in with a total loser.  

    He smiled and then he slipped into the backyard with a cigarette and his lighter. He left his pack on the kitchen counter. I watched him for a moment as he lit up. Even the way he lit up was cool, holding his lighter with one hand and his cigarette with just his mouth. He leaned his head back to take his first drag. And then I forced myself to look away, realizing I was being weird again.  

    When he came back inside, he smiled at me and said, “I had a long day, so I’m going to go to bed. See you in the morning.”  

    “See you,” I said. He went down the hall to his bedroom, and then I looked at that pack of cigarettes. Quietly, I slipped a dart out from the pack and I took it outside. I smoked it the same way he smoked his. And I was surprised by how refreshing it was. When I went back inside, a part of me was already craving a second cigarette—and that’s when I first realized that my new roommate was a bad influence.  

    




 

    [bookmark: BADINFLUENCE2]CHAPTER II 

    But maybe I needed a bad influence in my life.  

    Since graduating college, my life had been quiet and relatively uneventful. I hadn’t had a girlfriend since my senior year in college. It had been almost four years since I’d had sex. I’d actually forgotten what the inside of a woman feels like. And it’s not like I hadn’t been trying.  

    Just a few weeks before Kevin moved into my place, I’d asked out one of the new girls at work. That turned out to be a big mistake. She said yes to my face, and the rest of that working day was great—until she left for the evening and my boss called me into his office. “One more strike and you’re fired,” he said. 

    “Why? What did I do?”  

    “Katelyn just quit on us. Apparently you made her feel horribly uncomfortable. Oh, and she told me to ask you not to call her.” So apparently she had only said yes to avoid an awkward workday. And now I felt guilty because she felt the need to quit her job to avoid me. That day didn’t exactly leave me brimming with confidence.  

    And then there was Kandy. I met her at the mall. She was standing outside of the store, digging through her purse with frustration on her face. I stopped to ask if she was okay. She was tall and beautiful with long blonde hair tied in a high ponytail on the top of her head. “I think someone stole my credit card,” she said. “And I need to buy these new shoes for work.”  

    I saw my opportunity to wiggle my way into Kandy’s life. So I offered to buy the shoes for her. They were only eighty bucks—which, granted, was more than I made in a day, but I wasn’t going to miss the opportunity to get an in with a beautiful chick. “You really didn’t have to do that,” she said. 

    “Well, maybe you’ll let me buy you lunch sometime,” I said. 

    “How’s about right now? I haven’t eaten anything today.” 

    So I took her to a little restaurant on the other end of the mall and we had lunch together. She didn’t tell me much about her personal life. She wanted to hear about my life, so I spent the whole hour telling her about my computer science degree and the small town where I grew up. After lunch, I walked her to her car. On the way, she spotted a dress in a store window and said, “I’m in love with that dress.” 

    “I’ll buy it for you,” I said. It was on sale—forty bucks, down from eighty.  

    “Really? You would do that for me?” she said with glowing eyes. She had a smile on her face, and I was teeming with excitement. I really thought that I might leave that mall with a new girlfriend—and a beautiful girlfriend at that.  

    But her name should have been a red flag. She asked me to swing by her work to hangout some more. She gave me the address and then told me what hours she worked. I showed up at the address and discovered that she was a stripper. When I walked in, she was fingering her pussy on the stage, which I didn’t even know was legal. After her little show, she came down to talk to me, completely naked. She begged me to buy a lap dance. “How much is that?” I asked. 

    “Fifty bucks. But it’s the only way my boss will let us have some alone time to talk,” she said. And stupidly, I bought the lap dance, and then I bought another. “I’m almost done my shift here. You should come back and we can do this again tomorrow,” she said. 

    “I don’t have any more money,” I said. “Why don’t you come back to my place if your shift is over?” 

    She shook her head. “I’m exhausted. I really want to go home and have a bath. Maybe another time—maybe tomorrow after my shift.”  

    So I stupidly showed up again and bought three more lap dances. I drained my bank account, but at least I got to touch a sexy woman… Well, she touched me. I technically wasn’t allowed to touch her. She rubbed her bum on my lap and then she dragged her pussy and her butt crack up my face. It was nice, until the next morning when I woke up with red lumps on my lips. Luckily my doctor said it wasn’t permanent. And he was right: it went away a week later.  

    I didn’t go back to see Kandy again. Once my bank account was empty, it occurred to me that she had just been using me. And she’d successfully sucked about five hundred bucks out from my bank account. I wasn’t mad at her. I was mad at myself. It was the closest I’d come to being in a relationship in five years—and it was just a few nights with a stripper in a strip club, behind a velvet curtain. I felt pathetic and idiotic. I thought that I was doomed to spend the rest of my life alone, and I knew that it was my fault. I knew that it was something I was doing wrong. And I had a good feeling that Kevin could be the one to help me set my life back on the right course. I knew that I could learn a lot from him. I hadn’t seen him with any girls—he’d only been in my house for one night—but I had a feeling that he had no issues with the ladies.  

    I was excited when he finally woke up the next morning. It was 10:00 AM and he came down the stairs in nothing but a pair of sweatpants. I was happy to see that his chest was flat and lacking muscular definition, just like mine—and he wasn’t afraid to flaunt it, as if he was a member of The Rolling Stones. “How’d you sleep?” I asked. “Is that bed okay?”  

    He showed off that cool smile of his. I wished that I had a smile like that. Maybe I did have a smile like that, and I just didn’t know it. “It was great,” he said. “Want to grab some brunch with me at that diner down the street?”  

    “Me?” I said.  

    He laughed and looked around. “Yeah, you.”  

    “Um—I’d love to. But I don’t really have any money right now. It’s kind of a long story,” I said. I didn’t want to tell him about Kandy.  

    “I’ll pay,” he said without a moment of hesitation. 

    “What? No—I can’t let you do that,” I said. 

    He smiled. “It’s nothing. I’ve got lots of money. Let’s get brunch.” He put on a shirt and then he grabbed his pack of smokes. I was slow to put my shoes on, feeling uncomfortable about the idea of my new roommate buying me breakfast.  

    “You really don’t have to do this. I can just come with you and sit and have a water. I don’t need to eat.” 

    “Of course you need to eat,” he said. “Seriously—don’t worry about it. Don’t let silly little stresses like this weigh you down.” He patted me on the shoulder, and his words resonated in my mind. Was this him being a bad influence again? His words made sense, but at the same time, he was suggesting I have no qualms with being a freeloader. I didn’t want to be a freeloader, but I wanted to be cool like him.  

    So I tried my hardest not to let my anxiety dictate my morning. As I went down the menu, I tried hard not to look at the prices. I kept telling myself to just get whatever I wanted. But I felt bad. I ended up caving and asking the waitress for the short stack of pancakes: the cheapest item on the menu. 

    But then Kevin stopped me. “No, no. That’s not what you want. That’s hardly enough food for a little kid.” He looked at the waitress and said, “Get him the big stack, with a side of bacon and a side of sausages.” A cold buzzing crawled up my spine.  

    “You’re a nice guy,” I said once the waitress was gone. 

    “Seriously, man—just relax. I’ve got money. What’s the point in having money if you’re not going to spend it?”  

    It was a few minutes later when I noticed Kevin staring at the waitress. When I looked over at the waitress, I saw that she was staring back at him with a little smile on her face. Was he seducing her? Was she actually into him? I looked at Kevin again and tried to figure out what she was seeing in him that she wasn’t seeing in me. Sure, we looked different, so it was hard to compare, but I don’t think he was any more handsome than me. In fact, if you showed our pictures side-by-side to a group of random girls, I bet the girls would have picked me over him—but there was something about him: that aura that just can’t be detected by a camera. It was that confidence—but I didn’t understand how a man could have confidence if he wasn’t naturally gifted with some sort of special trait: good looks or big muscles or something like that.  

    When we were done eating, Kevin got up to use the bathroom. I watched him carefully. As he walked by the waitress, he quickly slipped a hand up her skirt and gave her tush a solid squeeze. I was expecting her to slap him across the face, but instead her face turned red and she let a giggle slip, as if she actually liked it. Kevin slipped into the bathroom, and then the waitress hesitated. She looked around, put her tray down on an empty table, and then she slipped into the men’s bathroom with Kevin.  

    My lips parted and I couldn’t close them. I couldn’t believe what I’d seen. Were they in the bathroom fucking? Was Kevin magic? Did he even say anything to that waitress, or did he manage to seduce her with just a few looks and a slap on the ass? And was that something I could do as well? 

    I sat alone for ten minutes, and then Kevin returned. He didn’t seem flustered or giddy. He was acting calm and collected, as if nothing had happened. I looked over his shoulder and watched as the waitress emerged from the bathroom. Her hair was ruffled and her lipstick was smeared. She looked like she’d been fucked relentlessly by a pack of rhinos for crying out loud!  

    So I looked to Kevin and said, “How the hell did you do that? You need to tell me.” 

    He smiled and nearly laughed. “Do what?” he said. 

    “You fucked that waitress—didn’t you?”  

    “Oh—that,” he said. “There’s no secret. She’s just a girl, man.”  

    I didn’t know what he meant by that, but I tried to process it. She’s just a girl… Was he saying that all girls are easy? Was he saying that he could do the same with any of the girls in that restaurant?  

    He could clearly tell that I was confused, because he leaned forward and said, “You need to stop mystifying women. They’re just people. And most of them—almost all of them—are just looking for validation. They don’t care where they get it.”  

    I stared into his eyes. I knew he was telling me the secrets that I wanted, but I just didn’t understand them. They didn’t make sense in my brain. And the more I tried to process them, the more frustrated I got. So I decided to tell him about Katelyn—and then I told him about Kandy. He just smiled and nodded his head, and then when I was done talking, he laughed.  

    “What? What am I doing wrong?” I said. And then I suddenly felt awkward, realizing I was confiding in a total stranger. I didn’t know anything about Kevin. I just knew that his name was Kevin, he smoked cigarettes and drove a motorcycle, and he apparently knew the secrets of the universe.  

    “You just need to relax,” he said. It was a frustrating response, even though I had a feeling it was the right response.  

    “Is that why you smoke?” I asked. 

    He laughed again, and then he realized my question was serious. “No, I smoke because I’m addicted.” Then he turned and looked around. He spotted a group of girls sitting at a table nearby. They were young and cute. “Of those girls, which one do you like the most?” he asked. 

    I stared for a moment. The short blonde caught my eye first. I’d always liked blonde girls, and the shorter they were, the less intimidating they were. “The blonde,” I said. 

    “Good. So go over to that table and tell the blonde that she’s beautiful. Then come back and we’ll have another coffee.” 

    “Are you crazy? They’ll think that I’m a lunatic!” 

    He just smiled casually. “So what?” he said.  

    I looked back over at the girls. My heart started pounding. I took a deep breath in as a cold shiver tingled up and down my spine. My joints were suddenly rigid and my mind was flashing uncontrollably.  

    “Well?” Kevin said.  

    I stood up slowly. I wanted to be like Kevin so badly. He was everything I wanted to be. So I took a deep breath and I started walking towards the girl. My body became colder and colder with each step. My mind started to go blank and I couldn’t remember what I was supposed to say. Suddenly, I found myself standing in front of that table. I was looking down at the girls and they were looking up at me, waiting for me to speak. The room suddenly seemed completely silent, until I heard a little snicker, possibly coming from one of the girls—maybe even the blonde I was there to hit on. I opened my mouth but no words came out. Time was suddenly moving slowly—each second felt like a minute. How long had I been standing there? Why was I doing this?  

    “Can we help you?” one of the girls asked. 

    I cleared my throat. “I just—uh—I just came to, uh, say that...” I couldn’t make the words come out from my mouth. How could Kevin be so cool under these circumstances? Why didn’t he fall apart the way I fell apart when stress was weighing down on my shoulders? How could I be cool like Kevin?  

    “Well?” one of the girls said. 

    The blonde was looking up at me with her flashing blue eyes. Those eyes were intimidating. She was way out of my league. What was I even doing? “I, uh, just wanted to make sure your food is alright,” I said, hoping that they would believe that I worked at the restaurant. 

    They all nodded their heads. “It’s good,” they said. Then they continued staring at me. I forced a smile and then I turned around quickly and headed back to my table.  

    Kevin was shaking his head. “That was rough,” he said. “Why didn’t you just say it?” 

    “I couldn’t say it,” I said, taking my seat. I looked back at the girls and now they were all laughing. Now that I was sitting, it was obvious that I didn’t work there. Now I didn’t just fail at my task, but I also looked like a complete fool. “That girl is out of my league,” I said. 

    “There are no leagues. Just the league you put yourself in,” Kevin said, as if he was some sort of Hindu mystic. I stared into his eyes for a moment, and then I got a sudden burst of confidence. I don’t know where it came from. Maybe it was his confidence rubbing off on me. Maybe his influence was stronger than I realized. I suddenly stood up and marched back over to that table of giggling girls.  

    They looked up at me. I was silent for a second as my heart stuttered. Then I said, “I actually meant to come over here and say that you’re beautiful.” I looked at the blonde. “You—I think you’re beautiful.”  

    Her eyes became wide and her friends snickered. But I tried to ignore the snickering. I even snickered back at the snickering friends. I didn’t care about them. I just wanted to see the blonde’s reaction. I wanted to know if Kevin was full of shit or full of amazing wisdom. “Thank you,” she said with a soft voice.  

    I smiled and nodded and then I went back to sit with Kevin. My heart was racing and my face was burning hot. I took a deep breath. I felt like I’d just downed eight cups of strong coffee. “How do you feel?” he asked me. 

    “Good,” I said. I looked over and saw the blonde looking at me with rosy cheeks. That was it? That was all I needed to do?  

    “You did good,” Kevin said. “That’s really all there is to it. Just have faith in yourself.”  

    Kevin had already paid the bill. We finished our coffee and then we took off. I gave the blonde one last look as we left the restaurant. She watched me go with glowing eyes. I thought about going back to get her number, but I had a feeling I would see her again. If the universe wanted us to be together, it would bring us back together.  

    “I have to go run a few errands. Thanks for joining me for brunch,” Kevin said. He took off in the other direction, casually slipping his hands into his pockets. I watched him go, feeling like I was watching a god among men. He was exactly what I needed in my life. He was the cure to my social illness.  

    And I felt inspired. I wanted to practise his teachings. On my way home, I saw a beautiful woman walking on the other side of the road. I decided to zip across and test out my newfound confidence. I was so excited, curling my fingers into a fist to suppress my giddiness. I walked right up to her and said, “Excuse me.” 

    She stopped and turned to me. “What is it?” she asked. She took a little half step backwards, as if she was trying to get a little bit more distance between us. Was I that repulsive? Did I look like a giant creep?  

    I was suddenly frozen. I couldn’t remember what I was supposed to do. My mouth opened but I remained silent. I lifted up a hand, but my hand remained clenched into a fist. I probably looked like I was about to shout ‘Black Power!” at her. She looked up and down my body and then she awkwardly turned away and continued walking—now a little bit faster than before.  

    My confidence was gone. I didn’t have Kevin in my corner cheering me on. And without Kevin, I wasn’t sure if I could really do it. I needed his confidence to boost my own confidence. Apparently, I still had a lot to learn.  

    




 

    [bookmark: BADINFLUENCE3]CHAPTER III 

    When I came home from work the next day, I saw that Kevin was sitting in the living room, with his computer on his lap. He was calm and collected, as if he was watching meditation videos. I went to make a snack, and when I came back, he was unmoved, still staring at his screen with content quietness. “Watching a movie or something?” I asked. 

    He looked up at me with his smile. “Just playing a bit of poker,” he said. 

    I walked around the couch and peeked over his shoulder. He was playing online and doing well. He was winning the table, with five thousand dollars. The current pot, which he was playing, was up to four thousand dollars. One of the other players went all-in. 

    “I never liked playing with play-money,” I said. “Everyone always just goes all-in. It’s not fun without any consequences.”  

    Kevin looked back at me. “It’s not play-money,” he said. “I’m playing with real money.” 

    Then he looked back at his screen and called his opponent’s all-in bet, bringing the pot up to nine thousand dollars. My heart stuttered, but Kevin remained perfectly calm. That was a lot of money—more money than I’d ever had in my bank account. “Are you rich or something?” I asked. 

    “No,” he said. “I bought into this table with everything I had.” He said it as if it was nothing—as if he was just casually talking about some meaningless videogame. But he was actually talking about all of his money. If he lost the hand, how would he pay rent? How would he afford groceries? Would I have to let him freeload until he got back on his feet?  

    I watched his screen carefully as the flop came down. It was just Kevin and the other player: head-to-head. Kevin’s hand wasn’t fantastic: a nine and a queen. The first three cards down were a four of hearts, a king of diamonds, and a two of hearts. Then came an ace of spades. “Shit,” I said on Kevin’s behalf. But Kevin just remained calm. I could only assume that his opponent had an ace. Why would he go all-in if he didn’t at least have an ace? Maybe he had pocket aces—meaning he now had three-of-a-kind aces.  

    The last card to come down was a jack of hearts. The game revealed the opponent’s hand, showing his pair of aces. “Shit man—I’m so sorry,” I said. 

    “Why?” Kevin said. 

    Then the digital chips all slid towards Kevin. He had a flush: five hearts, beating the opponent’s three aces. Kevin now had over ten thousand dollars. He decided to cash out shortly after. He stood up and stretched out his arms. “I think I’m going to order some Chinese food. You want some?” he asked. “It’s on me.”  

    “Are you like a poker whiz or something?” I asked. 

    He laughed. “No. I just play for fun sometimes.” 

    “But you bet all your money. Weren’t you afraid?”  

    He shrugged his shoulders. “It’s just money.”  

    He ordered his Chinese food and then he went to take a shower while he waited for it to come. And I found myself over on my computer, logging into my old online poker account. I’d only ever played with play-money, but now I was linking my credit card. I wanted to try playing with real money. I wanted to earn big bucks like Kevin. While Kevin was still in the shower, I jumped into a game with a one hundred dollar buy-in. My nerves tingled. If I lost, it was just more dept. I didn’t even have a hundred bucks in my bank account. I was already planning to take out a line of credit to cover rent for the month.  

    I played the first hand, trying to be cool like Kevin. The pot got up to three hundred bucks. My heart was pounding and beads of sweat were forming on the back of my neck. How did Kevin remain so cool? I raised the pot, bringing it up to five hundred. A king came down on the river, leaving me with nothing but an ace-high. I took another deep breath. My opponent raised. And now I was throwing money away at nothing, already close to being all-in with my first hand.  

    I was already committed, with little left to lose. So I went all-in. Then my opponent hesitated. The timer started counting down. My heart was pounding relentlessly. Then, just before that timer reached zero, he folded, leaving me with the winning hand. I watched as that large pot slid towards me. In a single hand, I’d tripled my money! I was excited—so excited that I let a little scream slip. I covered my mouth and left the table. I could hear the Chinese food deliveryman coming up our driveway.  

    Later that night, after Kevin went to bed, I kept playing poker. But now I wasn’t so hot. I lost my first table—losing my entire hundred-dollar buy in. Then I broke even at my next table. Then I lost twenty bucks at the next table, leaving me with less money than when I started while Kevin was showering. And now it was 3:00 AM and I had to be up at 7:00 AM for work.  

    Maybe Kevin really was a bad influence. In just a few days, I’d found myself addicted to online gambling and smoking cigarettes—and I was convinced that a girl could be wooed by a firm slap on the ass.  

    




 

    [bookmark: BADINFLUENCE4]CHAPTER IV 

    When I got up the next morning, I was unsurprisingly exhausted. It took ten minutes just to peel myself out of bed. Then I found myself staring at my reflection in the mirror, trying to will away the bags under my eyes so that my manager wouldn’t chew me out. My manager had no tolerance for looking tired, even though it was just my job to sell burgers and breakfast sandwiches for minimum wage.  

    I dragged my feet to the front door. I hated the scratchy fabric of my work uniform. And I was already dreading the morning customers, who were always the worst. No one liked working the breakfast shift—no one ever wants to serve people who haven’t had their coffee yet. But I needed to do it because I didn’t have any money. 

    Though a part of me wanted to stay home and play more poker. Maybe I would get lucky. I just needed one good table and I could earn enough for rent and maybe even a bit more. And I knew that I would only get better and better at poker the more I played. If Kevin could do it, couldn’t I do it as well?  

    I reached for the door handle and then I closed my eyes. I’d been working that same job for two years. Why was I suddenly so afraid of going in to work? Why was that dread just finally setting in now?  

    “What are you doing?” a voice asked behind me, making me jump. I spun around and saw Kevin standing there. 

    “Going to work,” I said when the shock finally wore off. 

    “You work at Barry’s Burgers?” he asked. 

    “Yeah, why?” 

    He shrugged his shoulders. “Why? That doesn’t sound like fun.” 

    “It’s not,” I said. 

    “So quit,” he said.  

    I paused for a moment. “And do what instead?” I asked. 

    He shrugged his shoulders again. “Anything. What do you want to do?”  

    “Literally anything else,” I said.  

    “So do anything else. The universe will put you on the right path if you open yourself up to it,” he said. 

    My heart throbbed as I actually considered skipping work, and quitting outright. “What do you do?” I asked. “Do you just make all your money playing poker?” 

    He laughed. “No. I don’t really have a job. I just do whatever I need to do. I let the universe guide me. I know that sounds silly—like I’m some sort of Buddhist. I’m not a Buddhist. I’m not really religious at all. But I know that good things happen if you let them.”  

    “So you’re saying I should just skip work. And then how will I pay my rent?”  

    “I can pay your rent this month and you can owe me. And if nothing comes, you can always get your job back. Those burger places are always hiring.”  

    I took a deep breath. Then I took my little company cap off. “Fine. Then I’m quitting. And I’m going to do what you do: whatever the universe tells me to do.” I had a big smile on my face. I was excited to know where this new life would take me. Maybe this really was what I needed to do to move forward with my life.  

    Kevin started walking away. “Where are you going?” I asked. 

    “Back to bed,” he said. Then he slipped into his room and the house became quiet. I paced around for a few minutes, trying to figure out what to do. My heart was pounding. I tried closing my eyes, to let the universe in—whatever that meant. I made the mistake of sending a message to my boss, letting him know that I quit. It wasn’t even twenty minutes later when I regretted sending that message, suddenly terrified that I no longer had anything to fall back on. What if Kevin didn’t pay for my rent? What if he didn’t even pay his own rent? What if he joined another high-stakes poker game and lost everything? Then what would we do? He could just leave—I would never be able to find him. But my landlord knew how to find me. He had my bank information and my social security number.  

    I looked at my phone to check the date. Rent was due in eight days. My credit card was already close to maxed out, so I had a feeling the bank wouldn’t let me take out a line of credit. So what was I going to do?  

    I tried calling my boss, to beg for my job back, to tell him that I made a big mistake because of a bad influence. But he didn’t pick up the phone. I tried again, and this time the call went straight to voicemail, as if he was blocking me out. “Shit,” I said. Panic was starting to set in. My stomach groaned.  

    So I went to my computer and logged into my online poker client. I remembered Kevin’s little speech about the universe, and I figured that the universe might help me out on the poker table now that I was desperate. I joined a game and started playing hands. By 10:00 AM, I was down another four hundred bucks. Now I felt sick and my fingers felt cold. I logged out of the game and planted my face into my hands. I was now in a terrible position, and the wound was self-inflicted. 

    Maybe Kevin wasn’t the type of person I needed in my life. Maybe he was just knocking me down from bad to worse. Maybe I should have stayed at my job and slowly worked my way up to a management position. Then, after a few years, I would have a shining line on my resume that could help me get a better management position somewhere else. More likely than not, the universe didn’t care about me.  

    Kevin sauntered down the stairs around 11:00 AM. He went to the kitchen and casually poured himself a bowl of cereal. He smiled as he looked out the window, eating one slow bite at a time. I watched from the other side of the living room. I wanted to hate him, but he was just so cool. He was everything I wished that I were. And things seemed to go better for me when he was around, as if his aura was contagious. I just needed to figure out a way to bottle that aura, so I could use it whenever I needed it.  

    I watched as he put his bowl in the dishwasher, and then he went back to sit at the table—with no computer or phone in front of him. He was just taking the morning slow—not rushing. “Any plans today?” I asked. 

    He looked over at me slowly, with that characteristic smile on his face. “Today?” he said. “A couple of friends are coming over to jam. Other than that, no plans.”  

    I didn’t even know that Kevin played music. But apparently he did—and he just happened to be an amazing guitar player. A drummer came by and set up a drum kit in our living room. Then the bass player showed up and set up his amp. Another guitar player showed up with two amps and two guitars: one for himself and one for Kevin. They chatted for a few minutes, and then they started playing perfect covers of some of the best Lynyrd Skynyrd songs, and then some Eagles songs, and then some Led Zeppelin songs. I sat and watched from the kitchen, in awe. I used to play guitar when I was a teenager. I always wanted to be good—but I was never anywhere near as good as Kevin. I couldn’t play three notes from Free Bird, never mind the entire solo.  

    Everything Kevin did was cool. If I could have stolen his life, I would have. And even though it was impossible, I was trying as hard as I could. When he went to play a bit of online poker later that afternoon, I slipped my laptop out and did the same thing. I ended up winning a bit of money. Then I stole one of his cigarettes and had a smoke in the backyard. Then I went up to my room, dug my old guitar out from my closet, and I started practising as if I hadn’t stopped for nearly a decade. I wanted to be Kevin.  
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    It was the next day when Kevin went out for a few hours, without telling me where he was going. I was up in my room, practising guitar, when I heard him come home. He went straight to his room before I could get up and greet him.  

    I was desperately curious to know what he was up to. I wanted to be just like him, and I was worried that I would miss out on his secret if I lost track of him for even just a few minutes. So I went back into my room and kept playing the guitar. I lit up one of my own cigarettes, which I’d purchased earlier that afternoon while Kevin was out. I opened my bedroom window and I blew the smoke out, so I wouldn’t have to kill time by going all the way outside.  

    If I was ever going to be like Kevin, I needed to devote time to practising: practising poker, practising the guitar, and just generally practising his life techniques.  

    It was dark out when I heard tires crunching gravel in our driveway. I put down my guitar and walked over to my bedroom window with throbbing fingertips. There was an expensive white SUV parked in our driveway. Did someone just pull over to look up directions? Or was someone at the house to see Kevin? Maybe Bryan Adams or Tom Cruise… 

    I watched as a man stepped out from the vehicle and started towards the front door. He was wearing sunglasses, which seemed strange given the hour of the night. He was a tall, well-built man, dressed in a clean suit and nicely polished shoes. As he approached the door, I heard Kevin’s bedroom door open. Kevin, with bare feet, pattered down the hall towards the front door. I just stayed in my room and listened.  

    Then I heard a girl’s voice. “Come in. Leave your shoes on,” she said. When did a girl come into our house? Did Kevin have multiple people over? Was he having a party?  

    I went to my bedroom door and pressed my ear against it. I listened as two sets of footsteps went back into Kevin’s bedroom: the bare feet and the feet in the polished dress shoes. Kevin’s bedroom door closed and then I heard some jazzy pop music come on, as if the party was happening in Kevin’s small bedroom. “What the hell?” I muttered under my breath.  

    I didn’t think too much of it, just thinking that Kevin was having a few friends over, maybe to show off his new pad. And then, twenty minutes later, I heard what sounded like a girl moaning. I perked up and walked back to my bedroom door. I put my ear to the door and listened. And my ears weren’t playing tricks on me: I was hearing a moaning woman!  

    I quietly opened my bedroom door and stepped into the hallway. I saw the red-tinted light glowing from beneath Kevin’s bedroom door. I took a step towards that door, and then I pressed my ear against it. “Fuck me harder! Fuck me harder!” the girl said. I could hear a man grunting, and I could hear his pelvis slapping against her ass. Were they watching porn? Or were the three of them having an orgy?  

    “Oh God, I’m going to come!” the man said.  

    “Fucking come in me,” the girl said. But I didn’t hear Kevin’s voice in any of the action. Maybe they were watching porn. But why? I couldn’t think of anything more uncomfortable and weird than watching porn with friends. I already felt awkward enough watching porn by myself.  

    There was one last loud groan from the man, and one loud scream from the girl, and then the house became silent. I carefully backed away from the door. I went down to the living room and looked out the window at that expensive SUV again. Who did it belong to?  

    Suddenly, I heard Kevin’s bedroom door open. “Thanks again,” the man’s voice said. Then that business-looking-man walked down the hall towards me. He looked me in the eyes for a brief moment and then he turned and headed towards the front door. He got into his expensive car and drove off.  

    Then that bedroom door opened again. This time a chick emerged and casually sauntered down the hall towards the bathroom. She was wearing lingerie and her long teal hair was all ruffled, as if she’d been fucked good and hard. Once she was in the bathroom, I decided to go and check in on Kevin, to see what the hell was going on in my house. I went to his open bedroom door and poked my head in. “Hey, man. What’s…” But the room was empty. Kevin wasn’t there.  

    I looked around. The only person besides me in that house was the girl in the bathroom. I was standing awkwardly in the hallway when she finally emerged, a few seconds after the toilet flushed. She looked into my eyes and then she brushed past me, towards Kevin’s bedroom. “Hi,” I said. 

    “Hey,” she said. But her voice wasn’t right. Her voice wasn’t feminine. Her voice was Kevin’s voice. And even after I heard it, it took a good twenty seconds before I realized I was staring at Kevin and not some random chick. Kevin was the girl in the teal wig. Kevin was the girl who just got fucked by the rich businessman.  

    “Whoa,” I said. “Hold on. Wait. What’s going on here? Did you just… Was that… What just happened in here?” I felt the colour rush from my face as my lips parted and refused to close.  

    “I just made a few extra bucks. I decided this morning that I want to go to New York this weekend to see my buddy’s band play at a club. Sometimes I do this for some spare change.” He said it as if it wasn’t unusual, as if he was talking about fixing a computer and not prostitution.  

    “D—Did you know that man?” I asked. 

    Kevin shook his head. He took off the wig. But even without it, he still looked like a chick. His makeup was expertly done. He was wearing lots of eyeliner and lots of eye shadow. His lips were glossed with pink and the lingerie on his body fit him perfectly. This really was something he’d done before. “I put an ad online a few hours ago. It’s really easy to find clients.” And he said it as if he was giving me advice, as if I was going to give it a try myself.  

    “Did he really fuck you?” I asked. 

    “Yeah.” Kevin went to his desk and he grabbed a handful of wet wipes from a little dispenser, which he must have purchased that afternoon. He started wiping the makeup off of his face.  

    I was silent—in shock—still unable to believe what I’d just heard and what I was seeing now. “D—Did it hurt?” I asked. 

    He laughed. “No. Why would it hurt? I made him use a condom and lube. It’s just sex, Brett.” It was surreal watching him wipe the makeup away. That makeup was doing so much to transform his face. Now, without it, he was Kevin again. He looked at me and smiled. “It’s only weird if you want it to be weird,” he said.  

    “I don’t think it’s weird,” I said suddenly, worried I was offending him. But I did think it was weird—and terrifying, and uncomfortable, and lots of other things as well.  

    And then I saw the stack of money on his dresser. “How much money did he give you?” I asked. 

    “Six hundred for the hour,” he said. “It’s fifteen-hundred if they want the whole night. Think I can double down at a poker table?” He looked at me and smiled. 

    And I still couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Not only was he casually admitting to being a freelance prostitute, but he was willing to gamble his earnings, as if the money didn’t even mean that much to him.  

    He must have noticed my white face, because he laughed. “It’s just money, Brett. You need to learn to relax. Good things will happen to you as soon as you relax and allow the universe to guide your life.”  

    I stared at him with wide eyes. He walked over to his dresser and pulled out a sweater and a pair of sweatpants. Then he turned to me and smiled. “Are you going to watch me change?”  

    I turned away, looking towards the doorway, but I didn’t leave. I had so many questions—but I didn’t know how to ask them. For the past week, Kevin had been my idol. I wanted to be just like him. But now I wasn’t so sure what I wanted. I wanted to have Kevin’s confidence and his cool demeanour—but I didn’t want to get dolled up and I didn’t want to have sex with strange men for money… But at least Kevin had money—and he had lots of it, assuming he hadn’t lost it all playing poker.  

    He really did seem to be tapped into the universe. He could apparently create money whenever he needed it. He didn’t have to work a job, yet he was wealthy. None of it computed in my brain. He was an anomaly, and I still found myself feeling incredibly jealous. But what did that jealousy mean? Did I wish that I could be carefree enough to put on some makeup and a wig and allow a complete stranger to stick his cock in my ass? Maybe for six hundred bucks… But Kevin really looked like a chick. I couldn’t look anywhere near that convincing… Or could I?  

    I shook my head. I went back to my room and I lit up a cigarette. I didn’t even bother opening my window. I just smoked the whole thing with repeated puffs. And then I lit another one. I had an unwanted thought floating in my mind: what if I could be more like Kevin? What if I could just make a week’s worth of money in half an hour?  
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    For the next couple of nights, I stuck to the online poker. And I did end up making a bit of money—just a little bit, which I ended up spending on cigarettes to feed my new growing addiction. I had Kevin show me a few little poker tips, which improved my game. I won more when he was around, for whatever reason. I started making a point of playing whenever he played, hoping that I could steal a bit of his super-lucky aura.  

    But when I made fifty bucks, he would make a few thousand. I never saw him lose money. I even caught a glimpse of his bank account over his shoulder one afternoon, and he had more than enough money to live very comfortably for a couple of years. 

    So that made me wonder why the hell he was still sleeping with strangers. It was a Friday night when a car pulled up to our house and another strange man stepped up to our door. I stayed in my room as Kevin pattered down the hall to answer the door, and I stayed in my room once I heard that feminine voice that he did so well. I stayed in my room for the next forty minutes, listening to the soft moans and groans and slaps and squishes. And then I heard the man say, “There’s an extra hundred bucks there, as a tip,” as he was leaving for the door.  

    Maybe it wasn’t about the money. Maybe Kevin just liked being fucked by strange men. Maybe he was gay—or bisexual. I could still remember that ruffled girl at the diner. And if he could fuck her until her hair and face was a mess, then he couldn’t have been gay.  

    I waited until that car was pulling away before I snuck out from my room and crept over to his room. He had his bedroom door open and he was sitting on the edge of his bed, occupied by his phone. He looked up at me and smiled, still wearing his makeup and wig and his little yellow nightdress. “What’s up?” he asked casually, as if he wasn’t dressed as a prostitute, probably with cum oozing out from his asshole. 

    “I just don’t get it,” I said. “I need to know why you do it. Because I know that you don’t need it—I saw your bank account.” I remained in his doorway. I felt like an angry teacher, demanding an explanation. Except I wasn’t owed an explanation. Kevin didn’t have to tell me anything because it wasn’t any of my business. But knowing it wasn’t my business didn’t make me any less curious. 

    “Well how do you think my bank account got like that?” he asked. And it was hard to think of him as a ‘he’ because he was still using that female voice that he used with his client. And he really looked like a chick—so maybe ‘she’ was more fitting. 

    “But now you have the money,” I said. “And you’re amazing at poker. You make more than this in a day. So why keep doing it? Do you like it?”  

    She shrugged her shoulders. “It doesn’t bother me,” she said. “And gambling is gambling. Sure, I’m good, but that doesn’t mean I won’t lose everything or go on a month-long dry spell.” She stood up and sauntered over to her desk, where her makeup was still scattered. She started pulling everything into a drawer. I could see her perky bum sticking out from under her tiny nightdress. I found myself staring for a moment, and then I forced myself to look away, remembering that I was staring at a dude—not a chick at all.  

    What she was saying made sense. Gambling wasn’t a sure thing, even for the best poker players in the world. The game still had an element of luck, and luck can change. But that still didn’t help me to understand why she was dolling herself up and allowing strangers into her asshole. She was ridiculously talented—good at everything she tried. Hell, she was good enough to be in a big-time band, so why wasn’t she out touring?  

    She looked over at me with a little smile. “Does the thought of sleeping with men make you uncomfortable?” she asked. 

    “No,” I said quickly, worried that she thought I was homophobic. 

    “Does the thought of wearing makeup make you uncomfortable?”  

    I shrugged my shoulders. “It’s just makeup,” I said. 

    “So what’s the big deal?” 

    “You’re sleeping with strangers,” I said. 

    “When you pick a girl up at the club and bring her home—is she not just as much of a stranger? The guys wear condoms—unless I know for sure that they’re clean. And I chat with them a bit online before they come over. Hell, I end up knowing more about them than I know about most of my friends. Like that last guy—he’s married with kids, he works for a gaming company, and he really wants to visit India one day, to take pictures of temples for an art project.”  

    My stomach turned. Maybe I was just feeling vulnerable, but her words actually seemed to make sense. Her arguments were solid, and I was starting to think that it was possibly something I could do. But as soon as that thought entered my mind, my heart started racing. I bit down on my tongue. I knew it wouldn’t work for me. It was just like the guitar and the poker—just because she could do it didn’t mean that I could do it too.  

    A smile crossed her face. “Do you want me to do your makeup?” she asked. 

    A coldness flooded down my spine. The air in the room suddenly felt freezing, making me tremble. I stuttered, and then I said, “I’m okay.”  

    “C’mon. Don’t you want to see how you would look? I think you could pull it off. I can help you find a first client, and you’ll realize that it’s not so bad.”  

    I shook my head quickly. “It’s just not for me,” I said before the lump in my throat was so big that I couldn’t push any words past it.  

    She shrugged her shoulders. “Okay. Fine,” she said. “Just remember what I said, Brett: you have to open yourself up to the universe if you want the universe to give you any help.” She finished putting her makeup away in that top drawer. 

    I remained still in her doorway. I tried to think of something to say back. I was worried that I’d offended her by making her think that I thought what she was doing was uncomfortable and weird. I didn’t want her to think that—even though it kind of was what I thought. 

    I turned around and headed back to my room. But now my heart was trembling and that thought was teasing the back of my mind. What if she was right? What if it wasn’t that weird? What if I would look good and I could make a few hundred bucks in thirty or forty minutes? It would solve a lot of problems… 

    I went back to her bedroom and gently tapped on the door. She looked at me with a smile. She was holding a wet wipe—just about to wipe off her pretty makeup. “What’s up?” she asked. 

    It took me a moment to gather the courage to pose my question. “Could you do my makeup?” I asked.  

    




 

    [bookmark: BADINFLUENCE7]CHAPTER VII 

    She turned out to be right: I did look good all dolled up. Apparently I had many feminine features—just like her. So I wasn’t crazy in thinking that her and I were similar in many ways, physically speaking. I even fit into her clothes. Most of the clothes in that suitcase were female. I put on a little white dress, and then she let me wear one of her wigs: a short blonde wig, which was already tied into a pair of braids.  

    I looked a bit like a German milkmaid. I stood in front of the mirror and watched my face turn red, even despite all of the makeup I was wearing. But a part of me was just happy to have proved to Kevin that I wasn’t a homophobic prude.  

    “You look cute,” she said in her feminine voice. And now I was suddenly very interested in knowing how she did the voice. It sounded perfect—which seemed unusual, because I’d met a few trannies in my lifetime, and none of them sounded anything like Kevin. So I asked her to give me some tips. We ended up working on the voice—and then we started working on mannerisms. We walked around the house, putting on different pairs of heels. We ended up in the kitchen, having a few beers, still dolled up—and then we went back to work.  

    Though I wasn’t sure what we were working towards. I couldn’t remember why I was dolled up, and I wasn’t sure what was stopping me from putting an end to the silly shenanigans. We went back to her bedroom and she told me to wipe the makeup off of my eyes, so that I could try to apply it myself. We spent the next hour in front of that mirror. She stood over my shoulder, giving me tips. 

    I have to admit: it was fun. I couldn’t remember the last time I actually hung out with someone all night long. I hadn’t had many friends since college ended. Everyone moved away to pursue other things, and the few friends who stuck around ended up getting married and having kids. But suddenly, I felt like I was back in elementary school, having a sleepover with the cool new kid.  

    As we were getting ourselves cleaned up, Kevin started telling me stories. He told me about how he got started as a trap whore. Apparently he was in a position just like I was in now: broke, unemployed, and desperate. He was living with a female roommate at the time—a girl he was going to school with—and he found out that she was a cam-whore on the side, and that’s how she was paying her way through college. Drunk one night, he snuck into her room and stole some clothes and makeup. He went and created his own cam-whoring account and started streaming. It started out as a joke, but then people actually started tipping him. One person apparently offered to give him one hundred bucks to stoke his ‘sissy cock’ until he came. He did it, and the man actually paid the money. Then the next night he got dressed up again, even though he was sober. He went back onto that website and posed and played with himself for the amusement of strangers. By the end of the week, he had enough money for rent, tuition, and a bit extra, which he spent on a guitar.  

    “Do you have lots of guitars?” I asked. 

    “No—just the one. That was my first guitar,” he said. “And I really sucked. But I forced myself to practise for at least an hour each night. It took three years before I was any good.”  

    It was surprising to hear that Kevin had to ‘practise’ anything. I had just assumed he came out of his mother’s womb with a plethora of talents. But apparently that wasn’t the case. Apparently his talents came from hard work and dedication. He even told me about how he lost all of his savings playing poker. “It took a long time before I was any good,” he said. “I was so broke that I had to whore myself out to a man that had been asking for weeks. He was my first client. I had him come over while my roommate was out of the house. It was terrifying and embarrassing. He didn’t use a condom, but thankfully I didn’t catch anything. It hurt—the first time always hurts. But he left me with five-hundred bucks, and that was like a million bucks at the time.”  

    The thought of five hundred bucks was like a million bucks in my mind. But the thought of letting a stranger into my back door terrified me.  

    “How badly does it hurt?” I asked. 

    “It’s rough for a minute or two—the first time. But after that, it’s not so bad,” he said. “If I were you, I would get it out of the way before you have your first client come to the house.”  

    “What do you mean, get it out of the way?” I asked. 

    “Have you ever played with a dildo before?” 

    “No,” I said quickly and firmly.  

    He stared into my eyes with that little smirk of his. “Put that white dress back on.” 

    “Why?” I asked. 

    “Just do it. Just for a few minutes. And put the wig on too.” I still had my makeup on—I hadn’t quite gotten around to wiping it off. So with the dress and the wig back on, I was back in my full feminine guise.  

    “Now what?” I said. 

    He laughed. “Talk in your girl voice, first of all.” 

    I cleared my throat. “Is this better?” I said, using the tips that we’d practised earlier.  

    He nodded his head. “That’s great. Now go over to the bed and bend over.” 

    “Why?” I asked as my heart skipped a beat. 

    “Just do it. Consider it part of your training.” My training? My training for what? Did he want to make me into a trap whore like himself? Was that what I wanted? Did I really need money that badly? Isn’t that why I came to his room and asked him to doll me up in the first place?  

    I walked over to the bed slowly and carefully planted my hands down on his mattress. I felt awkward and stupid. He started digging through his suitcase. The silence in the room was terrible. “Maybe we shouldn’t do this,” I said. 

    “Just relax,” he said.  

    He walked up behind me. He put his hands on my hips, as if he was mounting me from behind. But he was wearing sweatpants and a t-shirt now. “So when you’re with a client,” he said, “it’s important not to squirm or say things like ‘ouch’. Some guys like that, but most people are paying for a professional experience. They want to feel like there are no restrictions.”  

    My heart stuttered. 

    “So the trick is to take a deep breath when you know it’s about to go in, and then bite down on the edge of your tongue if it hurts—and just remind yourself that the pain is temporary—very temporary. Your bum hole will soften up quickly, as long as you relax. Just keep reminding yourself to relax.” 

    He lifted up my skirt, exposing my bare bum. I reached a hand back and covered myself, suddenly feeling humiliated. He brushed my hand away. “Don’t worry—it’s nothing I haven’t seen before. But we’re going to need to get you shaved up before you get your first client.”  

    Suddenly, something dull and slimy pressed up between my butt cheeks. I perked up. “What is that?” I said. 

    “Just relax. Keep telling yourself to relax.” I looked back and saw that he was still wearing his sweatpants and shirt—so he couldn’t have gotten his cock out. But he was holding something… Was it a dildo?  

    I took a deep breath in. I closed my eyes and tried to tell myself to relax. But I couldn’t relax. I couldn’t even figure out why I was in my roommate’s bedroom, dressed like a girl, and bent over his bed. Had I lost my mind? Was I really going to let him sodomize me?  

    He started to push in. I gasped and clenched and tried to spin around—but he stopped me. “Relax, Brett,” he said. “You need to relax. You’ll see that it’s not so bad if you just relax. You might even like it.” There was an unmistakable grin in his voice.  

    I closed my eyes tight and I tried to force my muscles to relax. But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t stop my legs from trembling.  

    “You can do this,” he said. 

    I took another deep breath. There was a dull tip in my asshole and it was impossible to ignore. I’d never been penetrated before and that was something I was happy about. But would I be happier with a strong source of income? I found myself imagining Kevin’s bank account, which I saw over his shoulder. Apparently he was in a position just like me once. I could still be like him. I just had to take his advice. I needed to relax and let the universe guide me. And right now, the universe wanted to stick a big dildo in my asshole. 

    After one more deep breath, I managed to relax. I felt that long plastic cock sliding into my body. “There you go. That’s good,” he said. I could feel my anus stretching—and he was right: it hurt. But somehow, I managed not to clench. I managed to keep my muscles relaxed.  

    “Most guys get really excited at this point,” Kevin said. “Sometimes they’ll just start going. You have to be ready for it.” He started pumping the dildo in and out of me, without warning. And that pain grew stronger. I bit down hard on my tongue and I squirmed. “Just relax,” he said again. I tried to summon that will to relax.  

    And after a moment, that relaxation came, despite the pain. I could feel that ribbed dildo sliding back and forth and back and forth. That big, dull tip was stretching every part of me, everywhere it went. I groaned. Humiliation was starting to set in. It didn’t help that to my right was Kevin’s closet mirror, and a perfectly framed reflection of my sissy body, being sodomized from behind. I looked so pathetic, but somehow so cute as well. That little dress made me look so small—and my little feet dangling in those little heels made me look so helpless.  

    I closed my eyes again. Kevin was pumping fast, mimicking what he was apparently used to. I wondered if he was right: if this pain was just a one-time fee. If I actually hooked up with a ‘client’, would I feel this pain again?  

    But the pain was going away now, just like Kevin said it would. Each pump hurt a little bit less than the one before it. It wasn’t long before I could feel a pleasant buzzing deep inside of my body. I looked back in that mirror. My eyes appeared to be lethargic, and my mouth was hanging open. There was even a little glistening bead of drool clinging to the corner of my lip, but I was too preoccupied to wipe it away. I could hear myself groaning, but that noise was out of my control.  

    “You’re doing so well,” Kevin said. Now he was pumping faster, straining and flexing. He held the dildo with a tightly clenched fist. He even groaned as his muscles began to tire.  

    Then he suddenly pulled out, with beads of glistening sweat on his forehead. He took a few deep breaths and then he said, “I think you’ll do just fine.”  

    My asshole felt strange. It was still agape, and no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t clench it closed. I stood up slowly, feeling a trembling down my legs. Then I noticed that my cock was rock-hard, holding my dress out awkwardly. There was a little dot of moisture, right where my tip was pressed against the soft fabric. Was it pre-cum? Did all that pumping make me lose a bit of myself?  

    I awkwardly grabbed my male clothes off the floor and said, “I should be getting back to my room now.” My mind was spinning fast. I couldn’t quite process everything that just happened. It would take that whole night for me to gather a clear timeline of what went on in our house that night—and even when I woke up in the morning, I was still unclear as to why I went through with it.  

    




 

    [bookmark: BADINFLUENCE8]CHAPTER VIII 

    It was a few days later when Kevin knocked on my bedroom door, while I was sitting at my computer, playing online poker. I was doing well, even though Kevin wasn’t in the room with me, feeding me with his aura. I was learning to be more reserved. I knew when to fold, even when I was dealt a great hand. It was hard to wrap my head around some of the tips that Kevin gave to me, especially: the hand matters less than who you’re up against.  

    “Come in,” I said. 

    Kevin poked his head in. “What are you doing?” he asked. 

    “Trying to earn some money,” I said. I was almost up one hundred bucks, which was much needed.  

    “Want to earn some real money?” he asked. 

    “Doing what?” 

    “I’ve got a client coming tonight,” he said. “And another client just asked me if I’m free. Do you want to take him? He’s a good tipper.”  

    I suddenly froze. My fingers went numb, even though it was my turn in the online game. I stared blankly at my screen until it automatically checked for me. Then I turned and looked at Kevin. He was smiling casually, as if he was asking if I wanted his leftover pizza, and not his leftover prostitution client. My heart fluttered down into my stomach. “A client?” I said. 

    “I told him I would ask you. He knows that you’re new.”  

    “H—How much?” I asked. It was my turn again in the game. The clock was ticking down, but I didn’t have the processing power to wrap my brain around what was happening.  

    “Six hundred for the hour. They never stay for the full hour though.”  

    And I had to think about it: one hour is just one hour. Even if it’s horribly humiliating and even a bit painful—it’s still just one hour. And after that one hour, I could have enough money to pay for rent and some groceries. I could take that money into my poker account and possibly double it, or even triple it using some of the techniques I learned from Kevin.  

    “Well?” he said. 

    “Okay,” I said. 

    “You’ll do it?” 

    I nodded my head. Then Kevin was gone, off to message the client. And I just sat there with a pounding heart and a churning stomach. Was this really happening? Had I really just agreed being a tranny prostitute for the night?  

    Suffice to say, that day went by slowly. There was never a moment when I couldn’t hear that clock on my bedroom wall—even when I was downstairs in the kitchen, I felt like I could still hear it ticking, reminding me that my date was quickly approaching.  

    Kevin offered to do my makeup for me, and he was going to let me use that blonde wig and whatever outfit I wanted from his suitcase. I was still shocked into silence when I sat down in his room and he started to rub foundation on my skin. “You’re going to do fine,” he kept saying, as if my terror was obvious. “Just remember what I told you: relax, and remember that any pain is temporary.”  

    I nodded my head, but I wasn’t sure I was actually hearing him over the ringing in my ears. “Is he big?” I managed to ask. 

    “He’s pretty big. But you’ll eventually realize that’s a good thing.” I didn’t know what he meant by that, and I wasn’t sure I wanted to know.  

    I just knew that I wanted to be like him. That was the whole reason I was going through with this: because it’s what he was doing, and it’s how he got to be how he was—or I should say, how she was, now that she was all dolled up and ready for a date of her own.  

    She went thick with my eyeliner and dark with my eye-shadow. Instead of gloss, she went with a red lipstick. She said that it was better for dates. “Guys really like the red,” she said. Then she brushed on a bit of rouge onto my cheeks. “You’re going to do just fine,” she said. 

    Once I had the wig on my head, I heard the tired crunching the gravel of our driveway. “Is that him?” I asked as my heart stuttered and plummeted down into my stomach. 

    “I don’t know,” she said. “Let’s go to the door and find out.”  

    We went down together. I stayed a few steps behind her, using her body as a shield as if I was a toddler and she was my mother. She went to the door and tossed it open without even looking through the peephole. A tall man stood in the doorway. He was wearing sunglasses and a suit. He looked around and then he slipped into the house carefully. His gaze fell upon me, and my skin became cold.  

    Then Kevin turned to me and said, “Your date will be here soon. Just answer the door for him. And remember to relax.” She took the man by the hand and led him up to her bedroom, leaving me alone in that quiet, cold living room.  

    I walked over to the window and looked at the expensive car in the driveway: a sleek black Lexus. It occurred to me that our house had become a brothel.  

    In just a few weeks, I had gone from being a normal employed guy. Now, I was a smoking, gambling transgender escort, living in a bordello. Maybe Kevin wasn’t such a great influence. Maybe I shouldn’t have been trying so hard to be just like him. Maybe I still had time to go get myself cleaned up before my date showed up, so that I wouldn’t have to sell what was left of my soul. I could get another job selling burgers and I could find another roommate—one who didn’t let strangers plug his asshole for money.  

    




 

    [bookmark: BADINFLUENCE9]CHAPTER IX 

    I paced around the living room, trying desperately to talk myself out of the nonsense I was getting myself into. I knew it wasn’t too late to turn back. Sure, the client would be disappointed—but who cares? He was probably out cheating on his wife, so maybe he deserved a bit of disappointment.  

    But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t talk myself out of it. I remained in that living room, with an eye out the window, in those heels, quietly practising my voice so that I would be in top form for my first date. 

    ‘My first date’—that’s what I kept referring to it as in my mind, as if I was already planning on having more dates, as if I was already committed to going down this dark path. But I remembered the initial pain of the dildo Kevin pushed into my asshole. It hurt so badly, and it wasn’t even a big dildo. What if this client’s cock was big? Didn’t Kevin say that it was big? What if it hurt so bad that I couldn’t go through with it? What if the client didn’t give me the option? What if he holds me down and fucks me until I’m bleeding and crippled with pain?  

    I shook those thoughts out from my mind. A car was pulling up to the house. It was a white sedan: recently detailed—or maybe it was brand new. It idled in front of the driveway for a minute and then it turned off. But no one emerged from the vehicle. My heart was pounding. I knew it was the client, and I was praying that he was having a change of heart. Maybe he was already regretting his decision to sleep with an escort. Maybe he was feeling guilty about cheating. Maybe he would pull away from the house and I wouldn’t have to let anyone fuck me. But then what was I going to do about rent? How was I going to pay for my bills and my groceries? Was I going to have to beg Kevin to help me until I finally built up the courage to find a client of my own?  

    The car door opened. But instead of watching through the window, I zipped to the side, hiding from the window so that he wouldn’t see me. No one had seen me dolled up—no one but Kevin. And sure, he told me that I looked good, but maybe he was just saying that. Maybe he was just trying to get me in a bedroom with a stranger, because he thought it would be funny. Maybe he was revelling in his bad influence. Maybe this was something he did: moving from house to house, corrupting every roommate he came across.  

    The doorbell rang. I jumped as if I wasn’t expecting it. I was suddenly frozen, unable to move towards the door. My legs trembled and my body felt cold. The little dress I was wearing suddenly felt extremely tiny. My freshly shaved legs were covered in goose bumps. The doorbell rang again. Soon, Kevin would be emerging from his date to answer the door himself. I didn’t want to disappoint Kevin. I wanted to be just like him—and the next step towards that goal involved answering the door. So I took a deep breath and carefully stepped forward. I could see the man’s tall figure through the glazed glass. I reached for the handle and bit down hard on my tongue. Then I threw open the door and forced the biggest smile I could muster.  

    He looked me up and down without saying a word. Then, a slight smile crept onto his clean-shaved face. He looked as though he’d just gotten a haircut—maybe that same day. But he didn’t bother to get the grey hairs on the side of his head toned to match the rest of his dark hair. He was older—probably closing in on forty-five. He looked thin in his suit, but I had a feeling that was just an illusion because of his height. “Can I come in?” he asked with a deep voice that I could feel in my bones. 

    “O—Okay,” I said softly—almost in a whisper. I stepped aside and he entered. His dress shoes were heavy on our old floorboards. He looked around the room and then he looked back at me. “You’re Britney, I’m assuming?” he asked.  

    That coldness was filling my body. Now that he was in my house, standing on the same ground as me, he appeared massive and intimidating. He had to tilt his head down to look into my eyes, even though I was taller than ever before in my high heels. Was I Britney? Is that the name Kevin gave to the man?  

    “Karen told me I would be seeing Britney,” he said. Karen must have been Kevin, so I must have been Britney. I didn’t mind the name. I’d always thought the name Britney was kind of cute—and I liked it shortened to Brit.  

    But I was still frozen, still trying to cope with the reality that I was facing. This man was here to fuck me, and it was probably going to hurt and leave me with a lot of guilt and regret and dread. But he was also going to leave me with a lot of money—more money than I’d ever made in a single week, never mind a single hour.  

    “I’m Brit,” I said. My voice was still a whisper. 

    He smiled. “Karen said that you were new. Have you ever been with a stranger before?”  

    I wasn’t sure if I was supposed to lie, to seem like more of a professional. I thought about it, but I wanted him to be gentle with me, so I figured I had a better chance of him going easy if I told him the truth. “You’re my first,” I said.  

    His smile grew bigger, and I realized that I may have made my situation worse. Maybe he would make a point of ravaging me, trying to give me a fuck to remember. Maybe my first would also be my last.  

    “Why don’t you show me to your room?” he said.  

    In that moment, I didn’t feel like a man in his late-twenties. I felt like a young girl—hardly thirteen years old—still intimidated by large adult men. I was frozen for a moment, and then I managed to break free from my paralysis. “This way,” I said, leading him towards my room. I heard his heavy footsteps behind me. Each one of those footsteps reverberated inside of me, trembling my heart.  

    




 

    [bookmark: CHAPTER10][bookmark: BADINFLUENCE10]CHAPTER X 

    Just how desperate was I to be just like Kevin? Why did I want to be like him? What did I feel he had that I didn’t have? The only answer I could think of was: confidence.  

    Kevin and I were the same in many ways. We had similar bodies and similar looks. Sure, he had more money than me, but he got that money by being confident. He had more skills than me, but he got those skills through his confidence. So maybe I didn’t want to be just like him—maybe I just wanted to be confident like him. And how could I be confident if I was constantly comparing myself to another person?  

    Once we were in my bedroom, I closed the door. My date immediate started taking off his suit jacket. I stood by the door, staying close to my only escape route. I had no way of knowing this man wasn’t a serial killer. And if he decided to kill me, the police would probably never find him. Do they even look for men who kill prostitutes?  

    I watched as he began to unbutton his shirt. He looked at me with that excited grin that hadn’t gone away since I told him that he was going to be my first. “Don’t you want to slip into something more comfortable?” he asked. 

    “This is all I have,” I said. And it was true. It was the only piece of clothing Kevin had given me. Unless the man wanted me to change into something from my closet: a pair of boxers or sweatpants. But I had a feeling he was thinking more along the lines of lingerie. The dress I had on wasn’t much different than lingerie. It was short and tight and thin, showing off lots of skin.  

    “No worries,” he said. “Lay down on the bed. On your stomach.”  

    My heart skipped a beat. I didn’t want to leave my post by the door, where I could easily run away. Once I was on that bed, my only escape route would be blocked by the tall man. Then I no longer would have any options. I would be locked in and committed. But wasn’t I already committed? I lacked the ability to say no. I’d been locked in since I agreed to the date.  

    I walked over to the bed, wobbling slightly in my heels as I reached the edge of the mattress. I put my hands down and then I crawled up. The man walked up behind me, and now he could probably see up the short skirt of my dress. Maybe he could even see the bulge in his panties. But he knew it was there—so it’s not like I had anything to hide.  

    “On your stomach,” he said. Was he getting right to it? Did he want to skip the foreplay? Was he just going to rip off my panties and plug me with his big-and-tall cock? I took a deep breath and then I lowered myself down. Maybe that would be best: get it over with, like ripping off a Band-Aid. I could close my eyes and hold my breath, and soon it would be over with, and I would be six or seven hundred dollars richer, depending on how generous the man was feeling with his tip.  

    I closed my eyes now and found myself praying to whatever god would listen. The man crawled onto the bed with me. I felt the mattress sink down, and then I felt his intimidating aura weighing down on me. Then, his hands pressed against my bare back. He started to rub. I was frozen and silent for a moment, until I managed to ask, “What are you doing?” 

    “I’m giving you a massage—to help you relax,” he said. 

    I don’t know why, but I was taken off-guard. Why did he care if I was relaxed? What difference did it make for him? Was he not just looking for a tranny hole to stick his cock into? I   remained tense for another minute, and then I allowed that tension to float away. The massage helped. He was actually very good with his hands. I wondered if he was an actual RMT—but why would an RMT be driving such a fancy car? And why would an RMT own such a nice suit?  

    I looked back and saw that he was only in his boxer shorts. I wasn’t sure when he dropped his pants, but now my heart was stuttering knowing that there was only a couple thin layers of fabric between his cock and my asshole. I looked away quickly.  

    “Just relax,” he said with his deep voice. And I swear I heard Kevin’s voice echoing in the back of my mind. I remembered how much better that dildo was once I relaxed. But I was afraid to relax. I was afraid to be relaxed under the circumstances. Because if I could relax, what did that mean? Did that mean that I actually didn’t mind being with a strange man? Did that mean that I was maybe a little bit gay? Did that mean that prostitution was a good fit for me?  

    I pushed the thoughts out of my mind as the man began to knead his knuckles into the muscles of my neck. It felt good. I felt knots releasing as warm buzzing moved up and down my spine. I closed my eyes and let the moment take me away. Maybe this wasn’t so bad. Not only was I making a few hundred bucks, but I was also getting a great massage out of the deal.  

    “Feeling better?” he asked. 

    “Yeah,” I said. He moved his hands down to my ass and started massaging my smooth butt cheeks. It was a bit weird at first, but it actually felt pretty good. His fingertips were coming awfully close to my butthole.  

    “Roll over,” he said. So I rolled over. And then I saw that his boxers were off and his semi-erect cock was pointing straight at me. And my God, it was big. It was almost as thick as my wrist, and it curved impressively to his left. Every time his heart would beat, his cock would twitch, getting a little bit bigger and a little bit heavier. But despite the growing weight, it seemed to defy gravity as it grew, pointing higher and higher up. And what was making him so aroused? Was it me? Did the feeling of my bare skin turn him on? Was it the squishiness of my bum? I took a deep breath.  

    “Rest your head on the pillow,” he said.  

    I was slow to react, but I followed the command. Then he moved up the bed, planting his knees down next to my shoulders. His bare ass was hovering over my chest and he was using my bedframe to hold himself up. Now his giant cock was dangling by my lips. “Go ahead,” he said. “Suck me.”  

     The air in the bedroom was suddenly thin. I felt like I was running low on air, even though I was starting to hyperventilate. I forced my lips to part as terror filled my body. I was tense all over again, as if the massage did nothing. His cock was approaching my lips. I don’t know how I kept my lips open. I don’t know how I didn’t shut my mouth and turn my head away like a baby rejecting food. I tried not to groan and I tried not to squirm—and then suddenly, there was a cock in my mouth. He pushed it in deep, sliding it along my tongue.  

    There was no taste, which was relieving, but it was much warmer than I expected—and I could feel his veins throbbing. It was a real cock—not just a dildo. And it was really aroused. I felt his bulbous tip pressing up against the inside of my cheek. I opened my eyes when his tip pressed against the back of my throat, and I realized he only had half of his shaft in my mouth. I couldn’t believe how big he was!  

    I was trying to figure out why Kevin told me bigger was better. I was practically choking, and I knew my asshole was going to hurt for days. So how exactly was this better?  

    “Suck it, baby,” he said.  

    I pressed my lips firmly around his girth and I began to suck. I moved my tongue around, trying hard not to gag. I could feel all of the bulges and ridges of his rugged cock. But the most off-putting was the throbbing—a reminder that I had a living specimen in my mouth. But I kept sucking. I wanted to get him off quickly. The sooner he came, the sooner I was free. But what if I couldn’t get him off? What if I sucked and sucked and sucked, and then I let him into my ass and he pumped and pumped and pumped, but nothing ever happened? What if I couldn’t quite arouse him enough to climax? I had a feeling that wasn’t going to be an issue, seeing as he was almost rock-hard before he was even naked.  

    I reached up and put my hands on his hips, so I could push him back when his cock got too far down my throat. But he was strong enough that my pushing was pointless. Drool was starting to dribble down my cheeks. His cock was stone solid now, as if he used it to lift weights at the gym. He groaned and moaned and sunk his fingers into the hair of my blonde wig.  

    He was even thrusting slightly, using my mouth like it was a pussy. He didn’t seem to mind the sound of my gagging. In fact, he seemed to like it. And if he liked the sound of my gagging, that meant that he got off on my discomfort. So what could I expect once he was in my back door?  

    Finally, he pulled out. Strands of drool kept his shaft connected to my lips as I took a deep breath in. His cock flipped up and slapped him against the abdomen. I’d never seen a man so hard before—not even in pornography. Did he take a handful of Viagra pills when I wasn’t looking, or was he just really aroused?  

    “That blowjob was worth the price of admission in itself,” he said. And strangely, the comment made me blush. It was nice to get a bit of validation. I liked the way he was looking at me now, with glowing eyes, fixated on my face as if he thought that I was beautiful. Maybe this tranny prostitution thing wasn’t so ridiculous. Maybe it was a good fit.  

    And Kevin wasn’t in the room with me. He wasn’t there to feed me his confidence. The confidence that was building inside of me was all my own. Maybe I didn’t need Kevin. 

    The man crawled back down the bed. He sat his knees down beneath my ass. He pulled down my panties with a swift tug and then he lifted and spread my legs wide. I felt awkward with my cock and ball sack out in the open, not even being covered by the short skirt of my dress.  

    He reached out and wrapped his massive, meaty fingers around my cock—which looked so tiny in his grip. He massaged me gently, and then he pulled back my foreskin to reveal my little tip. I never thought I was small between the legs, until I saw my cock in his hand, and compared to his rod, which was almost twice as thick and twice as long. But he seemed to like my little sissy member. He stared at it with his glowing eyes and wide smirk. He even let out a long sigh of relief, as if he’d waited weeks to touch my dick. I closed my eyes and bit my tongue, trying to fight away the tingling I was feeling. I didn’t want him to get me hard. I didn’t want to think that a man could make me hard.  

    But it was happening. His massaging fingers were like magic. It wasn’t fair. It was just the friction and the rubbing. And the sight of my long, smooth legs under that cute dress didn’t help. I couldn’t help but feel aroused by my own sexy body, as weird as that thought was at the time.  

    He scooched in closed, lifting up my ball sack to get a clear view of the asshole he was about to destroy. I watched with terror pulsing up and down my spine. He took his giant cock in his hand and he pointed the tip down at my hole. “You really are a virgin down there,” he said. Was it that obvious? Did my asshole look like a virgin hole? How would it look once he was finished with it? Would it ever be the same again?  

    He pushed his tip against it, rubbing the still-warm saliva from my mouth around my puckering anus. “Oh God,” I muttered. 

    “Are you okay?” he asked. The question took me by surprise.  

    I nodded my head and forced a smile. “You’re just really big,” I said.  

    “You’ll like it,” he said. And then he looked back down at the action. He rubbed that tip in a few more circles, and then he started to press in. I tensed up and clenched hard. I closed my eyes as my mind began spinning in fast circles. My heart was pounding. Was this really a good idea? Would I really be able to take his gigantic cock in my ass? Did I really care that much about money?  

    I could move in with my parents. Sure, they might be disappointed, but they would probably be more disappointed knowing that their son was secretly a transgender escort. I could look for jobs and then I could maybe enrol in a trade program. I could get back on my feet… It would take years, but I could do it. 

    Or I could embrace the lifestyle that Kevin had brought into my life. I could spread my legs for the odd client and then I could live from day-to-day, carefree. It was an enticing thought. Trade school would always be there—but this seemed like a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity.  

    I took a deep breath and managed to relax my hole. He suddenly pressed his tip into my body, stretching out my asshole. I gasped. He groaned. His hands held my hips tight so that I couldn’t squirm away. “Ouch,” I whimpered—even though I tried so hard not to let that slip, remembering what Kevin told me.  

    “You’re so tight,” he said. 

    I wasn’t able to reply. I was only able to nod my head. I was clenched all over again. But I knew I needed to relax if that pain was going to go away. So I took another deep breath and I forced my muscles to relax. I was getting better at forcing my body to relax. It was a skill that was taking a surprisingly long time to master. He pushed a couple inches of his throbbing dick into my body. It was hot and rugged. I could feel my own slimy saliva pressing against my tight hole. I clenched again, and then I released again. He sunk in deeper. “It hurts,” I said, but I didn’t mean to say it out loud. 

    “It feels so amazing,” he said, as if he didn’t hear me—and maybe that was for the best. He kept pushing in, groaning as my anus stretched wide. It didn’t feel natural. I was worried my anus would never shrink back to its normal radius. I was going to need to wear diapers from now on. I closed my eyes and I went through another cycle of clenching and relaxing. I could feel his cock pressing up into my stomach, pushing towards my chest. At one point, I swear I even felt his tip pressing up to my lungs. “Oh God,” I groaned. 

    Then, finally, I felt his hairy pelvis press against my bum. I reached down with my hand and felt my abdomen. I could feel a bulge where his cock was, which didn’t even seem possible. “Oh my God,” I groaned again. 

    “No one’s ever taken the whole thing before,” he said. “That’s amazing.” 

    I wasn’t sure how to respond to that. I remained completely still, worried that if I moved, I might rupture something inside of my body. But my date didn’t remain still; he started to pump his giant cock in and out of me. I felt all of his ridges and veins rubbing against my anal walls. The pain was intense at first, but with each penetration, everything was starting to numb. I looked down at my abdomen and watched as that lump came and went: his tip pressing into my gut and retreating again—over and over. I wondered if it was bad for my body. And then I tried to figure out why my cock was so hard, throbbing as it sat erect on my pelvis.  

    “I want you to come on yourself,” he said.  

    He reached out and grabbed my hand, moving it down to my shaft. I felt my face turning red. Getting plugged by his giant cock was embarrassing—but the thought of masturbating in front of him was even more embarrassing. I closed my eyes and grabbed my small cock. I started jerking myself off. And strangely, it felt good—really good—better than any wank I’d ever had before. I knew I wasn’t going to last long. His giant cock was rubbing against something inside of me, making my legs tremble with warm euphoria.  

    “Just like that,” he groaned. His eyes were fixated on my cock. He didn’t want to miss a single second of my stroking. “Oh God, just like that.”  

    Then I felt something inside of me: his cock was twitching. And then it was bloating. He held my body tighter and began to pound me harder. I tried to squirm, but his grip was too tight. I started to moan, and then utter embarrassment set in: I was about to come. A man was about to watch cum shoot out of my cock, to make a mess of the inside of my dress’ skirt. I couldn’t think of anything more humiliating—but I didn’t have any control. I groaned I unloaded.  

    And then he unloaded inside of me. I felt each hot blast, shooting deep into my body. I looked down at that lump in my abdomen: that’s where the cum was going, somewhere in my intestines. And maybe that was a bad thing, but God, it felt so good. I squirmed and groaned. I wiped some of my spilled cum up with my hand and then I stroked it down the length of my cock. My date took my wrist and brought that same hand up to my mouth. He didn’t have to tell me what to do next. I licked my own cum off of my fingers.  

    Then he pulled out, leaving me with a horribly empty feeling inside of my body. There was no pain, but that emptiness was almost worse. I wanted him to stick his cock back in, because I felt like I was missing it, as if it was supposed to be a part of my body. I could feel his warm ooze dribbling down that long passageway, towards my stretched out anus. I wasn’t looking forward to the feeling of it oozing out of my hole, but I knew it was coming.  

    My date was already getting dressed. “If I just leave the money here on the dresser, is that okay?” he asked. 

    “Sure—I guess so,” I said. 

    “Do you want to count it?” 

    “I trust you,” I said. Now his cum was reaching my hole. It was a weird feeling. I pulled my panties up quickly, so that the cum wouldn’t ruin my bed sheets. But now it was just pooling against my bum, which felt even weirder. But in a strange way, it also felt kind of nice.  

    The man got dressed and then he left. I went to count the money once he was gone, and I was shocked to see that he’d left a thousand dollars. I smiled and blushed and fought back the urge to let out a loud excited scream. Did he really think that I was worth it? Did he enjoy his time with me that much?  

    “Good night?” a girly voice said, making me jump.  

    Kevin, dressed as Karen, was standing in my bedroom doorway. “Hey girl. How’d it go?” she asked. 

    “It went well—I think,” I said. “He tipped me like four-hundred bucks.”  

    “Sounds like you put on a good show,” she said with a big smile. “No one’s ever tipped me that much before—not even him.”  

    I looked into her eyes. She was pretty, but I think that I was prettier. And maybe I was better in the sack as well.  

    Maybe Kevin wasn’t naturally better at everything. Maybe I shouldn’t have been looking to Kevin as the main influence in my life. Maybe I was more valuable than I originally thought. Maybe I was really worth a thousand bucks.  

    “Are you going to do it again?” she asked. 

    I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know.”  

    “A friend of mine just called me. He’s got some leads on some stocks that he knows are going to go up in the next week or two. I’m not really supposed to tell anyone, but maybe you can get in on it too.” 

    Before that night, I would have jumped on that opportunity in a heartbeat. Anything Kevin was doing, I would have been on-board to do as well. But now, I wanted to see how things played out. I felt like I had a solid opportunity in front of me. I found something that I was good at, and it paid a hell of a lot more than flipping burgers. I had enough of Kevin’s influence—at least for the time being. I was ready to be my own influence for a while. I was ready to start building up my own confidence—confidence that didn’t rely on another person. And maybe I would still go to Kevin from time to time for advice. After all, he still knew quite a bit about a lot of stuff. But now I had a better idea of when he was being a good influence, and when he was being a bad influence—and maybe the world of insider trading was one of his less desirable influences.  

    Being a tranny whore, on the other hand, was already turning out to be a surprisingly good idea.  

    THE END  

    




 

    [bookmark: GIRL]GIRL 

    When Michael finds an old spell book at a used bookstore in a mall, he doesn’t think the spells will actually work—until he tries one as a joke. He has to try the spell a second time, to make sure the effect wasn’t just a huge coincidence, and sure enough: it works again. Now, Michael is feeling overwhelmed by the power he’s holding in his hands.  

    There are lots of spells he wants to try out, but near the end of the book is one that particularly catches his eye: a spell that gives the caster a long, vivid dream of whatever he or she desires. All Michael has to do is drink a special mixture and imagine the dream world he wants to spend a few hours in. But just before he dozes off, he remembers seeing a pretty young woman in a cute little skirt at the mall, and that image becomes the basis for his new fantasy world. 

    




 

    [bookmark: GIRL1]CHAPTER I 

    Michael didn’t go to the mall often—only when he really needed something that he couldn’t simply get online. And these days, there isn’t much you can’t simply get online.  

    And sure, Michael could have easily purchased a new pair of pants online, but he needed them quickly, and the Internet can never guarantee a pair of pants will fit—so it was off the mall.  

    He wasn’t sure why he hated the mall so much. Maybe because it was so overwhelming—so many people moving in so many different directions. Or maybe he hated it because he was always alone when he went, and everyone else in the mall seemed to be with someone: a friend, a girlfriend, a wife—but Michael had no one to go with. Sure, he had a few casual friends, but no one he would feel comfortable trying on pants with. So he made a point of being quick. He knew exactly which store he was headed for and he didn’t make any stops along the way.  

    Though it was easy to get lost in the mall, especially when it was busy. It was a weekday afternoon, so it shouldn’t have been busy—but that wasn’t the case. The place was loud and buzzing with high-school students. Shouldn’t all of these kids be in school? What time do kids finish school these days? Back when Michael was a kid, school went until 4:15 PM. It wasn’t even 2:00 PM yet now. 

    While passing the Booster Juice, he overheard some of the youngsters chatting. “Wait—you’re saying there was no fire?” one student said to the other. 

    “No—one of the seniors pulled the alarm. Jimmy said he saw it.”  

    “Can’t you go to jail for that?” 

    “No, you idiot. You can’t go to jail for pulling an alarm.” 

    “I think you can. I saw something about it on Netflix.” 

    And then Michael was out of earshot. So do kids just get the day off of school whenever someone pulls the fire alarm? Wouldn’t that be nice… 

    Michael couldn’t definitely pinpoint one reason why he didn’t like the mall: he didn’t like seeing the depressed faces of the poor souls stuck working behind the store counters. They always looked so lifeless—especially the ones who were sent out into the mall corridor to hand out free samples. They were like zombies, thrusting tiny plastic cups towards every passing person, wishing either their shift would end or their life. And in a couple of hours they would all be on their way home—let off early because the high-school teenagers would be ready for work, ready to do the same job for less pay. How miserable would it be to know that a teenager was just as capable at doing your job?  

    Michael knew he wasn’t too far away from being one of them. It had been months since he lost his job—unfairly—and his bank account was starting to hurt. Soon he would be done his college degree—a new degree to replace the old one that wasn’t getting him any work—and then hopefully that would be enough to get him a decent job that didn’t involve begging people to taste a tiny portion of a pretzel. If he was going to get that new degree, he was going to need a new pair of pants—a pair worthy of a job interview.  

    Michael finally reached the store he had in mind. He went straight to the wall of pants and he picked out a couple different options. A store clerk asked him if he wanted help or if he had any questions, but of course he refused, even though he didn’t know what the difference between the thin-fit and the skinny-fit was. A quick question could have cleared that up, but Michael was insistent on getting this task done alone, as if he was invisible. He tried on his options, decided on the thin-cut, and then he made the purchase and started back towards his car, so he could be done with his mall excursion.  

    The main mall corridor was especially busy with young students. They were just standing around and chatting, hangout like a pack of mall rats with nothing better to do. Michael couldn’t see a clear line through them, so he decided to turn and take a detour down a less busy hallway, away from the crowd of energetic youth.  

    A stray football nearly struck him in the side of the head; it zipped by his face, making him flinch. “Sorry about that!” a teen yelled before snickering. Three young men were playing catch in the middle of the mall. Where was security?  

    Michael turned down yet another hallway to avoid the youngsters. Now, he was in a part of the mall he’d never seen before. There were no men’s stores here, just a makeup store, a vitamin store, a bookstore, a lingerie store, and a store that sold dresses for old ladies—nothing for Michael. But at the end of the wing was a door. It was on the other side of the mall from where he was parked, but he didn’t mind walking around. It was a nice August afternoon after all.  

    But before Michael reached the door, something caught his attention. In the lingerie store window was a mannequin wearing a skimpy lace bodysuit and a short black skirt. The mannequin was even wearing a black lace choker—something a lot of the young girls were wearing these days. In fact, the outfit wasn’t so different from what he’d seen some of the mall rat girls wearing. If Michael had a daughter, he certainly wouldn’t let her wear an outfit that was entirely purchased at a lingerie store.  

    Though now, Michael found himself staring at the outfit. It may have been scandalous, but it was cute. The skirt had thick box pleats and it just barely covered the mannequin’s bum. Michael couldn’t even imagine showing off so much skin. The shortest pair of shorts that he owned hardly left his knees exposed, and those felt scandalous enough.  

    A girl came out from the lingerie store with a pink shopping bag. She had whatever she was wearing before in that bag, and on her lower half now was that exact skirt from the store window. She stopped so that her friend could pull the tag off the back of it. “How does it look?” she asked, swaying from side to side, letting the skirt dance. 

    “I think it looks super cute. You were right,” her friend said.  

    Michael couldn’t help but watch the girl. The skirt went perfectly with her little black flats and her perky ponytail. If Michael were a girl, that’s wasn’t too far off of how he would want to look. He watched the girl as she walked away, back towards the mall’s main hallway. He loved the way her skirt danced from side to side above her long, smooth legs.  

    She joined up with a few more friends. They all took a moment to admire her new skirt. But they all had cute outfits as well. One of them was wearing a navy blue floral dress and cute black heels. Another was wearing a light sweater and a tiny pair of denim shorts. And another— 

    Someone tapped on Michael’s shoulder, making him jump. He looked away from the girls quickly, worried he was looking like some sort of predator. He wasn’t interested in kiddies. He was just zoned out—just caught in an internal tangent.  

    Staring Michael in the eyes now was a familiar face: a younger woman with scruffy blonde hair. Michael couldn’t remember her name, but he knew that she was in a few of his networking classes at school. “Hey Michael,” she said.  

    He suddenly felt embarrassed, not knowing her name. “Hey there,” he said, forcing a smile.  

    “I didn’t know you lived on this side of town,” she said. 

    He nodded his head slowly, still forcing that dumb smile. “Yep,” he said after a moment. 

    “Are you here buying that textbook as well?” 

    “Textbook?” 

    “The new edition of the networking textbook. Remember? The professor told everyone to pick up a copy.”  

    Michael suddenly remembered. “Right,” he said. “Um—yeah—that’s why I’m here.” He turned and looked at the bookstore. Then he looked down at the girl’s hands. She was holding that new textbook now. 

    “There is another copy on the shelf in there. Better get it before it’s gone,” she said. 

    Michael nodded with a smile. His heart was still pounding from almost being caught staring at teen girls. That was a rumour he didn’t need going around the school.  

    “See you at school,” he said. He tried one last time to remember her name, but it didn’t come to him. He wasn’t even sure if he’d ever heard it before. He stepped away from her, entering that nearby bookstore. It was a small bookstore, filled mostly with used books. He looked around for category labels, but there didn’t seem to be any method to the store’s messy arrangement.  

    “Can I help you find something?” the store clerk asked. 

    “I’m fine,” Michael said. And then he bit his tongue and realized he was going to need to ask for help if he was ever going to find that book. He opened his lips to pose the question, but he wasn’t able to push the words out. He didn’t know why, but he just hated the idea of asking for help. “I’m just browsing,” he said, and then he started to search for the book, scanning the spines of each book, one at a time.  

    He walked slowly down that first isle of books. He finished scanning one shelf and then he looked at the many shelved he still had left. Then he considered asking for help again, so that he could get his book and get on his way. And then he saw a white and yellow spine—the same colour as the book in his classmate’s hands, out in the corridor. He went over to it, but it wasn’t what he was looking for. 

    But next to it was something interesting: Spells For The Modern Era. He grabbed the book and looked curiously at the blank cover. There was no art and no decoration: just the title in bold, plain letters. He flipped it open and saw that the pages were old: beige, turning yellow, and half-disconnected from the spine. Stray threads poked in every direction. There was a handwritten note in the front of the book. Michael couldn’t decipher the old handwriting, but he was able to make out the date: 1873. Was that how old the book was?  

    He gently flipped through the pages, having a light chuckle at some of the silly spells in the book—like the spell that could turn sour milk into fresh milk, or the spell that could supposedly make chickens more fertile. The spells were all accompanied by little diagrams, dumbing it down for the average spell caster.  

    Near the middle of the book, Michael found a spell called ‘Once Lost, Now Found’. It was a short little spell, which was supposedly supposed to make the caster find something he was looking for. The directions were simple: imagine the object, close your eyes, and repeat the short Latin phrase. Michael jokingly decided to give it a try. He closed his eyes and repeated the little phrase while imagining that yellow and white textbook.  

    Then there was a dull thud next to him, making him jump and open his eyes. He looked towards the ground and saw that yellow and white textbook lying there, having fallen from the bookshelf. He stared at it for a moment as his heart started pounding. Did the spell really work? Or was that book just loose from when his classmate took out its identical twin?  

    “Everything okay?” the clerk asked. 

    It still took Michael a minute to break free from his speechless paralysis. He looked slowly up at the clerk and nodded his head. “Yeah. Everything’s fine,” he said. He bent down and picked up the book. “I’ll just take this,” he said. And then he looked at that old spell book. “And I’ll take this too.”  

    




 

    [bookmark: GIRL2]CHAPTER II 

    There was only one way to know if the spell was real, or if it was just a very well timed coincidence: try it again. So when Michael got home from the mall, that was very first thing he did. 

    He used to own a watch. It was gold with a big white face—not worth much month, but he had always liked it, until it just disappeared one day. He wasn’t sure if he accidentally left it at work or if it fell down one of vents in his house. He had spent nearly a whole day looking for it, to no avail. But now, with that spell book in his hands, he closed his eyes, imagined the watch, and he repeated that same Latin phrase. He felt a bit silly doing it, but if it worked once, it could work again.  

    He took a deep breath and then he opened his eyes. He looked around. There was no watch there. He closed his eyes and tried again: imagining that watch and repeating that phrase. But still, there was no watch. So he put the book down and decided to carry on with his day. 

    He quickly cooked himself something for dinner and then he fed his cat. Once he had his dishes cleaned, he went off to take a shower. His bar of soap was at its end: split in two and very thin. He tried to make it work, but it just kept breaking and slipping out from his hand. So he decided to fetch a new bar of soap from his bathroom vanity. He swung it open while the shower continued to run, and then he found himself frozen, in a state of shock. 

    He was staring at his watch. It was just sitting casually on the vanity shelf, as if it had been there for years. And he was sure that he’d looked there many times before—maybe dozens of times. It was where he kept his razor, and he shaved every two days. He grabbed the watch, to make sure that it was real and not just a hallucination. He held it in his hands and then he said, “Oh my God.” It must have been the spell. It was the only explanation.  

    He finished his shower quickly and he ran back to fetch that book. He started flipping through the pages, to see if there was another spell he could test out. His heart was aflutter and there was a big goofy smile on his face. Unless two gigantic coincidences had happened in the same day, it meant that magic was real. Michael had the power to make impossible things happen. Maybe there was a spell in that book that could create money. What if he closed his eyes and imagined a massive stack of money before repeating that Latin phrase? Would he be rich? He decided to try it. When he opened his eyes, he looked around his house frantically, hoping that sweet cash would be there waiting for him. He didn’t find a big stack, but he did find a twenty-dollar bill with a ripped corner that he’d lost a few weeks before. Was it the spell again or just a coincidence?  

    Near the end of the spell book was a four-page description of a spell called ‘Night Transformation’. The author of the book described a process in which the spell caster could transform into whatever he or she wanted, but only in his or her dreams. “The dream will be so realistic that it will be indistinguishable from reality,” the book claimed. “In fact, the real world and the dream world can be permanently swapped pending an appropriate sacrifice.” Michael took a moment to try and process that last bit.  

    His hands trembled with a mix of excitement and fear. If the spell was real, it was suggesting a great deal of power—power that Michael wasn’t sure he could handle. Finding a lost object was one thing—but changing the course of reality was some serious God-tier business—and Michael wasn’t sure he wanted to dabble with godly powers.  

    Each spell in the book had a warning attached to it. “Cast spell with caution,” they all said. But that particular transformation spell at the end of the book had its own special caution. “Swapping dreams and realities can be irreversible. Part of the necessary sacrifice is one’s old life.” But maybe that wasn’t such a bad thing. Maybe Michael could just change himself into an exact version of himself—except richer and maybe a bit thinner in the stomach area. Or maybe he could just dabble in this apparently realistic dream world, and stay away from swapping the worlds.  

    He wasn’t tired but he was excited to give this crazy spell a try. He had all of the necessary ingredients in his kitchen: sugar, mint, garlic, and ginger—all mixed into warm water. It wasn’t a pleasant fluid to drink, especially right before bed, but it was a very tiny price to pay for an exotic dream.  

    The next step in the spell was to meditate for ten minutes with clear focus on the intended fantasy. Michael decided to imagine the beaches of Hawaii and an expensive penthouse suite with an amazing ocean view. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d been on vacation. And now, he was excited to maybe get a little taste of paradise before another long day of classes and studying with his kitty cat.  

    It was after ten well-focused minutes that his tiredness began to take him away. His eyelids were suddenly heavy and his arms and legs felt limp—disconnected from his body. A buzzing started to tickle his spine and a light started to fill his vision. Was the spell working? Was he being taken to his fantasy dream world?  

    Before he dozed off, he remembered that cute young teen girl in her tiny black skirt. He remembered her swaying from side to side, letting that skirt dance on her perfect, tight body. Then he fell asleep and the world became black.  

    




 

    [bookmark: GIRL3]CHAPTER III 

    Michael felt the morning light against his eyelids, and the disappointment came quickly after that. His alarm clock was beeping and it was time to get up—but there had been no amazing dreams of lush beaches and warm ocean water. The spell didn’t work. Though he shouldn’t have been too surprised—it did seem too good to be true, after all. If going on an amazingly relaxing vacation was as easy as eating some mint and garlic, everyone would be doing it. 

    He sat up while rubbing the sleep out from his eyes. He stood up slowly, feeling the cool ground against his feet. He let out a big yawn before dragging his feet over to his bathroom. He grabbed the door handle and pulled the door open. Then he walked into a wall of soft clothes.  

    He shook his head while taking a step back. Why was his bathroom full of clothes? He rubbed his eyes again and saw that he was staring at a closet. His eyes hadn’t quite adjusted to the morning light yet, but he could see enough that he didn’t recognize his own closet. All of the clothes were on hangers, but Michael kept most of his outfits folded in piles. He rubbed his eyes again before taking a look around his room. 

    But it wasn’t his room. The walls were lavender and the linens on his bed were bright pastel colours—much different from the white and grey sheets he normally slept on.  

    He wasn’t in his own home. Did he sleepwalk into a neighbour’s house? Did he accidentally stumble into some teen girl’s bedroom in the night? Did that strange concoction of garlic and mint and whatever else was there make him delirious in the night?  

    Michael’s heart was pounding fast now. And then he noticed his cat sleeping casually at the end of the bed. Did he take his cat with him on his night journey? What the hell was going on?  

    He spotted his phone on the nightstand. He ran over to it and swiped it open, hoping to find some sort of explanation—maybe a message from a classmate, inviting him over. Maybe some girl from school called him over for a booty call and that memory just hadn’t returned to him yet. Maybe she was in the bathroom now, showering up, thinking he was still asleep.  

    But the phone wasn’t his. It belonged to a girl with long blonde hair—and she was a popular girl. She had six messages on her phone from different friends. “What are you wearing today?” asked one friend. “Casey’s brother was asking about you. I think he has a crush on you,” said another. “Did you finish that homework assignment? I can’t figure out the answer to question seven,” said another.  

    There was a yellow backpack leaning against the bed. Michael approached it carefully. He zipped it open and saw a collection of high-school textbooks. If he did respond to some booty call, it was starting to appear as though it was a booty call with a minor—which was illegal in the state of Florida. His heart plunged into his stomach. 

    And then he heard the voice of an adult woman. “Lissa! You’re going to miss the bus!”  

    Michael ran over to the door and pressed his back to it, so that the mother in the hallway wouldn’t be able to open it. He needed to think of an exit strategy. Maybe he was on the first floor. Maybe he could slip out the window and jump out. He took a deep breath. He closed his eyes and tilted his head down, looking towards the floor. “What the hell happened?” he whispered to himself. Then he opened his eyes and saw something peculiar: blonde hair hanging down in front of his face. He reached up and ran his fingers through it, pulling it gently and feeling that it was connected to his head. He brushed it aside and saw his thin naked body—but it wasn’t his body. It was the body of a teen girl. He had breasts and a clean-shaved pussy.  

    His heart stopped beating momentarily. His lips parted as he tried to draw air into his lungs. Then he felt the thudding fist against the door to his back. “Lissa—I’m not driving you to school. I hope you’re out of bed.”  

    He held out his hands and looked at his fingernails. They were painted the same shade of yellow as the backpack on the floor.  

    There was a mirror over a nearby desk. Michael approached it, stepping slowly and quietly. He took a deep breath before his reflection was revealed to him. But it wasn’t his reflection. He was now staring at a blonde teen with long hair. “Oh my God,” he said. But even his voice wasn’t familiar.  

    “Are you almost ready?” the mother called out. 

    Michael cleared his throat. “Almost,” he called back cautiously.  

    There was a silence—a terribly long silence—and then the mother said, “Breakfast is ready when you are.”  

    Michael approached the mirror with careful steps. He reached up and felt his soft face with his delicate hands. Something was wrong. And there was only one explanation that he could think of: he performed the wrong spell. Maybe the pages got mixed up. Half of them were falling out of that book, after all. Maybe the bookstore clerk dropped the book by accident and just stuffed the loose pages back in with no regard for the actual structure of the book.  

    And where was that book now? Michael had classes to get to. He had a degree to finish at college. He couldn’t be wasting time pretending to be some lady’s daughter! He scoured the room for that spell book, but it was nowhere to be found. He dug every book out from that yellow bag, but it wasn’t there. And now that mother was calling from downstairs. “What’s taking so long?” she shouted.  

    Maybe the book was downstairs. If Michael was going to find it, he was going to need to leave that bedroom, which meant he had to get dressed. 

    He didn’t have time to sort through all of the wardrobe options. He just needed something simple and fast. He scanned through the clothes until he found a white bra to hold up his young perky tits. He put it on quickly before snatching the first top he could find: a navy blue crop-top, decorated with little rhinestones. It was a flashy top, but not nearly as flashy as some of the other options Michael spotted while he got dressed. That closet was filled with bright colours and short dresses—and not to mention, some questionably revealing options, like low-cut tops and crop-tops that were so short, it was hard to imagine them not showing off some under-boob.  

    He dug around for a minute, trying to find a pair of jeans. But apparently this Lissa girl didn’t own jeans. He was only able to find a tiny pair of jean shorts, which were far too short for Michael’s comfort level. But he did manage to find a navy skirt that matched his top, which was almost knee-length, and probably the most conservative piece of clothing this teen girl owned. He put it on. He felt especially awkward slipping on a pair of the girl’s panties, even though they were clean and technically going onto her body.  

    “Mellissa, I’m not going to tell you again!” the mother said as her footsteps approached the door. Then suddenly, the door opened. An older blonde woman stood with her hands on her hips. “I’m serious, Mellissa. I’m not driving you to school today. Your bus will be outside in five minutes.”  

    “Okay,” he said, trying to force a smile.  

    She looked him up and down with narrowed eyes. “Why are you dressed like you’re going to church?” she asked.  

    He looked down at himself. He felt more naked than ever with his crop-top and skirt, but apparently it was a very conservative outfit. He turned to the mirror to look at himself. He thought he looked cute—but maybe it was a touch too much for August in Florida.  

    But he didn’t have time to change. He followed his apparent mother down a set of carpeted stairs to a bright, open kitchen. Sitting on the kitchen island was a plate of food: a grapefruit, a piece of buttered toast, some scrambled eggs, and a mug of steaming coffee. “The eggs are probably cold,” his mother said.  

    He kept his distance, still worried that she would look at him and see right though that false body that he was trapped in. He was worried that she would see him—see Michael—and then freak out, worried that some middle-aged man had taken over her daughter’s body.  

    But she didn’t seem to notice anything. She just kept looking at Michael with those narrowed eyes. “Why aren’t you eating? You’ll have no energy today if you don’t eat anything.”  

    Michael carefully approached the food. He grabbed the fork and started with a bite of eggs. They were seasoned nicely, and the flavour was so real. He held a bit of egg up and stared at it, noticing the realistic detail.  

    “Why are you staring at your eggs like that?” the mother asked. 

    Michael forced a smile and bit down on his lower lip. “I’m just looking,” he said. Once the mother turned away to clean up the dishes, he started looking around the room, trying to spot that spell book, so he could find a spell to turn him back into a man—into his normal self. But he couldn’t see the book anywhere. And that’s when he remembered what the book said, ‘the real world and the dream world can be permanently swapped pending an appropriate sacrifice.’ Did Michael accidentally cast the spell incorrectly? Did he accidentally make an ‘appropriate sacrifice’ somehow? But how did he end up with the life of a teenaged girl? Was it because he imagined that little skirt before dozing off?  

    “Your bus is coming,” the mother said. She was thrusting that yellow backpack towards her daughter. “Don’t miss it. Go on—go!”  

    So she took the bag and scurried out from the house with a pounding heart. She couldn’t process everything that was happening—it was all too much. Maybe it was just a dream—just a very realistic dream. Didn’t the book say that the dream would be realistic? Did the author mean it would be this realistic? Maybe they weren’t kidding when they said it would be indistinguishable from reality… 

    The bus pulled up in front of Mellissa. The door opened, but she hesitated before taking that first step. She looked up at the bus driver, waiting for him to realize something was off. But the bus driver didn’t seem to think anything was awry. “Getting on?” he asked. 

    So Mellissa stepped onto the bus and looked down the rows of her apparent classmates. A few of them looked at her, but most of them carried on with whatever they were doing before she got on. They were all so young—just kids. But she was just a kid as well.  

    “Take a seat,” the bus driver said. “I’m not allowed to drive until everyone is seated.”  

    She started walking, trying not to look into the faces of the boys and girls looking up at her. Her conservative skirt suddenly felt too long. She found herself tugging down at it, making sure no one could see up her smooth legs. One of the boys was looking down at her figure. She suddenly had the urge to cover her chest with her arm, even though nothing was exposed. But just the bust of her breasts was enough to make her feel vulnerable. It didn’t seem too different than walking around with a bulge between the legs.  

    She walked past one girl who was looking at her with a narrowed gaze. As she took a step by, the girl said, “Where the hell are you going?” 

    Mellissa stopped and looked back at the girl. Was she the school bully? Was she about to demand Mellissa give up her lunch money? Mellissa stared at the girl for a silent moment, waiting to hear what the girl had to say. 

    “Well?” the girl said. 

    “Well what?” Mellissa asked. 

    “Don’t feel like sitting with me today or something?” she said. 

    It took another moment for Mellissa to realize she was probably staring at her friend—a girl she always sat next to on the bus. And strangely, she had a vague memory of sitting next to the girl on the bus, in class, and in the cafeteria. She didn’t know where these memories were coming from, but somehow she knew that the girl’s name was Penelope and she was Mellissa’s best friend.  

    So Mellissa took a seat. 

    “You look frazzled. What’s going on? You never replied to my message. I was worried that we were going to end up wearing the same thing,” Penelope said.  

    “Sorry. I slept in,” said Mellissa.  

    “You’ve got zombie eyes. What are you even looking at?” She started looking around. But Mellissa wasn’t looking at anything. She was just trying to put all of the pieces together. This wasn’t a dream. It couldn’t be a dream. Even the most realistic dreams aren’t this realistic. Something terrible happened. She got too confident with that spell book and now she was facing a lifetime of consequences.  

    “I just—I had weird dreams last night, I think,” Mellissa said.  

    “Well don’t forget that we have plans at lunch. I don’t want you bailing on me again.”  

    “At lunch?” Mellissa said. 

    She sighed. “Yes! You and me in the drama room at lunchtime. We literally talked about it yesterday. You said you would help me, and you promised you wouldn’t make fun of me—don’t forget that last part.”  

    “Okay,” Mellissa said. She looked over at the window and caught her reflection in the glass. That gentle face and long blonde hair were still shocking. She was staring at something that was just downright impossible—but there it was. Now she couldn’t help but question the reality of everything. Were there no laws of physics ruling this universe? Was she really witnessing magic at work?  

    She didn’t know where to go for her first class. She didn’t even know where her locker was. Once the bell rang and everyone went off to class, she awkwardly went to the main office and asked the receptionist for a copy of her class list. “What’s your name, dear?” the receptionist asked. 

    “Mellissa,” she said. 

    “Last name?” 

    But Mellissa didn’t know. She just stared blankly at the woman and the woman stared blankly back. “Um,” she said. “Are there lots of girls named Mellissa here?” 

    There was a short pause. Then the receptionist looked down at her keyboard and tried typing the name. “Just one, I guess,” she said. Now she was looking at Mellissa with a scornful look. She probably thought that she was being short with her. She pressed print and then she grabbed the freshly printed class list. “Here you go.”  

    Mellissa looked at the list. “Where’s English class?” she asked. 

    The receptionist was slow to reply. “Are you new here? Weren’t you here last year as well?”  

    “I’m new,” Mellissa said. 

    “It’s upstairs, on the second floor. Room 212.” 

    So Mellissa went up. She quietly slipped through the door and crept to the back of the room. But the teacher didn’t let her go unnoticed. “Mellissa! Have a good reason for being late?”  

    Now everyone was staring at her, making her feel more exposed and vulnerable than ever before. She bit down on her lip and looked around at her classmates. “I had to see the school nurse,” she said.  

    The teacher’s cheeks turned red. “Oh. I see,” he said. He cleared his throat. “Well take a seat. Welcome to class.” He went on with his lecture. Mellissa looked around the class again. A few gazes were still turned her way: a couple of boys and a couple of girls. And somehow, Mellissa knew which gaze belonged to whom. The boy at the far end of the class: she suspected he had a crush on her. Then there was the girl near the front: she really wanted to be Mellissa’s friend. And the girl two seats to Mellissa’s left: she always looked grumpy, as if she had a problem with the clothes Mellissa wore, or the way she did her hair—it was always something. But Mellissa knew to just ignore the girl—not to let her have any satisfaction.  

    But how did she know that? How could Michael know anything about this girl’s life? It almost seemed like all of her memories were still there, ready to be borrowed when needed. But Michael still had all of his memories as well. She could remember her 20+ years in the Navy, working as an engineer. She could remember her nine-year gig at the University of Central Florida. But of course those memories were impossible to have as a teen girl.  

    She tried to focus on the teacher’s lecture, hoping it would get her mind off of the craziness that was happening. She was starting to think that maybe her life as Michael was the actual dream—a terribly long and complex dream. Maybe her real life was as Mellissa. Maybe all of Mellissa’s memories would come back and those old Michael memories would fade away, now that the dream was over. Maybe she was suffering from some sort of schizophrenia. Was she supposed to be taking pills?  

    She took careful notes, remembering that she needed to keep her grades up if she was going to get into that Network Security course she had her sights set on. A good grade in English didn’t seem relevant, but it was one of the main requirements on the admissions page. So she took careful notes, jotting down everything the professor said. That was one thing she always thought about as Michael: he always wished that he would have paid more attention in school—gotten better grades so that he would have more opportunities later in life. Luckily, that was just a dream—a dream that left Mellissa now with plenty of motivation to study hard.  

    She felt the gazes of her classmates turning to her as she scratched down note after note. No one else was taking the class so seriously—but no one else knew how hard life could be without a good education. She looked up briefly to see her confused classmates. Did she not normally study this hard? Was it really so unusual?  

    Class ended and she had to scramble to find her next class: chemistry. She was the first to arrive, as the classroom was just down the hall and to the left. Even the teacher hadn’t showed up yet, so she took a moment to walk up to the little eye-cleaning station where there was a little sink and a mirror. She leaned in close and looked at her face. It was so young and smooth! Her lips were so plump and her eyes were so big and bright. She reached up and gently grabbed two handfuls of her hair. She held them down to frame her face. Then she pulled the left side slightly over her left eye. She caught herself smiling.  

    Excitement buzzed in her spine. She was young again. She had her whole life ahead of her.  

    She slowly reached up and cupped her breasts. She squeezed gently, feeling a strange pulse of warm euphoria surging through her tall, thin body.  

    Michael had always had a taboo little recurring daydream. In that daydream, he was a young woman. He got to feel everything a woman felt: the soft clothes against soft skin, the cute outfits, the long, fun hairstyles, and of course the shoes. Sometimes Michael would see a girl dressed in a cute outfit and he would slip away to that little daydream. But he knew that it was wrong. He knew that men shouldn’t be daydreaming about such feminine things. He always pushed those thoughts away and condemned them. But maybe those thoughts were just his real life as Mellissa creeping into his prolonged dream. Maybe the wires of fantasy and reality were being occasionally crossed.  

    But now she was a girl—and maybe she was always a girl. That taboo fantasy was no longer taboo—it was just reality. And that life as Michael—maybe that was just a strange dream meant to teach a strange lesson.  

    “What are you doing, Miss Bailey?” a deep male voice said. 

    Mellissa spun around quickly to see her chemistry teacher taking a seat behind his desk. Mellissa still had her hands on her breasts. She removed them quickly, feeling redness entering into her face. “I was just checking my makeup,” she said. 

    “Are you even wearing makeup?” he asked. 

    “A little bit,” she lied. She awkwardly moved over to her desk. That was embarrassing: being caught squeezing your breasts by your older male teacher. At least he didn’t seem to care. At least she wasn’t caught by one of her classmates—some gossiping girl who would tell the whole school that Mellissa liked to massage her tits when no one was around.  

    Chemistry class was similar to English. Mellissa took careful notes while her classmates curiously watched, trying to figure out why she was suddenly so obsessed with getting a good grade. But Mellissa was just shocked that the other kids weren’t doing the same thing. Maybe they all needed to have their own strange masculine dreams, so they could set themselves right.  

    The teacher came over to Mellissa’s desk with his own face of disbelief. He looked down at her notebook and appeared surprised to see notes and not little doodles or love letters to random boys. And Mellissa found herself blushing, though she wasn’t sure why.  

    The bell rang. “Enjoy lunch everyone,” the chemistry teacher said. Mellissa got up, packed up her bag, and started towards the cafeteria, and then she remembered that she was supposed to meet with Penelope in the drama room. She had to stop a student to ask for directions to the drama room, as she didn’t have drama as a class, so it wasn’t anywhere on her class list. “It’s on the first floor, near the back door,” the student said. So that’s where she went, down a long series of hallways towards that room at the far end of the school.  

    It was quiet—far from the cafeteria. She passed a couple of loner students sitting on the floor, eating lunch alone. They didn’t look up at her as she walked by. And normally, she wouldn’t have looked down at them—at least not as Michael. But now, she felt strangely confident. She knew that she looked good and she felt comfortable in her little outfit. Bizarrely, she didn’t feel like anyone was judging her. Whenever someone looked at her, they were either a friend or a boy with a little crush. And she was quickly learning that there were lots of boys with crushes on her.  

    She reached for the handle of the door, but it was locked. The window was dark and the blinds were drawn down. Was she late, or was she too early? She slipped her phone out from her pocket, and went to send a text message to Penelope. Then the door suddenly opened. 

    “You made it. I was worried you were going to forget.” She rushed Mellissa into the room and then she closed the door behind her. She locked it before stepping away. All of the blinds in the room were shut. “We need to be quick. There’s a class here for third period.”  

    “How did you get the key to this room?” Mellissa asked. 

    Penelope laughed. “I’m the president of the drama club. Are you serious?”  

    “Right—I guess I just didn’t know that meant you got a key. What are we doing?” Mellissa asked. “Do you need help running lines or something?” 

    She stared into Mellissa’s eyes. Her cheeks were red. “You promised you wouldn’t make fun of me. Why are you making fun of me?”  

    “I’m not making fun. I just—uh—I forgot what we were doing.”  

    “If you’re just going to tease me, then let’s just not do this. I don’t know why I believed you when you said you wouldn’t make fun of me.”  

    “I’m not making fun!” Mellissa said. “I seriously just forgot what we’re doing.”  

    Penelope sighed. “Okay. Fine. You want to get one laugh in—fine. Pretend like you forgot—I don’t care. You really want me to say it out loud? I have a date tonight with Cassandra and it’s our third date. We’re planning on having sex, and I’m afraid of bombing because it’s my first time. So you were going to let me practise on you. Are you happy now? Is my face red enough for you?” 

    Mellissa was slow to reply. It took a moment for all of Penelope’s words to register in her mind. She wasn’t sure if Penelope was messing with her, but she was afraid to call Penelope’s bluff, worried it would make her more embarrassed. “O—Okay,” Mellissa said.  

    Penelope was cute: short and a bit thick in the arms and legs. She had her hair cut into a cute bob with bangs. She didn’t really look at all like a lesbian—but what teen girl really does?  

    “So are you going to let me try it on you or not?” Penelope asked. 

    “Try what?” Mellissa asked with a nervous voice. 

    Penelope sighed again. “Eating you out!” she said. “I still want to eat lunch, so can we quit pretending like we didn’t plan this out?”  

    “Uh, okay. I guess that’s okay,” Mellissa said. And she couldn’t remember: was she a virgin? Was she a lesbian as well? She was kind of excited by the idea of Penelope going down on her, but maybe that was just that bit of Michael in her—a bit of that long dream, still lingering in her brain. She liked girls when she was Michael. She’d been with a few in her many years as a man. She loved how soft they were and she loved how beautiful they were. Hell, she loved them so much that she often wished she was one… And now she was. Or maybe she always was… That was irrelevant now. “Where do you want me to go?” Mellissa asked, looking around for a bed. 

    “I guess just hop up on the desk,” Penelope asked with a dark red face. “And seriously—please don’t make fun of me. Just tell me what feels good and what doesn’t. I don’t want to embarrass myself with Cassandra.”  

    “Okay, Mellissa said. She climbed up on the desk and suddenly felt horribly shy and awkward. Penelope walked up and gently grabbed that navy blue skirt. She lifted it up, exposing Mellissa’s panties.  

    Penelope laughed nervously. “We’ve been friends for over ten years and I’ve never actually seen your pussy.”  

    Mellissa tried to think of something to say back, but now her mind was spinning with fear. Even as Michael, it had been a long time since she’d been with a girl. And now she had parts that she wasn’t familiar with. She still hadn’t taken a second to explore her own pussy. She didn’t know how it worked. What if it started leaking fluid? What if she ended up doing something embarrassing while being eaten out? What if she actually liked it? Would that mean that she was a lesbian?  

    Mellissa took a deep breath. Penelope awkwardly took Mellissa’s panties and started to shimmy them down her thighs. She let out another little nervous laugh. “I don’t know why, but I always thought that you would be hairy.”  

    “I guess not,” Mellissa said, gently biting her bottom lip. She had the urge to reach down and cover her crotch, but she knew that would defeat the purpose. Once her panties were off, Penelope took her legs and spread them. Mellissa brought a finger up to her lips and gently bit it, trying to fight away the embarrassment.  

    “It’s cute,” Penelope said.  

    “Thanks—I think,” Mellissa replied.  

    “So I guess I just go in and start licking then?” Penelope asked. 

    “I guess so.”  

    Penelope leaned in slowly. She took a deep breath and Mellissa felt her hot breath against her slit. That warm plume made her jump, but she managed not to move too much or knee her friend in the face. She let out a nervous laugh of her own.  

    Then she felt her friend’s tongue. It was warm and wet and very gentle—too gentle. She almost couldn’t feel it as it moved up and down, tickling the little bean at the top of her pussy. Mellissa squirmed. “That tickles,” she said. 

    “Is it supposed to tickle?” Penelope asked with the darkest red face she’d had yet. 

    “I don’t know,” Mellissa said. “It’s just right there—it’s really sensitive. Maybe try lower.”  

    So Penelope tried again, this time moving the tip of her tongue up and down the length of Mellissa’s cunt. This felt better—less intense. But Mellissa was still tense. She knew that she was doing her best friend a favour, but she still didn’t quite recognize her best friend. She still felt like she was staring down at a complete stranger—and she felt like a complete stranger herself.  

    “It’s kind of salty,” Penelope said, taking a quick break.  

    “Is it gross?” Mellissa asked. 

    “No—just salty. I don’t mind.” She leaned back in and continued stroking her tongue up and down. Now she was putting a bit more pressure in. It felt nice—really nice. Mellissa felt the tension escaping her muscles. She took a deep breath.  

    Then Penelope looked up again. “Is everything okay?” she asked. 

    “Why are you stopping? Don’t stop,” Mellissa said. 

    Penelope hesitated, and then she stuck her face back against Mellissa’s cunt. She kept licking. Each lick felt better than the one before it. “Try up high again,” Mellissa said. So Penelope moved her tongue back up to that little bean. She stimulated it with the tip of her tongue, sending pulse waves of euphoria through Mellissa’s body. She let out a moan. Penelope didn’t stop. She kept stroking with her tongue, digging in deeper, making Mellissa moan louder.  

    Mellissa reached down and grabbed her friend’s head. She pulled it in tight. “Oh God, don’t stop!” she moaned. It felt so good. It felt so much better than coming as a man. And it was lasting so much longer. “Fuck, that feels so good.”  

    Penelope tried to say something. Her voice was muffled. She tried to pull away, but Mellissa was holding her too tightly. “Let go,” Penelope said. So Mellissa finally released her. 

    “What is it? Why are you stopping?”  

    “You just squirted on my face. My makeup isn’t waterproof!” Penelope said, wiping the warm fluid off of her cheeks.  

    “I did?” Mellissa asked, feeling suddenly humiliated. 

    “Jesus. I thought you said that you were straight.”  

    “I am,” Mellissa said. But she really wasn’t so sure. She could still hardly remember anything before that day, as if she just came to be out of nowhere.  

    “So just do that with Cassandra then? Start on the lips and move to the clit?”  

    “I guess so,” Mellissa said as she stood up. She pulled up her panties and fixed her skirt. Then she took a deep breath and forced a smile. “I think that was fine.”  

    “Thanks for helping me out,” Penelope said. 

    “No problem,” said Mellissa. “I’m just going to clean myself up in the bathroom. Where’s the nearest bathroom?” 

    Penelope stared into her friend’s eyes for a moment with narrowed eyes. “You’re acting weird today,” she said. “It’s just across the hall.”  

    Mellissa went to the bathroom and stared at herself in the mirror. Her mind was flashing and overwhelmed. Nothing seemed real, yet it was all incredibly real. Was this life real, or was her life as Michael the real life? And if her life as Michael was the real life, what was happening in that timeline now? Was some teen girl trying to fake her way through life as a middle-aged college student? Or was the real Michael just idle in a bed somewhere, waiting to be brought back to life?  

    Suddenly, Mellissa started feeling tired. Her eyes became heavy and her legs became weak. She grabbed onto the edge of the counter. “What’s happening?” she said aloud, even though there was no one around. She held that counter tightly, and then she dropped to the ground, as if she’d been drugged. Her eyes closed and the world became dark. And then she felt something overtop of her: something soft. And on her chest was something warm and heavy. She managed to peel her eyelids open just enough to see her cat’s face staring back at her. She was in a bedroom—a familiar bedroom: Michael’s bedroom. She reached up for her face and felt the hair of her moustache.  

    She wasn’t Mellissa anymore. She was Michael once again.  

    




 

    [bookmark: GIRL4]CHAPTER IV 

    Michael was slow to sit up. He took a moment to look at his hands and feel his face. Then he pulled away the blanked and looked down at his middle-aged male body.  

    Every single second of his dream was still crystal-clear in his mind, and he wasn’t one to remember his dreams too often. He could still remember the feeling of the soft fabrics, the very subtle smell of his cute pussy when Penelope was licking it. He could even remember the floral scent of Mellissa’s bedroom—maybe a candle he didn’t see.  

    But why did it end so abruptly? Why couldn’t he stay in that world for a little bit longer?  

    He got up and dragged his feet over to his bathroom. He half-expected to open the bathroom door and see a closet staring back at him—but this time it was certainly a bathroom, with a sink and a bathtub and a big mirror. He walked up to that mirror now. He was staring back at himself—at Michael. And maybe that was for the best. After all, he had family as Michael—family that cared about him. He couldn’t just leave them to selfishly indulge in a non-existent fantasy world.  

    He watched as a frown crept onto his face. Then, a moment later, he watched as that frown turned into a smile. 

    But there was nothing stopping him from performing that same spell again. He could drink that potion after school, and then he could spend another night in that feminine fantasy realm—just so he could finish exploring that side of his life.  

    He ran the water cold and splashed it onto his face, trying to remind himself that he was a man. He didn’t want to be a teenaged girl—no grown adult man wants to be a teenaged girl… right? Or was that really so wrong? Is there anything wrong in a little bit of indulgence? It’s not like it was hurting anybody—no one even knew about it—not even the fiction characters of his dream reality.  

    For the rest of that day, Michael struggled to pay attention through class. He kept finding himself wondering about what to expect. If he thought about Mellissa while he was dozing off, would he just pickup where he left off? Or would a whole new timeline begin? Would he even get to be Mellissa again, or would the spell assign him a new identity? His heart stuttered and he really hoped that he could slip back into Mellissa’s life again.  

    He spent most of that day in a daze, wondering many things. While he was packing up his things to leave school, he found himself wondering just how much he could control himself in Mellissa’s world, or if all of his actions were pre-programmed. Did he have freewill in that magical world? Or was everything predefined for him?  

    Was the dream even a result of the potion? Or was it just another coincidence in a string of coincidences?  

    Michael wasn’t paying too much attention to the world around him when he reached a red light. It turned green and he was about to continue on his way home, and then he saw a familiar face walking across the street. He had to close his eyes for a moment to do a double take—but his eyes weren’t mistaking him. He was staring at Penelope: the short, cute lesbian from his dream. She looked just like him—and not just that, but she was wearing the same exact outfit that she had worn in his dream.  

    Michael’s lips parted as he was rendered frozen. If Penelope was real, did that mean Mellissa was real too? Or was Michael’s Dream Penelope just based off of a real girl that he saw walking down the street on a regular basis? Maybe he saw this girl all the time and never really noticed her with his subconscious mind. 

    He watched her as she walked away, and then he slowly returned to reality and realized he was holding up traffic. Cars were honking and someone was even leaning out of his car window and yelling. Michael quickly zipped off, feeling nervous and embarrassed.  

    Before whipping up that same potion, he went to his computer to do a little bit of research. If this magical spell book was the real deal, then surely other people knew about it. It seemed impossible to think that Michael could be the only person on the planet to know about real working magical spells—especially seeing as he bought the spells from a bookstore at the mall. To be fair, it was a used bookstore, and the book was very old… But if a company had gone through the trouble at one point in time to print the book, then it must have carried some weight.  

    He tried searching the title of the book, but that brought up no relevant results. Then he tried searching individual spells. It wasn’t until he searched for that specific list of ingredients that he found a forum thread on a Wicca website. “How much do I need to sacrifice, exactly?” the author of the post asked. The post was twelve years old, but that didn’t make the information any less relevant.  

    “That depends on how much you want to get out of it,” replied an old user of the site.  

    “I want it to be permanent.” 

    “Then you need to sacrifice everything.”  

    The thread ended there, and Michael could find nothing else on the topic. He wondered what that person was saying. He clicked on the original poster’s account and saw that they had no other posts after that day. Did they go and sacrifice everything? Did that mean suicide? Could someone really become so obsessed with their dream world that they would kill themselves so they could live in it permanently?  

    A chill crept down Michael’s spine. He closed his computer down and took a deep breath. Then he wondered: is it dangerous to go into this fantasyland? Could it become addictive? Could Michael end up just like the poster of that forum post?  

    While his dinner was cooking, he got his potion ready. He set it aside in a little glass while he ate, and then he went to prepare himself for bed, even though it was only 6:30 PM. He wanted to get the most out of his second life. He had no actual idea if taking the potion earlier would make the trip last longer, but he couldn’t see it hurting. He had nothing else to do that evening, after all.  

    Once his kitty was fed, he sipped back the gross mixture and then he got himself comfortable in his bed. He stared up at the ceiling, taking deep breaths, keeping the image of Mellissa on his mind. He didn’t want to accidentally think of something else and end up in the wrong fantasy. He kept that image on his mind for ten minutes—then for fifteen minutes—then half an hour went by, and then an hour went by. The potion wasn’t working. He wasn’t dozing off. He wasn’t being teleported to his dream world.  

    His heart stuttered and ached and disappointment filled his body. Maybe the whole thing was just a dream. Maybe that book was just going to fall off of that shelf regardless of whether Michael was there reading a spell or not. Maybe that old lost watch was just left in his bathroom vanity, and he just never noticed it.  

    He got up and went to watch some television, to take his mind off of the disappointment that was swelling inside of him now. He watched a couple episodes of some old show. Then, a new commercial came on. It was an ad for a new clothing line by some famous actress. In the ad, a model was strutting down a city street, wearing a tiny skirt that looked so light and soft. It bounces and danced on her hips—and it looked so cute paired with the gladiator-style boots she was wearing. And in a way, the swaying skirt was hypnotising. Michael followed the bouncing pleats with his eyes, and found himself becoming more and more tired. He let his eyelids shut, and then, feeling very comfortable, he let himself fall asleep on his couch.  

    




 

    [bookmark: GIRL5]CHAPTER V 

    Michael knew that he was Mellissa before he even opened his eyes. He could smell the floral candles that were over on Mellissa’s bedroom desk, and he could feel the super soft sheets of her bed against his skin.  

    So she sprung out of bed—accidentally sending her cat flying—and she rushed towards the mirror, to make sure that it really was happening again. And there she was, with her long blonde hair and her young, pretty face. She was a teen girl again, and not a middle-aged adult man.  

    But this time there was a new level of clarity. This time, she knew that she was in a dream world. She knew that her real life was as Michael, and that this dream would come to an end abruptly at some point—so she had to make the most of it while she was there.  

    She quickly darted over to her closet and started digging through the options. It was the same haul as the day before—nothing had changed. Before picking out an outfit, she noticed her yellow backpack on the floor. She went over and dug out the class list the receptionist printed the day before. Was she picking up where she left off? She hadn’t made a point of checking the date the day before, but she went to check it now, so she would have some reference for the next time she entered into that world.  

    “Lissa! Are you getting ready?” her mom shouted from down the hall. 

    “Yes, mom!” Mellissa shouted back. She returned to the closet and continued looking for the perfect outfit. It took a few minutes, but she ended up finding a short black skirt and a white lace bodysuit. She’d seen young girls wearing similar outfits on the streets and at the mall, and now she finally had the opportunity to try the outfit out herself. The bodysuit was tight, and even with her panties on underneath, it wanted to ride up her butt crack. But it was a small price to pay for how cute it was.  

    She finished the outfit with some gold costume jewellery. And for her feet, she found that same pair of gladiator-style boots that she saw in that television commercial. Were those boots there the day before? Or did she somehow create them with her mind as she drifted into that dream world?  

    She skipped down the kitchen and indulged in the warm breakfast her mother spent the morning cooking for her. “Thanks, mom,” she said as she forked steaming scrambled eggs into her mouth. 

    “Why are you so chipper?” mom asked. 

    “Just happy to be here,” she said. 

    The mother squinted with confusion. Mellissa skipped over and kissed her on the cheek before grabbing her bag and heading off to the bus stop.  

    Her outfit was much more revealing than the combination she wore the day before. This time, her bum was nearly poking out from under her skirt, and most of her lace bodysuit was see-thru—pretty much everywhere except for the nipples. She was surprised her mom was letting her leave the house in the getup.  

    She cinched her backpack tight, so it rested high on her back. It looked cuter that way. She was at her bus stop long before the bus arrived—but she just wanted to feel the warm sun on her smooth, tight skin. She wanted to feel the gazes of passing drivers: men ogling her and praying that she was of age. Normally, Michael would look away from strangers who made eye contact. But as Mellissa, she embraced each gaze that turned her way. She looked back at every driver and smiled—and she even nearly caused a fender-bender when one man was particularly captivated by her adorableness.  

    Even the bus driver took an extra long look at her before saying, “Good morning.” His face was a slight shade of pink, and he looked away as soon as he could, knowing he was crossing a boundary that he wasn’t supposed to cross. Mellissa casually sauntered to the back of the bus, to sit with Penelope. “How was the date?” she asked. 

    Penelope’s eyes were suddenly glowing. “It was good,” she said. “Really good. I—uh—didn’t get much sleep last night.”  

    Mellissa smiled. “Good.”  

    “Thanks for helping me out yesterday. I think that made a big difference.”  

    “I’m happy to hear that,” said Mellissa.  

    Then Mellissa’s purse vibrated and chimed. She reached in and pulled out her phone. She had a message from a boy named Sid. “Last night was fun,” said Sid. “I hope you had fun too.”  

    Mellissa stared at the message. “Your date went well, I take it?” Penelope asked.  

    Mellissa had no idea. She didn’t know that she’d gone on a date, and she obviously had no memory of it now. “Um—yeah. It went well,” she said, lying—or maybe she wasn’t lying; she had no idea.  

    “Sid’s so sweet. Almost sweet enough to make me think that I’m straight,” Penelope said. “Did he finally kiss you?”  

    Mellissa closed her eyes and tried to muster up memories she wasn’t present for. And miraculously, images started appearing in her head. She saw herself sitting in the bleachers with Sid—a tall blonde boy with bright blue eyes. His skin was pale and his cheeks were red. He put his arm over her and then started pointing out the stars. “That’s Cassiopeia,” he said, pointing to the W-formation of stars in the sky. 

    “It’s cute that you know so much about the stars,” Mellissa said to him.  

    Then he looked into her eyes and leaned in close. He closed his eyes and puckered his lips, so Mellissa did the same thing. Her mouth connected with his, and they kissed. The whole thing only lasted ten seconds. He was gentle and slow.  

    “Well?” Penelope asked, bringing Mellissa back to the present.  

    Mellissa shook her head and felt blood rushing into her cheeks. “Yeah. He did,” she said.  

    Penelope gave Mellissa a firm pat on her back. “There you go! I told you that last night would be the night.” Then she leaned over close and whispered, “Did you guys fuck as well?” 

    Somehow, Mellissa knew that there was no fucking. The date ended shortly after that kiss. Sid drove her home and then gave her another cute peck on the lips.  

    “No,” Mellissa said. “We’re not there yet.”  

    Penelope laughed. “Well Cassandra and I are there, and it’s amazing.”  

    Mellissa laughed and her cheeks became a little redder.  

    “I bet he’s got a big cock,” Penelope said. 

    And Mellissa found herself thinking about it, trying to imagine a large cock between her apparent boyfriend’s thighs. Did she even want him to have a big cock? Would she be able to handle it?  

    “He’s so sweet to you. The least you could do is let him fuck you.”  

    “Penelope!” Mellissa said. “Control yourself.”  

    “Sorry. Though don’t you worry that someone else will fuck him if you don’t? I mean—I’m not trying to stress you out. I just want what’s best for you. And you know that every girl in the school wishes they were you right now. Don’t listen to me. I’m just a crazy lesbian chick. Do you want to hear more about Cassandra’s pussy?” 

    “Ew—no,” Mellissa said.  

    “Boring straight girls,” Penelope said, waving her friend off. And then Mellissa found herself wondering if she was a ‘straight girl’. She had fun in the drama room with Penelope the day before—but did she really want to be with a boy? Did she want to know what it felt like to be penetrated? Would it hurt? Would she like it? Would she be able to go through with it, knowing that she was actually a grown man and not a teen girl? But she didn’t feel like a grown man. The thoughts running through her mind seemed to belong to her—to Mellissa, as if she was always Mellissa, and Michael was just some computer simulation she occasionally dabbled in—even though she knew it was essentially the other way around.  

    “Are you going to text him back?” Penelope asked. 

    “I guess so,” Mellissa said. It took her a moment to figure out what to write. “I had fun too,” she said simply, not sure whether or not it was enough. 

    “We should hang out at lunch today,” he replied quickly.  

    The bus pulled up to the school. Penelope spotted Cassandra out the window and sprung to her feet. “I’ll see you in second period,” she said before darting off to be with her lesbian lover. Mellissa remained in her seat, trying to figure out what to say next to her boyfriend.  

    Then she had the idea to say, “I can get the key to the drama room. Want to hang out there—just me and you?”  

    “Sounds good,” he replied.  

    




 

    [bookmark: GIRL6]CHAPTER VI 

    Asking Penelope for the key to the drama room was awkward. Penelope wouldn’t let it go without a good explanation—and she smirked the entire time Mellissa tried to come up with a run-around answer. But she eventually got the key, and she made sure to be at the drama room as soon as she was released from class.  

    She paced around the room nervously, not sure what she was getting herself into. She had apparently been with Sid for a long time. They’d been on many dates, and apparently they’d even kissed. But at the same time, Sid was a complete stranger. And Mellissa had to be careful. She didn’t want to end up ruining this girl’s relationship, assuming Mellissa was a real girl when Michael wasn’t in the pilot seat.  

    There was a knock at the door, making Mellissa jump. She took a deep breath in and walked up to the door. She knew it wasn’t too late to pretend to not be there. She could send Sid a message saying, ‘Sorry, something came up!’ But then she would miss out on an experience of a lifetime… But was it really an experience she wanted to keep with her for the rest of her life, as Michael?  

    She grabbed the doorknob and took another deep breath. Then she pulled the door open. And there stood Sid, one of the few boys in the school who was actually taller than her. He brushed his scruffy blonde hair off of his face. His cheeks slowly turned red at the sight of his girlfriend. “I’ve never been at the end of the school before,” he said.  

    Mellissa moved aside for him. He stepped in, and then Mellissa closed and locked the door so they would have their privacy. “What’s going on?” Sid asked. 

    “I thought…” But it was hard to push the words out. She hesitated for a moment, and then she forced a smile. “How’s your day going?”  

    Sid laughed. “It’s been fine. But seriously—why did you bring me here? You aren’t taking drama, are you?”  

    “I thought it would be private,” Mellissa said.  

    “For what?”  

    She stared into his eyes. “How long have we been dating?”  

    Sid shrugged his shoulders. “Nine months and five days—or something like that.”  

    Mellissa blushed. “You’re keeping track?”  

    “Aren’t you?” Sid asked. 

    Mellissa bit down on the edge of her tongue. Her body tingled and a nervousness filled her stomach. She knew she didn’t have long. She didn’t make it until the end of lunch last time she was in the dream world before it all ended. If she was going to have this unique experience, she had to act quickly. “I got a condom from the nurse’s office.”  

    Sid was slow to reply. “A condom?” 

    “For your dick.”  

    “I know what a condom is,” he said. “W—Why did you grab that?”  

    “Don’t you want to have sex with me?” Mellissa asked, feeling suddenly vulnerable. What teen boy doesn’t leap on the chance to fuck? Why wasn’t he ripping her clothes off and bending her over?  

    “Of course I do!” he said suddenly. “I just—I didn’t think that you were ready. Are you ready? I don’t mind waiting if that’s what you want. I don’t want to rush you.”  

    “Take off your pants,” Mellissa said, looking over at the clock on the wall. She could feel that her time was running out. She didn’t have time to waver back and forth.  

    Sid was still for a moment, and then he leaned forward and started to pull away his belt. The room became silent. He awkwardly shimmied down his pants, along with his boxers. His flaccid cock was large and uncircumcised. He stood upright, and then Mellissa told him to take off his shirt. She was surprised to see his muscular physique: hard abs, big pecs, and thick arms. There was no hair on his chest, but there was plenty around his thick shaft, which was already pulsing and growing.  

    Mellissa’s heart skipped a beat. She suddenly felt scared and overwhelmed. Maybe she wasn’t ready. Maybe she was pushing this young teen body too hard. Maybe she was being selfish. She bit down on the edge of her lip, and she told herself that it was just sex. Everyone does it eventually. It’s better to get the first time out of the way quickly, so it’s not a heavy weight on her shoulders for years to come.  

    “Sit in that chair there,” Mellissa said. Sid followed the command. He took a seat and awkwardly placed his hands on his thighs.  

    “Now what?” he asked. 

    Mellissa walked forward and looked down at his swelling shaft. She looked into her boyfriend’s eyes, and then she sunk to her knees. Now her gaze was in line with the growing beast. His tip was pointed right at her face while his tight foreskin pulled back. “Are we really going to do this?” he asked. 

    “Just be quiet,” Mellissa said. Her heart was pounding and her mind was spinning quickly. She didn’t need any more doubt in her mind. She reached out and grabbed the warm cock. She lifted it up and began to gently stroke it. She knew what a cock felt like—she had one of her own for many years after all. But somehow, this felt different. Sid was bigger than Michael. He even seemed thicker and hotter and it wasn’t long before he was harder—like a rod of cement.  

    Sid took a long deep breath in. “Do you want to try sucking it?” he asked. 

    “I guess so,” Mellissa said. She leaned forward and pressed her lips against his swollen tip. She started sucking, bobbing her head slightly. It wasn’t gross like she was nervously expecting. It didn’t taste like anything. Though the pulsing against her tongue was slightly off-putting—or maybe she liked it. She hadn’t decided yet. It was nice to think that it was pulsing for her. He was aroused for her. He wasn’t imagining some other girl. His eyes were open and he was looking down at her—and in a weird way, that was sweet.  

    “That feels good,” he said. 

    “Really?” Mellissa asked. 

    “Yeah. You’re good at it.”  

    “Thanks.”  

    He smiled, and then she couldn’t help but smile as well. She kept sucking, getting more and more in her mouth with each bob. After a minute, she got a taste of what was to come: his sweet pre-cum. It was a weird flavour—a bit salty at first. It lingered on her tongue before she washed it back and swallowed it. Then she leaned back to look at his towering cock. She was starting to wonder if the condom was even going to fit.  

    She looked up at the clock.  

    “We still have half an hour before lunch is over,” he said. 

    “I know,” she replied. There was half an hour left in lunch, but that didn’t mean that she had half an hour left. She got up and walked over to her backpack. She fished out that condom and brought it back, opening up the wrapped and pulling the rubber out. She dropped back to her knees and got it situated on the tip of his cock. Then she started to roll it down. She felt his hard, pulsing veins as she stretched it over his shaft. It looked tight—and maybe a bit uncomfortable, but Sid didn’t seem to mind. He was just excited to penetrate a girl for the first time.  

    Mellissa stood up and pulled her panties down from under her skirt. Then she took a step forward, getting ready to mount him. 

    “Can I see it?” Sid said. 

    “See what?” she said. 

    “Your pussy,” he said. “Can you show it to me?”  

    She hesitated for a moment. Then she lifted up her skirt, showing him her cute teen pussy. He stared at it with glowing eyes. “It looks so tight,” he said.  

    “It is tight,” she said. 

    “Can you touch it for me?” 

    She hesitated again. Then she looked down at her pussy. She hadn’t touched it yet—she hadn’t had a moment. So now, she reached down with two fingers and ran them up the length of her slit. She was surprised to feel that it was warm and wet. Moisture gathered on her fingertips. She moved her fingers up and down. As her fingertips slid across her clit, she tensed up. It was so unbelievably sensitive—almost painfully sensitive.  

    “Put a finger in it,” Sid said.  

    “In my pussy?”  

    “Yeah.”  

    She was nervous. She brought a finger down to her hole and then she started to squirm it between her tight lips. Her vaginal walls were very tight—almost too tight for her finger. So how the hell was she going to get a cock inside of her? She pushed the finger in with a little grunt. It felt strange inside of her.  

    Sid’s eyes were glowing. He liked what he was seeing. His cock was throbbing intensely in its upright position.  

    She pulled her finger out and wiped it off on the side of her skirt. “Do you want to fuck me or not?”  

    Sid’s eyes widened. He probably wasn’t used to hearing such language from his angelic girlfriend. “Okay,” he said.  

    She walked forward, stepped her feet down on either side of him. Then she held her skirt up as she lowered down. Sid reached down and held his cock upright, stabilizing it from the base. As soon as she felt his tip pressing against her hole, she tensed up. It seemed so thick—so much thicker than her finger—even thicker than four or five fingers. It seemed impossible. It was going to hurt so badly! Maybe this wouldn’t end up being such a positive experience. Maybe this was a big mistake. Maybe going into this dream world was a big mistake altogether.  

    She closed her eyes and took a deep breath, trying to force herself to relax. Then she sat down lower, being penetrated for the first time ever. She gasped. She could feel her hole stretching—but it didn’t hurt. She could feel him throbbing inside of her. It felt kind of nice, and strangely natural. She was wetter than ever, with warm fluid now dribbling down her legs. She remembered that she squirted on Penelope’s face. Would Sid be grossed out if she squirted again? As he sunk deeper in her pussy, she suddenly felt like she had the urge to go pee. Was that the squirt coming? Could she hold it back if she needed to?  

    “You’re so fucking tight,” he said.  

    “You’re so big,” she said. 

    She sunk deeper, until his whole shaft was inside of her. Then she let out a loud groan. It felt good—too good. Why weren’t girls begging guys to fuck them all the time? Why were they ever resisting this amazing pleasure? She started bouncing, with Sid’s hands firmly on her hips. She started slowly, putting her hands on his muscular shoulders for support. But it wasn’t long before she started bouncing quickly, massaging his thick shaft with her tight pussy. He was groaning, biting down on his tongue to quell the euphoria.  

    She leaned forward, still bouncing. Then Sid reached up and slid the straps of her bodysuit over her shoulders. With a hard tug, he pulled her top down, exposing her braless tits. He stared at them with bright eyes. He squeezed them and played with her nipples, letting a loud groan out from his lips.  

    “Shit,” he said. 

    “What’s wrong?” Mellissa asked. 

    “I’m coming. I’m so sorry,” he said. 

    “Don’t apologize,” she said. 

    And he wasn’t kidding. Suddenly, she felt his cock twitching inside of her. She felt the tip of his condom growing as it filled with his seed. She got a few hard bounces in before he couldn’t take any more. Then she stood up, and a rush of warm fluid poured out of her. She was squirting on the floor—right over his pants. And now, his pants were soaked. She tried to move out of the way as soon as she realized what was happening, but it was already too late. “Oh my God, I’m so sorry.”  

    She reached down and tried to cover her pussy to stop the gush of squirt, but it just poured out from between her fingers until she was empty inside. “I’m really so sorry!” 

    He laughed. “It’s fine. I’ve got gym shorts I can wear in my locker. If anyone asks on my way, I’ll just say that the sink in the bathroom broke while I was using it.” He smiled, making Mellissa feel better. 

    Sid got up and collected his clothes from the ground. He turned his back to her while he dressed. Then Mellissa bent down to pull up her panties. And as she was down, she became lightheaded. She wavered in place for a moment, and then her vision went dark. Her time as Mellissa was over for the night.  

    




 

    [bookmark: GIRL7]CHAPTER VII 

    Michael felt fuzzy inside as he sat up on his couch. It was 4:00 AM—still with a few hours before his alarm went off—but he was no longer tired. There was still a tingling between his legs, as if he was still feeling the fading euphoria from his feminine orgasm. It was a nice feeling: warm and pleasant.  

    But now he felt awkward. He just had a visceral and intimate encounter with a teenaged boy. He could remember the feeling of that cock in his mouth and he could remember the way it felt as it stretched his tight lips wide. Those weren’t memories any grown adult male should have.  

    He made breakfast and then he took a long shower. Whenever he closed his eyes, he could perfectly picture that long, throbbing shaft, clad with its thin condom. He kept trying to push that image out from his mind. He wasn’t gay—at least not as Michael. Though he was worried that was changing now. Now that he knew what the other side was like, he was starting to wonder if his side was really so great.  

    He still had a few hours before class. He spent those hours trying to find more information on the Internet about his magic book. He couldn’t find much, so he ended up picking up the book and reading it front to back. And then he came to that familiar sentence: “The real world and the dream world can be permanently swapped pending an appropriate sacrifice.” A few lines later, it went on to describe an ‘appropriate sacrifice’ as ‘the more serious sacrifice imaginable’. Of course that meant suicide, right?  

    Michael didn’t want to kill anyone, and he didn’t want to kill himself. But the thought of being a permanent resident of his dream world was suddenly very appealing. As crazy as the thought was, he wanted to be a teen girl. He wanted to get a new lease on life. He liked the way he felt in those little skirts and cute tops. He liked the feeling of long hair cascading down his shoulders. He liked making boys sweat by just wearing a tight top with no bra.  

    But if that meant ending his life—that wasn’t right. He couldn’t kill himself. He couldn’t let his family down like that.  

    He could just go into that world each night, and enjoy the few hours he got as Mellissa. Wasn’t that enough? But then he would never experience spending the night with Sid. She would never experience going out to her first house party. She wouldn’t get to see her own graduation—unless her graduation happened between those few hours that she got to spend in her dream simulation… But what about prom? She would probably have to miss that… 

    Michael wanted to tell someone about the magic book. He wanted to tell someone about these amazing experiences he was having, but he knew how bad that would sound. He knew what that would do to his reputation. Hell, people would be less disappointed in him if he killed himself. So those experiences would have to stay with him—to be kept to himself. And in a way, that made them non-existent. If he couldn’t even talk about them with anyone, what was the point in having them? What’s the point of any experience that can’t be justified?  

    He was better off as Michael—better off keeping those memories to himself. He was probably better off throwing that spell book out, so that he couldn’t be tempted by it. The more he embraced his life as a teen girl, the further he drifted away from reality. Soon, he would be moving into some assisted living home so that he could constantly drink his magical mixture and spend as much of his time in a fake world as possible. Is that really what he wanted?  

    He went on with his life. He went to school and felt truly invisible for the first time in his life. No one talked to him and no one even looked over at him. His clothes felt strangely heavy—so much heavier than a tiny skirt and a tight bodysuit. He felt consistently disappointed every time he looked in the mirror, as if he was half-expecting to see Mellissa staring back at him.  

    He got a traffic ticket on his way home. And then, while he was pulling up to his home, he scratched a rim against he curb, bending it slightly so that it needed repaired. “Shit,” he muttered.  

    By the end of the day, he felt like he needed a taste Mellissa’s life more than ever. Now that he knew what he was missing, he couldn’t stay away. He needed an escape, and he knew it was as easy as drinking a gross elixir and going to sleep. So that’s exactly what he did. Once again, it was only 6:30 PM, but he had nothing better to do that evening, so off he went.  

    




 

    [bookmark: GIRL8]CHAPTER VIII 

    For school that day, Mellissa wore a little yellow dress with white flowers printed on it. It was tight in all the right spots, and it felt so light and soft, as if she was wearing nothing at all. The dress looked super cute with her little black flats, and a pair of tall white stockings. The outfit’s brightness and color made Mellissa feel happy, though she wasn’t thrilled knowing that she could never pull off colors like this as Michael.  

    But that didn’t matter. She didn’t want to think about Michael now. She wanted to focus on being Mellissa for the few hours that she had her. She went to school and found Sid. She gave him a sweet kiss in the hallway, and then she met up with her friends. They were all happy to see her, filling her with a buzzing warmth that she just wasn’t used to. They chatted about boys for a bit, and then they all set up a date to get their nails done together, that afternoon—after school. Mellissa said that she would join, but she was sad inside knowing that she wouldn’t actually be joining. 

    That day, Mellissa had gym class second period. She changed with the girls in the change room. She saw all of their perky, young tits, and a few tight, hairless vaginas. There was a playful atmosphere in that change room—much different than the nervous, tense atmosphere of the boy’s change room.  

    The game of the day was volleyball—a sport that Mellissa was apparently very good at. She tied her ponytail up high, to keep her hair out of her face, and then she loved the next hour, playing with her friends, bouncing and high-fiving. She loved the feeling of her little gym shorts and her tight gym shirt. She especially loved the gazes of the boys watching from the sidelines—desperately hoping to get a peek up a pair of shorts.  

    When the bell rang for lunch, disappointment started to set in. Mellissa knew that time was about to run out. And for lunch, she didn’t have any exciting plans. She just sat with her buddies in the cafeteria and watched the clock as her final minutes ticked away. She didn’t want to collapse in front of her friends, so she excused herself when there was just fifteen minutes remaining. She went around the corner, to an empty hallway, and then that light-headedness suddenly hit. She sat down on the floor and then her vision went dark.  

    Her time as Mellissa was over for the day—but it just wasn’t enough. Those few hours were so short. And why did they have to be in the morning all the time? There was so much fun to be had in the afternoon—and at night! During her first period that morning, she overheard some of her classmates talking about a big house party that was coming up. Everyone was going to be there, and maybe it would be Mellissa’s first house party. What’s more fun than some underage drinking, flirting, and hanging out with friends, unsupervised? It was an experience Michael would never know—unless he was willing to make that ultimate sacrifice.  

    Michael took that potion as soon as he was home the next evening. He couldn’t wait to get back into Mellissa’s world. He paced and paced until he felt a little bit tired, and then he placed his body down and closed his eyes, imagining Mellissa’s amazing closet of adorable outfits. It was a few hours before he was finally teleported into that exciting realm.  

    Mellissa had to act quickly, knowing she only had a few hours. She sent Penelope a text message, asking for the key to the drama room. Then she messaged Sid, asking him to meet her in the room at lunchtime. She wanted to feel that amazing pleasure again—but that’s not all she wanted. She wanted more—but she didn’t know what more was. She tried to think of the various possibilities she had. What could a teen girl get up to on a weekday morning?  

    She tried hard to think of possible options on her way to her bus stop. Then she noticed an old man standing where she normally stood in the morning. He was a peculiar man with a long white beard and ragged clothes. He didn’t look over at Mellissa, but she kept her distance regardless. She stood, pretending not to notice the man. It wasn’t a public bus stop—just a stop for the school bus. So what could this seemingly homeless man be waiting for?  

    The bus finally turned around the corner. It was approaching slowly when the man suddenly said, “After today, this world won’t be available to you.”  

    “Excuse me?” Mellissa said. Her heart stuttered and sunk into her gut. 

    “If you want to return here, you must make an adequate sacrifice. I’m afraid those are the rules.”  

    The bus pulled up and the door opened. Mellissa looked to the bus driver. “But that’s not fair. I’ve hardly done anything yet.” She looked back towards the old man, but he was gone. And she found herself wonder if he was real or just a figment of her imagination… 

    Was this not all a figment of her imagination? Was any of this real?  

    She went to school with a pounding heart. She knew she was probably living out her last few hours as a teen girl and she should have been making the most of it—but she just couldn’t shake that anxiety. The stress just wouldn’t go away. She wasn’t able to focus in class—she couldn’t even see the point of focussing. Until that morning, she assumed that she would be able to become Mellissa every night, for as long as she wanted. She never thought it would all come to an end so suddenly. It wasn’t fair. If it was all so temporary, what even was the point?  

    Class went by quickly. When the lunch bell rang, Mellissa’s stomach turned. She had less than an hour left. At least she would get one last sexual experience out of it—an experience that she had to make count. She made her way down to the drama room, with that key in hand. She reached the door and then she felt the tapping on her shoulder. She spun around quickly, hoping it would be the old man with the long beard—so that she could bargain with him. But it was just Penelope. 

    “Good—you’re here. I was hoping you could help me with something again. It’s kind of embarrassing, and I’ll owe you big time.”  

    “What is it?” Mellissa said, knowing the clock was ticking. “I don’t have much time.”  

    “What do you mean? You asked me to meet you here,” she said. 

    “I asked if I could use the room again,” Mellissa said. 

    “I thought you meant to meet me!” Penelope said. 

    And now Mellissa felt strangely guilty, as if she was standing up her own best friend. She was going to miss having a best friend. In her life as Michael, her only real friend was her cat. It was nice having someone to talk to and gossip with. She didn’t want that to all be gone—but soon it would be. 

    “Okay, fine. What do you need?” Mellissa said. 

    “Well I don’t want to force you to do it.” 

    “Just tell me!” Mellissa said. 

    “Promise you won’t make fun?”  

    Mellissa looked to the clock. “You want to eat me out again? Because if that’s what you want, you have to be quick. Sid will be here in fifteen minutes.”  

    She laughed and shook her head. “No—I was—uh—thinking that maybe you could eat me out. I know—I know—you’re straight. But… Well, the other night, Cassandra didn’t eat me out. I spent the whole night between her legs—and that was fine. But now we have a date tonight, and I think she’s going to go down on me. I don’t really know what to expect, and I’m scared I’m going to do something embarrassing. What if I squirt on her face the way you squirted on my face?” 

    Mellissa felt her face turning red. “Was that so horrible?” she asked awkwardly. 

    “No—it wasn’t horrible. Actually, it was kind of hot. But maybe she won’t think so. I just—I just want to know what to expect. I want to know what my body is going to do under the circumstances. Look—I even got this dental dam from the nurse’s office. You just press it against my pussy and then there’s no contact, so it will be less gross for you.”  

    “Don’t mind the dental dam,” Mellissa said. “Just get your pants off quickly so we can be done before Sid gets here.”  

    “Wait—seriously? Oh my God, you’re the best friend ever. I promise I’ll repay you. I’ll do whatever you want. Do you want me to eat you out again? I’ll do it—just don’t tell Cassandra. You can even squirt on my face again and I’ll take it.”  

    “Just hurry up,” Mellissa said, looking back at that clock.  

    Penelope wriggled out of her tight jeans and then she quickly pulled down her panties. Mellissa was surprised to see so much hair. “Don’t you shave?” she said.  

    “I stopped shaving when I saw a hairy lesbian porn video in Cassandra’s search history.”  

    “You looked through her search history?” Mellissa asked. 

    “No one’s perfect, Lissa.” 

    She hopped up onto a desk and spread her legs. “Be gentle. This is new for me,” she said. 

    Mellissa approached slowly. Even with all the hair, Penelope’s pussy looked so young and fragile. Mellissa carefully reached out and felt it with her fingers, spreading it slightly to reveal the glistening moisture that was waiting to bead out.  

    “Does it look weird?” Penelope asked. “Is she going to think I’ve got a weird pussy? Is the hair too much? Should I shave?”  

    “Just stop worrying so much,” Mellissa said. Then she leaned forward, closing her eyes. She stuck out her tongue and gently licked the length of Penelope’s teen snatch. It had a sweet taste to it—much different than the taste of Sid’s cock. She licked it up and down, being careful not to stimulate the clit too early. She gently penetrated Penelope’s hole with the tip of her tongue, making her moan slightly.  

    “That feels good,” Penelope said. “Why are you so good at that?”  

    “Just relax,” Mellissa said. She kept licking, stroking faster with her tongue, making Penelope squirm a little bit more and moan a little bit louder.  

    Then a male voice behind Mellissa said, “Whoa!”  

    Mellissa quickly pulled away and spun around. She felt her face turning white as soon as her gaze landed on her boyfriend. Did she forget to lock the door? Why didn’t Sid knock? Why would he just let himself in?  

    “It’s not what it looks like!” Mellissa said.  

    “Are you—Are you a lesbian?” he said. 

    “No. I’m just—it’s not like that! She’s just a friend.” Her heart was pounding quickly. And suddenly she was hoping that this Mellissa girl wasn’t actually a real girl, and that this reality would cease to exist in ten minutes, once her time in that dream realm was over. Hopefully the humiliated would die with the rest of the dream simulation.  

    “I asked her to do it as a favour,” Penelope said. “It’s not a big deal.” She stuck a hand between her legs to cover her pussy from Sid’s line of sight.  

    “Do girls just do this?” he asked with a nervous voice.  

    “You know most guys would be thrilled to see their girlfriend eating a pussy,” Penelope said. “You’re probably the only guy who’s ever been mad about that.”  

    “I’m not mad!” Sid snapped. “I just—I’m just surprised. That’s all.”  

    Mellissa looked up at the clock. Apparently she’d been eating pussy for longer than she thought. It was almost time to leave the dream world—almost time to be done with Mellissa forever.  

    “Look,” Mellissa said. “I have to go soon—real soon. And there’s still so much I wanted to do—so much I didn’t get to do.” 

    “What are you talking about?” Penelope asked. 

    “I’m leaving. I’m moving away. My parents are going to pick me up after lunch here and then we’re moving. I didn’t want to tell either of you. I just wanted to enjoy my last few minutes,” Mellissa said. “And I really only have a few more minutes. Sid—I was really hoping you could fuck me one more time. And Penelope, if you really want to what being eaten out feels like, you can either find someone else or you can just sit here while Sid fucks me. Those are the options right now—and you need to decide quickly, because I only have a couple of minutes left.”  

    Sid looked at me with a quiet and shocked face. He looked like he had something to say—maybe a lot to say—but he didn’t want to miss his final opportunity to get some pussy. So he quickly started taking off his pants. He walked up behind Mellissa, who got up onto all fours. He pressed his flaccid penis between her butt cheeks and he started to rub, getting himself hard and ready for penetration. 

    Mellissa felt terribly embarrassed, sandwiched between her friend’s pussy and her boyfriend’s cock. But she was constantly aware of the clock, so she turned back to her friend and continued licking. And Penelope started moaning instantly, as if Mellissa had never stopped. She dug her tongue in deep, tasting that sweet wetness, and then she tickled Penelope’s cute little bean. Her nose nestled deep into Penelope’s pubic hair, making it a little bit hard to breathe—but somehow she managed. 

    Sid got hard fast. He had a condom with him, which he quickly got onto his cock. Then he tugged down Mellissa’s panties and used her natural moisture to lubricate his cock. Mellissa never thought that she would be in the middle of a three-way. She was nervous and excited at the same time—but she didn’t have time to take it slow. “Fuck me already,” she said, worried she would blackout at any moment.  

    Sid penetrated her, making her gasp and clench. He went in deep, skipping the foreplay, which is exactly what she wanted. She moaned and squirmed and then he started pumping her from behind. Then a pair of feminine hands pulled her head back in towards Penelope’s crotch. Penelope wanted more. She wasn’t finished with her friend’s tongue.  

    “Fuck her harder than that, Sid,” Penelope said. “Don’t be a pussy.”  

    And Sid actually listened. He started ramming Mellissa’s cunt hard with his big cock. The pleasure was becoming intense quickly. Her arms wobbled and struggled to hold up her body weight. She moaned, but the sound was muffled as her mouth was pressed firmly against her friend’s wet vagina. She could feel her boyfriend throbbing inside of her. She could feel her friend’s moisture dripping into her mouth. She felt like a massive slut, but she kind of liked it.  

    Of course, if she was permanently a girl, she wouldn’t be such a slut. She would take things slow and make each intimate encounter count. But right now, she only had seconds left, and she was determined to make the most of them.  

    She came, screaming loudly as Sid’s fingers dug into her hips. “I’m going to come! I’m coming!” he yelled. And the whole time, Penelope just moaned and leaked warm fluid.  

    Then everything went black. That was it. Mellissa ceased to exist.  

    




 

    [bookmark: GIRL9]CHAPTER IX 

    The world seemed a bit greyer than usual the next day—and a bit colder, even though it was still early September.  

    Michael slowly got ready for class, taking a long shower, trying hard to forget about his dreams as Mellissa. He didn’t know for sure that they were over, but he could still vividly remember that old man telling him that Mellissa’s time was coming to an end. He kept telling himself that it was just a series of dreams. None of it was ever real: just chemicals in his brain firing off in a certain pattern. All of the kids in his school were probably just the kids he saw at the mall the day he went to buy pants. His teachers were probably people he saw on the street every day. And his mother was probably just some lady he walked by once, and maybe he overheard her talking.  

    But he knew for sure that there was no Mellissa—there was only Michael. And that shouldn’t have been a depressing thought. Why couldn’t he embrace his male life? Why did he have to lust after the life of a teen girl so badly? What could she do that he couldn’t? He could think of a thousand answers to that question.  

    School was slow and boring. The teachers droned on. Students stared forward with blank expressions. The school hallways seemed quieter than usual. But at least it was real. At least it wasn’t just the nothingness of a dream.  

    But what about that line at back of that spell book—the line about swapping the dream with reality? Was that possible? Could Mellissa’s life really become the real life? Could that life become reality? And then what would happen to Michael?  

    It wasn’t worth thinking about. Michael knew that he wasn’t willing to take his life, so there was no point in wasting any thought power on it.  

    Michael couldn’t go straight home after work. He had an appointment to get the rim of his car fixed on the other side of town. Not that it mattered, seeing as he wouldn’t be able to slip into Mellissa’s life anymore. So once work was done, he got into his car and started in that direction.  

    He went down a series of roads he’d never travelled before. There was construction on one of the streets, so he had to make a detour into one of the little neighbourhoods. As he turned the corner, he saw a familiar building: the school where Mellissa went. It was exactly the same, but he’d never been to that side of town before. How could his brain have imagined it so perfectly?  

    He saw students coming out, so he slowed down. He tried to recognize faces from his classes as Mellissa. And sure enough, some of the faces were familiar. He even caught a glimpse of his chemistry teacher standing by the front door, making sure the students weren’t getting up to no good. Michael brought his car to a stop and watched, as anxiety burned inside of him. How could it be possible? He’d never been to this side of the town before. He’d never been in this neighbourhood, and he’d never seen that school before. But there it all was: exactly how he saw it in his dreams.  

    Someone tapped on his window. He looked to his side and saw an older woman wearing an orange vest. “Keep it moving, please,” her muffled voice said, hardly piercing his car window.  

    So he took his foot back off the brake and continued moving forward. And then he saw Penelope, walking alone with wet eyes. He slowed again, watching her as she walked with her head down.  

    His heart raced. Why was she so sad?  

    Michael saw an opportunity to see just how similar reality was to his dream. He pulled up to the sulking girl and rolled down his window. “Excuse me!” he said. She looked over, keeping her distance from the sidewalk. She reached up and used the sleeve of her shirt to wipe the tears from her eyes.  

    “What?” she said. 

    “Is your name Penelope?” 

    She was silent, staring into his eyes. “Who are you and why do you want to know?”  

    Michael thought for a moment. He was toying a thin line. “I’m a relative of a friend of yours—at least I think I am.” 

    “You think you are?” she said. “What friend?”  

    Michael bit down on his tongue. He was feeling terribly shy and nervous, even though he was just talking to a teenager. “Mellissa,” he said. 

    The girl he assumed was Penelope became silent. Her eyes narrowed and she looked around before looking back at Michael. “What about her?”  

    “I haven’t seen her in a while. I was just wondering if she was okay.”  

    “I haven’t seen her since yesterday, when her parents pulled her out of school and took her God knows where.” 

    Michael’s heart stuttered. How could he have tapped into that information in his dream? Or was it possible that he was never dreaming, just experiencing life through another vessel at another point in space. “Okay—thank you,” Michael said to the girl, and then he drove off, leaving her standing there with confusion all over her face.  

    Michael didn’t bother to get his rim fixed that afternoon. He skipped that appointment and instead went straight home. Once home, he grabbed his cellphone and he dialled his family. His hands trembled as the phone rang. Beads of sweat began to form on the back of his neck. 

    He was about to make the biggest sacrifice of his life. He was about to do something much worse in his mind than killing himself. He was going to surrender his reputation and his legacy.  

    “Hey Michael. What’s up? Haven’t heard from you in a while.”  

    He took a deep breath and closed his eyes. At least with suicide, no one would mock him or remember him as some sort of degenerate.  

    But he had to make the biggest sacrifice imaginable—and this was it. “I want to be a girl,” he said.  

    The line became silent. 

    “What do you mean? What are you telling me right now?”  

    “I want to be a girl. I don’t want to be a man anymore. And—well, it would be impossible for me to explain—but I currently have that opportunity. And I’m going to take it. But before I can take it, I needed to tell you. I’m sorry if this is humiliating or shameful for you, but it’s what I want to do. It’s what I have to do.”  

    There was another silence. “Will we still see you?”  

    “I think so.” 

    “You think so?”  

    “I don’t really know everything just yet.” His heart stuttered. What if the spell didn’t work? Would he be able to call his family back and tell them it was all a big joke? Or was the damage already done? Judging by the tone of voice he was hearing through his phone, the latter was likely the case. “But I have to do this—for me. It’s what I want.”  

    “O—Okay. It’s your life, Michael. Do what makes you happy.” It was a line he was surprised to hear.  

    He was rendered speechless for a moment, trying to figure out where that little spurt of acceptance came from. Now he felt even guiltier. But he had to stick to his guns. He had to do this for himself. “I love you,” he said. And then he hung up the phone. 

    He made his potion, drank it, and then he went straight to his bed and closed his eyes. He wondered if he would ever see his family again. He wondered if he would see Michael again. And then he wondered if the potion would actually work, or if the dreams were just coincidences, and in reality he was just making a giant fool of himself. He had no idea—but he had to try. He would live the rest of his life in regret if he didn’t try.  

    He began to doze off. He strained to imagine Mellissa, and not the faces of his family, or his own face, which he was potentially leaving behind.  

    Then sleep came.  

    Everything was black. 

    And then he opened his eyes to see those lavender walls and pastel bed sheets. His heart leapt up into his female teen chest.  

    Mellissa felt her soft, young body with her fragile hands. A big smile crossed her face. The spell worked. For the first time as Mellissa, she got to see the afternoon, and then she got to see the evening. That abrupt ending wasn’t coming. The swap was a success.  

    But Michael wasn’t left behind for good. Every night, when Mellissa went to sleep, she would hop back into Michael’s body for just a few hours—just to make sure everything was still alright with his family and his quality of life. And by the end of those few hours, she was excited to continue her life as a teenaged girl, surrounded by her friends and her boyfriend and her perfect pet kitty.  

    THE END  

    




 

    [bookmark: TAGTEAMED]TAG TEAMED 

    Ernie is a huge fan of the Rockets, the local hockey team. He’s seen every game, though he almost has to miss one to get ready for his school’s big cancer research charity event. The theme of the event is ‘drag queens’, and all of the guys are getting dolled up for the cause. Ernie leaves his sister in charge of getting him set up for the night. 

    But Ernie is so focussed on the hockey game that he doesn’t notice his sister getting too serious with making him look feminine. He just wanted to look silly, but now he looks like a real chick. He doesn’t have time to fix it—so he just hopes that everyone understands it’s silly nonsense for charity.  

    The event goes well. Ernie wins the grand prize for ‘prettiest drag queen’. Then, while he’s walking home later that night, a mysterious car pulls up to him. Leaning out the window is Justin Addison, a right-winger for the Rockets. He has a proposition for Ernie. Apparently, after every win, the Rockets find a girl to tag-team. They think it’s the superstition behind their most recent winning streak—the best in their team’s history. And tonight, Ernie is the best girl they can find.  

    




 

    [bookmark: TAGTEAMED1]CHAPTER I 

    I felt silly putting on that frilly pink romper dress. It was tight on my body—particularly around my crotch. Even the tight pair of red panties Margot gave me didn’t help to hide the bulge of my cock.  

    Margot looked at me and laughed. I reached down and covered my bulge. It wouldn’t have been as embarrassing had my cock just been out in the open for my sister to see. I felt my face turning red, and then Margot said, “Get over yourself. It’s for charity.”  

    And that’s what I kept telling myself: it’s for charity. Though I didn’t fully understand what a drag show had to do with cancer research. But I don’t think that I was in a place to question and judge the system. At least I wouldn’t be the only embarrassed guy walking on that bar stage wearing his sister’s clothes.  

    “I know that it’s for charity—but maybe you could give me a looser dress. I want to have kids one day, you know,” I said, trying to tug the romper dress down to let my balls breathe.  

    “That is my loosest dress,” Margot said. “You’re five inches taller than me and thirty pounds heavier. What do you want me to do?”  

    The dress laced up in the front, where my cleavage was supposed to be. It looked ridiculous on my flat chest—and it looked even more ridiculous once I had one of Margot’s strapless bras on, stuffed with tissue paper to give me a bust. “This looks dumb. They’re going to think that I’m making fun of them,” I said.  

    “You aren’t done yet!” she said for the fifteenth time. “We’re just getting started.”  

    I don’t know why I felt so embarrassed: it was just a charity event. Every guy in my class was doing it—so what was the big deal? There would be guys that looked better than me and there would be guys that looked worse. And thankfully, there would be plenty of booze to help us all forget about the embarrassing night. At the very worst, it would be something to laugh at in a couple of weeks.  

    “What do you mean, we’re just getting started?” I asked. 

    “I haven’t even started your makeup yet.” 

    “How is that going to change the way my chest looks?” 

    “It’s called contouring, and girls do it to their chests too,” Margot said, rolling her eyes. And I didn’t know what the hell she was talking about, but I let her carry on. She seemed to be having fun, feminizing her older brother.  

    I looked down at my body. I saw my smooth legs and wished that I wouldn’t have shaved. Margot made me think that everyone would be showing up with smooth legs, but now I was starting to think that she just thought it would be funny if I shaved my legs like a chick. Though I had to admit: my legs didn’t look bad. I’d always had thinner legs. I bet they could have passed for a model’s legs in a magazine or something—as long as the frame cut off before the bulge between my legs.  

    “I’m thinking we’ll paint your nails white,” my sister said with a big grin.  

    “Paint my nails? Is that really necessary?” I asked as my stomach churned.  

    “It’s for charity, Ernie. Get over yourself.” I was starting to think that my sister was just using the charity thing as an excuse to humiliate me even more. I closed my eyes and bit down on my tongue. Maybe there would be lots of guys with smooth legs and painted nails. Maybe the extra effort would motivate people to donate more money. Or maybe no one would even notice. My sister was right: it was for charity. So I let her continue.  

    She put a hair net on my head to hold my hair back and down. Then she started to brush different products onto my face. “You’re going to look so pretty,” she said.  

    “How long is this going to take?” I asked. 

    “Forty minutes—an hour at the most,” she said. 

    “An hour!? Are you kidding me?”  

    “Get over yourself, Ernie.”  

    I sighed. She had some nonsensical reality show playing on her bedroom television. I grabbed the remote and turned it off. “Hey! I was watching that!” she said. 

    “Not anymore. If I’m going to be sitting here, I’m going to watch the game.” I turned on the hockey game: our hometown Rockets against the Desert Dogs. The Rockets had been on a huge winning streak, moving up from fifth to first in the division. They were close to clinching the top spot, giving them home advantage in the playoffs. They hadn’t done so well since I was still in diapers, so I tried not to miss any games.  

    “Hockey is stupid,” my sister said. 

    “Says the girl who watches reality shows on repeat.”  

    “Reality shows are serious. The drama is real.” 

    “It’s really not,” I said. As I said it, Mitch Martin scored a short-handed goal. I nearly jumped out of my seat with excitement—the goal was so good. It was the kind of goal you hardly ever see in the NHL, never mind the AHL. “What a beauty!” I said. 

    “Sit still or I’ll have to restart your face,” my sister said. I resettled and did my best to remain still, even though the Rockets were on fire—and against one of the hottest teams in the league. It was hard to contain my excitement. I’d watched that team lose so much over the years.  

    “You’ve got a very feminine face,” my sister said. I hardly heard her over the game. 

    “Screw you,” I said. 

    “What? It’s true,” she said. “You’re very pretty. You’ve got big eyelashes and plump lips. Do you get fillers?” 

    “No, I don’t get fillers!” I said. “Just finish the makeup so I can watch the rest of this game without you poking me in the eyes with your brushes.”  

    She took her time, carefully applying one product at a time. And there were so many products! She seemed to have an endless supply. And I was starting to wonder if any of them were actually doing anything. I had a feeling my sister was just having fun, trying to tease and provoke me, so I just kept my focus on the television screen, so I wouldn’t give her any satisfaction. 

    It was at the beginning of the second period when my sister finally said, “Okay—your makeup is done. I’ll go grab your wig.” She darted away and I didn’t move. The Rockets were on a penalty kill and the goalie was making some unreal saves. I hardly even noticed that she was gone until she came back holding a long blonde wig. “Where did you even get that?” I asked. 

    “I borrowed it from a friend at school. She wore it for six months, after her hair dresser accidentally shaved her head trying to do an undercut.” She wriggled the wig onto my head. It was surprisingly soft and realistic. It was probably made from real human hair—it certainly felt real, hanging on my shoulders. “I’m thinking braids. What do you think?” she asked. 

    “I don’t know. Whatever’s fastest. My legs are becoming restless.”  

    She started braiding my hair, and I continued watching the screen. Mitch Martin scored another beauty, bringing the crowd to their feet. With thirty minutes of game time left, he was just one goal away from a hat trick.  

    “He’s so amazing,” I said. 

    My sister started laughing. “Do you have a little boy crush on that hockey player?” she asked. 

    “No!” I snapped. “He’s an amazing hockey player. I don’t know anything about the guy.” Though that wasn’t true. I knew a lot about him. I’d read his whole Wikipedia page, and I even watched the team’s documentary, which was mostly about Mitch Martin. He did a lot of charity work—though I doubt he ever dressed up as a girl. He’d even been on the cover of GQ.  

    My sister looked at the screen as the camera did a close-up on Mitch’s face. “He’s pretty cute,” she said.  

    “Shut up,” I said. “Just finish my hair so we can be done with this.”  

    It wasn’t until the end of the second period when my sister finally said, “Okay—you’re done. And you look fabulous.” She had a big smile on her face. I got up and walked over to my sister’s mirror. I turned and stared at myself. My spine became cold and my fingers began to tingle. A lump the size of a fist formed in my throat.  

    I didn’t look like a drag queen. I just looked like a chick. Drag queens are supposed to look silly and over the top. They aren’t supposed to look cute and convincing. “What the hell did you do?” I snapped. “I have to be at the event in thirty minutes! Fix it!” 

    “Fix what?” Margot asked. 

    “My face. You weren’t supposed to make me into a girl.” 

    “Um—I’m pretty sure that’s exactly what you asked me to do,” she said. 

    “No! Have you ever seen a drag queen? They look silly. It’s supposed to be dumb.” 

    “They don’t all look silly,” she said with a big smile. “Some can look very beautiful. It all depends on the person.”  

    “Well I don’t want to be pretty. I want people to laugh when they see me. Fix it.”  

    My sister shook her head. “You need to relax. It’s for charity. Get over yourself. I’m sure lots of your friends will be just as pretty—though I have to admit, your face turned out a lot better than I thought it would.”  

    And it wasn’t just my face—it was everything. My curves looked legitimately feminine and it even looked like I had a pair of perky breasts; how did she even accomplish that? How could makeup create the illusion of tits? And my lips looked so plump—and my eyes looked so big. Was that the makeup, or was that just how my face looked?  

    “We still have to do your nails,” my sister said. 

    “No. Enough is enough. If you won’t change my face, fine. But you’re not doing my nails. This is enough. I’m already embarrassed.” 

    “Don’t be embarrassed, Ernie. I bet your crush, Mitch, would happily ask you out on a date.”  

    I clenched my hand into a fist and took a deep breath. “That’s not funny,” I said. “He’s not my crush. He’s just a good hockey player. I can’t believe this. I wish you would have just made me look silly. Everyone else is going to look silly, and now I have to deal with this!” I turned to the mirror again and felt my heard plunge into my stomach. I actually looked kind of pretty. I looked like the kind of girl that I would have turned to check out on the street. I looked like the kind of girl I might actually ask out.  

    “God, I’m so mad at you,” I said to my sister.  

    “Don’t forget: drag queens talk like girls,” she said. “You can’t just use your boy voice. It’s for charity, remember.”  

    I bit down on the side of my tongue. Before she started dolling me up, she ran me through how to do a girl voice. And I didn’t end up sounding too bad. But now, I didn’t want to use the voice. I didn’t want to make this feminine character any more realistic.  

    “Well? Go ahead—say something. Give me the full picture before you go,” she said. 

    “I hope you’re enjoying this,” I said in my reluctant girly voice. I watched a big smile wipe across her face, and then I turned to leave. I had twenty minutes to get down to the hotel ballroom where the charity event was set to take place.  

    




 

    [bookmark: TAGTEAMED2]CHAPTER II 

    My original plan was to take the bus, because parking downtown was always a nightmare—especially on Friday nights—and because I wanted to drink. But now, the thought of being on a public bus—surrounded by strangers—was the worst thought I could muster up in my head. So I called for a cab, even though I knew it would cost me at least twenty bucks. My dignity was worth more than twenty bucks.  

    The cab driver pulled up while I was standing on the street corner, in my romper dress and wobbly high heels. He jumped out from the car and ran around to open the back door for me, before I could even reach for the handle myself. “Please make yourself comfortable, ma’am.”  

    I bit down on my tongue and resisted the urge to shout at him. He looked at me with pleasant eyes, as if he actually thought that I was a girl. I would have preferred a look of confusion, or even a chuckle. But he was giving me nothing. “Thanks,” I said in my girly voice, and even the voice didn’t seem to tip him off. 

    He ran back around and hopped into the driver’s seat. “Where are we going tonight, ma’am?”  

    “The Kingston Hotel, please,” I said quietly. I was trying to remind myself that I was just dressed up for charity. It wasn’t like I was some depraved cross-dresser or one of those confused transgenders. I was just a guy trying to raise some money for cancer research. I was a good person. I had nothing to be embarrassed about.  

    The driver looked back at me a few times during the trip. He would look up into that rear-view mirror, looking into my eyes, before looking away with a warm smile on his face. “Are you meeting a date, ma’am?” he asked. 

    “I’m going to a charity event,” I said.  

    “Well you look very nice. That dress looks very nice on you. It brings out the green in your eyes.”  

    I bit down hard on my tongue. “Thanks,” I said quietly.  

    “So a beautiful girl like you doesn’t have a date for a big charity event?” he said. “That seems hard to believe. Is your boyfriend busy working?”  

    “I don’t have a boyfriend,” I said through clenched teeth.  

    “A girl like you can’t possibly be single,” he said. 

    I raised my eyebrows and then I turned to look out the window with lips pressed thin.  

    But he wasn’t finished. “You know—my shift ends at 10:00 PM. I’d be happy to pick you up to take you home, assuming that’s when your event is over. I even know of a really nice wine bar. Do you like wine?”  

    “I’m not that into wine,” I said.  

    “What about coffee? I know a great café.”  

    Thankfully, we were now pulling up to the hotel. Before the car even came to a full stop, I reached for the handle and threw the door open. “Wait,” he said. “I never even got your name.”  

    “It’s Ernie,” I said. 

    He looked at me strangely. Then he turned and looked at the hotel to see a flock of young men dressed as women. His face turned a shade of white and his lips parted as he put the pieces together in his head. Finally, I was able to have a laugh, even though it was sort of at my own expense. “You—You’re a… boy?” he said. 

    “Thanks for the ride.” I slipped out and headed for the front door.  

    All of the drag queens were my friends and classmates—but I didn’t recognize anyone. It was hard to tell who anyone was under all of that makeup and fake hair. And in a way, that made me feel better. If I couldn’t recognize anyone, then that meant no one could recognize me.  

    All of our female classmates were hanging out around the side of the room, pointing at the boys and laughing loudly. But they didn’t seem to be judging too hard. They understood it was all for charity.  

    I was surprised to see some of the drag queens chatting with one another. How could they know who was who? How could friends recognize friends? I awkwardly approached one group, hoping to recognize voice, but they were all using their fake girly voices, staying in character for the sake of the event. Even up close, I wasn’t able to figure out who was who.  

    So instead of trying to locate my friends, I decided to locate my seat. Dozens of tables were set up in the room, with nametags in front of each chair. I found a directory near the room’s entrance, which told me that I was at table nine. I wandered over to table nine and started looking at the nametags.  

    Then someone tapped on my shoulder. I turned around and saw my English teacher, looking into my eyes. “These tables are for the boys. The girls are on that side of the room,” he said with an inviting smile. 

    And once again, I had to bite down on my tongue. My tongue was starting to hurt from all the biting. “I am a boy,” I said with a coy voice.  

    Then I watched as his face turned the same shade of white as the cab driver. His lips parted, but it took a moment for him to muster up his reply. “Oh. I’m sorry. Then, uh, carry on.” He turned and scuttled away quickly, leaving me feeling embarrassed. Why couldn’t my sister just make me look silly like everyone else? Why couldn’t she put on an embarrassing amount of colourful eye shadow and silly strokes of eyeliner? Why couldn’t she have caked on the blush? Why couldn’t I keep my leg hair? Looking around the room now, every other guy still had their leg hair.  

    My sister got carried away. She misunderstood the point of the event—or maybe she just wanted to torture me a little bit: some revenge for some of the mean things I did growing up—like when I threw her in the swimming pool, or like when I set a stink bomb off in her bedroom. This was probably just revenge for her, and it was worse than anything I could imagine.  

    I found my nametag and I took my seat. I closed my eyes and wished that time could move faster, so this night could end sooner. When I opened my eyes, two more drag queens were taking their seats. One of them looked at me, and with a very bad girly voice he said, “The girls tables are over there.”  

    It was getting hard to force a smile. “I know. I’m not a girl,” I said. 

    Then he leaned over and read my nametag. “Holy shit! Ernie? Oh my God—look at you.”  

    “Laugh it up,” I said. “I let my sister do me up while I watched the game.”  

    “You actually look like a chick!” he said. I leaned over and saw his nametag. I was talking to Phil, from my biology class.  

    “I’m sure my sister could do the same to you,” I said.  

    “Hey man, I’m not making fun. Of everyone I’ve seen, you’re probably going to win first prize.”  

    “Great…” I said, feeling that churning in my stomach again.  

    “Can I get a selfie?” he asked. 

    “You absolutely may not.” 

    “C’mon, man. It’s for charity.” 

    “How is a selfie for charity?” I asked. 

    He laughed and shook his head. “You need to loosen up. It’s all just for fun.” 

    I looked around the room and saw that all of my classmates were laughing and smiling and having a surprisingly good time, even though they were all wearing their sisters’ and mothers’ clothing. Maybe it wasn’t so humiliating. Maybe it was just some harmless fun. “Fine. Get your selfie,” I said. 

    He sprung up on his clunky high heels and he swung around the table, throwing his hairy arm over my shoulder. He held his phone out and then he turned on his camera. “Smile!” he said before snapping a series of photos. I smiled.  

    “I’m going to need a drink,” I said. 

    Then without missing a beat, Phil slipped a can of beer out from under his poofy dress. He passed it to me. “Pour it into a glass so they don’t see it,” he said. I had no idea where that beer came from, or how many he was hiding under there, but I needed a drink badly. So I poured it into my glass and handed the empty back to him. Then I downed it quickly. “Tony’s got a few bottles of vodka. We’re going to do shots later,” he said.  

    I could already feel the beer seeping into my system. It was a well-needed buzz, to take my mind off of the series of embarrassments.  

    “Seriously, Ernie—you look hot. You should let your sister do you up more often,” he said with a big smile.  

    I flipped him off. “Fuck off,” I said.  

    “I like a girl with a bit of spunk.”  

    More guys arrived at our table, and I received a familiar greeting from all of them. “Holy shit! You actually look like a girl!” they each said in their own special phrasing. It was wearing thin quickly. Luckily Tony was at our table and able to supply me with a few shots of vodka, making the night a little bit less humiliating—at least in the moment.  

    The event started. Our principal took to the stage and made a little speech before calling tables of students up to the stage. My heart pounded as he went through the numbers. I didn’t want my whole school seeing me on that stage, all dolled up and humiliated. But I could sit back—that would just draw even more attention to me. I closed my eyes and felt the vodka working its way into my bloodstream. Then I felt a tug at my arm. I opened my eyes and saw Phil looking into my eyes. “C’mon, man. Come onto the stage with us.” My table was standing up and heading towards the stage. Our time had come. 

    I followed reluctantly, feeling a cold tingling working its way up and down my spine. I tried to force a casual smile once I was on the stage, so that my friends and classmates wouldn’t think that I was too embarrassed. I wanted them to think that I was working a healthy balance between embarrassed and carefree. The audience cheered suddenly when the principal said my name.  

    “Wow,” he said. “You really went all out!”  

    He held the mic up to my face. “I—uh—I let my sister do it while I watched the game,” I said, trying to remain calm and cool. 

    “Well she did a fantastic job,” said my principal. The audience clapped and whistled again. Then someone shouted, “You’re a babe, Ernie!” I had no idea who said it, but I didn’t want to stick around on the stage to find out. I nodded my head with a smile and I went straight for the stairs. 

    But that wasn’t the only time I ended up on the stage that night—because I ended up winning the award for Best Drag Queen. The awards were meaningless and didn’t affect the charitable donations whatsoever, but everyone still cheered and clapped when I returned to the stage. I was feeling especially tipsy, after consuming a few more shots of vodka. I nearly fell over in my tall, skinny heels. And I was drunk enough to actually enjoy the attention. I smiled and waved, and then I even did a little pose, putting my hands on my hips, turning my back to the crowd, and shaking my ass. I got another roar of applause. 

    And for the rest of the night, I was the center of attention—something I wasn’t used to being. Everyone wanted to talk to me: girls and boys. Girls would come up to me and ask how I did my hair or my makeup. Boys would come up to tell me how hot I was. They didn’t seem to care that I was one of their male classmates. Apparently there were guys in our school who had no shame. One guy even came up to me and said, “You should come to school as a girl.”  

    “But I’m not a girl,” I said. 

    “You’d make a good one.” And I think he was legitimately trying to convince me—I was far from convinced, but I was having fun. 

    




 

    [bookmark: TAGTEAMED3]CHAPTER III 

    I left the party tipsy, working hard to walk in a straight line as I made my way out onto the sidewalk. I was one of the last to leave. Most of my class had left around midnight—now it was almost 2:00 AM—and a few of my friends were still inside, trying to see just how much alcohol poisoning their bodies could handle. And for some drunken reason, I decided I would try to walk home, even though my house was six miles away.  

    I made it about eight blocks in my heels, then the chafing started to get to me. So I took my heels off and walked barefoot down the cold sidewalk. The night air was pleasant: windless and warm. The streets were desolate. I’d been walking for fifteen minutes and only one car had gone by: a quiet little electric car, which hummed off into the distance.  

    A bit of my drunkenness wore off, leaving me with just a bit of fuzzy, warm euphoria in my brain; it was that sweet-spot that every drinker hopes to reach. I closed my eyes for a moment and took a deep breath, enjoying that peaceful—almost meditative—moment. 

    And then I heard a rumbling. The rumbling was quickly accompanied by the booming of loud music, coming from within a dense vehicle. I turned to look back and I saw a black Hummer headed in my direction. The windows were shaded and the headlights were bright: either high beams or those obnoxious LEDs. I covered my eyes with my hand, hoping the Hummer would just zip by. But instead, it started to slow.  

    I took a step away from the street, giving the Hummer and its large side view mirror some room. At first, I thought it might be a cop, because of the black paint and the tinted windows. But then I noticed the large gold rims, and I realized it was probably some drunk millionaire out for a night cruise.  

    I suddenly remembered that I was still wearing that romper dress, that makeup, and that wig. I looked down at my bare legs and it occurred to me that I probably looked like a prostitute.  

    The Hummer was at a complete stop next to me, and I was staring at the passenger window, waiting for something to happen. What if there were criminals inside? What if they were going to roll down the window and blast me? I took another step back. Then finally, that window opened. 

    A young blonde man wearing an unbuttoned dress shirt leaned out the window. “Hey beautiful. Why are you out so late all by yourself? It’s not safe out here alone,” he said. He had a big smirk on his face, and his cheeks were red.  

    “I’m fine, thank you,” I said with my girly voice. I figured it was best to keep them thinking that I was a girl and not a dude walking around in drag. I didn’t want to come across the wrong person—some angry transphobic man who was looking to get some rage out of his system.  

    “You headed to a party? Know of any good ones?” he asked. 

    I shook my head. “I’m just going home.”  

    “The party you came from—is that still going?” he asked, still with that big smirk, as if he was in on a joke that I was completely oblivious to. Maybe he could tell that I was a dude. Maybe it was more obvious now that I was drunk and my face was probably red, and maybe I wasn’t walking in such a feminine way.  

    “I think it’s probably over by now. It’s late,” I said. “I should be going. Have a good night.” I started walking, but the Hummer started rolling beside me, keeping up with me. Apparently the youngsters inside had more to say. 

    “Do you want to party with us?” the blonde man asked.  

    I forced a smile. “I’m sorry. I really should be getting home.”  

    “Oh, c’mon. It’s not that late,” he said. “We’ll have fun. You’ll get to meet some really cool people. And maybe you’ll even make a bit of money. What do you say?”  

    I laughed. “Do you think that I’m a prostitute?” I asked. 

    I heard a number of men laughing inside the car. The blonde man looked back to shush his friends, then he turned back to me. “Are you a prostitute?” he asked. 

    Now my smile was pressed thin. “No—I’m not,” I said. 

    “Good. Because we have a no prostitute rule. That could get us into a lot of trouble.” The guys in the car started laughing again. 

    I stood still for a moment, and then I turned to continue walking. “Have a good night,” I said.  

    “Wait!” the blonde man said. “Don’t be in such a rush! I’m serious. My friends and me want to party with you. You’re a beautiful lady. Some of my friends are very handsome. I think you’d like them.”  

    “That’s very nice—but I’m not interested. Got it?” I said. I was starting to consider breaking character, just to scare the guy away. But I couldn’t even remember how to do my normal male voice. I’d been using that fake female voice for so long that it wasn’t fake anymore; now it felt natural—something I would have to spend a bit of time breaking once I was home.  

    “We’ll pay you!” he said, stopping me again. “I’m going to cut right to the chase, okay? Me and my friends, we have this tradition, and it’s been an on-going tradition for some time now. We have to find a girl willing to party with us—all of us—otherwise our luck seems to run out.”  

    “I don’t know what you’re talking about, but you’ll have to find someone else,” I said. Now my heart was starting to throb. I suddenly felt cold and far from home. Maybe it was time to call a cab. Maybe walking home was a bad idea. What if this blonde guy and his friends got angry with me? What if they got fed up and just forced me into their big Hummer? How long would it be before anyone noticed me missing? Did I even tell anyone at the party that I was leaving? Did anyone have a tab on me?  

    The Hummer pulled up next to me once again. The blonde man leaned out, trying to make eye contact. “Sleep with us, and we’ll pay you ten thousand dollars,” he said.  

    I suddenly stopped. At first, I thought I misheard. Did he just say ten thousand dollars? That number pinged around in my head for a moment. That was more money than I’d ever had in my life. But I obviously couldn’t do it—I wasn’t even a woman. And I was still half-convinced that he was just screwing with me for a laugh. So I shook my head and said, “Sorry. No.”  

    “Fifteen thousand dollars,” he said.  

    “I said no.” I kept walking—and they kept following. 

    “We can’t go any higher than twenty-thousand dollars. That’s our final offer. Twenty grand is a lot of money, you know. I bet that’s more than you make in six months. Think of everything you could do! Think of all the dresses and shoes you could buy. You could even go on vacation for a couple of weeks and still have lots left.”  

    I stopped and looked at the young man. “You know you can probably get a high-class escort for less than a thousand bucks, willing to party with you and your friends,” I said.  

    “I told you: we have a no prostitutes rule.” He stared at me now with a big ear-to-ear smile. Then he looked back and said something to one of his friends. When he emerged again, he was holding a thick stack of money. “It’s all here: twenty grand. And it could all be yours.”  

    I stared at that amazing wad of cash. I really could have used the money… But it was still irrelevant. I still wasn’t a woman. And even if I were, I wouldn't let a bunch of strangers fuck me. Or would I? How long would it take? An hour or two at the most? That was a lot of money to make in just a couple of hours. I looked up at the blonde smiling man and I said, “I’m sorry. But I’m not even a woman.”  

    His eyes narrowed and his smile shrunk. “What do you mean, you’re not a woman?” 

    “I’m a man. I just came from a drag show.” I tried to do my male voice, but it wasn’t working. So I cleared my throat and just stuck to the female voice, hoping my honesty would be enough for them. “I don’t have a pussy.”  

    “Prove it,” the blonde man said. “I don’t believe you.”  

    “Prove it? No—fuck off,” I said. 

    “I’ll give you five hundred bucks if you prove it.”  

    He slipped five hundred dollar bills from that big wad and held them out towards me. I stared at those bills with amazement glowing inside of me. Did he just want me to quickly flash him? Hell—I could flash him for five hundred bucks. I was drunk enough that I didn’t care. It’s not like I would ever see him again. And even if I did, he wouldn’t recognize me. So I pulled up my romper to expose my panties, and then I fished my cock out for a quick show. I watched as his eyes grew wide and his lips parted. Then I heard laughter from inside of the vehicle. It took the car a minute to calm down.  

    “I guess we owe you five-hundred bucks,” he said, holding the money out. I cautiously snatched it from his hand and counted it. I made sure the cash was real—and it was, as far as I could tell.  

    “Thanks—I guess,” I said.  

    “Don’t mention it,” he said.  

    I stared at him for a moment, and then I turned to continue on my way home. This time the Hummer didn’t follow me. The young men in the expensive vehicle were probably dying with laughter. The blonde was probably getting made fun of hard for not being able to tell the difference. And I could care less because I was five hundred dollars richer. I was already fantasizing about what I could do with the money. Maybe I would buy a new computer—or get that new PlayStation. Or maybe the money was better put into my savings account, so it could grow for when I wanted to buy a house in a few years.  

    And then I started thinking about that twenty grand. I was already feeling a bit jealous for the lucky girl who would get it. Sure, she would have to submit to a degrading night—but that was a lot of money. I wondered: if I were actually a chick, would I do it? Could I spread my legs for a group of guys? Who knows? I had no idea what that would even feel like… But think of all the things a person could buy with twenty grand! That was a down payment on a nice condo. It was a couple years of college. It was a brand new car. Or, like the blonde man said, it was a nice vacation, some new clothes—and maybe a new computer and a PlayStation on top of it.  

    Suddenly, I heard that rumbling again. I looked back and saw that the Hummer was coming towards me again. I stepped away from the curb and bit down on my tongue. Now I was legitimately worried that I was about to get into some trouble. Maybe they wanted their money back. Maybe they were going to rough me up for embarrassing them.  

    That window rolled down and that blonde man stuck his head out again. “We did some talking, and the offer is still on the table,” he said. “Twenty grand to come and party with me and my friends.”  

    I was frozen, with ice tingling up my spine and cold beads of sweat tickling the back of my neck. “W—What?” I said. 

    “Twenty grand—to let me and my friends fuck you. Don’t worry—we won’t hurt you. Well—your butt might hurt for a couple of days, but there won’t be any permanent damage… I don’t think.”  

    “I’m a man. I already told you that—right?” I said. 

    “You mentioned that. But we decided we’re fine with that. It’s 2019 after all,” he said with a big smile. “We don’t discriminate.” Then I heard laughing again.  

    I stood still as my body began to tremble. That number kept pinging around in my head: twenty thousand dollars. But I’d never been fucked before. In fact, I’d never even had sex with a woman, never mind a group of men. Did I really want to lose my virginity to men for twenty grand? Was that the price of my innocence? I tried to say no, but I was rendered mute. I cleared my throat and tried again. But the word ‘no’ never came out from my lips. Instead, I said, “Let me see the money again.” 

    He showed it to me. It seemed to glow magically in his hand. I wanted to grab it and rub it all over my body. I needed that money, now that I knew it was available to me. I couldn’t possibly turn that money down. “Okay,” I said. My voice was shaken and quiet.  

    The blonde man smiled, and then he turned and grabbed a clipboard with a sheet of paper and a pen on it. He held it out to me. “This is a NDA—a non-disclosure agreement. It says that you can’t tell anyone about this, or we can sue you for a lot of money—and I mean a lot. You can’t tell your friends, you can’t tell your family—you can’t even tell your shrink. Got it?”  

    The agreement was long and written in legalese. I tried to read the first few lines, but it was too complicated, and I was still too drunk. So I just took the pen and signed the page. My signature was shaky. My hands were trembling violently. Was I seriously agreeing to this? Did I really want that money this badly?  

    I handed the clipboard back, and then the blonde man opened the door for me. “Come on in,” he said. I took a deep breath, feeling the warmth radiating from inside the Hummer. I took a step forward and noticed my legs were almost buckling from trembling so hard. “Oh God,” I muttered to myself. But I wasn’t able to stop myself. I took the blonde man’s hand and he helped me up into the vehicle.  

    




 

    [bookmark: TAGTEAMED4]CHAPTER IV 

    It took my eyes a moment to adjust to the darkness inside of the vehicle. The seats were red and black leather, and I was surprised to see that there were only five seats. I was the sixth person in the car, so it was a tight squeeze on that back bench. Everyone save for the driver was looking at me now, grinning as if they liked what they saw.  

    I looked into their eyes, and then I looked away quickly, feeling suddenly overwhelmed. “Can I have that money?” I asked. 

    The blonde man handed me the stack of cash. I wanted to count it, but I thought that might be rude to do in front of all of them. So I just slipped the money into my little purse, along with the five hundred they gave me before.  

    “That’s a lot of money,” said the young man sitting up front in the passenger seat. “Be sure to save some of it. It’s good to have money in your savings.”  

    I looked up at the man and forced a smile. My heart was pounding ferociously fast and my mind was spinning out of control. I felt sick, but I managed to keep myself together. It would all be over quickly.  

    “You’re all clean, right?” I asked. 

    One of the men snickered. The blonde man put his hand on my back. “We’re clean. Don’t worry. You’re clean too—right?” 

    I nodded my head. “I’m clean,” I said. My stomach turned and gargled.  

    The man to the blonde’s right was still snickering. I looked over at him, and then my heart skipped a beat. I recognized him, but I couldn’t quite figure out how I recognized him. Was he a student at my school? Were these my classmates screwing with me? Were they going to tell everyone that I agreed to be a hooker for twenty grand? Was I going to be the laughing stock of the whole school?  

    “Thanks for helping us out tonight,” the driver said. “We’ve been driving around for two hours trying to find someone. I was starting to worry that our lucky streak was going to end.”  

    I sat in cold silence, trying to calm down my pounding heart. “Do you do this a lot?” I asked, trying to create conversation to get my mind off of what I was getting myself into. 

    “After every game,” said the man next to the blonde. “Three times we couldn’t find a girl. We lost our game after each of those times.”  

    He looked over at me, into my eyes and into my soul. And that’s when I figured out how I knew him—and every other guy in that car. They were players with the Rockets, my favourite hockey team. The blonde next to me was one of the rookies—Justin Addison. The dark haired fellow next to him was Frankie Hull. Then sitting next to him, pressed against the window was their goalie, Jimmie Fowler. Up in the passenger seat was Tanner Davidson, the first line right-winger. I didn’t recognize the man driving the car, but I could only assume that he was also on the team.  

    “You guys are the Rockets,” I said. “I just watched your game.”  

    A few of them snickered, as if I’d said something funny.  

    “Are you a fan?” the driver asked. 

    “I’m a big fan. I’ve watched every single game this season. You guys are on fire,” I said. 

    “Well, girls like you are a big part of that,” Justin said next to me. “We started this new tradition at the beginning of the year, and we’ve been on a crazy streak ever since. So we really appreciate your sacrifice.” He turned to the driver and said, “How far away are we?”  

    “A few blocks,” the driver said.  

    “So you know who we are,” asked Jimmy, the goalie. “Then that NDA is even more important. You really can’t tell anyone about this, or we’ll all be in big shit.”  

    “I won’t. I promise,” I said. I suddenly felt like the biggest fan girl—I mean fan boy. I was shaking with the strangest excitement, overwhelmed to be sitting with guys that I’d spent so many evenings with. I’d seen them score so many goals. I’d gone to games and cheered for them as loud as I possibly could. And now I was hanging out with them.  

    But I hadn’t forgotten what I was there to do. That terror continued to linger in the back of my mind. I was there to let them fuck me. I was going to have five cocks inside of my body. I was going to lose my virginity in a terribly humiliating and degrading way: dressed as a chick while guys took turns stretching out my backside.  

    I’d seen enough porn to know that it was possible. I’d watched tiny girls take cock after cock on my computer screen—and none of those girls ever died… at least as far as I know. And I was still drunk. Maybe I could get another few drinks in me and I wouldn’t even remember this. Maybe I would just wake up in the morning with twenty grand in my room and no idea how it got there.  

    We pulled up to a motel. The Hummer came to a full stop, but we didn’t get out right away. First, the men looked around, as if to make sure the coast was clear. Then, Justin put his arm over my shoulder and said, “Just keep your head down until we’re inside.” He opened the door and ushered me out, looking around frantically with wide, frightened eyes. If the press saw me with them, going into that motel room, would it really be such a stain on their careers? Could they not lie and charm their way out of trouble? Who even cared what they did when they weren’t on the ice? They were winning games—that’s all that mattered.  

    He made me run, which wasn’t easy with my bare feet. I stepped on a sharp rock and nearly tripped as the pain nipped my foot. He rushed me through the door. The blinds were already closed inside.  

    I looked up and saw a dozen more men—players from the team—all staring at me with wide eyes and big smiles. They cheered, raising their drinks into the air. “I was starting to think it was going to be another dry night!” one of them said.  

    I looked around the room, recognizing all of their faces. And then I saw Mitch Martin standing in the corner, holding a beer as he stared into my eyes. He wasn’t cheering and smiling like the rest of them. He looked serious, as if he was preparing for a big game.  

    “What’s her name?” someone asked. 

    They all stared at me, waiting for my answer. “Er—uh—it’s Erin,” I said.  

    “She’s cute.”  

    “Good pick. Though her tits are a bit small.” 

    “Shut up, Stevie.” 

    “No, you shut up.” 

    “You’re a drunken idiot.” 

    “Guys—quit fighting in front of the girl.”  

    I wasn’t sure I was able to move. My legs were frozen and my heart seemed to have stopped beating. I tried to think of that twenty thousand dollars, but it suddenly seemed so irrelevant. Did I really put a price on my virginity and my innocence? Was I really about to go through with this?  

    But now it wasn’t just about the money. I felt like I had no choice, even if I gave the money back. I made a promise, and there was a lot riding on me. I couldn’t just back down now. I had to help them out. I didn’t want them to lose a game because of me.  

    But why did I care? I wasn’t part of the team. It wasn’t my job to satisfy their silly superstitions. Or was it my job? Was I finally in a place where I could positively assist the team, rather than just being a helpless fan?  

    The other guys made their way inside. The room was packed now, and I couldn’t keep track of how many guys were all around me—to many for my tipsy brain to count. I tried to keep a smile on my face, but it was hard, especially once Justin made his little announcement. “We have a special girl here today. She’s beautiful and feisty—but she’s not exactly what you may think. Erin here is a trap.”  

    The room was silent. My heart stuttered. I’d seen some of these players get into violent fistfights on the ice. I’d seen them covered in blood, with teeth dangling from their battered gums. I didn’t want to be one of their victims. I didn’t want to know what they were capable of when there weren’t referees around to break up their scraps.  

    “She’s a trap?” someone said. “You mean she has a dick?” 

    “That’s correct. I’ve seen it,” Justin said. “But she’s all we’ve got—and she’s willing to help us out.”  

    “Isn’t that kind of… gay?” someone asked. 

    “Only if you want it to be. When you look at her, do you see a guy or a girl?”  

    “I see a girl. But when her cock is out, I’ll see a cock.” A few of the guys laughed.  

    “Okay. Well, do you want to win tomorrow’s game, or do you want to lose and end up giving The Riot home ice advantage in the playoffs?”  

    The room became silent. Then, one of the men said, “She can just keep her cock tucked, right?”  

    Everyone looked at me, as if waiting for an answer. I wasn’t even able to force a smile. I just stood there terrified, trying to figure out if I was having a nightmare or if this was really happening. I took a deep breath and tried to swallow the lump in my throat. “Whatever you want,” I was finally able to say.  

    “I don’t know about this,” someone said. 

    “How badly do you want to win The Cup this year?”  

    “Badly—obviously.”  

    “Then suck it up and do it. Be a man.”  

    And now they were all looking at me again.  

    “I know she’s actually a dude, but I think she’s hot. And look: she’s got nice cock-sucking lips.”  

    My heart was now somewhere deep in my stomach, rolling around in my stomach acid. I wasn’t sure how I was still standing. I couldn’t figure out how I wasn’t having a heart attack.  

    Justin walked up next to me and gently grabbed my wrist. “This way,” he said. And then the hockey players parted, making a clear line towards the bed. I stepped slowly, looking around at all of the eager and nervous faces. When I reached the foot of the bed, I paused. Most of the men were behind me now but I could still feel their gazes. “Go ahead. Get up.”  

    I climbed up onto the bed. The mattress was hard. I crawled forward and then a hand grabbed me by the ankle. I looked back and saw one of the older players holding me. “That’s far enough,” he said with a deep voice. The atmosphere was cold and stagnant. No one in the room seemed to be smiling anymore. I took a deep breath.  

    “Who’s going first?” a voice asked. 

    The silence returned. Then one of the veteran players stepped forward. “I’ll go,” he said. “You’re all a bunch of pussies.”  

    He stepped up to the bed and then he started to undo his belt. My heart fluttered and spun up into my throat. This was really happening. I was really about to be gangbanged by the Rockets. “Please be gentle,” I muttered under my breath. And then the guys all laughed. No one replied. No one gave me a pat on the back and told me it was going to be all right. 

    The vet pulled down his pants, revealing his long cock and dense mane of pubic hair. He pulled off his shirt, exposing his hard muscles, scars and bruises, and his tattoos. I looked away. I’d never seen another man’s cock before. Even when I was in a public changing room, I always went into one of the little privacy stalls.  

    He climbed up onto the bed, in front of me, dangling his large cock in front of my face. I turned my head away, closing my eyes, wishing I could go back in time and call a cab instead of leaving that hotel on foot. Hell—if I could go back in time, I would probably skip the charity even altogether. It’s not like my presence was going to do anything to cure cancer.  

    “The sooner you suck it, the sooner this will all be over—for all of us,” he said with his deep voice. He was gently stroking his cock, getting it hard for me, so that I would have less work to do with my mouth. And was that even part of the agreement? When I signed that NDA and took that money, was I also agreeing to suck their dicks? “Open up, beautiful,” he said. 

    I didn’t open my eyes, but I did open my mouth. I tilted my head up and I tried not to cry. I kept the image of that money in my mind, but it didn’t help to quell the anxiety. He slipped his cock through my lips. I groaned, feeling utterly humiliated. I admired the men in that room. I watched them every night and wished that I were one of them. And now, I didn’t know what to think.  

    He grabbed my head and gently began to thrust, back and forth, sliding his long cock along my tongue. “Feels just like a girl,” he said.  

    There was suddenly a man behind me, with his hands on my ass. He was feeling my butt cheeks, squeezing them and spanking them—gently at first. “Her butt is pretty girly too,” he said. Then he unsnapped the little snaps holding my romper together between my legs. “Should we leave her panties on or take them off?” he asked. 

    “Take them off,” someone said. “And just make sure she’s tucking that dick.”  

    He pushed my knees together and then he tugged down my panties. I closed my eyes as tight as I could, feeling my face turning red with humiliation. I didn’t think it could get any worse, but now I wanted to throw up, I was so embarrassed. There was still a cock in my mouth, sliding back and forth. I could feel that heavy tip rubbing against my cheek, and I could feel his veins pulsing as he got bigger and harder. It didn’t feel right. I could feel my innocence fluttering away with each throbbing penetration into my mouth. 

    I let a whimper slip out from my lips. The humiliation was overwhelming—but at least I was getting paid, and at least I was helping out the team.  

    “I dare you to eat her out,” one of the players said with a chuckle.  

    “Gross. No way,” said another. 

    “I’ll convince the coach to put you in on the power play tomorrow if you do it.”  

    There was a silence—then a man crawled up behind me. He took my butt cheeks and spread them wide. “Fuck. Here goes nothing,” he said. And then I felt his warm face pressing in. His breath tickled my thighs, and then his tongue tickled my hole. I tensed up and puckered tight. A gasp escaped my lips. I could feel that warm, wet tongue drawing circles around our hole. It was a disturbing feeling—especially because it actually felt kind of nice. I didn’t want it to feel good, and I didn’t want anyone knowing that I thought it felt good. But it was hard not to let a little moan slip when the pleasure got more intense.  

    “Get her nice and wet for the rest of us,” someone said with a laugh.  

    He leaned back from my hole. “I better end up on the power play tomorrow,” he said. Then he leaned back in and continued eating my out. I moaned again.  

    The man in front of me pulled his cock out from my lips. I opened my eyes to see another man shuffling over to take his place. And next to him was a line of men with their clothes off, all waiting to get into my mouth. I wanted to resist the new cock, but I remembered what he said: the sooner I did it, the sooner it was over with. So I opened my mouth and a new cock slid inside. This one was shorter, but thicker. It throbbed more intensely, and it curved drastically to the left, as if he spent a lot of time jerking off. He grabbed my head tight and he fucked my face. Luckily his cock wasn’t quite long enough to suffocate me.  

    “Move over,” the man with the deep voice said. The man eating me out suddenly stepped back, leaving my asshole feeling wet and cold and alone. I squirmed slightly, trying to get comfortable on that hard mattress. But finding comfort was proving to be impossible. The next hour or so was just going to be torture.  

    I felt his warm tip press up between my cheeks. He slid his rod up the length of my crack and then he brought his tip back down to my tight anus. I heard his chest expand as he took a deep breath. His tip pressed in hard, but it didn’t penetrate. I was clenched too tight, and I was too afraid to relax. He put a hand on my ass. “Stop clenching,” he said.  

    I tried, but I was just too scared. I’d never been penetrated before. I’d never even stuck a finger into my asshole—never mind a dozen cocks. I felt tears swelling in my eyes. I tried to hold them back, so I wouldn’t cry in front of the team. I bit down hard on my tongue again and then I forced myself to take a deep breath. And then I managed to relax, just enough that he was able to penetrate me and rid me of my virginity.  

    




 

    [bookmark: TAGTEAMED5]CHAPTER V 

    He sunk in deep, getting his whole cock into my anal cavity. He held me firmly in place, so I wouldn’t squirm or pull forward—not that I could pull forward with a ripped man standing in front of me, with his cock deep in my mouth.  

    “Ouch,” I said as he tried to shove his cock a little bit deeper. Now I could feel his hairy pelvis against my tush. He groaned deeply and then he began to pump. “Oh God!” I said. It hurt—not bad enough that I was going to scream out in pain, but bad enough that it didn’t feel right. I clutched the motel bed sheets with both hands and I tried to keep my body relaxed. When I wasn’t clenching my asshole, the pain was lessened. But it was hard not to clench. I kept worrying that he was going to rupture something inside of me if I stopped clenching him back.  

    “Ride that cowgirl, cowboy!” one of the players said. Then a few of them cheered.  

    “She’s tight,” the veteran player said with his deep voice.  

    “How tight?”  

    “Real tight.”  

    He groaned as he continued to pump. The pain was going away now. Maybe I was going numb. No—I couldn’t have been going numb, because I could feel his cock throbbing inside of my ass. I could feel his tip swelling, and I could feel every slap of his pelvis against my tush.  

    A new cock had entered into my mouth. This one was small, but very hard. His veins were bulging and pulsing as if they were about to explode. I pressed my lips firmly around his girth and used my tongue to stimulate his tip, hoping it would get him to his climax sooner, so the night would be over with more quickly. I heard him moan before saying, “That feels so fucking good.” I kept sucking. 

    And behind me, the vet was almost finished. He was groaning loud now, slapping down with force. He grunted and dug his rugged fingers into me, and then he announced his climax: “I’m coming.” After another loud groan, I felt his tip blasting hot fluid into my body. It was a strange feeling—very unnatural. I squirmed and tried not to imagine the image of his slimy substance oozing out of me.  

    He pulled out, but it wasn’t even five seconds before someone else pushed their cock into me. This cock was long and narrow. It wasn’t stretching me out nearly as much, but it was pushing further into my body. I felt it slide through the warm cream that the vet left inside of me. I felt that ooze spreading around inside of my body as the new man pumped slowly, getting himself warmed up.  

    “Shit,” the man in front of me said. I didn’t think much of it, until a moment later when a blast suddenly splattered against the back of my throat. I gagged and choked. More blasts coated the inside of my mouth, and then I managed to spit his dick out. His final blast got me on the face. He didn’t apologize. Instead, he just laughed, and the others laughed with him. Cum was dripping off of my face. And the taste was off-putting: like old bread batter. I spat it out onto the mattress, and then I tried to wipe my lips, using one of the hands that was supporting my body weight.  

    “She’s not a swallower, boys,” the man said, and everyone laughed. And a moment later, there was another cock pressing up to my lips, wanting in, even though the inside of my mouth was still coated with sticky cum. The men didn’t seem to mind rubbing their cocks in each other’s cum. If they were used to gangbanging chicks, then they were probably used to rubbing around in their white substance. Apparently it helped them win games, so who was I to judge?  

    Another cumshot blasted off in my ass. I’d lost track of time. I wasn’t even holding myself up anymore. Whoever was pumping my asshole was also responsible for keeping me up on my knees. Whenever the men traded places, I would nearly collapse. I had no energy in my body. My legs and arms were trembling and I was quickly losing count of how many creampies were in my butt, and how many guys have shot their cum onto my face. I couldn’t even open my left eye because of all the warm, thick cum.  

    When Justin finally got his turn in my asshole, he said, “My God, she’s so full of jizz.” I felt his cock squishing through the half-pint of gooey loads. When he pumped, some of it would squish out from my stretched hole. It was a strange feeling—and maybe it should have been gross, but I had quickly become desensitized. 

    While he was pumping me, something strange happened. Someone reached between my legs and gently grabbed my cock. They began to massage it, pulling back my foreskin, and stroking my length. I was too exhausted to look back—but it felt good. I was getting hard fast.  

    I closed my eyes and took a deep breath in. That hand continued to pump me while cocks moved in and out of me. No one was saying anything. No one was calling anyone gay. Maybe no one noticed. Maybe someone was doing it subtly and carefully. But whoever was doing it sure knew how to work a shaft. It was only a minute later when I started to groan and tremble and squirm. “Fuck,” I said through clenched teeth. Then I sprayed the motel bed sheets with cum. That hand clutched my shaft tightly, and then Justin came deep inside of me with a loud groan.  

    Justin pulled out as another man pulled out from my mouth and came on my face, coating my right eyelid with jizz so that I was completely blind. But I didn’t have the energy to wipe it off. I just went lip as the men moved away from me. I planted my stomach down onto that blanket, which was still warm with my load. No one was penetrating me anymore. Were they finished? Did I survive the gangbang?  

    I wanted to open my eyes, but the cum was stopping me, and my lack of energy was still stopping me from wiping away the cum.  

    “She did good,” someone said. “I think we’re going to be just fine tomorrow.”  

    “Should we just leave her here?” someone else asked. 

    “She’s fine, right? As long as she’s out before noon tomorrow. You can do that, right? Baby?” Someone prodded me. 

    I groaned. 

    “I think that means yes. Now let’s get out of here. We’ve got practise in six hours.” I heard the men shuffle out of the room, leaving their mess behind. And I continued to remain still on that bed, covered and full of cum. I felt that collection of loads finally oozing out from my stretched hole, trickling down my ball sack and pooling onto the bed. But I was too exhausted to do anything about it. I just let it pool there while I dozed off.  
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    When I woke up, the sun was shining bright through the small slits in the blinds. I rolled my face away from the light, hoping to get another hour or so of sleep, hoping more sleep would help with the throbbing headache I had. And then I suddenly remembered the night before. I sprung up quickly and opened my eyes. I could feel the crusted cum on my face. White speckles were in my eyelashes. My lower body felt wet. I looked down and saw that the cum on the blanket still hadn’t fully dried out—probably because there was so much of it.  

    “Shit,” I said as my heart began beating where it left off the night before. The gangbang was real. I was actually covered in the cum of over a dozen men. I stood up and felt a pain in my asshole. I reached back to feel that my hole was still slightly agape—still tender from being fucked repeatedly. I limped over to the bathroom to look at myself in the mirror.  

    I looked rough, with my makeup smeared and running down my face. My braids were a mess and my outfit was stained with cum that seemed to almost be a neon-white colour. “Holy shit…” I said. I stared at myself for another five minutes before stripping down and getting into the shower. I stayed in that shower for the next forty-five minutes, letting the hot water wash that cum away, along with my makeup and all of the dirt on my feet from walking barefoot in the middle of the night. But the hot water couldn’t wash away the shame. And it also couldn’t wash away the phone number that was written on the palm of my left hand with a black Sharpie.  

    I couldn’t remember anyone writing on my hand—but then again, I was out cold before the hockey players had even left the motel room. So I could only assume that the phone number belonged to one of them. Was I supposed to call it?  

    I remembered the money while I was in the shower. So I turned off the water, dried off my body, and I rushed over to the purse I borrowed from my sister. I opened it up and was thrilled to see that large wad was still there. I couldn’t help but smile, even though I was still feeling ashamed and humiliated. At least it wasn’t for nothing.  

    I called a cab and stuffed everything into a plastic bag that I found in an empty garbage can: the purse and my clothes. Then, I stole one of the motel’s towels when I got into the cab. The driver gave me a strange look. “No clothes?” he said. 

    “It’s a long story,” I replied. I gave him my address and then he took me home. I had him pull up in the alley, so that I could sneak into my bedroom through my bedroom window in the back. I didn’t want my sister to see me coming home in a towel. I didn’t need any attention while I got myself tidied up and dressed. Thankfully she was still asleep when I put her romper into the wash. I could tell her that it got muddy on the walk home—as long as she didn’t find out that it was covered in the cum of many men.  

    I found out that morning that the fundraiser was a success. The school raised almost thirty thousand dollars for cancer research. And my picture ended up on the school website: me on the stage wearing drag. I was waiting for my friends to mock me for being so convincing as a woman—but strangely, no one seemed to care. Apparently I got mockery immunity because it was all for charity.  

    I hid my money under my mattress. I still wasn’t sure what I wanted to do with it yet—but I knew I couldn’t let my sister see it. I didn’t need her wondering where it came from. I wasn’t a great liar.  

    Our parents were out for the night, so we had the house to ourselves. I planned on playing video games all night, to take my mind off of my humiliating night at the motel. I went downstairs to grab a soda from the fridge, and then my sister flicked on the hockey game. “Don’t you want to watch your game?” she asked. 

    My heart stuttered. I’d forgotten about the game. My mind had been so preoccupied with that embarrassing memory that I forgot the Rockets were playing a back-to-back. “Oh, right,” I said. “Um…” I wasn’t sure I wanted to watch it. It was a few seconds before puck-drop. The camera did a quick close-up on Jimmie Fowler in net. “Why are you watching it?” I asked. 

    She shrugged her shoulders. “I think that Mitch guy is cute. You know—the guy you have a crush on.” She giggled as if she just told the funniest joke ever. My stomach turned. I tried to remember Mitch’s cock. When did he fuck me? Was he one of the ones who stuck it in my ass, or was he one of the one’s who came in my mouth and on my face?  

    I didn’t want to seem suspicious, so I forced a smile and migrated over to the couch. “I guess I’ll watch,” I said, taking a seat.  

    That first period was torture. Every time the announcer said one of their names, my heart would skip a beat. I would suddenly remember the face that belonged to that name. I could remember exactly where each one of them was standing in that motel room when I walked in. It was even worse between plays, when the camera would do a close up on one of the players, making vivid memories flash in my mind. My bum was even starting to hurt, as if it was having some PTSD of its own. When the camera went to Justin Addison after he nearly scored a goal, I had to look away quickly. 

    I’d had almost all of their cocks inside of my body. And I could still feel them, stretching me wide and rubbing up against my anal walls. I wasn’t sure I would ever be able to forget the warm sliminess of their cum as it oozed out of me and pooled between my legs while I remained limp on the bed.  

    The camera did a close-up on Jimmie Fowler in net, and a nausea entered my stomach. I looked away again as cold beads of sweat began to form on the back of my neck. Would I never be able to watch a hockey game ever again? Was I going to have to pick a new favourite team, and then skip the games against the Rockets?  

    “What’s wrong with you?” my sister asked. I looked over and saw that she was looking into my eyes with a narrowed gaze.  

    I tried to force a smile, but it didn’t come out correctly. “I—uh—I’m fine,” I said. “What do you mean, what’s wrong with me? What’s wrong with you?”  

    I was relieved when the period break came. I got up and went to my room, where I was free from the constant repeating of those names, and the constant reminded that of what I’d done in that motel room. But even in my room, I wasn’t safe from that reminder. That giant wad of money was in my room. It was hidden, but I could still feel its radiating presence. Would I feel that nauseating presence until I got rid of the money? And then would I feel it whenever I was around whatever I bought with it?  

    I paced around my bedroom, closing my eyes tight, trying to figure out a way to forget about that night in the motel room. Maybe I could convince myself that it was just a nightmare, and that I’d found the money on the ground, on my way home from that charity event. Or maybe I could just get rid of the money, so I wouldn’t have to think about it. Maybe I could go and give it to that charity, and then pretend like I never had it… No—no—I couldn’t do that. I couldn’t possibly allow myself to know that I’d let a dozen men fuck me for nothing. I was going to keep that money. I would find another way to clear my mind of my dirty actions.  

    “Ernie! You’re going to miss your game!” my sister shouted. I poked my head out and saw that the puck was being dropped for the second period. I went back into my room and grabbed my coat. Then I darted towards the front door. “Where are you going?” she asked. 

    “I’m going to watch the rest of the game at a friend’s house,” I said. And then I took off, with no actual plans. I was just determined to get far away from that hockey game.  
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    It was the first Rockets game I’d missed that season. And apparently I wasn’t the only one who knew that.  

    I ended up at a friend’s house. I showed up without sending a warning message, because I knew he was always home, playing video games in his bedroom. When he answered the door, he gave me a strange look. “Isn’t your game on?” he said. 

    “I’m not watching it,” I said. 

    “Why not? Isn’t your team doing well this year?” he said. 

    “Can I come in or not?” I said. He moved aside and let me in. He continued to stare at me strangely, thinking there was something wrong just because I was missing a hockey game that I would normally be watching. “So wait—why aren’t you watching the game?”  

    Was I really so predictable? Did all of my friends really know me as the guy who was obsessed with the Rockets? “What difference does it make?” I asked. “It’s a weekend. I thought that maybe we could go out and get a drink somewhere—on me.”  

    “On you?” he said hesitantly. “Why on you?” 

    “Because you’re always saying that you can’t afford to go out—and I want to go out. So the drinks are on me.” 

    “You also stay in all the time because you can’t afford to go out,” he said, narrowing his eyes. “Where did you suddenly get money from?” 

    My heart twitched and I forced a smile. “I did some work for my dad’s company last weekend. So I’ve got some spare cash—what difference does it make? Let’s go get drinks.”  

    He stared at me strangely for a moment longer, and then he went to grab his coat. “There’s that new sports bar down the street,” he said. “They probably have your game on.”  

    “No sports bar,” I said quickly. The faces of those hockey players were already back in my head, just from the thought of being near a television playing that game. “Let’s go to a club. We never go to clubs.” 

    “A club? You want to go to a club?” he said. 

    “Yeah—why not?” I asked. 

    He stared at me with those narrow eyes again. “Okay. Whatever,” he said. “It’s your money, I guess.”  

    So we went in the other direction from that sports bar. I didn’t even want to walk past it. I didn’t want to even catch a glimpse of that game through a window.  

    We had to stand in line to get into the club, but I didn’t mind. At least no one in that line up was talking sports. Though there was a chick standing near the front of the line who was dressed in a tiny, tight dress and high heels. Her outfit wasn’t too different from what I wore at the drag charity event. Just the sight of that little dress made my heart leap, sending my mind back to the previous night. “You think that chick is hot?” my friend asked. 

    “Huh?” I said, looking away quickly. “No—why?” 

    “You keep staring at her. If you want me to be your wingman, I’m sure you can hook up with her.”  

    “I don’t want that. I’m not into her.” 

    “So why do you keep staring at her?”  

    “I’m not staring at anyone. I’m just... thinking.” 

    “Thinking about what?”  

    “Nothing!” I snapped.  

    He stared at me for a moment and then he shook his head. “Have you lost your mind or something? You don’t have a bomb strapped to your chest or something, do you?”  

    “Screw off,” I said. “I just want to get a drink. Is that really so crazy?”  

    We finally reached the front of the line. The bouncer stamped our hands and then let us into the buzzing club. It was packed and the music was loud. We fought our way to the bar and made sure to order a number of drinks, so that we wouldn’t have to fight our way back to the bar over and over. I downed my first drink fast, happy to feel the buzz setting in quickly. My buddy stared at me while I went straight for my second drink. “I’m not carrying you home,” he said. 

    “Don’t worry about me,” I said. “When was the last time we really cut loose?” 

    He shrugged his shoulders. “I didn’t know you liked to cut loose,” he said. 

    I finished both of my drinks and then I went back for more. That blissful state of drunkenness set in quickly. It wasn’t long before I was on the dance floor without a worry on my mind. I couldn’t even remember why I’d been so paranoid. I had a beautiful girl in front of me, staring me in the eyes when she wasn’t grinding her ass against my lap. She was cute, though a bit chubby. It didn’t help that he dress was a bit too tight. But I admired the impressive way she danced in her tall heels, swaying her big tush from side to side. After another couple drinks, I had my hands on her body and half of an erection rubbing against her big bum. We ended up kissing for a few minutes before we were bumped and shoved off of the dance floor.  

    I was hoping to take her home, and then one of her friends came over and pulled her away from me. “Are you trying to take advantage of a drunk girl?” the friend asked. 

    “What? No. I’m drunk too,” I said.  

    “Oh, so that makes it okay?” She gave me a mean glare and then I never saw that beautiful chubby chick ever again.  

    But now I really had to pee. So I made my way towards the bathroom and found myself standing in a long line. I wasn’t the only one squirming in that line. I bit down on my tongue and tried to think of some way to distract myself from my swelling bladder. I started eavesdropping on nearby conversations. And that’s when I heard about the outcome of the Rockets game. “I’ve never seen goals like that before,” one man said to the other. “I still can’t believe that snipe from Addison.”  

    “I don’t think I’ve ever seen a game end 12-0,” said the other man.  

    12-0? The Rockets scored twelve goals while Jimmie Fowler got a shutout against one of the best teams in the league? I caught myself grinning, excited for my team.  

    “If they play like that in the playoffs, they’re going to win The Cup for sure.” 

    “No doubt. I wish they played with that kind of energy every night.”  

    I got a little bit closer to the bathroom, but my mind was no longer on my swelling bladder. Now I was thinking about that motel room again. I couldn’t help but wonder if I contributed somehow to that magical energy that the team apparently brought to their game.  

    “With their win tonight, they clinched a spot in the playoffs,” one of the men pointed out.  

    “Seriously?” 

    “Yeah. They’re going to be playing the Giants in the first round. If they beat the Giants, it’s going to be an easy run.”  

    “But they have to beat the Giants first. They’ve haven’t been able to beat the Giants all year.”  

    “Well if they play at all like they played tonight, that shouldn’t be an issue.”  

    I couldn’t stop smiling, feeling strangely accountable for the epic win. Maybe my motel room humiliation wasn’t for nothing after all. Maybe letting all of those men into my asshole was worth it. Maybe I’d sparked a newfound confidence in my favourite hockey team that would last until long after they were holding The Cup over their heads.  

    I smiled the whole time I peed in that small, dirty bathroom. I was having a good night. My buzz was still going strong and I still had a few dances left in me. And I was going to head straight to the dance floor once my bladder was empty—and then I saw him: Mitch Martin. Everyone was looking at him with glowing eyes as he stepped into the club. A few of his teammates walked behind him, including the blonde-haired Justin Addison.  

    They were like A-list celebrities, glowing like golden gods. A few guys walked up to shake their hands. Girls squirmed as their pussies became wet. And I just stood silently, remembering every second of the previous night.  
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    I no longer wanted to dance. My buzz was suddenly lost and I was left sober and cold and frightened. I moved towards the wall and watched nervously from a distance. I was terrified that the men would look towards me and recognize me. I should have just left, but I couldn’t bring myself to go, even though I was done drinking and it was late.  

    Everyone moved aside as the hockey players made their way to the bar. The bartender quickly ran over to serve them. He poured them shots and didn’t make them pay. “They’re on the house,” he said, over and over. The boys took the shots and held them up. Then, my blood went cold when Justin Addison said, “To Erin!”  

    The other guys said it as well. “To Erin!” They downed the shots and then carried on with big smiles on their faces, as if they weren’t at all awkward about reminiscing about a gangbang with a biological man. It was only ten minutes later when they made that same toast with new drinks. “To Erin!” they all said. 

    I overheard a woman near me saying, “Who the hell is Erin?” I sulked further back, still terrified that the men would look at me and then say, ‘There she is!’ Though another part of me wanted to jump forward and say, ‘I’m right here!’ so that I could bask in the glory with them. I felt like I was a part of their epic victory. And I was justified in thinking as much, because they kept yelling my name as if they were praising a god.  

    My heart swelled with pride while my stomach turned with terror. My head was spinning around and around—not being helped at all by the liquor in my system. Maybe I needed another drink to set myself straight. Maybe I just needed another shot of whiskey. 

    Once the hockey players were out of sight, I slipped towards the bar to buy one last shot, and one last pint. It took a few minutes to nudge my way up to the bartender, and then it took another few minutes for the bartender to even notice me standing there. I ordered my drinks, and then he disappeared for another few minutes—probably prioritizing the orders of pretty girls.  

    And before he returned with my drinks, Justin Addison slipped up beside me. He had cash in his hand and he was trying to wave down the bartender. Without Mitch Martin by his side, the sea of partiers didn’t part. He was a familiar face to most of the people in that bar, but only because he was part of Martin’s entourage—not because of his own merit. And maybe I was the only one who knew that he was on the team. Maybe I was the only one who knew that he had twelve goals and fourteen assists on the season: a pretty great record for a rookie.  

    He looked over at me and I looked away quickly.  

    “This bartender is slow, huh?” he said. His voice made me remember our conversation on the street, when he was leaning out of that Hummer window.  

    I looked at him with a thin smile. I nodded my head, afraid to speak, afraid that he would recognize my voice.  

    “You’d think they would have a few bartenders working on a night like this,” he said.  

    I nodded again. Then the bar started to seem terribly quiet. That moment dragged on forever. I clenched my left hand tight, so that he wouldn’t see the phone number written on it—just in case he was the one who wrote the phone number there. 

    I bit down on my tongue. I was tempted to walk away from that bar and abandon my drinks, even though I’d already given the bartender my money. The silence was too horrible. Justin’s aura weighed down on my shoulders.  

    “Congratulations on clinching a playoff spot,” I said awkwardly. I regretted saying it as soon as I said it.  

    He looked over at me. “Hey—thanks,” he said. “Are you a fan?” 

    I bit down hard on the edge of my tongue. “Yeah,” I said, nodding my head.  

    “That’s great,” he said. “The fans are a big part of why we’re doing so well this year.”  

    I smiled and nodded my head. Then the bartender returned with my drinks. “Here you go,” he said. Justin tried to wave to get the bartender’s attention, but the bartender was already on his way down the bar to serve someone else. 

    “Damnit,” Justin said. 

    And then I acted. I stood up tall on the balls of my feet and I yelled. “Yo! Bartender! Get back here!” I said. 

    He turned and looked at me. “What?” he said. 

    “This guy’s been waiting here,” I said.  

    “Lots of people have been waiting,” he said. 

    “But this guy’s been waiting longer than them.”  

    He stood still for a moment, and then he begrudgingly walked back over to serve Justin. Justin placed his order, and then he turned to me with a smile. “Thanks for that,” he said. 

    “Don’t mention it,” I said.  

    Now he was looking into my eyes. My heart fluttered in my chest. Would it be possible to recognize me from just looking into my eyes? I looked away quickly as my heart began to pound. “I should get going,” I said. 

    I quickly took my shot and then I downed my pint, slamming the glass on the bar. He laughed and then I zipped away, towards the door. I had no idea where my friend was, but I didn’t feel like sticking around to search for him. I needed to get out of there. I needed to get far away from those hockey players, before they realized I was the girl they were all praising.  
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    The Rockets’ luck ended after that 12-0 victory. They had eight games left in the regular season, and they ended up losing each and every one of them. The losses didn’t matter in terms of their playoff spot—they were positioned to play the Giants in the first round regardless—but it did matter in terms of momentum and confidence.  

    The headlines going into the first game of the playoffs were bleak. Journalists suddenly had the Rockets with lower than 10% odds of moving onto the next round. Even the interviews with the players were bleak. Mitch Martin’s Sportsnet interview ended up being plastered all over the Internet, because he looked so timid and meek on camera, as if an entire season of good luck had managed to dissolve in just a handful of games, right before the most important games of the season. “I think we’ll be okay,” he said in the interview. But it didn’t even sound like he believed himself.  

    I watched that first game—it was the first full game I’d watched since the night in the motel room. The Rockets did okay in the first two periods, getting a 2-1 lead on the Giants, despite analysts predicting a blowout sweep. But the third period went sour. Mitch Martin missed an empty net, and then the Giants managed to score three straight goals in just four minutes.  

    The next game didn’t go any better. Five minutes into the game, the Rockets were down 3-0. The camera did a pan of their bench, and the whole team appeared defeated, even though there was still fifty-five minutes of game time left. That defeat remained on their faces until the game was over and they were gone into their changing room. The score of that second game was 7-0.  

    Game three was in our town. During the regular season, tickets were being sold for almost $200 each. But now, after a ten game losing streak, decent tickets could be purchased for less than fifty bucks. A guy from school messaged me, asking if I wanted to buy his pair of tickets for just thirty dollars. “Why aren’t you going?” I asked. 

    “Why would I want to go?” he asked. 

    The fans had lost confidence in the team, and it was starting to seem like the team had lost confidence in themselves. I tuned in to that third game. It was just like the first: the first two periods were fine, and then it all went downhill from there. They ended up losing 4-2. Now, the Giants were just one game away from sweeping the series. The Rockets were just one game away from a long summer of disappointment and golf.  

    I went to my room and I pulled that money out from under my bed. I stared at it and thought about it. Those players gave it to me because they thought that my body would help them win. And did it? Sure—maybe that one game. But was it worth it? If that luck wasn’t permanent, then what was the point?  

    I fell onto my bed and stared up at my ceiling. I’d watched many seasons before. The Rockets had only ever made the playoffs a few times since I’d started watching, and they never made it far. So I knew that I should be used to that disappointed feeling. But this was different. I wasn’t just disappointed. I felt strangely responsible, but I couldn’t figure out why. I felt like there was more I could do that I wasn’t doing. Was I not cheering hard enough? Was I just contributing to the negative atmosphere that seemed to permeate that town?  

    I rolled over and saw that little piece of paper on my desk: the piece of paper where I wrote that phone number down before it washed off of my hand completely. I don’t know why I kept that number—it was just another reminder of what I’d done. But it was starting to fade from my hand and I didn’t want to lose in completely, in case it was written on my hand for a good reason. And what was the reason? Were they really expecting me to call?  

    I got up and walked over to my desk. I picked up the paper and then I dialled the number into my phone. Before I called, my heart stuttered. What exactly was I doing? Why did I even care whether the Rockets won or not? It’s not like I was a part of the organization. It’s not like I had money on them. It was completely out of my control.  

    My thumb hovered over that call button. I bit down on my tongue and took a deep breath. I didn’t even know if the number belonged to one of the players. As far as I knew, it was the number for a Vietnamese hair salon.  

    But I called it anyway. I listened as it rang, and then I heard the voice. “Hello?” It was a man’s voice. “Who is it? I don’t have your number in my phone.”  

    I was silent. I recognized the voice. It was Justin Addison—the team’s young rookie.  

    “Hello?” he said. 

    I cleared my throat and then I tried to muster up that female voice that I used back when I was dolled up in drag. “It’s Erin,” I said.  

    The line went silent. I felt so awkward and embarrassed, but somehow I managed not to hang up the phone. “Erin—Erin from earlier this month?” he said. 

    “Um, I think so,” I said. “You wrote this number on my hand.”  

    “Yeah. I did,” he said. “Is it still on your hand?” 

    “No—I washed it off. But I wrote it down first,” I said. 

    “Oh,” he said. Then the line went silent again.  

    “So did your superstition stop working then?” I asked, still using that girly voice, which seemed to come strangely naturally this time.  

    “Not really,” he said. “It’s just been hard to find girls—especially now that we’re losing.”  

    “Have you tried that club down on 5th?” I asked. “The girls that go there are usually really slutty.”  

    He laughed. “Believe it or not we’ve tried. Even slutty girls don’t want to party with a bunch of losers.”  

    “You aren’t losers. You’re just on a bad streak,” I said. 

    “Losing eleven straight games is more than a bad streak,” he said. “I think we’ll have to find a new superstition for next year.” 

    “This year isn’t over. You aren’t out yet,” I said. 

    He laughed. “Tell that to the ten guys who didn’t even bother showing up for the morning skate today.”  

    My heart ached. It just wasn’t right. They’d worked so hard this season, and now they were just throwing it all away, even though it wasn’t over yet. Sure, they’d lost eleven straight. But they only had to win four straight to get a new lease. And they’d had many long winning streaks that season.  

    “What if…” I said. “What if we met up tonight—at the same motel? Do you think it would help?” 

    The line was silent, and this time the silence was painful.  

    “Maybe,” he said. “Would you really do that for us?”  

    I had a thick lump in my throat, but somehow I still managed to say, “Sure.”  

    “Okay,” he said. “Tonight at 10:00 PM. It’s a date.”  

    My stomach gargled and burned. “Okay. See you then,” I said. Then I hung up. I slowly sat down on the ground, knowing that my legs wouldn’t support my body weight for much longer. Did I really just make that call? Did I really just agree to another gangbang?  

    I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. Maybe it was a stupid idea, or maybe it would turn the team’s luck around. Maybe I could be the saviour of the playoff run. Maybe I could finally be the hero for once in my life.  

    




 

    [bookmark: TAGTEAMED10]CHAPTER X 

    I didn’t have my sister’s help getting ready, but luckily she was out of the house for the night, out with friends. I snuck into her room, grabbed a bunch of makeup supplies, that blonde wig, a tight black dress, a strapless bra, and a pair of panties. Then I took the haul over to my bedroom, hiding it under the bed while I went to the bathroom to shave my legs and crotch. I had to shave slowly because my hands were trembling so hard. Once I was hairless, I went and started on my makeup. 

    And with some help from the Internet, I didn’t do so badly. Sure, it took a lot longer than expected. I was in front of the mirror for nearly three hours, getting every little detail perfect. I learned a lot about different makeup products that evening—and I learned a lot about how small details can dramatically change a person’s face.  

    Justin sent me a text message, letting me know that he had the same room booked. “They key is on top of the door frame. Just let yourself in,” he said.  

    I showed up an hour early, with my sister’s makeup in my purse, just in case anything got smudged and I had to restart. But luckily, everything looked perfectly fine when I walked into that room. It was empty, but the lights were on. A bottle of wine was left on the mattress—definitely not a gift from the motel. I went to it immediately, opened it, and started drinking straight from it in an attempt to cut my nerves.  

    That room gave me chills. I could still clearly remember waking up on that bed in that pool of cold cum. I could remember the soreness that lingered in my ass for days. Luckily, everything down there went back to normal and I wasn’t left with any permanent damage—but I could still remember the horrible anxiety, thinking that I would have a gaping asshole for the rest of my life.  

    This time, I came prepared. I had a bottle of lubricant, a few condoms, and a cucumber I stole from the fridge. I still had time to kill, so I figured I would gently get my asshole warmed up, so the pain wouldn’t be so intense when it was time to be gangbanged. I put a condom on the cucumber and then I squirted a healthy dab of lube onto the tip of the phallic vegetable. Then I got up on my hands and knees and gently reached the item back. I carefully squirmed a couple of inches into my ass. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath as I felt my anus stretching wide. I reminded myself that it wouldn’t be permanent. In a few days, everything would be back to normal.  

    I pushed the cucumber deeper. I was surprised that it didn’t hurt. My asshole was quick to accommodate the vegetable. Maybe there was some lasting stretchiness from my first fucking. Maybe this time wouldn’t be so bad. I pushed the cucumber deep, until my fist was pressed against my ass cheeks. I took another deep breath in, and then I started to pump it in and out. I focussed on my rim, letting it stretch as wide as it wanted. Maybe this really wouldn’t be so bad.  

    There was a gentle knock at the door. I jumped up quickly, pulling the vegetable cock out of my ass. I looked at it for a moment with a pounding heart, and then I tossed it into the garbage bin. But it looked silly in the bin, clad with its lubricated condom. So I pulled a bunch of tissues out from a nearby tissue box to bury it.  

    There was another knock at the door. I closed my eyes, but that was a mistake. When my eyes were closed, I was only able to see a vivid screenshot of that night: that moment when I walked into the room and saw them all staring at me. I could still remember the grins and the cruel excitement. I still remembered the veteran’s rigid, veiny cock as it slid up and down on my tongue.  

    But I had to answer the door now. The sooner I answered the door, the sooner the night would be over with. I walked up slowly and grabbed the handle, ready to see all of those faces again. But surprisingly, there was only one face standing at that door. 

    “Hey,” said Justin.  

    “Hey, Justin,” I said. “Where is everyone?”  

    “They aren’t coming,” he said. He stepped past me, into the room. “You look nice, by the way.”  

    “Thanks,” I said. “But what do you mean, they aren’t coming?” My heart was sent aflutter in my chest. How could they not be coming? I needed them to come—I didn’t want to think that I got dolled up and lubricated for nothing.  

    “They don’t think it’ll make a difference. The Giants are just too good. We can’t seem to figure out their goalie, and the pucks just aren’t bouncing in our favour.”  

    “But isn’t it worth trying?” I said. I couldn’t believe the words coming out from my mouth—as if I actually wanted to be gangbanged by two dozen men in a musty motel room. “Shouldn’t we try?” 

    He shrugged his shoulders. “They’re more experienced than me,” he said. “I guess they just know something I don’t.”  

    I went and sat down on the edge of the bed, feeling defeated and humiliated—and strangely rejected. I looked down at my feet and shook my head. “So you guys are just going to lose tomorrow?” I asked.  

    “I don’t know. I guess so. Sorry you got all pretty for nothing,” he said. “I like that dress.” 

    “Thanks. It’s my sister’s,” I said.  

    “Well it looks good on you.”  

    I looked over at the mirror to check out the dress, and I saw that I was blushing. I bit down on my tongue, feeling embarrassed. Why was I blushing? Why was I taking his compliments seriously? Even if they were true, they weren’t compliments in my eyes. He was telling me that I made a convincing woman—which isn’t something a man wants to hear. But still, my cheeks were a shade of dark red.  

    I looked up at him. “Too bad you already paid for the motel,” I said. 

    He shrugged his shoulders. “It’s nothing,” he said. “I made half a mil this year, and I’ll probably make twice that next year. The motel room was fifty bucks.”  

    “Well that’s good, I guess,” I said.  

    He walked over and sat down next to me. Then he put his hand down on my thigh. He started rubbing. “What are you doing?” I asked. 

    “Your legs are so smooth,” he said. 

    “Why are you rubbing my leg?” I said. 

    “Because you’re beautiful.” 

    “Stop saying that,” I said. My stomach growled. But he wouldn’t stop rubbing. I felt hotness rushing into my face. “Why are you doing that?” I asked. 

    “Just be quiet,” he said. Then he stood up and turned to face me. He looked suddenly big—and he was big: easily 6’4”. He reached out and put his hands on my shoulders. Then he gently pushed me back. I fell down like a ragdoll with a pounding heart. Then he took the skirt of my dress and pulled it up, revealing the bulge in my panties.  

    “Seriously, Justin. What are you doing?” I said. 

    “Let me suck your cock.”  

    I was suddenly speechless. The lump in my throat was back and bigger than ever. I tried to swallow it, but it wouldn’t go down. Now Justin had his fingers under the lace of my panties. He was gently lifting them, pulling them to the side, revealing my smoothly shaved package. My heart skipped a beat. He stared at my cock for a moment, and then he leaned down, lifting up my cock and slipping it through his lips.  

    Why wasn’t I stopping him? Why was I letting him suck me off? Why did I think it felt good? “Oh God,” I moaned. I could feel my shaft throbbing in his mouth. He moved his tongue around my tip quickly, stimulating me in a way I’d never been stimulated. My legs trembled and I let out a loud groan. “Seriously—what are you doing?” I said. 

    “Just relax,” he said. Then he kept sucking. And for some reason, I let myself relax. I put my head down on one of the motel pillows and I took a deep breath. I was rock hard in his mouth now, throbbing intensely. I groaned and squirmed. 

    Then I looked down at him and saw that he was naked. I’m not sure how or when he got naked—apparently he was quick and agile. His own cock was rock hard between his legs, standing tall and pulsing along with the beat of his heart.  

    “You’re going to make me come,” I said, embarrassed. 

    “That’s the idea,” he said. 

    Now he was beating my cock with his fist, using his tongue to tickle my tip. It felt good. I rolled my head to the side and saw myself in the mirror. And he was right: I did look beautiful. My eyes were stunning and my skin was vibrant. And my body looked like it belonged on the cover of a magazine.  

    I groaned and my body became tense. The euphoria between my legs was intense. “Just tell me if you’re going to come,” he said. 

    “I’m already coming,” I managed to say before the euphoria took over completely.  

    Then he put a hand over my tip and caught the first few blasts of my hot load. He moved his hand away, letting the last few blasts end up on my thighs and stomach—with one big glob dribbling down the length of my rod. 

    He took the caught cum and rubbed it up and down the length of his cock. Then he said, “Spread your legs.” I didn’t hesitate. He shuffled forward and pressed his tip up to my warmed-up asshole. He took a deep breath and then he pierced me, shoving his cum-covered cock in deep.  

    I let my head fall back again as he started to pump me. I could hear my own cum squishing around in my asshole. It felt nice: warm and gooey and stimulating. It was only a couple of minutes before I felt like I was having a second orgasm. My legs trembled and my muscles tensed up. No cum came out of my dick—there was no cum left to come out—but it still felt like I was shooting a huge load.  

    Justin didn’t last long. He didn’t have to. A few minutes of hard pumping was just enough to leave me feeling elated and satisfied. He pulled his sloppy cock out and slapped it onto my abdomen as his final bead of cum oozed out from his tip. I reached down and fingered that cum, and then I brought it to my lips for a taste. He laughed. “How does it taste?” he asked. 

    “Good,” I said.  

    “You’re so hot.” 

    I blushed. “Thanks.” 

    “I mean it.”  

    He rolled over next to me and threw his arm over me. “Can you reach the light?” he said. 

    The lamp was just within my reach. I managed to turn it off, making the motel room dark. It was five minutes before I realized he was going to sleep, and he wanted me to sleep with him. My mind was still spinning, but I was exhausted. I closed my eyes and I allowed myself to cuddle into his slight, muscular body. It actually felt kind of nice, even with his boner pressing against my bum. I fell asleep in his arms. And when I woke up early the next morning, he was sneaking out the front door. “Morning practise,” he said when he saw that my eyes were open. “I left a pair of tickets on the dresser—good seats.”  

    He slipped away, leaving me alone. But this time, I didn’t feel horrible embarrassed and ashamed. I didn’t feel like a giant whore—and maybe it was because I didn’t have a huge wad of money next to me.  

    I went to that game alone, dolled up in my sister’s makeup, wig, and a nice long-sleeved dress. I watched the first two periods with sadness as the Rockets went down 3-0. Then, in the third period, I watched as Justin scored a goal. I jumped to my feet and screamed with excitement. Then he scored a second goal. Mitch Martin scored the equalizer, bringing the game to overtime. And in overtime, Justin pulled off a hat trick, winning the game and forcing a Game Five. The crowd went wild, even though the outcome still looked bleak.  

    It was the next night when I met Justin at the motel room again. We sucked each other’s cocks and then he pumped my ass until it was tender and buzzing with euphoria. He scored two goals in the next game, bringing the team to a 3-2 lead—once again ending in overtime. So we fucked again the next night. Game Six ended 4-1 for the Rockets, with Justin scoring another pair.  

    And then, on the night before Game Seven, I let Justin fuck me four times. He came in me over and over that night, until he had nothing left to expel from his balls. He scored another hat trick, winning the series and taking the team to the second round of the playoffs. They were calling it ‘The Rookie Miracle’. Justin was on the cover of every local newspaper. He was the town hero—and I was his hero.  

    We stopped meeting up at that motel. Instead, I would go to his downtown apartment and we would fuck on his bed. It was before Game Three of the Cup Finals when a news reporter snapped a photo of us holding hands outside of his building. The next morning, the reporter followed me home—which I didn’t know until the next day, when the headline ran that the Rockets’ hero, Justin Addison, was fucking a part-time cross-dresser. My picture ended up in the paper next to his.  

    But it wasn’t the catastrophe I thought it would be. In an interview when he was questioned about it, Justin attributed his success to me. “She’s the reason I’ve been playing well,” he said. “I think I love her.” That night, he scored four goals—a league record in the playoffs. And when the stadium camera turned to me, and my dolled up face ended up on the Jumbotron, the crowd roared with cheers, as if I was a member of the team. And in a way, I was. Justin even pointed at me before he held the Cup up over his head.  

    THE END  

    




 

    [bookmark: GIRLGONEBAD]GIRL GONE BAD 

    Krissy is a quiet, smart, and kind girl who sits in the back of every class, keeping to herself in her baggy sweaters—until one day, when one of her classmates discovers she’s secretly a transgender. For the next week, she’s mocked ruthlessly until she leaves school with tears in her eyes. Then, a few days later, she comes back as a changed girl.  

    She starts coming to school dolled up, challenging the dress code with her scandalous outfits. She’s suddenly flirty and brazen and seemingly immune to mockery. It isn’t long before rumours start floating around that the very people who mocked her have been sneaking around with her between classes.  

    She’s up to something, and in a few weeks, everyone is going to find out what.  

    




 

    [bookmark: GIRLGONEBAD1]CHAPTER I 

    I never thought much of Krissy, the quiet girl who always sat in the back of the room, always wearing baggy sweaters, always with her hair tied into a loose ponytail. She never wore much makeup and she was never around during lunch. I don’t know where she went—probably out to the woods across the street like the rest of the loners in the school. There was lots of room there for all of them to be alone, out of sight from everybody, including themselves.  

    She was a new girl, having transferred from another school—though I’m not sure which one. I don’t think anyone ever thought to ask. She seemed normal enough. She wasn’t like the other loners: she wasn’t over-weight or covered in acne. Her timing was just unfortunate, transferring schools in the twelfth grade. Everyone already had their little groups, and no one was interested in expanding to accommodate another person.  

    But Krissy didn’t seem to care as far as I could tell. She seemed perfectly content going from class to class, sitting in the back and then disappearing the moment the teacher said, “That’s all for today.” I just assumed, like all of the quiet new kids, that she had friends outside of school. She didn’t need new friends. Hell—maybe that’s where she was going during lunch. Maybe she was heading down the street to hang out with the kids from Fraser High.  

    I didn’t know—and to be honest, I didn’t really care. She didn’t look like the kind of girl who needed my pity, and I wasn’t the kind of guy to go around handing out pity. I just wanted to maintain my status. For the first time in my life I was popular. I was friends with popular kids and when girls looked at me, they would always smile. I got invited to all the best parties, and I even found myself on the football team, after being cut from try-outs five years in a row.  

    The growth spurt I got earlier that year helped—right before the start of the school year. The bit of facial hair that started growing on my chin and upper lip also helped. My deepened voice was a big step in the right direction. And maybe it helped when I ditched most of my old friends: no more playing Magic: The Gathering cards in the school hallways, and no more painting Warhammer figures on weekends. I gave all of that crap to my friend, Lewis the day I told him that I wouldn’t be hanging out with him at school anymore. “It’s not you,” I said. “I just want this year to be a good one for me.  

    He looked sad. “Will we still hang out on the weekends?” he asked. 

    “If I’ve got nothing else, sure,” I said. And then his eyes started to water. It was exactly the kind of reaction I was trying to distance myself from. For so many years, I’d been called a ‘geek’ and a ‘loser’. But finally, that was all gone. The moment I started putting on muscle and hanging around with the jocks, everyone seemed to instantly forget that I was ever one of the losers. And amen to that… 

    My senior year of high school was going well—no—it was going great. It was only a few weeks before I found myself wishing I could go back in time and make those simple changes sooner. I could have had years of being a cool kid. At least I was getting one year. At least I was going to have one full year of being the cool kid— 

    At least that’s what I thought. Then Krissy came along and put my newfound cool guy status in jeopardy.  

    It was an early October morning—just six weeks into the best school year of my life—when the news broke that Krissy was a transgender. Phoebe broke the news, after supposedly catching a glimpse of Krissy’s cock in the girl’s bathroom. “She’s a boy! She’s a boy!” Phoebe yelled. “And he’s probably just dressing like a girl so he can go into the girl’s bathroom!”  

    Only a handful of people believed Phoebe, but that was enough to jeopardize Krissy’s low-key status. It was that same day, later in the afternoon, when two of Phoebe’s over-weight and pimply-faced friends grabbed Krissy in the hallway and yanked her panties down to her ankles, lifting up her skirt to reveal her cock to everyone in the hallway. I wasn’t there, but I heard all about it from multiple sources—trusted sources: she had a cock, and apparently it was surprisingly big.  

    Krissy didn’t come to school the next day. No one had seen her since she left the school crying. I felt a bit bad for her. I could tell that there were others who felt bad for her. But no one dared to say it out loud and subject themselves to the fury of a school full of hormone-fuelled teenagers. We all carried on with our classes and our extra-curricular activities as if nothing had happened. No one asked about Krissy, who didn’t show up for school again the next day. No one wanted anyone to think that they were remotely interested. The only chatter about the topic came from those who thought the situation was hilarious. Everyone else kept their mouths shut. And on the third day, even the ones who kept their mouths shut started getting in on the mockery—probably hoping to clear themselves of any suspicion from their cruel classmates. 

    Charles Hornby made the mistake of standing up for Krissy. He got everyone’s attention in the hallway between classes. “You should all be ashamed of yourselves!” he yelled. One of Phoebe’s friends pulled down his pants, along with his underwear, revealing his very tiny penis. Laughter ensued. “His cock is smaller than hers!” someone yelled. I wasn’t there, but I heard about it from multiple trusted sources. And when I heard about, I forced myself to laugh, even though I didn’t think it was very funny. But I had to maintain my status. I had to keep my position at the top of the cruel hierarchy. It wasn’t easy to reach that level, so I wasn’t about to give up any ground.  

    The weekend came. I got invited to a raging party. And that topic came up many times during the party. “Can you believe Krissy is actually a dude?” one of my friends asked me. 

    “Yeah, of course. Couldn’t you tell? I thought everyone knew already,” I said. 

    My friend’s face became white and his eyes became wide. “I mean—I suspected. I, uh, just thought that she was an unfortunate-looking girl.” He bit his lip and forced an awkward smile.  

    Later that night, Krissy was still the butt of all of our jokes. We played a drinking game, and declared that the loser of the game would have to grab Krissy’s cock in the hallway on Monday. We all drank very hard, trying not to lose. Luckily, I won—but ended up very drunk. Then the joking continued as we smoked a joint on the back deck.  

    “How much money would someone have to pay you to sleep with Krissy?” my friend asked. 

    “A million dollars,” another friend said. 

    “Yeah right—you would do it for less than that.” 

    “No way.” 

    “You’re saying that if I offered you twenty-five thousand dollars to stick your dick in her ass, you wouldn’t do it?” 

    “Not a chance.”  

    They looked to me. “What about you?”  

    I thought about her. The image I had in my mind was still of the Krissy I knew from class: an average-looking girl who liked to wear baggy sweaters. I wasn’t there to see her cock when it was exposed to the school, so my memories of her weren’t quite as tarnished as my friends’. But I knew that she had a cock, and I knew I couldn’t possibly go near a cock. “I wouldn’t do it,” I said. 

    “For a million bucks?”  

    “Nope.” 

    “What about a billion?” 

    “No way,” I said. “I wouldn’t be able to do it. I wouldn’t be able to get hard—so it would just never happen, no matter how much money you gave me.”  

    Matt Perkins was staring at me from across the party. He was quiet, with a disturbed look on his face. The whole Krissy situation was sitting well with him—just like it wasn’t sitting well with many people. I wanted to tell him to force a laugh. I didn’t want him to suffer the same fate as Charles Hornby. Just pretend like you think it’s funny. It’s already too late for Krissy. Save yourself! Don’t let them get to you too! Don’t make them want to pull down your pants in front of the whole school! It’s not worth it!  

    But I kept my mouth shut. I just smiled at him and then I went to get another drink.  

    I managed not to think at all about Krissy the next day, while I lounged around with my hangover. I just assumed everyone would forget about her and move onto the next thing—as kids had a tendency to do. I didn’t think it would continue to be an issue.  

    And then she showed up for school the next morning, looking like a completely different person.  

    




 

    [bookmark: GIRLGONEBAD2]CHAPTER II 

    Krissy wasn’t wearing her hair tied up, and it wasn’t curly and messy like it normally was. She had it straightened, rolling perfectly down her shoulders. She wasn’t wearing a baggy sweater. Instead, she was wearing a tight tube top and a pleated black skirt. She had her nails painted bright red, and she was wearing her eyeliner thick and dark, making her eyes look big and intimidating. Her lips were pink with shining gloss, and her long legs were out in the open for everyone to see.  

    She walked down the hall towards class with a smirk on her face, as if the whole previous week had never happened. A few of us stopped to stare. One of my friends nudged me in the rib and laughed. “Look at her bad fake tits,” he said. 

    But her tits didn’t look bad. Sure, they were a bit small, but they were perky, and they even had a nice bounce to them as she walked. She wasn’t wearing a bra, so her nipples were poking against the thin fabric of her crop top.  

    “Does she just think she can walk into the school like a whore and make everyone forget about last week?” he asked me. 

    “I don’t know,” I said. A few of the guys snickered.  

    And then for the rest of the day, I overheard the gossip. During lunch, I heard one of the girls saying that they heard Krissy hitting on Jordan—the backup quarterback for the football team. Later that day, I overheard someone saying that she slipped into the bathroom with Jordan, but Jordan denied the allegations once the rumour hit his ears. “Who said that?” he snapped. “I didn’t do that!”  

    We all laughed at Jordan, even though we all believed him. Then we all joked about how silly she looked in that crop top and skirt. “She should stick to the big sweaters, to hide her fake tits and twiggy body,” someone said.  

    I saw her a few minutes later, walking from her locker to her final class of the day. She didn’t look like she had a twiggy body to me. In fact, she actually had some nice curves. Her bum was amazingly perky. I had to force myself to look away from it. I even gave myself a pinch on the arm, to remind myself that she was a boy, complete with a penis.  

    I was in her last period class: gym class. She normally wore an over-sized T-shirt and long shorts, but not today. Today, she was wearing the tiniest shorts imaginable, showing off her bum, and a tight shirt, still with no bra underneath. The guys had a good chuckle when she was stretching before class started. Then she looked at us, overhearing our chuckle. Instead of looking angry or embarrassed, she smiled and winked. A few of us laughed—the rest of us were quiet. I was one of the quiet ones. That wink didn’t compute in my brain. She just overheard us laughing at her, and now she was winking at us? But why?  

    It was the next day that she wore an outfit that was not school-appropriate: a tight romper with the middle of her chest exposed. The top half was white and the bottom was black. The outfit didn’t even cover her whole butt, and it was tight between the legs—though somehow there was no bulge visible. Did she have her cock cut off over the weekend? Or was she just very good at keeping it tucked away between her thighs?  

    It wasn’t even thirty minutes before I heard the first rumour of the day. “Peter Jenkins was ogling her. Apparently he forgot that she’s not even a girl,” said Phoebe while rolling her eyes.  

    I didn’t believe her, of course. I knew Peter, and I knew that he wouldn’t be caught dead ogling a tranny. “Did Peter say he was ogling her? Maybe he was just zoned out and she was standing in front of him,” I said. 

    Phoebe scoffed. So at lunch, I went to find Peter. I went to the cafeteria, but he wasn’t there. I went across the street to the Subway, but he wasn’t there either. He wasn’t in the gym and he wasn’t in the hallways. While I was looking for him, I overheard yet another Krissy rumour. “I heard that she sucked Cory’s dick in the drama room last night,” a girl said.  

    “Cory?” I said, interjecting. 

    The girls looked over at me. “Yeah—Cory Parker. Why?”  

    “I know Cory,” I said. “He’s on the football team with me.”  

    “Okay. Well your friend, Cory, got his dick sucked by a shemale.” The girls stared at me as if they were expecting me to respond on Cory’s behalf.  

    I just shrugged my shoulders. “Are you sure? That doesn’t sound like Cory.”  

    “That’s what I heard.” 

    “From who?”  

    “Apparently Natalie walked in on them—and they didn’t even stop.”  

    Now my mind was spinning. The rumours were spiralling out of control—and they were all fake. At least, I assumed they were all fake. They all seemed so exaggerated. For the past week, my friends had been mocking Krissy. Now they were all supposedly sneaking around with her. I didn’t believe it. I felt like I needed to defend them—their characters were under attack.  

    Finally, I found Peter at the far end of the school. He was slipping out from the bathroom. “Hey!” I said. “I’ve been looking everywhere for you. What the hell are you doing way down here?” I asked. 

    He stared at me with big, frightened eyes, as if he was staring at a walking corpse.  

    “What? What’s wrong with you?” I asked. 

    Then the bathroom door behind him opened and Krissy stepped out. Her hair was messy as if she’d just been fucked. She looked at me and winked as she continued down the hallway. Then I looked at Peter, who was bone-white. “Do not tell anyone about this,” he said. 

    “Peter—are you fucking kidding me? It’s true?” I said. 

    “Please don’t tell anyone,” he said. His bottom lip was trembling.  

    “O—Okay,” I said. He scurried away, leaving me standing there, deeply confused. The rumour of Peter hooking up with Krissy died out before the end of the day. No one believed it—it was too crazy to believe, especially because Peter was handsome enough to have just about any girl in the school. Why would he want to hook up with a shemale?  

    “Did you hear the thing about Peter?” someone asked me. “Apparently he fucked her in the bathroom.” 

    “When?” I said, doing my best to hide my fear and confusion. 

    “At lunch.” 

    “Impossible. I was with him at lunch. We went to 7-11 and bought Slurpees.” 

    “Oh. Really?”  

    “Yeah,” I said. Peter came up to me later that day and hugged me. 

    “I owe you big time,” he said. Apparently my lie had made it around the school, exonerating him. But I was still deeply confused. I still couldn’t figure out why he did it. And he wasn’t the last one.  

    It was just two days later when I heard the rumours that Mike Peterson was seen in an empty classroom, eating out Krissy’s asshole. And this time, I really didn’t believe the rumours, because Mike Peterson was dating Paige Roy—one of the hottest girls in the school. There was no way any sane man would cheat on Paige. Paige had a big tush, big tits, and a size-zero waist. She sometimes left school early to do professional modelling shoots.  

    I was in the hallway when Paige stormed up to Mike and slapped him across the face. He looked down at his feet as if he was guilty, and then he looked back up and said, “It’s not true.” Then Paige slapped him again and stormed off. I wanted to calm the girl down and tell her that it couldn’t possibly be true. But after seeing Peter with Krissy, I didn’t know what to believe.  

    For the next week, the rumours kept coming. And with each new rumour, the claims were becoming harder to believe. If the rumours were all true, then that meant Krissy was quickly fucking her way through the whole school. At least a quarter of the football team had been accused. Even our English teacher had been accused of sleeping with the young transgender. I was surprised I hadn’t been alleged—though I had a bad feeling that my time was coming. And I could only hope that when it happened, my friends and classmates wouldn’t believe the lies.  

    




 

    [bookmark: GIRLGONEBAD3]CHAPTER III 

    It was Saturday night and I was at a party with the guys from the football team and the girls from the cheer squad. It was a chill party. The host put on some drum and bass trap music and marijuana doobies were making their way from guest to guest.  

    I had my eyes on a girl that night. I didn’t know her name—she was a friend of one of the girls from the cheer squad. She was short with blonde hair and a little ski-jump nose. I was trying to stay near her throughout the night—not creepily close, but close enough that we would make eye contact from time to time. It was an hour into the night when I sent a little smile her way. She returned the smile, and I knew I was making good progress.  

    She moved to the backyard with a few friends. I crept up to the window and saw a few of my buddies standing by the fence, chatting quietly away from the rest of the party. Peter was there with them. I figured I could slip into their conversation, so that I could stay within eyesight of the short blonde with the cute nose. So I went out and approached my friends. 

    As I stepped up and they noticed me, they became quiet, all turning towards me. Peter looked down at the ground while the other guys suddenly went wide-eyed. “What’s up? Am I interrupting?” I said.  

    “No—no,” said Kurt, the team’s quarterback. “Not at all.” 

    Peter was still staring down at the ground.  

    “I just thought I’d come out to see what you guys are doing.” 

    “Just chatting,” Kurt said, forcing a smile.  

    “Well go on. Don’t mind me,” I said. 

    But the silence remained, as if they didn’t want me to hear what they were talking about. It was a full thirty seconds before one of them said, “So that game against the Lynx next week… That should be a good one.”  

    “Yeah. They’re doing well this year. Well—better than last year.”  

    They nodded their heads and that silence returned. And I couldn’t help but think that they were talking about me before I showed up. A chill crept up my spine. I looked from guy to guy, looking into their eyes. None of them could maintain eye contact with me, as if they were all hiding something. Had that dreaded rumour finally been set lose? Did somebody go around telling people that I’d messed around with Krissy?  

    “Seriously—what’s going on?” I said.  

    They just stared at me, with no intention of telling me what the hell was going on. But it didn’t matter. The cute blonde was headed back inside, so I no longer had any need to be standing out in the yard. I waited a minute, so it wouldn’t seem like I was following the blonde—even though I was—and then I went back inside, where I wasn’t looked at like some sort of pariah. But I couldn’t help but look out the window from time to time, to see the guys chatting in their tight circle. I could tell that they were whispering, even through that triple paned glass. It was a feeling I was used to. For eleven years, I was left out. People would always talk about me behind my back—always making fun of me—but I thought that part of my life was behind me. I didn’t think that I was one of the losers anymore. I wanted to fit in. I wanted to be one of the cool kids—and until that night, I thought that I’d accomplished that goal. So what did I have to do to work my way back into that inner circle? Who did I have to impress? And how could I do it?  

    I kept going back to that window, to check on those guys. After an hour, they were still deep in their private conversation. Peter was still looking over his shoulder constantly, to make sure no one was creeping up and listening in. Maybe they weren’t talking about me. Maybe they were talking about something very sensitive—some sort of big secret. The only big secret I could think of concerning Peter was his fling with Krissy: a fling that only I knew about—at least I thought that I was the only one who knew anything about it.  

    I cracked the window slightly and leaned in close in an attempt to hear what they were saying. I could hear their voices, but I couldn’t quite make out their words. “She was just so… tight,” I heard Peter say. Was he talking about Krissy? Was he telling them about his romp? Did they all have Krissy stories to tell? 

    Someone tapped on my shoulder, making my heart stutter. I spun around quickly, ready to defend myself. “I was just getting some fresh air!” I said.  

    The little blonde was staring into my eyes with a cute smile. “Sorry. Did I scare you?” she said. She had a cutesy voice: high-pitched and a little bit mousey.  

    “No—no—not at all. I was just—uh—getting some air. I’m Dave. What’s your name?” I threw my hand forward and she accepted it. 

    “Taylor,” she said.  

    “Nice to meet you, Taylor.” 

    “I couldn’t help but notice you looking my way earlier.” 

    “I thought I recognized you—I think that I know you somehow,” I said. “I just can’t figure out how.” It was a lie. I didn’t recognize her at all—I just wanted an excuse to keep the conversation flowing.  

    “Really?” she said.  

    “Did you go to King George Elementary School?” I asked. 

    She shook her head. “I just moved to town two years ago,” she said.  

    “Maybe you were on a cheer squad in another town—I’ve probably seen you at games. I’m on the football team.” I smiled. 

    She shook her head. “We moved from Canada,” she said.  

    “Oh,” I said. “Well maybe you’re a model, and I’ve seen you on the cover of the magazine. Yeah—I’m sure that’s it. I’m sure you’re a model.” I looked her up and down. By the time my gaze reached her face again, her cheeks were red.  

    “No, I’m not a model,” she said. 

    “Oh. Well you should be. Have you ever thought about modelling? I have a photographer friend. Maybe I can put you in touch. He’s got connections to magazines.”  

    Now her face was very red. “I’m not very good in front of the camera. I’m kind of shy.”  

    “Oh, nonsense. You can’t be shy. Look at you.”  

    She giggled. “What do you mean, look at me?”  

    “I mean, look at you! Look in the mirror.” I pointed to a nearby mirror. “Just look. Do you see?” 

    “See what?” 

    “Look how pretty you are. What could a pretty girl like you possibly have to be shy about?”  

    She bit her lip. “You’re just a player,” she said. 

    I shook my head. “A player? No. What do you mean, a player? I’m just telling you the truth. I don’t even know you.”  

    “Well thank you. But unfortunately, I tend to freeze up in front of the camera, so I don’t think I would make a good model.” 

    “Have you tried taking a shot before getting in front of the camera?” I asked. 

    “A shot?” 

    “You know—of vodka or something. Something to loosen you up. That’s what all those professional models do. I heard Gigi Hadid takes two shots of vodka before a shoot. I don’t know if it’s true, but I believe it. Here—follow me—I’ll show you.” I led her over to the kitchen and she followed. I grabbed the bottle of cheap vodka and I poured four shots. “I’ll do two and you can do two.” I slid the shots over. “Ready?”  

    She giggled. “Are you serious?” she asked. 

    “Just entertain me.” 

    We did the shots. She was much slower than me, wincing after each shot. She scrunched her face tight once she was finished, as if the liquor was burning all over.  

    “Okay, now let’s try modelling. Follow me—I saw a camera when I was looking for the bathroom upstairs.” I started walking. She hesitated, but ended up following me, jogging up next to me with her cute little giggle.  

    “Are you serious?” she said again. 

    “When you’re modelling, it’s important to relax,” I said. 

    “But I’m not a model,” she said. 

    “Don’t be so hard on yourself.”  

    She followed me up the stairs. Then I located that camera that was on the study desk, next to the upstairs bathroom. I picked it up and turned it on. It was a hefty unit and I had no idea how to properly operate it—but I knew where the button was to snap a photo. 

    So I held the camera up as we stood in the study. “Okay. Give me a pose,” I said. 

    She started giggling. She reached up and covered her mouth. I snapped a photo. “What are you doing?” she said between laughs. 

    “I’m shooting you. It’s your first modelling gig.”  

    “But I’m not a model,” she said. 

    “Quit being so hard on yourself. Just put your hands on your hips and look at the camera with a serious face. C’mon—give it a try.” After some hesitation, she did give it a try. She managed to keep a serious face for three seconds, and then she started giggling again. “Good! Now spin around. Show me that backside.”  

    She turned around, shaking her head, still with her hands on her hips. “Get into it,” I said. “Feel free to move. Put your hands in your hair—or cross them. I don’t know. I don’t even know if this thing is actually saving these pictures.” 

    She giggled again. She was having fun, quickly loosening up. She spun around, striking a couple of poses before covering her mouth again as she giggled. She kept looking back at the door, every time someone walked by. Her face was dark red and her shoulders were nearly touching her ears. “Just close the door,” I said. 

    So she closed the door. We kept snapping photos. She made a few silly faces and a few silly poses. Then I got a bit closer with the camera. “Now take off your top,” I said.  

    “My top?” she said, her face suddenly becoming white.  

    “Yeah. Every famous model does underwear shoots, so we should get a few into your portfolio.”  

    “But I’m not a model,” she said. 

    “What did I say about being so hard on yourself?” 

    She stared into my eyes, looking nervous. “Here—It’s easy. You just take your shirt and pull it off—like this.” I put the camera down and then I pulled off my shirt, revealing my naked torso. “See?”  

    She laughed. “But you’re a boy. It’s different.” 

    “So? You’ve got a bra on? What’s the big deal?” 

    “I don’t have a bra on,” she said.  

    “Oh. Well then it’s a topless shoot. Every famous model does those too.”  

    She stared at me in a frightened silence for a moment, and then she reached for the base of her shirt. “If you don’t delete the photos as soon as we’re done, I’ll kill you and your whole family.”  

    I laughed and then she laughed. Then a moment later, he shirt was off. Her perfect perky tits were out in the open. Her areolas were large, like little tea plates, and her nipples were erect like thumb tips. She was quick to cover her breasts with her hands.  

    “Perfect first pose,” I said, picking up the camera. I snapped a few shots.  

    “You promise to delete all of those, right?” she said. 

    “Yeah, yeah, yeah—once they’re on the cover of Sports Illustrated, sure.”  

    She giggled. “No—like, as soon as we’re done here.”  

    “We’ll see. It would really be a shame to delete all of these—like deleting the Mona Lisa.”  

    And once again, she giggled.  

    “Uncover them,” I said. 

    She was slow to pull her hands away. I snapped a few shots. She slowly reached her hands into her hair, leaning herself back. She was turning out to be a surprisingly good model—not that I knew anything about modelling. But she managed to come up with new poses all on her own every few seconds. She seemed to be even more comfortable with her tits out than she was fully clothed.  

      

    “Hop up on the desk,” I said, turning around and taking her place. “Wait. You’ve got something on you.” I stopped her before she walked by me. Then I reached under her breast with my fingers. I gently cupped her breasts. She held her arms to the side as she looked down.  

    “What is it?” she asked. “Is it a bug? Please don’t tell me it’s a bug.” 

    I gave her breast a squeeze. “Oh, it’s just your titties. Never mind.”  

    She gasped and then she giggled. “You’re a perv!” she said. 

    “Get up on the desk.”  

    She followed the command, hopping up on the desk.  

    “Do you have panties on under that skirt?” I asked. 

    She nodded her head. “Of course I do.” 

    “Okay—take them off.”  

    “Seriously?” 

    “Yeah,” I said. “We’re going to get some artistic shots. Just slip them off and leave them on the desk.”  

    She bit her bottom lip, and then she followed the command. I was surprised to see that she was wearing white cotton panties and not red lace or a satin thong. Maybe she wasn’t expecting to get laid.  

    I snapped a few pictures. Then I said, “Spread your legs for the camera.”  

    “Are you crazy?” she said.  

    “Crazy? Why would I be crazy? These will be highlights in your portfolio.”  

    She reached her hand up to her face and bit down on her finger. Then she awkwardly spread her legs. Her skirt rose up as it was pulled wide, revealing that hairy slit between her thighs. I was surprised to see that she was hairy. I bent down to one knee and then I snapped a few pictures. “These are hot,” I said.  

    “You take off your pants,” she said. 

    “Me?” I said. 

    “You took off your shirt when I took mine off—so you can take off your pants now that my panties are off.”  

    I shrugged my shoulders, and then I leaned down and removed my pants, revealing my semi-erect cock.  

    “You’re hard!” she said.  

    “Of course I am—look at you,” I said. 

    Then she blushed. “Do you do this with all the girls?”  

    “Only the gorgeous ones,” I said.  

    Her face was dark red now. I snapped a few more photos, and then she hopped off the desk. She walked up to me and she dropped down to her knees. I stared at her with a pounding heart, slightly surprised that my pickup attempt worked. “Well?” she said. “Why aren’t you taking pictures now? Afraid to get your cock in the shots?” She reached out and grabbed my shaft. “Or are these too risky for your portfolio?” She giggled. 

    Then I pointed the camera down and snapped a few shots. The lens generously made my cock look large—or maybe it was her small childlike hand. She curled her fingers around my girth and gently started to pull back my foreskin.  

    “I can feel it throbbing,” she said. 

    “Me too.”  

    She pulled the foreskin off of the tip and then she leaned forward with the tip of her tongue sticking out. She gently licked my cock, letting another little giggle slip. “It’s big,” she said.  

    “It likes you.”  

    She pressed her lips around the tip and then she gently pushed her head forward, sliding my shaft into her mouth. I snapped a few more pictures. The shutter was loud. She bobbed her head back and forth gracefully, running her tongue up and down the bottom of my cock. She had me rock hard in a matter of seconds.  

    I took a deep breath in, then I put the camera down on the desk. I didn’t want anything blocking my view of her beautiful blonde head. I loved watching my shaft disappear into and emerge from her lips. I especially loved when she pulled my cock out and drew little circles around the tip of my cock using the tip of her tongue. She made that cute giggle between sucks. I’m not sure what she found funny, but I didn’t care. I didn’t even care if she thought my cock was small—it felt too good to care.  

    She kept sucking, bobbing her head faster now. She sucked and sucked until my cock twitched and released a drop of pre-cum onto her tongue. She moaned. “You like it?” she said. 

    “I love it,” I said.  

    “You know what I love?” she asked. 

    “What’s that?” 

    “I love it in the ass.” She stood up suddenly. She turned her back to me and then she walked with one foot in front of the other towards the desk. She put her hands down and bent over. “Fuck me in the ass,” she said.  

    “A—Are you sure?” I said. I’d never stuck my cock in a woman’s asshole before.  

    “Fuck me,” she said.  

    I sprung forward without missing another beat. My cock was throbbing harder than ever before, excited to finally explore a woman’s asshole. I grabbed her butt cheeks and I spread them wide, revealing her puckering hole. I ran my thumb over it. She clenched and released, as if to invite me inside. But the hole didn’t look nearly big enough for my cock. “Won’t it hurt?” I asked. 

    “It’s not good unless it hurts a little bit,” she said. She reached back and pushed her middle finger into her asshole, as if to demonstrate where my cock should go. She pulled her finger out and then she brought it to her lips. She plunged it into her mouth and moaned gently. Now her bum was swaying gently in the air, begging to be plugged. 

    So I took my cock and pressed my wet tip against her hole. Her asshole suddenly gaped—an impressive skill, as if she’d taken many cocks in the ass before. I gently mashed my tip into her tight back door. It took some force to get it inside. She groaned again.  

    “Are you sure about this?” I asked. 

    “Please just fuck my asshole already!” she said. 

    So I pushed my cock into her. She let out a sharp cry before moaning and squirming with a grin in her voice. I pushed my cock in deep, until my pelvis was pressed against her bum. Then I looked down at her smooth body. I couldn’t see her pussy or her tits—just her long hair and her curved back. And I suddenly wondered: what was the difference between fucking Taylor in the ass and fucking Krissy in the ass? Would the view not be the same? Would the asshole not feel the same?  

    My heart stuttered. I tried not to think of Krissy. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, imagining Taylor’s perky tits and hairy pussy. Then I started to pump. Taylor groaned. Her groaning voice was strangely deeper than her naturally high-pitched voice. I couldn’t help but wonder if her regular voice was fake. I knew a few girls who put on fake voices because they thought boys found it to be cute—maybe Taylor was one of them. Maybe her natural voice was deeper, like a boy’s. Maybe she sounded just like Krissy.  

    And suddenly, Krissy’s image was in my mind again. I could vividly picture her in that black and white bodysuit, with the white top half and the black bottom half that didn’t even cover her whole ass. I could visualize her perky bum bouncing slightly with every step. I could see in my mind the sides of her breasts, exposed by the long gap in her bodysuit down her chest. I could even see Krissy’s big, shining eyes, dolled up with thick eyeliner and dark eye shadow.  

    I tried to push that image away, but it wouldn’t go. I looked down at Taylor, hoping that would do the trick. But only being able to see Taylor’s back, I may as well have been staring at Krissy.  

    “Fuck,” I muttered. The euphoria building in my cock was amazing. Her asshole was so tight and the pumping felt so good. But I didn’t want it to feel good. I didn’t want to think that an asshole could feel so much better than a pussy—because boys have the same assholes girls have. Krissy’s asshole was probably the exact same as the one I was in now. So would it feel this good to fuck Krissy? Is that why all of my friends did it?  

    I kept pumping, still trying to expel those thoughts from my mind. But they wouldn’t go.  

    “Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!” Taylor said. “Fuck me harder! Slap my fucking ass! Fill me with your hot cum. God; I want your cock so bad. Please just keep fucking me!” She was pushing her bum back hard into my pelvis. Warm, clear fluid was trickling down the side of the desk. I looked down and noticed a slight puddle. Was Taylor squirting or peeing?  

    I suddenly found myself imagining Krissy’s cock being pressed against that wooden desktop. I imagined her ball sack being rubbed back and forth as she pushed her bum back against my crotch. I imagined her becoming erect and throbbing. Then I imagined her spewing hot cum all over the desk, just as Taylor screamed out.  

    “Fuck!” she cried. 

    “Oh God, Krissy, your asshole feels so good,” I groaned. Then I came, filling that tight hole with my hot load.  

    It wasn’t until I pulled out and let my creampie fall out onto the floor that Taylor turned around and said, “Who the hell is Krissy?”  

    I felt my face turning white. “I didn’t say that,” I said.  

    “Yes you did,” she said. 

    “No, I didn’t,” I said. My heart was pounding. I couldn’t have Taylor yell her friends what I said. I didn’t want to be the next victim of cruel rumours. I took a deep breath. “I said Krista.” I bit down on my tongue. “Krista is my ex-girlfriend. She, uh, cheated on me. That was just a couple of weeks ago. I’m still getting over it. I’m really sorry.”  

    Taylor stared into my eyes. Her anger suddenly disappeared, turning into sympathy. “She cheated on you? I’m so sorry,” she said. 

    “It’s okay. I mean—we were together for four years, so it really hurt. But I think I’m getting over it. You’re much prettier than she is.”  

    “Awe,” Taylor said, putting a hand on my shoulder. “You poor thing.”  

    I forced a smile and prayed that she wouldn’t tell anyone what I said. And then I found myself wondering: why the hell did I say it? Why were those images in my mind?  

    




 

    [bookmark: GIRLGONEBAD4]CHAPTER IV 

    When I saw Krissy in the hallway on Monday, I turned and went the other way, taking the long way to my next class. I forced myself not to look at her, even though she was practically topless, wearing a pair of booty shorts and a grey sports bra that pushed her tits up, making them hard to ignore. But I didn’t want her lewd image to corrupt my mind. I couldn’t let her influence ruin another fling for me.  

    Though she was hard to ignore during gym class. Her shorts seemed to be shorter than ever and her top was tighter than ever. I wondered if she went and got breast implants. Is it even possible to recover from a procedure like that in just a couple of days?  

    I looked around the room when she went to jog a lap around the gym. I caught a few guys staring at her with parted lips, watching as her perky tits bounced up and down. Why were they staring? Weren’t they worried that someone would see and spread a rumour about them?  

    Krissy kept looking over at me, whenever the teacher was talking. She would look right into my eyes and smirk, as if she was trying to seduce me. My heart would begin pounding and I would force myself to look away. Beads of sweat were forming on my forehead and neck, though I’m not sure why. I couldn’t figure out why I wasn’t easily able to keep my gaze away from her.  

    I heard a few girls talking in my next class about her. Apparently, because she was technically a boy, she didn’t have to follow the girls’ dress code. And there were no rules against showing too much skin in the boys’ dress code because no boy had ever gone and showed off too much skin. “I heard the teachers are planning on having a meeting tonight to talk about what they’re going to do,” one girl said.  

    “I heard they already had the meeting, and they decided that they wouldn’t do anything.” 

    “What? Why won’t they do anything? Why are they just letting her walk around the school like a complete slut?”  

    “They don’t want to get in trouble for being insensitive. It’s a hot topic. My mom’s on the board—she told me not to talk about it. They’ll expel you if they catch you talking about it.”  

    “So because she’s trans, she gets to just do whatever she wants without repercussions?”  

    “I guess so.”  

    That explained the outfit she wore the next day: a tiny crop top, which didn’t even cover the underside of her tits, and a tiny skirt, which didn’t cover the underside of her ass. When she walked down the hall, I wasn’t the only one who snuck a quick glance at her body. I had to admit: she had a nice body. Though my gut turned cold when I looked away and realized I’d just ogled a biological boy.  

    At least I wasn’t the only one. Most of the guys were doing it. Once I looked away, there were still a number of guys staring down at her perky tush. And at least I wasn’t like Peter, fooling around with her in the bathroom. One little look wasn’t the end of the world—it was harmless.  

    We got a new assignment in English class: a group book report on To Kill a Mockingbird. I was paired with Mike Peterson—one of the guys who was alleged to have fucked Krissy. He still hadn’t gotten back together with Paige.  

    We split off into our little groups to start working on our reports. But I couldn’t focus on the task at hand. I was desperate to know if it was true—if he’d really slept with Krissy. Because surely if he was innocent, he would have gotten back together with Paige. Surely he would have been able to convince her that it was just a silly rumour.  

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

    So I just asked him straight up: “Why didn’t you and Paige get back together?” 

    He sighed and shook his head. “Why does everyone keep asking me that?”  

    “I know you didn’t sleep with Krissy—so why does Paige think that you did?” My curiosity was killing me.  

    He stared into my eyes and I could see his tongue shifting around in his mouth.  

    “Wait—you didn’t sleep with her, did you?”  

    “Let’s just focus on this project, okay?” he said, looking down at the table.  

    I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I leaned in close and whispered, “Are you serious? Why did you do it?”  

    “Just drop it,” he hushed. 

    I couldn’t drop it. “You really did it? Why? You knew she’s a boy, right?”  

    “She’s not a boy,” he snapped. “It’s more complicated than that. She’s… I don’t know—she’s hot, regardless of what she is or isn’t. Look—if you tell anyone about this, I’ll make sure they kick you off the football team. Got it?” 

    “Sure,” I said. “I just don’t understand. Paige is such a babe. Why Krissy?”  

    “If you don’t get it, I can’t explain it to you. And don’t think that I’m the only one.” 

    “Who else?”  

    “That’s none of your business. It’s none of my business either.”  

    “I know Peter did it,” I said. “I covered for him. I’ll cover for you, too, if you want. Just tell me who else.”  

    “You need to drop it, Dave. Just steer clear of all this Krissy stuff. You don’t want to get involved. Now let’s do this report or I’m asking for a new partner.”  

    It was still hard to focus. I kept finding myself staring at him, trying to figure out why he would do it. Was he slightly gay? Was he a bisexual? Was Paige not meeting all of his needs?  

    During lunch, I decided to follow Krissy, keeping my distance so that she wouldn’t know I was there. I followed her as she went from class to her locker. Then she started heading in the opposite direction from the cafeteria. She turned down a series of hallways, getting further and further away from the bulk of the students.  

    I hid around a corner as she turned down the back hallway that led to the under construction wing of the school. Daniel was standing at the end of the hallway, pacing pack and forth with a pale face. He perked up when he saw Krissy coming. I jumped back, behind the wall, so I wouldn’t be seen as well. After a moment, I peeked my head, just in time to see them slipping into the old art room, which was being converted into the school’s new music theatre. Once the door was shut, I crept up slowly.  

    There was no handle on the door—just an open hole where a handle would eventually be. I carefully grabbed the unfinished door and pulled it open. A piece of poly plastic blew towards me, making me duck and jump out of the way. My heart pounded and stuttered. Then I continued into the room.  

    I heard a moaning. I kept my body low, staying behind a stack of lumber. Then, I pressed myself against that lumber stack and carefully stood up, just enough so I could see into the room.  

    At the back of the room, I saw them. Krissy was sitting down with her legs stretched out. Daniel was bent over with his face pressed against her crotch. It took a moment before my eyes adjusted to the room’s light. Then, I saw Krissy’s long cock sliding in and out of Daniel’s mouth. He was sucking her off!  

    I ducked back down, my heart now throbbing mercilessly. I took a deep breath, and then I covered my mouth so I wouldn’t let out a loud whimper. I couldn’t believe my eyes. Daniel seemed like such a normal guy. He was a smart kid and he was on just about every sports team in the school. He even had a girlfriend: Lucy Laerby. I poked my head up again. Now, Daniel was sitting up. Krissy’s cock was standing upright, dripping with Daniel’s drool. Daniel’s face was dark red and his eyes were glowing as he stared at the impressive shaft.  

    He stood up and then he started to pull down his pants. He was slow to get his pants down, but his erection was quick to spring up, slapping him in the abdomen. He knelt back down and then reached out for Krissy’s cock with a trembling hand. He grabbed her shaft and brought it up to his own. He pressed them together and then he started to stroke them as one.  

    “Oh God,” he muttered.  

    “You okay, sweetie?” Krissy asked. 

    He nodded his head quickly. “It’s just—it doesn’t seem right,” he said. “But it feels so good.” 

    “Just admit it. You’re a slut who loves cock,” Krissy said. 

    Daniel’s voice cracked. “I’m a slut who loves cock.” He kept stroking their cocks together. “Oh God,” he mumbled again. 

    “You remember the rule, right?” Krissy asked. 

    Daniel nodded his head. “If I come first, you get to fuck my ass. If you come first, I get to fuck yours.”  

    “Good boy,” Krissy said.  

    “Oh God,” Daniel said again, shutting his eyes. “I didn’t think it would feel this good. I—I didn’t think it would feel so nice. Oh my God—am I gay? Does this mean I’m gay?”  

    Krissy giggled. “Am I a girl or a boy?” 

    “A girl,” he said. 

    “Then you’re not gay,” she said.  

    Daniel trembled and moaned, and then his cock started spraying cum into the air. It came down and poured down their shafts. “Oh my God, I’m so sorry. I’m so sorry. This is so embarrassing. I’m so sorry.” He unloaded a ton of cum: at least a dozen solid blasts of warm goo.  

    “You know the rule, Danny. Bend over,” Krissy said.  

    Daniel’s face was almost purple, as if he wasn’t breathing. It almost looked like there were tears in his eyes. He got onto his hands and knees and then he said, “Please be gentle. I’m a virgin.”  

    “You’ll like it. Don’t worry. Everyone likes it.” Krissy mounted him, sticking her cock deep into his asshole. He groaned and gasped while she gently rubbed his back. Then she started to pump him. Drops of cum were still dripping from the tip of his dick.  

    “Oh my God, it feels so good. It feels so good. Why does it feel so good?” he said. 

    “Just relax,” Krissy said. “Take it like a slut.”  

    “I can feel it stretching!” he said.  

    “Every slut has a stretched asshole.”  

    I couldn’t look away. I wanted to get up and run. I wanted to erase this image from my mind. Yet there I was: frozen and unable to look away from the pumping.  

    Daniel looked so pathetic. He was so humiliated, and he didn’t even know that I was watching. Why was he doing this? Why were so many of my new jock friends falling for this tranny? Did they all see something in her that I didn’t?  

    Though I had to admit: cock aside, she was hot—certainly hotter than she used to be in her baggy sweaters and lack of makeup. Back then, she was kind of cute. But now, she could have passed as a babe at any event. If it wasn’t well known in the school that she was trans, I bet most guys would be swooning over her, desperate to get into her panties. Hell, maybe I would even be one of them.  

    But seeing what I was seeing now: I couldn’t be one of them. I wouldn’t be one of them—no matter what. Even if she came into my bedroom at night wearing slutty lingerie, promising not to tell a soul, I wouldn’t fool around with her. I didn’t want her big cock anywhere near my asshole. And even if she wanted me to just fuck her in the ass, I wouldn’t do it. 

    Though I’d fucked Taylor in the ass—so what was the difference? If I didn’t see or touch Krissy’s appendage, then was there any difference between fucking Taylor and fucking Krissy?  

    Krissy suddenly pulled out of Daniel. Daniel fell to the ground, limp in his humiliation. Krissy stood up, pumping her cock with her fist. She pointed her stiff erection downwards and started to unload her watery cum all over Daniel’s clothed back. “Oh God,” he groaned.” She produced a lot of cum—even more than he managed to create. And still, I couldn’t look away. I was watching a biological man masturbate onto another man—and I couldn’t look away.  

    Then the bell rang. Lunch was over. Had I really been watching for that long?  

    “Shit. Better get yourself cleaned up, slut,” Krissy said. 

    I carefully backed up and slipped out from the room. Once I was around the corner and in the hallway, I started running, getting far away from that room so that I wouldn’t be associated at all with Krissy. I didn’t want anyone seeing her and me within the same minute.  

    




 

    [bookmark: GIRLGONEBAD5]CHAPTER V 

    Another week went by, and Krissy was still dominating my head. I kept hearing the rumours, and now I was starting to believe each and every one—even though there were so many that it was hard to believe. But I knew that Daniel fooled around with her, and I knew that Peter fooled around with her, and I knew that Mike fooled around with her, even though he was dating the hottest girl in the school. So how could I not believe the people telling me that Jacob fucked her in the bathroom? How could I not believe the rumour that George sucked her off until she came in his mouth?  

    Many of the accused were at the party I went to that Saturday night. I watched them as they awkwardly congregated together in one of the back rooms, to have a private conversation—probably about Krissy. Peter was with them, and so was Mike. Daniel showed up to the party, but he didn’t talk to anyone. He just stood in the corner with a drink in his hand; his eyes were glazed over as if the life had been sucked out of him.  

    They should have been thrilled that their lives weren’t ruined. Sure, there were rumours going around, but very few people believed them. Even the people telling the rumours weren’t sold on the tales’ accuracy. And how lucky do you have to be to sleep with a promiscuous trap and get away with it in a gossipy high school?  

    I went to the kitchen to get a new drink—my fourth of the night. As I was mixing my beverage, someone tapped on my shoulder. I spun around casually, assuming I was about to see one of my football buddies. Then I was shocked to see Krissy staring into my eyes. I could smell her floral perfume and I could feel the heat radiating off of her mixed gender body. I opened my mouth to say something but no words came out.  

    “Hi, Dave,” she said.  

    I nodded my head, still unable to produce a verbal reply. 

    “Having fun?” 

    I tried to swallow the lump in my throat. “Sure,” I said.  

    “I don’t get invited to a lot of parties. This is actually my first.”  

    I nodded my head again, looking around to make sure no one was watching us. But we were just talking—and there’s no harm in talking, right? No one can spread a rumour just because they saw us talking… 

    “We’ve never talked before. Why is that?” she asked. 

    I shrugged my shoulders. I felt a coldness creeping down my spine. She was staring directly into my eyes. It was hard to maintain eye contact. I couldn’t do it. I was terrified that someone would see me looking into her eyes. I didn’t want anyone to get the wrong idea. I didn’t want her to get the wrong idea.  

    “You seem like a cool guy. You’re on the football team, right?” she asked. 

    I nodded my head.  

    “Do you like football? I bet it’s fun after games, being in the locker room with all those sweaty guys.”  

    I laughed. “The game is fun,” I said awkwardly.  

    “Don’t you just love the shower afterwards. Do you all shower together?”  

    “I should get back to my friends,” I said, trying to step away. Then she grabbed my wrist. 

    “Wait. Talk to me. I just want to chat. I’m curious. I’ve never been on a sports team before. I just want to know what it’s like.”  

    I stopped and stared awkwardly into her eyes. She was grinning.  

    “Just tell me honestly: when you’re all in the shower together, does anyone ever just reach out and touch someone else? Just for fun—maybe someone’s rubbed your dick, just to see what it feels like.”  

    “Never,” I said. “We don’t really shower together. I mean—it’s an open shower area. I’m assuming it’s the same as in the girl’s changing room. But no one touches or looks at each other. Like I said—I should be going.”  

    “No—please just stay and talk to me. I hardly know anyone here,” she said. “So you’re telling me you’ve never looked down at the other guys? Even just to see if they’re bigger or smaller than you?”  

    “Never,” I said, biting down on the edge of my tongue.  

    “So, what? You’re like a big, tough straight guy?” she asked. 

    “I’m straight—yes,” I said. “But I don’t judge. People can do whatever they want.” 

    “Oh really?” she said, raising her eyebrows.  

    “Yeah. Why? Why do you look so surprised?” 

    She shrugged her shoulders. “No reason,” she said. “Pour me a drink. I want the same thing you’re having. It looks good—what is it?” 

    “It’s a White Russian.”  

    “Make me one,” she said. So I awkwardly mixed her a drink, looking around to make sure we weren’t being watched. I didn’t want anyone thinking that I was trying to get her drunk so I could sleep with her—even though everyone knew that she didn’t need to be drunk to put out.  

    I handed her the drink and she took a long sip. “That’s good,” she said. 

    “Thanks. I should get going now.”  

    “No—wait. I wanted to ask you something,” she said. 

    “Okay. Make it quick though. My friends are going to start thinking I ditched them.”  

    She stared into my eyes with her big grin. Then, after a long, tedious silence, she asked, “Do you like watching?”  

    A shiver crawled down my spine. “Watching what?” I said. 

    “Watching people fuck,” she said, putting lots of emphasis on the word ‘fuck’.  

    I wanted to wipe the beads of sweat off of my forehead, but I didn’t want her to know that I was nervous. “No. Why?” 

    “Did you like watching me and Daniel fuck?” she asked. 

    That lump returned to my throat suddenly, and my heart began to pound. Goose bumps crawled all over my arms and legs. The air in the room was cold. Did someone turn on the AC? I looked around. “I—I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said.  

    “You don’t?” she asked. “But you were there, behind that pile of wood. You watched the whole thing. You even stuck around to watch me come all over his back.”  

    I opened my mouth, desperate to think of a lie. “I really don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said. 

    She giggled. “Okay. Well maybe I have the wrong guy then. Anyway—want to go upstairs with me? There’s something cool in one of the bedrooms.”  

    I bit down on my tongue and shook my head quickly. “No thank you. I should get going.” I slipped away from her before she could grab my arm to stop me. I moved quickly without looking back. My heart wouldn’t stop pounding.  

    One of my friends even asked, “Are you okay?” when I walked up. “Your face is completely white.”  

    I nodded my head quickly. “I’m fine. I just—I thought I saw a ghost down in the bathroom. I think this house is haunted or something.” I knew it sounded like a stupid excuse, but at least it was an excuse. The guys laughed and then I laughed with them. Then, the topic changed and I felt overwhelmingly relieved—but still with that nervousness buzzing inside of my gut.  

    How did she know that I watched her fucking Daniel? She never looked over at me. Not once did her gaze turn in my direction. And even if she had glanced over quickly and seen me there, she wouldn’t have been so quick to recognize me in that dusty construction zone. But somehow she knew I was there. Maybe someone else came up from behind and saw me. Maybe that mystery person told her that I was watching. Was there a rumour going around? Was I going to be next on the chopping block?  

    She came up to me again an hour later. She tapped on my shoulder when I was away from the crowd. Then she said, “I’m going to be upstairs, in the bedroom at the very end of the hallway. It’ll be unlocked, so just let yourself in. I’ll be completely naked with my legs spread. All you’ll have to do is walk in, pull out your cock, and you can fuck me in the ass. I’m clean; so don’t worry about a condom—unless you aren’t clean. If you aren’t clean, don’t bother coming up—I don’t want to get an infection. But if you’re clean, come upstairs and fuck me. No one will know. And I promise it will feel good. I’ll wait for half an hour—so you’ve got time to make up an excuse for your friends. Okay?”  

    Before I could reply, she turned around and trotted off towards the stairs. Her little skirt bounced up and down as she hopped up the steps, showing off her perky tush.  

    My heart stuttered and bounced around in my chest. Even once she was gone, I kept staring at that empty stairway. Then someone tapped on my shoulder, giving me a mini-heart-attack. I spun around to see my friend—and the host of the party—staring into my eyes. “What are you looking at man? See that ghost again?” He started laughing. 

    I forced a smile. “I don’t know. I think I’m just tired.”  

    He nodded his head. 

    I wanted to ask him why Krissy was at the party. It was his house—so did he invite her? Or did she come along with someone else? I was too afraid to ask, too afraid to make him think that I was even remotely interested in Krissy. So I kept my mouth shut on the topic. “Where’s the bathroom?” I asked. 

    “There’s one over there,” he said pointing towards the other end of the kitchen. “But I think someone’s throwing up in there. The other bathroom is upstairs—down the hall, and the last door on the left.”  

    “Okay. Thanks,” I said. He walked away and I turned back to that staircase.  

    Then I found myself ascending the steps. I reached the top of the stairs and I saw down that hallway. I could see down to the end of the hall. There was a faint light glowing through the slit under the door. I approached it slowly. The bathroom door was just feet away from that bedroom door.  

    I knew that I was just twenty feet away from a naked Krissy, ready to let me fuck her. I knew that she was in there, on her back with her legs spread wide. I knew that she was probably right: it probably would feel good, sliding my cock in and out of her tight slutty asshole. But I had to resist the urge to go inside—even though I knew that none of my friends would be looking for me. Maybe Krissy was right—maybe no one would ever know if I slipped in there and unloaded inside of her asshole.  

    No—no—I couldn’t do it. I had to stay strong. I had to resist these unwanted temptations. I was a man—a straight man. I didn’t want to get involved with a transgender. I didn’t want to be the victim of my classmates’ cruel rumours. I had to stay far away from the girl on the other side of that door. I had to keep my cock far away from those widespread legs and that heavenly asshole that probably felt so damn good. I bit down on my tongue. I was standing at the door now. She could probably see the shadow of my feet at the bottom of the doorway. I was just a few feet away from a beautiful vixen with a big, hard cock and perfect perky tits.  

    I took a deep breath. I couldn’t do it—I wouldn’t do it. 

    I didn’t even go to the bathroom. I just turned around and headed back towards the staircase. I didn’t want to stick around the house. I wanted to get as far away from Krissy as possible. So I grabbed my coat and took off. I started walking home, hoping the fresh air would clear her tight, naked image from my mind. But of course it didn’t; that image stuck in the front of my mind until I was home and in bed. Now I found myself feeling regretful. Why did I just go in there and fuck her really fast? No one had to know. I could have flipped her over so I couldn’t see that cock. Or maybe I could have left her on her back and played with her cock a little bit. Maybe I could have just stroked her until she came on her flat, smooth tummy, before leaving my own load deep in her tush. Maybe I could have tried sucking her off, just to see if I liked it—and to see what her cum would taste like. 

    I shook my head and expelled those thoughts from my mind. Where were they coming from? Why was I letting them corrupt my mind? I couldn’t sleep with her. I couldn’t end up like one of her soulless victims.  

    Or could I?  

    




 

    [bookmark: GIRLGONEBAD6]CHAPTER VI 

    I thought that I’d made my point clear—that I didn’t want to sleep with Krissy—that I didn’t want anything to do with Krissy. But apparently my point wasn’t so clear, because between my first a second period at school that next Monday, Krissy came up to me at my locker. She leaned against the locker next to mine and then she smiled as she stared into my eyes. “Couldn’t get away from your friends on Saturday?” she asked, teasing the tip of her finger through her glossy lips.  

    “I’m not interested,” I said, trying not to look at her. I wanted to tell her to scram—and quickly—before anyone saw her standing there in that tiny skirt and little tube top. She looked a little bit like a prostitute: a cute prostitute, but a prostitute nonetheless.  

    “Oh, don’t be such a square,” she said. “What are you so afraid of?”  

    “I’m just not interested. You’re not my type. I’m sorry.” I closed my locked and I turned in the other direction, taking the long way to class once again. But I wasn’t free from her; she jogged up beside me and began to skip along with me, as if we were close friends. I could feel the gazes of my fellow students turning my way, and the urge to tell her off came back strong—but I resisted.  

    “I’m not your type?” she said. “So does that mean Daniel is more your type?” She giggled. 

    And then I felt my face turning red. “No—of course not!” I said.  

    “Well you were either there to watch me or Daniel. Take your pick,” she said.  

    I stopped and turned to her once we were around the corner and the hallways were mostly empty, as most of the students had made their way to class. “Look,” I said. “I don’t know what kind of game you’re playing, but I’m not playing along. You can go find someone else to pick on, because I’m not having any of it.”  

    “Pick on?” she said. “I’m not picking on you, Dave. I’m just offering you something you want. You don’t have to be weird about it.”  

    “And I’m telling you that I don’t want it! I’m not gay.”  

    She laughed and shook her head. Then she looked around to make sure no one was around. “Just give me your hand.” 

    “Why?” 

    “Because I said so. It won’t kill you.”  

    I sighed and then I held out my hand. She took it gently, rubbing her soft, fragile fingers on my palm. Then, she pulled my hand to her chest and slipped it underneath her tube top, onto her bare breast. I froze for a moment, and then I tried to pull my hand away. But she had a tight grip. “Let me go,” I said. I didn’t want to use all of my power and end up knocking her over. I didn’t need anyone to think that I was roughing up the school tranny.  

    I looked around, terrified someone would see us together like this.  

    “I’ll let you go when you relax,” she said. 

    I tried tugging one last time, but she was holding tight. So I took a deep breath, looked around again, and then I forced myself to relax. And now I could feel her breast. It was soft and her nipple was hard and perky. I was surprised by how soft it was—like a real tit. “See?” she said. 

    “See what?” 

    “They’re real.” 

    “So what?” I said.  

    “So why is it gay to be with me if my body is real?” she was staring into my eyes with her big, stunning eyes, still with that little grin on her face. “Squeeze it—I promise you’ll like it.” 

    “Let me go,” I said. 

    “Just squeeze it. Quit being a freak.”  

    I looked around one more time, grateful there were no students around, but terrified someone would come around that corner at any moment. I looked back at Krissy, and then I squeezed her tit. It was soft and squishy and warm—just like the real thing. But that didn’t mean anything. 

    The moment she released my wrist, I pulled my hand away. But she wasn’t finished with me. She took her tube top and lifted it up, showing me her bare breasts. “See?” she said again, as if she was proving something. Her breasts definitely looked real: no scars and no stiff bulges from awkward implants. But what difference did it make? She still used to be a man, and she still had a cock between her thighs.  

    “Just leave me alone, okay?” I said. I took one last second to look at her perky breasts before turning around and scurrying off towards my class.  

    “Wait!” she shouted. 

    So I turned around. She had her hands casually at her sides now, but her top was still pulled up above her tits. She didn’t seem to be worried that anyone would emerge from around the corner, or from within one of the many classrooms. “What?” I said nervously.  

    “At lunch—where you saw me and Daniel. That’s where I’ll be. I’ll wait for you.”  

    “Don’t,” I said. 

    She winked. “See you at lunch.”  

    I sighed. There was no sense in arguing. She was determined to get under my skin, and she was doing a great job. I went off to class, did my best to lie to my teacher about why I was late, and then I took a seat at the back of the class. Then, with the image of Krissy’s perky tits still on my mind, I realized there was a tightness in my jeans. I had an erection that was begging to bulge out. My heart stuttered. Thank God no one seemed to notice when I walked in!  

    But why did I have it? From touching Krissy’s breasts? It was probably just a natural response to breasts. It’s not like my subconscious mind could tell the difference between Krissy’s chest and a real girl’s chest. It was still boob tissue after all. Right?  

    




 

    [bookmark: GIRLGONEBAD7]CHAPTER VII 

    It was fifteen minutes before the end of my second period—sexual education class—when my heart started pounding without warning. Feeling began to escape my legs and arms as I sat in my desk, and then I could feel the colour draining from my face as my vision began to blur. I realized after a moment that I wasn’t breathing, so I took a deep breath in, and then I had to manually control my breathing for the next minute until my heart rate started to drop slightly.  

    I’d never had an anxiety attack before, but I had a feeling that I was having one now. I looked up at the clock and thought that it was ticking faster than usual. In just a handful of minutes, the bell would ring and Krissy would be going to that under construction room, where she would wait for me. And the only thing stopping me from going to meet up with her was my own willpower. But now, as I sat in my desk trembling with a pounding heart, I wasn’t sure I had any willpower.  

    Maybe I could meet up with her and fuck her quickly. I could watch my back to make sure no one was following me—what Daniel should have done before he met up with her. And maybe it would feel good. Maybe it would feel amazing. Maybe it would be worth the risk. I could get a little taste of what all of my friends had found themselves so obsessed over. 

    But did I want to be like the rest of them? Did I want to lose myself for a few minutes of pleasure?  

    I looked up at the screen with just a few minutes left in class. The teacher was showing a diagram of a cock becoming erect. “When the man becomes aroused, blood flows into the penis,” she said. A bunch of students snickered at the silly cock drawing. But I found myself imagining that upwards curved cock on Krissy’s body. She had a big cock—bigger than my cock. It was possible she had one of the biggest cocks in the school. I could picture it throbbing—and I could vividly remember it spewing hot cum all over Daniel’s back. I wondered if that felt good: being showered with cum. Even if it did feel good—it probably wasn’t worth the mess… 

    The bell rang suddenly, making me jump. I grabbed at my heart, to make sure I wasn’t having a sudden heart attack. All of my classmates immediately stood up and started towards the door, even though the teacher hadn’t formally released them yet. “Don’t forget that we’re having a test tomorrow!” the teacher said, but her voice was mostly lost over the chattering students.  

    I stood up slowly, still unsure of what I was going to do. I took a deep breath and I closed my eyes. I knew what I should be doing: going to the cafeteria and pretending like Krissy wasn’t in that room waiting for me. But my body was filled with a strange excitement at the thought of meeting up with her for a quick romp. I bit down hard on my tongue, imagining those soft, perky breasts once more.  

    “Dave—is everything okay?” my teacher asked. 

    I opened my eyes and saw that the class was empty and the hallway was quiet as everyone had already migrated down towards the cafeteria. I must have been standing there for a lot longer than I thought. “I’m fine,” I said. I grabbed my bag and then I headed quickly towards the door.  

    The hall was clear and quiet. I looked in both directions and couldn’t see a single soul. To my left was the cafeteria, to my right was the under construction wing of the school. I found myself teetering back towards another anxiety attack, with my body going numb as my vision blurred. This time, I knew to force a deep breath of air into my lungs.  

    No one was there to watch me. No one would have any idea if I went to the right. And maybe I could just walk down that way—to see if she was really there. It’s not like I was locked in to sleeping with her just because I sauntered over in that direction. 

    So I went to the right. I looked over my shoulder constantly, to make sure I wasn’t being followed. I turned the corner saw the door to that room where I saw that magnificent cock for myself. I approached that door carefully.  

    And then I caught myself smiling, excited by the sheer thrill of what I was doing. I tried to fight that smile away, but it refused to go. My arms and legs were buzzing now. My heart was ponding with hot thuds. And between my legs, my cock was already throbbing hard. I was going to do it: I was going to fuck Krissy.  

    I opened the door and slipped inside, closing it quietly, just to be extra safe. Then I slipped through that sheet of poly plastic. I saw the stack of lumber where I hid before, and I saw that clearing where Krissy fucked Daniel. I moved along the side of the room, scared to venture into the middle, in case there was some sort of trap.  

    “Hello?” I said cautiously.  

    There was no response. Was she not here yet? Was she coming at all? I kept moving around the room, staying hidden from the door I came in through, just in case someone else decided to walk through that door.  

    “Anyone here?” I said. 

    Then I heard the tapping of footsteps. I froze and ducked down, and then I saw her emerge from the storage room at the far right side of the construction zone. She was wearing a black vinyl bodysuit, with a thick black vinyl choker around her throat and tall black heels on her feet. There was only a tiny strip of that vinyl covering her crotch. The bulge of her cock was obvious, even with her ball sack presumably tucked into her body.  

    “I knew you would come,” she said with a giggle.  

    “I—I just came to, uh, tell you that I want you to back off,” I said. The sight of her reminded me that she was sexy and that I badly wanted to fuck her—but it also reminded me that this wasn’t just some nonsense fantasy in my mind: it was real. I was really being faced with the opportunity to fuck a tranny, and I was also being faced with the risk of ruining my hard-fought reputation.  

    She laughed and shook her head. Then she started walking towards me, one foot in front of the other as if she was posing for Sports Illustrated. “That’s not why you’re here,” she said. She walked right up to me and then she kissed me on the lips. I was frozen and didn’t kiss back—but I also didn’t move out of the way. Her lips were soft, just like a woman’s. And she smelled amazing: like flowers and vanilla.  

    “Put your hands on me,” she said. 

    I hesitated. “No,” I said. My voice was shaken. 

    “Just do it,” she said. “It’s not going to kill you.” She reached out and grabbed my hands, bringing them to her arms. Her skin was soft and warm. “Now tell me what you want to do to me.” 

    “I want to make you leave me alone,” I said. My heart fluttered and my stomach grumbled.  

    “No you don’t,” she said. “Be honest. We’re here alone. You can say anything. Don’t worry about what your friends might think, and don’t worry about what the girls might think. No one has to know about this.”  

    I tried to swallow that lump in my throat. Then I took a deep breath. “I want to fuck you in the asshole,” I said. I bit down on my tongue and felt hot sweat tickling the back of my neck. “I want to bend you over and hold you down while I pump your tiny asshole with my hard cock.”  

    She moaned gently. “Go on,” she said, squirming slightly, as if my words were enough to make her orgasm. 

    “I want to jerk you off and rub your cum all over your slutty face.”  

    “Fucking humiliate me,” she said. 

    “Then I want to pull out and unload my cum in your panties, so that you have to feel it against your slutty dick for the rest of the day.”  

    “Then do it, faggot. Treat me like a filthy whore,” she said.  

    I reached out and wrapped my finger around her throat. She tilted her head back and moaned. “Fuck me,” she said.  

    I reached out and squeezed her left breast, then her right, keeping my other hand around her throat. I gently pinched her nipple, making her moan, then I spun her around. I bent her over and then I ran my hand down her smooth back, feeling that tight vinyl against her skin. “Fuck,” I said, knowing all of my willpower was officially gone. I was now a slave to my urges, like a primate in the jungle.  

    I slid my hand down towards her ass, and then I gently pulled that thin strip of vinyl to the side, revealing her puckering asshole, her deflated scrotum, and her long, thick cock. I hesitated for a moment, terrified and shocked. I’d seen it all from a distance before, and I obviously knew that it was going to be there—but seeing it up close and within reach was a different story. Now it was real. Now it wasn’t just a perverted fantasy. I reached out with a trembling hand and I gently grabbed her cock. Then I watched as her ball sack suddenly filled out as her testicles dropped from inside of her body.  

    “That’s it, slut,” she said. “Make me hard.”  

    I couldn’t take my hand away. I was obsessed with the warm softness of her package. I could feel her throbbing and growing. I gently pulled back her foreskin and felt her smooth tip with my fingertips. “Oh God,” I moaned.  

    “I can’t wait until you make me cum and you rub it all over my face. I want to taste it. I want it so badly.”  

    I took a deep breath.  

    “Maybe I’ll make you lick it off my face. Maybe you can be a little slut with me,” she said with a grin in her voice. 

    Now my cock was rock hard. I had to reach down and free it from my jeans, as it was starting to hurt, trapped in that tight denim. As I unzipped and tugged down my pants, my cock flung out, giving me instant relief. I took another deep breath. My dick was throbbing and twitching, desperate to get on with the show.  

    I used both of my hands to spread Krissy’s butt cheeks. I stared for a moment at that gaping hole. I could see a whole inch inside of her, and then there was just darkness—but I intended to explore that darkness.  

    I spat into my hand and then I rubbed my saliva up and down the length of my pounding erection. “Fucking stick it in me,” she said. I pressed my tip up to her hole. My heart was pounding. I could still walk away. I could still cling onto that last piece of my pride, knowing that, unlike my friends, I didn’t fuck the school’s slutty tranny. I could remain safe from those rumours and the cruelness of the other students. Or I could just stick my cock inside of her and feel the best pleasure of my life.  

    I went with the second option. 

    I pushed my cock in deep. She squirmed and groaned. I watched as her fingers curled, trying to clutch the plastic folding table she was bent over. She walked her legs out slightly, spreading them wider. Then she let out a soft whimper, as if she was feeling a bit of pain. I was surprised that she wasn’t just taking it like a porn star. If all of the rumours were true, then she was having more sex than a porn star—so surely her hole should have been stretched and numb by now… But maybe not. Maybe she was more innocent than people thought.  

    Just a few weeks before, she was the quiet virgin who sat in the back of the class, with her big sweaters and scruffy hair. How much innocence could she have lost in just a few weeks? Was she not still that same person? What changed? Why was she doing this now?  

    My heart skipped a beat. Those thoughts drifted away from my mind, suddenly being replaced by warm euphoria. I groaned and looked down, seeing that my whole shaft was inside of her body. I reached down and grabbed her cock, which was also rock hard now. I started pumping, feeling her foreskin as it pulled back and forth.  

    “Fuck,” she groaned. “Just like that.” 

    I started thrusting my cock in and out of her—slowly at first. It felt good. She was tight—even tighter than Taylor, which surprised me. I wondered if it had something to do with her male gender, or if maybe Taylor just had more anal experience.  

    I stared down at her vinyl-clad body, admiring her curves and her small stature. She was cute. It was almost too bad that she had become a total slut. Though had she not, I wouldn’t have been in that room with her, with my cock seven inches into her asshole. I kept pumping and thrusting.  

    “Tell me how much you love my cock,” she said between moans. 

    “I fucking love your cock,” I said. “I want to feel it coming. I want to feel your hot load squishing between my fingers. I want to rub it all over your hard dick and your beautiful face.”  

    “Then make me come, pussy,” she said. “Fucking make me come!”  

    I tightened my grip and pumped her harder. I was slamming my cock deep into her ass, feeling that euphoria getting stronger. I was starting to worry that I wasn’t going to last much longer. What if I ended up coming before her? I couldn’t let that happen. I had to hold on. 

    I clenched and groaned and continued to thrust in and out of her. I loved the sound of her groaning. I loved the feeling of her tight hole puckering up and down the length of my dick. I couldn’t wait to come inside of her—but I had to make sure she came first. 

    And thankfully, she did end up coming first. “Oh God! I’m coming! I’m coming!” she groaned. I used my free hand to cup her tip, making sure I caught all of it. It was warm and sticky and plentiful. I rubbed some down the length of her shaft and then I reached up and wiped it across her lips and cheeks. I felt her tongue sticking out as she tried to lick it off the palm of my hand. “How does it taste, slut?” I asked. 

    “So good,” she said. So I brought it to my own lips and licked some off of my finger. It was surprisingly sweet—and very warm. I wiped the rest off on her back.  

    And then my own climax came. I pulled her small body in tight and I groaned loudly. I made sure I was as deep as possible when I came down her long anal tunnel.  

    I stumbled back, short of breath. I nearly fell over, and then I noticed she was pressing her fingers against her asshole. “Lay down,” she said. “On your back.”  

    “What?” I asked. 

    “You heard me. Lay down on your back.”  

    My heart stuttered. My mind was so cloudy that I couldn’t figure out why she wanted me on my back, but I followed the command anyway. Then she walked over me and lowered her bum down towards my face. “Now suck it all out and swallow it.”  

    “What?” I said. 

    “Do it,” she said. 

    She lowered her bum down more, until her butt cheeks were pressed up to my face and her asshole was over my lips. And for some reason, I started to suck. I sucked and sucked and sucked, and nothing happened—until it all happened at once. Suddenly, a giant load of cum sucked into my mouth and I nearly choked. “Swallow it,” she said. It wasn’t nearly as nice as her cum. It was bitter, with the lingering taste of asshole. I closed my eyes and forced the load down my throat.  

    Then the bell rang, as if one cue. Lunch was over and it was time to get to class. I sprung up and pulled my pants up. That taste wouldn’t leave my mouth. “That was fun,” I said. “We should do this again.”  

    “Maybe,” she said with a grin.  

    And my heart stuttered again. I couldn’t figure out why she was acting so strangely—but I would figure it all out a few days later, during the school’s monthly assembly.  

    




 

    [bookmark: GIRLGONEBAD8]CHAPTER VIII 

    Krissy got her revenge on the school in a big way. No one was left unpunished—and the punishment was much worse than anyone could have anticipated.   

    We were all sitting there, completely oblivious—all thinking that we’d eaten from the Tree of Knowledge without being noticed. Sure, those of us who got with her knew there were others. I could count at least four others that I was certain of—but I was about to learn that I only knew about a quarter of the reality.  

    The principal was talking about a change to the upcoming holiday schedule when the large projector screen behind him turned on. It was white at first, glowing brightly, making everyone in the crowd wince slightly. “No, guys—we aren’t ready for the slideshow yet,” the principal said. But that white screen remained on. “Hello? Can we get that turned off please?”  

    But the white didn’t go away—until it was replaced by a strange video of the inside of the girl’s bathroom. The whole school was silent. Even the principal was staring up at the screen to see what was happening. Then, Peter Jenkins stepped into the bathroom and whispers broke out in the room. The real Peter Jenkins stood up in the crowd. “Turn it off!” he shouted. 

    Then the video cut. Now he was standing and making out with Krissy. He lifted her shirt over her head, exposing her breasts.  

    “I said turn it off!” he shouted. 

    Then the video cut again. Now the whole school was watching as Peter sucked Krissy’s cock.  

    The principal gasped into his microphone. He turned to the projector booth and said, “Shut it down! Shut it down!” 

    But it wasn’t being shut down. The video kept playing. It cut to the moment when Krissy came on Peter’s face. The crowd was laughing now. Peter was sunken into his seat with his face in his hands. I wasn’t close enough to hear, but I imagine he was whimpering.  

    Then Cory was on the screen, in the woods behind the school. He was on his stomach with his pants around his ankles. Krissy approached him from behind and then mounted him. The video cut to him being pumped. Then it cut to him being coated with her cum.  

    Mike Peterson was next. She was sucking his cock while he was repeating, “I want to suck your tranny cock so badly,” over and over. That portion of the video ended with Mike rubbing her load all over his face, and licking what was left off of his fingers. The crowd was going wild with laughter now.  

    Then came Daniel: a scene I’d already seen. And there I was, in the background of the video, poking my head over that stack of lumber. That’s how she knew I was there—she saw me in the replay. My heart was in my stomach as I finally realized what was coming next. I sunk low into my seat and prayed that my romp with Krissy was different. I wanted to get up and run, but I was frozen with terror. I looked around and saw the crying faces of my friends, and the laughing faces of my classmates. It was chaos.  

    Then I saw Krissy, sitting in the back, once again wearing only a touch of makeup and a baggy sweater. She had a big smile on her face. She orchestrated all of this torment. She was an evil genius—getting bitter revenge on everyone who mocked her.  

    The crowd roared as she coated Daniel with come.  

    Then I was on the screen. I closed my eyes and covered my face. I felt gazed turning towards me, but I wasn’t able to look to see who was staring. I could hear myself: “I fucking love your cock.” I peeked through the slits between my fingers for just a second: just long enough to see myself sucking my own cum out from her asshole.  

    After my video, there were a couple more. Then the compilation ended with recordings she’d somehow taken secretly—maybe with some help from her sympathizers and supporters. “I wouldn’t be able to do it. I wouldn’t be able to get hard—so it would just never happen, no matter how much money you gave me,” I said in the recording. And I guess she proved me wrong. She proved that I was a liar and a two-faced liar.  

    After that day, I was a pariah once again—but this time, it was worse. Now, I had no friends—not even the nerdy kids who used to be my only friends. I was alone. People would laugh at me in the hallways. I would show up late for class and I would leave early, taking the penalty, just so I could avoid the humiliation of the busy hallways.  

    Whenever I saw Krissy, I would say, “I’m so sorry.” I couldn’t say it enough. No one ever dared to make fun of her again—or any trans girl who came around. We’d certainly learned our lesson. 

    THE END  

    




 

    [bookmark: CROSSPLAY]CROSSPLAY 

    Travelling businessman, Tony, has a bit of a cheating problem, and his wife Catherine has had enough of it. After catching him for the third time, she’s ready to leave. But Tony loves his wife and he’s willing to do anything—even therapy, if that’s what she thinks he needs. 

    So he’s surprised when she has a different punishment in mind. She wants him to dress up as a promiscuous female anime character for an upcoming anime convention. He has to attend the whole thing—and he has to channel the character’s promiscuity the whole time.  

    Tony isn’t sure how the punishment is going to help their marriage, but he’s not about to lose the love of his life because of a few dumb mistakes.  

    




 

    [bookmark: CROSSPLAY1]CHAPTER I 

    I was drunk, but I knew that excuse wasn’t good enough. She was beautiful—but I knew that excuse wasn’t good enough; in fact, if I ended up being caught, I would have to be sure not to even use that one as an excuse.  

    It didn’t mean anything—it was just sex. That was the real excuse—though I still knew that Catherine wouldn’t buy it. There is no excuse good enough to make a wife feel okay about her husband sleeping around with other women.  

    But Catherine didn’t have to know. She didn’t know about the girls before this one—well, most of them, anyway. She found out about that one chick—the blonde from Chicago. I was drunk with the blonde as well. I met her in the hotel bar during a business trip. It was just meaningless sex on a hotel bed: a nice blowjob and some wild bouncing from a girl who liked to be on top. Unfortunately, I had an old phone with old-school speed dial. I ended up pocket dialling Catherine, and she heard the whole thing. I tried to convince her that I was just watching porn, but she was smarter than that. 

    We almost got divorced because of the blonde. But for some reason, my wife gave me another chance. Catherine was a saint like that. I probably didn’t deserve her—no, I definitely didn’t deserve her. She ended up forgiving me, saying, “Just don’t do it again.” 

    But three months later, I did it again. I couldn’t help myself. I was away on another business trip and the receptionist for the company we were merging with came out for drinks after we inked the deal. She had her eyes on me all night, and then she followed me into the bar bathroom. She sucked my dick and then she let me fuck her tight asshole while she was bent over the sink.  

    But stupidly, we didn’t lock the door, thinking we would be fast—what a stupid, drunken mistake that was. Keith walked in and saw us. I begged Keith not to tell my wife—and he didn’t tell my wife. But he did tell his wife, and his wife was best friends with my wife. So I was back on the chopping block. I came home from work one day and found pamphlets for divorce lawyers scattered over our kitchen table. 

    Then once again, I told her it wouldn’t happen again. I told myself it wouldn’t happen again. But there I was, in my hotel room during a business conference, with a tall brunette with the perkiest tits I’d ever seen, and a butt that could have belonged to a rapper’s girlfriend.  

    She was sprawled out naked on my bed, wearing only a pair of panties, which her large butt cheeks absorbed. She was humming a tune I didn’t recognize, waiting for me to mount her with a pleasant smile on her face. She had a cute face, with a bit of an exotic look, as if she was a quarter Asian and maybe a sixteenth African—which may explain the ass. 

    “Aren’t you going to fuck me?” she asked, shaking her bum from side to side, making those plump cheeks dance and jiggle, like two giant plates of Jell-O.  

    I remembered my wife’s face. I remembered the promise I made her—twice. I felt my gut turn. I reached into my pocket and made sure that my phone was turned off—so there would be no pocket dialling. I tried to think if the girl in front of me could possibly know anyone in my social circle. But she wasn’t even in the same line of work. She was in that hotel for a different conference, happening at the end of the street. So how could Catherine even find out about this? 

    But did it matter if she found out? Wasn’t it bad enough that I knew? 

    “Well?” she said, shaking that tush again.  

    I found myself walking towards her, unable to resist her allure. I stopped next to her feet, which were dangling over the edge of the bed. I looked down at that bum. I’d never been with a bum so big and soft and amazing. Catherine had somewhat of a flat ass. And if I stuck to my vow of only sleeping with Catherine—did that mean I would never get to experience a bum like the one being presented to me now? Was that fair to me?  

    My spine tingled and my gut turned.  

    I reached down and slipped my fingers under her panties. I gently wriggled them down, over that tush. I had to stretch them to get them to her thighs, and then I was able to pull them down with a swift tug. Now she was officially naked. 

    “You won’t tell anyone about this, right?” I said. I knew I sounded stupid and pathetic, but I had to be sure. I didn’t want my marriage to end because of a stupid drunken decision. But at the same time, I didn’t want to pass on what could be some of the greatest sex of my life.  

    “Eat me out and I’ll keep my mouth shut,” she said with a lustful grin in her voice. 

    I took a deep breath. Then I grabbed her butt cheeks: one in each hand. I spread them wide, revealing her tight asshole and her plump, damp pussy. A whimper escaped my lips. I looked at my hands and saw that they were sinking into the meat of her bum. That ass belonged to a goddess. How could I possibly control myself?  

    I bent forward and pressed my face between her soft bum cheeks. I ran my tongue up along her sweet, warm slit. My nose nestled up tight to her bum hole. Then I started to eat her out, still holding those amazing butt cheeks with my hands.  

    She moaned and giggled and squirmed and clenched and then she started to scream. She was a loud fucker. It was a good thing that I was five hundred miles away from Catherine. Had I been any closer, she probably would have heard the whole thing.  

    “Eat out my asshole,” she said. And in my drunken state, I didn’t hesitate. I looked for a moment at her puckering hole, and then I leaned in, pushing my tongue in as deep as it would go. I circled the tip of my tongue around her rubbery back door, and then I was surprised by how much she was moaning. She liked the asshole stimulation more than the pussy. After just a minute, she was squirming and groaning and screaming and clutching at the bed sheets. I used my pointer finger to penetrate her tight hole. “Oh God, that feels so fucking good!” she said.  

    And I wondered: why does it feel good? What did she have in her butthole that I didn’t have? Is a man’s asshole not the same as a woman’s? Could I feel the kind of pleasure that she was feeling if the roles were reversed? It was the first time I ever had that thought—but it wouldn’t be the last.  

    “Stick your big veiny cock in my ass,” she said. “I want you to come inside of me. I want to feel your warm, sticky jizz inside of my asshole.”  

    And again, I didn’t hesitate. I sat up and I flipped out my throbbing erection. I pressed it down against her tight hole and I mashed my tip against my own warm saliva. She continued to groan and squirm, still clutching at the bed sheets desperately. “Ready?” I asked. 

    “What are you waiting for?” she said. “Just fucking stick it in already!”  

    Her desperation scared me a little bit. I wanted to give her what she wanted, so I pressed my cock into her body. She didn’t clench or resist. She allowed my whole shaft deep into her body. She didn’t seem to mind that her rectum was being stretched—probably painfully. She didn’t seem to mind that my cock was pressing well into her gut. She wanted it no matter what.  

    “Fuck me! Fuck me!” she yelled. I was starting to worry about the rooms next to me. Could my co-workers hear all of this? Would they tell my wife that I was cheating on her again?  

    I started pumping Catherine. She screamed with amazing euphoria. Every time my pelvis slapped her ass, her cheeks jiggled and rippled like bags of gelatin. I couldn’t look away from that ass. It was just too mesmerizing—hypnotizing even.  

    I watched as my cock disappeared and emerged from those fat cheeks. It looked so amazing. It felt so good. I had to bite down hard on my tongue to stop myself from coming instantly. I was so happy that I’d decided to fuck her. I was so happy that I got to experience that fat ass—that I wouldn’t die wondering what it would be like to be with a triple-XL-sized tush. I was still amazed that her top half was a size 2.  

    I came with a loud groan—but she didn’t let me finish. “I’m not done,” she said. “Keep pumping my ass.”  

    It didn’t feel so good once I’d emptied my load inside of her. It was hard to continue pumping. It felt unnatural and a bit painful. I could feel my warm cum sloshing around inside of her. She moaned and came multiple times after I’d finished. Then she finally let me pull out. My cock was coated with my own gooey cum. My dick hurt, and now my head was spinning with anxiety. 

    I watched as she stood up. My load was oozing out, dribbling down her left leg. “That was fun,” she said with a smile.  

    “Yeah,” I said. But now that the act was over, I knew that it wasn’t worth it. The moment of pleasure wasn’t worth the horrible guilt that was now swelling inside of me. I took a deep breath and tried to convince myself that it wasn’t a big deal. It’s not like I loved this chick. I didn’t even know her name! She was a nobody—someone I would never see again. So there was no sense in even thinking about her. I just had to erase her from my memory. But how could I do that?  

    She walked over to the minibar and then she popped open a few nips of liquor. She poured them into a couple of glasses. Then she brought me one. I stared at it. “What’s this for?” 

    She laughed and shook her head. “The party isn’t over, is it?” she asked. 

    She downed her glass, which had three shots in it. I looked down at mine. I was already drunk—I wasn’t sure I could handle three shots at once. But I was drunk enough to do it. I downed the shots. Then she went to pour more. 

    An hour later, we were fucking again. I could still feel some of my old cum in her asshole. It would have been off-putting had I not been so hammered. I don’t remember coming a second time. I don’t remember anything at all after the moment I was inside of her asshole for the second time. When I finally emerged from my blackout, it was 11:00 AM and I was alone on my hotel bed, with one of the worst hangovers of my life. The girl was gone. I never even got her name. And the only reason I knew that she ever existed at all was because my cock was sore from all the pumping and pounding.  

    Though I managed to convince myself over the next few days that she was just a dream. She was probably never real—just a vivid hallucination of my drunken imagination: a fun sex dream, and nothing more. And why should I feel guilty about a sex dream?  

    It was two days after I returned home from my business trip when Catherine found out about the girl. “Who the hell is Veronica?” she said.  

    “Who?” I said.  

    She held up my phone. There was a text message on the screen. ‘Hey! It’s Veronica—from Portland! I miss your big cock inside of me—and I loved it when you stuck your tongue deep into my asshole. When will you be back in Portland?’ It wouldn’t have been so damning had she not included a picture of us together—one that I didn’t remember taking. Apparently we’d fucked in front of the mirror, because in the picture, I was mounting her from behind while she held up her phone and snapped a photo in the mirror.  

    “I—I can explain,” I said. But I couldn’t. I was caught. The universe wasn’t going to let me get away with a third cheat.  

    




 

    [bookmark: CROSSPLAY2]CHAPTER II 

    I slept on the couch that night. There was no screaming, like the first two times. Seconds after she showed me the message, she dropped my phone on the ground and then she turned around with tears in her eyes. She went straight to the bedroom and locked herself inside. She cried for hours. The sound of her weeping was torture.  

    The next morning, she was gone before I woke up. I tried to see where she was, using Find My Friends, but she’d apparently removed me from her Find My Friends app, so no information came up. I went to work with dread churning in my gut. I tried sending her text messages, apologizing for my behaviour. I got no replies. I tried calling, but she wouldn’t pick up. After my third attempt at calling, my calls started going straight to voicemail.  

    I had no excuse. All I could do was promise that it wouldn’t happen again. But even I was starting to think that wasn’t true. I had no control over myself—especially when I was out of town and surrounded by beautiful women who wanted to fuck me. How can any man resist free sex with gorgeous women? It wasn’t fair… 

    But I knew I had to try. I knew that if I ended up getting another chance (which was seeming unlikely) that I would have to be perfect: no more messing around, even if Kate Upton showed up at my hotel. I just had to accept that Catherine was the only girl for me.  

    Though maybe I would make an exception if Kate Upton showed up at my hotel room. What sane man would turn her down? And how could I say no to sleeping with a celebrity—someone who is famous for being amazingly beautiful?  

    I shook my head. I was already trying to justify future cheating. I had a problem. Maybe I was one of those sex addicts that Dr. Phil is always talking about. Maybe I had a disease that I couldn’t help. Yeah—that must be it… 

    It was three days later when Catherine finally came home. I was sitting at the kitchen table when she walked in the door. I sprung to my feet and I rushed over to her. “You’re back!” I said. “I missed you. I want to talk to you. I think I’ve got a problem. I’m going to get help. I’ve been looking into counsellors. I think they can fix me. You see, it’s not my fault. I read online that it can be hereditary. My dad cheated on my mom, you know. And my grandpa cheated on my grandma. But I think I can break the chain. I’ve been doing some research. What’s wrong? Why are you staring at the floor? It didn’t mean anything, Catherine. You’ve gotta believe me. I was just drunk.”  

    “So are you going to do this every time you get drunk and there are women around?” she asked. Her eyes were already starting to tear up. 

    “No—of course not. Like I said, I’m going to get help. In fact—I’ll stop drinking. I’ll never have another drink again. To be honest, I never really liked the stuff anyway. And think of all the money we’ll save on bar bills, right?”  

    She stared into my eyes for a moment, and then she shook her head. “You aren’t even sorry,” she said. “You’re just sad that you got caught.”  

    My heart plunged into my stomach. “That’s not true. I—I was going to tell you. I really was. This isn’t about being caught. I feel bad for you—not for me.”  

    “You don’t actually care,” she said. “You’ve never cared. And I don’t know why I keep sticking around.” 

    “I do care!” I said. “I really do. How can I prove it? I’ll do anything. I’ll give up anything. Want me to sell my guitars? Consider them gone. I’ll do that for you.” 

    “What difference would that make?” she said. 

    I shrugged my shoulders. My heart was pounding fast. I had a feeling that this conversation was my last chance, so I had to make it count. I knew that there was probably some correct combination of words that would exonerate me—I just had to figure out what that combination was.  

    “You aren’t going to leave me, are you?” I asked. “I mean—you know that it was meaningless, right? You know that I love you and will always love you—right?” 

    “I guess I don’t know that,” she said. “I guess I need some sort of proof that sex for you really is meaningless.” She looked back down at the floor.  

    “Sure. How can I prove it though? I mean—that message on my phone. I didn’t even know that girl’s name was Veronica until you told me. How can it be more than just sex if I don’t even know the girl’s name?” I bit down on my tongue. I had no idea if I was making my case better or worse.  

    “This weekend, there’s a big anime thing at the hotel,” she said. Catherine worked at a large hotel downtown. It had a large conference center. I went to drop off lunch for my wife one afternoon, and I got to see the Furry convention taking place. The next week they had the Bronies in.  

    I shook my head. “Okay. So what?” I said. I couldn’t figure out what an anime thing had to do with the fate of our marriage. I knew nothing about anime, and I was pretty sure that my wife knew nothing about it either.  

    “Well last year, there was a pretty girl who checked in—but there was something weird about her. She was quiet and she kept her head tilted down. It wasn’t until the last day of the convention when I realized that she was actually a boy—wearing a girl’s skirt and blouse. Then I found out that’s a thing: it’s called Crossplay. Boys dress up like girl characters from video games and cartoons and whatever.”  

    I stared into my wife’s eyes, still trying to understand this mysterious and seemingly irrelevant topic. “So some gay guy showed up for the conference. So what?” I said.  

    “I don’t think he was gay, darling,” my wife said. 

    I shook my head, starting to feel frustrated with this strange and out of place conversation. “So what does this have to do with me?” I said. 

    “I think you need to know what it’s like, to be like these girls you love sleeping with. I think you should go to the conference as a crossplayer—I think that’s what they call themselves. I did some Internet research yesterday about it.”  

    I felt the colour draining from my face. “You want me to do what?” I said. A lump was now forming in my throat.  

    “Well, I went online and found this outfit. It’s for a character from an anime show. It’s a super cute outfit—and it comes with the long purple and blue hair that the character apparently has in the show. I read that she’s notoriously slutty, so maybe it would help to get you into a few doors, if you know what I mean.” Her face was red and I could tell that she was biting down on her tongue, as if she was embarrassed by the suggestion. But she couldn’t have possibly been as embarrassed as me. 

    “Hell no,” I said. “I’m not putting on a slutty outfit and going to an anime convention. And what do you want me to do there? Seduce men? You want me to have sex with a man? Are you crazy, Catherine? Have you lost your mind?”  

    “I think it would help you understand why your fooling around is such a big deal,” she said timidly. 

    “How exactly? I need you to explain how. Actually—don’t bother. I’m not doing it. Think of something else. I’ll do something else—anything else. But I’m not having sex with men, and I’m not humiliating myself in a slutty costume.”  

    I saw those tears forming in her eyes again. But somehow, she managed not to cry. “Honestly, I just don’t know,” she said. “That was my idea.” She turned around and walked back towards the front door. 

    “Wait—where are you going?” I asked. 

    “I’m going back to my sister’s house.” 

    “Why not stay here tonight?” 

    “I don’t think that’s a good idea.”  

    She turned around to leave. 

    “I love you,” I said. But she didn’t say it back. I felt sick. I’d never been so close to losing her—not even when I found the divorce pamphlets on the kitchen table. Now it felt real. I really felt like I was going to be single and alone once this storm had passed. I didn’t want to lose her. All of my fondest memories involved her. I could still remember when we went camping together for the first time, just a few weeks after we met. That was the first time we slept together. We had so much fun that weekend: laughing constantly, cuddling in our tent, and sitting by that magical lake. We had so many memories just like it—memories I would never forget. Memories that I would always cherish—memories that weren’t worth losing over a stupid romp in a hotel room.  

    I didn’t sleep that night. I felt sick and pathetic and alone. I would lay in bed for ten minutes and then I would pace around the house for an hour. I couldn’t stop thinking about Catherine. I could still hear her weeping in my mind. My heart was broken.  

    It was 8:00 AM the next day when I decided to sent Catherine a message. “I’ll do the anime thing,” I wrote. My body suddenly became cold after I sent the message. Was I really going to do it? Was I really that desperate to win Catherine back?  

    I still didn’t understand what it had to do with my cheating problem. I didn’t know how it was going to fix anything. But if dressing up like a slutty Japanese cartoon character was what my wife wanted from me, then that’s what I was going to do.  

    




 

    [bookmark: CROSSPLAY3]CHAPTER III 

    The outfit came in the mail the very next day. It came in a surprisingly small box. I opened it carefully with a box cutter. Then I saw the blue cotton skirt. I lifted it up as my hands became cold. It was short—very short. No wonder if came in such a small box… 

    Under the skirt was a white blouse, with blue and white bands around the short sleeves. The blouse had a big blue bow around the collar, just like you would see on a young Japanese schoolgirl. Next, I pulled out the wig.  

    I put the outfit down on the ground and took a step back. It seemed so ridiculous. I would look like an idiot. The anime fans would probably chase me out of their convention, thinking that I was trying to offend them.  

    But I had to do it for my wife. I had to bite my tongue and suck up the humiliation. If this is what she wanted, this is what I was going to do. I could doll myself up and shave my legs and pretend to be this slutty character for a weekend. 

    But what about the other part? Did she really want me to sleep with a man? Was that going to somehow make her feel better? Would I have to prove that I did it, or would she just take my word for it? Maybe I could say that I let some anime guy fuck me in the bathroom, and that would be enough for her—as long as I never cheated again.  

    I went to the bathroom and took my clothes off. It was time to start my transformation, even though the convention was still two days away. I had a lot of getting ready to do. I grabbed my wife’s pink razor and I rubbed some shaving cream up and down my legs. I hesitated for a moment. It was still warm out—still shorts weather—but once that hair was gone, it would be pants for the rest of the year. But I suppose that was a small price to pay to save my marriage. I ran the blade up my left leg. I watched as a clear strip of smooth skin emerged. I shuddered and went on.  

    No man wants to shave the hair off of his body. No man wants to watch his masculinity swirl down the drain. But it was all worth it if it meant I got to keep Catherine. So I went on with nausea swirling in my stomach. I shaved away every last hair from my legs, crotch, chest, and armpits. I’d never shaved around my cock before. I always knew that I had a big cock, but I never realized how big. How was I going to hide that thing under that tiny skirt?  

    I started my dress up at my wife’s closet, digging out a pair of white cotton panties—the only pair she owned that seemed strong enough to hold my shaft and ball sack from dangling out embarrassingly. Then I pulled that skirt up my legs. It was a tight fit—but it fit. It made my butt look big—though it hardly covered the whole thing. I tried to pull it down, but it kept riding up to that same place, dangling tediously at the cusp of my rump.  

    Next, I put on one of my wife’s bralettes. I stuffed the cups with wads of tissues, and then I wriggled into the white blouse that came with the outfit. It was tight around the chest. I walked over to the mirror and shook my head. I looked so silly. Even if I wanted to find a man to fuck me, there was no way any sensible man would want to have a go at me—not even a gay man.  

    But I at least needed the points for trying. So I kept going. I tied up that bow around my collarbone, and then I picked up that purple and blue wig. The bangs hung down just over my eyebrows, but not quite into my eyes. The hair was long, extending well past the fake bust of my bralette—but it helped to hide some of my more masculine features, like my shoulders and my jawline. I primped it up and then walked back over to the mirror.  

    I still looked silly—but maybe not quite as silly as before. When I squinted my eyes, I could see how someone might think I was a woman. I turned to my side to check out my profile. My profile was certainly more feminine than my frontal view. And my back was frighteningly feminine—especially with my apparently big and perky ass and smooth legs. My heart stuttered, and then I reminded myself that a woman’s back and a man’s back really aren’t that different, so I shouldn’t feel too bad about myself.  

    I did a few poses, primping up my hair to keep my hair looking real. Maybe the outfit wasn’t so bad. Maybe I wouldn’t be chased out of the convention. But the anime nerds certainly wouldn’t think that I was a woman. No one would believe that I was a dead ringer for the character. They would probably just think that I was a gay guy who wanted to wear a skirt for a weekend. Hopefully there would be nobody familiar in the place—though I’m sure I would run into some of my wife’s co-workers—some of whom I knew well. What would I say to them? Would they even recognize me? Would they believe me if I told them that I was just kidding around?  

    “You look good,” a voice said behind me, making me jump and nearly scream. I spun around, clutching at my heart, even though I knew the voice belonged to Catherine.  

    “What are you doing here?” I said.  

    “I came to grab a few things,” she said. “So the outfit came, huh? How does it fit? It looks good.”  

    “It, uh, fits fine,” I said, getting my first real taste for humiliation. I bit down on my tongue and forced a smile. No wife should see her man like this. No wife should ever know that her husband can fit into a little skirt and blouse and look half-convincing through squinted eyes.  

    “You even shaved your legs,” she said.  

    I looked down. “Yeah—I thought that it wouldn’t look right otherwise.”  

    “Have you been practising your voice?” she asked. 

    I didn’t even think about the voice. “Not yet,” I said. 

    “And heels—the character wears heels. Have you tried on a pair yet?” 

    “Not yet,” I said.  

    She walked up to me and then she walked around me, inspecting me closely. “I think you’re going to be popular,” she said. 

    I laughed. “C’mon, Catherine. I look ridiculous. They probably wouldn’t even let me into that drag bar down the road.”  

    “Well you haven’t done your makeup yet,” she said.  

    “Right—I’m sure that will make a big difference,” I said, rolling my eyes. 

    She stopped and looked at my face. “You know, this is going to be a waste of time if you treat it like a waste of time,” she said.  

    I took a deep breath and managed to muster up a smile. “I don’t think it’s a waste of time,” I said. “I’m going to do it. I’ll do whatever you want me to do.”  

    “I want you to walk over to the bed and bend over,” she said. 

    “Why?”  

    “Because I said so,” she said. She put her purse down on ground and then she put her hands on her hips, waiting for me to move. So I shook my head and walked over to the bed. I planted my hands down and stuck my butt up in the air. My wife had seen me naked thousands of times before, but somehow I felt even more vulnerable now. I closed my eyes and tried to will away the humiliation, but it refused to go. 

    Catherine went to the special drawer at the bottom of my dresser—where we kept all of her lingerie and sex toys. “What are you doing?” I asked. 

    “Just stay there. I’m seeing if you can even take it.” 

    “Take what?” I said. And then I watched as she pulled out the long blue dildo I bought her when we first moved in together. It was a floppy rubber unit, with a big, bulbous tip. The lady at the sex store told me that it was the latest craze in sex toys—that was almost ten years ago. Never did I think it would come near my asshole.  

    I stood up. “Babe—c’mon. Can we not? This is already embarrassing enough,” I said. 

    “How embarrassed do you think I was when I found out my husband cheated on me for the third time?” she said, holding the big fake cock out towards me as it she was a schoolteacher pointing a ruler stick.  

    I hesitated for a moment, and then I turned back around. “Okay. Do whatever you want. If this is how you want me to prove that I’m serious about being with you, then this is what we’ll do.” I bent over and stuck my butt up in the air. Then she came up behind me.  

    She gently pulled up my skirt and giggled. “Are you wearing my panties?” she asked. 

    “What else would I wear?” I said. 

    “It’s just cute—that’s all,” she said. “Pull your legs together.”  

    I stepped my legs in, so that my feet were touching together. Then I felt her fragile little fingers slipping underneath my panties. She started pulling them down. She only pulled them to my thighs, and then she left them there to hold my legs together.  

    She spread my cheeks, the same way I spread that brunette whore’s cheeks in Portland. She looked at my butthole and said, “I don’t think I’ve ever really looked at your asshole before. It’s kind of cute.”  

    I bit down hard on my tongue. The humiliation was intense. “Just get it over with,” I said.  

    “So you stuck your tongue into that girl’s butthole, huh?” she said. “Ever wonder what that feels like?”  

    “No,” I said. I could feel my face turning red. 

    “You might just like it,” she said. She spread my cheeks and bent over. Then I felt her warm, wet tongue pressing between my cheeks, tickling my rim. It was a weird feeling. I became suddenly self-conscious, praying that I’d done a good job cleaning down there. But Catherine didn’t seem to hesitate or gag or anything—so it must have been fine. 

    She pushed her tongue through my hole and I clenched hard, gasping. “Careful!” I said.  

    “Didn’t you stick your tongue into that Veronica girl’s asshole?” she asked. 

    “I don’t remember, Catherine. I told you that I was drunk and it was all a mistake. Can we not talk about it? Let’s just pretend like it never happened. I’m going your anime thing—isn’t that enough?”  

    “I just want to make sure that you get the full experience,” she said. Then she started licking again, eating me out. And the worst part was: it actually felt kind of nice after a while. She moved her tongue around in circles, stimulating a tickling euphoria. It was even kind of nice when she pushed her tongue into my hole, exploring the inside of my body slightly. I wondered how different this was to being eaten out as a girl, with a tongue in the pussy. Maybe it was exactly the same.  

    I looked to the side and saw my reflection. I’d forgotten that I was dressed up like that slutty Japanese cartoon character. I looked away quickly, feeling suddenly awkward. I couldn’t believe that I was dressed like this in front of my wife. I had so much respect for my wife, and any respect she had left for me after I cheated was now certainly gone.  

    She pulled her face away from between my cheeks. Then, she pushed that dildo in, penetrating me with just the tip. I gasped again. “Whoa! A little warning, maybe?”  

    She giggled. “You’re going to be much cuter when you figure out the voice,” she said.  

    My stomach turned. I couldn’t believe this wasn’t the end of this humiliating torture. It was hardly just the beginning. The conference was three days long! And she still wanted me to find a stranger to sleep with on top of it? Is it possible to die from humiliation? I wasn’t sure how much my heart could handle… 

    She pushed the dildo in further. I clenched hard and squirmed. “Do we really need to do this?” I asked. 

    “Do you really want to get back together?” she said, as if we had already separated. 

    I tried swallowing the lump in my throat. “Okay. Just do it,” I said. She pushed the dildo in further. It hurt a bit as my rim stretched wide. I bit down hard on my tongue, trying to count down the seconds until this was all over.  

    I felt that dildo sliding in deep. I remembered the time I begged her to let me stick that same dildo in her asshole. She let me do it—but she didn’t squirm or complain nearly as much as I was now. So maybe I really did need to just suck it up and tough it out.  

    It went deep—deeper than any object should be in a person’s body. Then she started pulling it back and forth. I could feel that big bulbous tip sliding around inside of my body. It didn’t feel natural—but it kind of felt nice. Maybe I could see the appeal.  

    I took a deep breath and started to relax. I sunk down into that mattress as the euphoria grew stronger. Suddenly, I could see why the gays loved being fucked in the ass. It really did feel nice! I took a deep breath and my body started trembling. 

    Then she suddenly pulled the dildo out of my body, leaving me feeling empty and unsatisfied. I looked back and nearly asked her why she was stopping, then I gathered the last shred of my pride and said, “Bored?” 

    “I was just getting you ready for the weekend,” she said, putting the dildo down on the bed. “I’ve got to meet up with an old friend for dinner in ten minutes. I’ll swing by around noon on Friday—before you head over to the hotel. Okay?”  

    She grabbed a pair of heels from the closet, and then she picked up her purse. I watched her, feeling embarrassed and confused. She still wasn’t staying the night, even though I was doing her silly anime thing?  

    “Remember to practise that voice,” she said. 

    “O—Okay,” I said. Then I watched her leave. I went to the window and watched as her car pulled out from the driveway and headed off down the road. I was alone again. 

    I looked down at that dildo and my heart skipped a beat. I picked it up and climbed up onto the bed, spreading my legs as I leaned back onto my shoulder blades. Getting the dildo into my butt on my own wasn’t easy. My asshole kept clenching, terrified that it would hurt, even though I knew that it felt good.  

    I closed my eyes and pushed suddenly, penetrating myself. I gasped and paused. Then, I started pumping, picking up where Catherine left off. I closed my eyes and focussed on this new pleasure that was still so exciting to me. I felt it getting stronger and stronger and stronger. I pumped faster and faster. Then I rolled my head to the side and looked at my reflection. From far away, I actually looked like a chick—and I was even kind of hot, at least when I was squinting and looking down from my face. I watched as I pumped faster and faster. I had my thigh up, blocking my view of my cock, so it almost seemed like I was watching a girl masturbating.  

    The pleasure became intense. I groaned and squirmed and closed my eyes again. Then I felt my cock throbbing. “Oh God!” I cried. I opened my eyes and saw that my dick was blasting thick cum all over the inside of my blue skirt. “Shit!” I said. I reached out to block the blasts, but it was too late. The skirt was going to need washed.  

    




 

    [bookmark: CROSSPLAY4]CHAPTER IV 

    Walking into that hotel lobby on that Friday afternoon was horrible. The drive there was bad enough. I received a few awkward glances from other drivers on the road. One pedestrian standing on a street corner stared at me for the entire duration of a red light. When I made the mistake of looking over at him, he smiled, as if he actually thought that I was a girl. I looked away quickly.  

    I nearly rear-ended another car while trying to park in the hotel’s underground parking lot. Some nerd dressed as some Japanese cartoon character pointed at me with a big smile on his face. I was worried he knew me, so I looked to see who he was. When I finally looked back ahead, the front of my car was inches from another car’s bumper. Luckily I managed to slam on the brake in time.  

    I stayed in my car for the next fifteen minutes, desperately trying to build up the courage to go through with this nonsense task. And I would be lying if I said that I didn’t consider leaving. I was sure that Catherine would take me back, even if I didn’t end up going into that convention. And if she didn’t—maybe that was for the best. Maybe staying together wasn’t worth this level of humiliation.  

    But I had to do it. I had to suffer to prove that I could change. I still didn’t know the point of all this, but it didn’t matter—as long as she was satisfied. 

    The moment I walked into that hotel lobby, I went straight to the big mirror to the left of the check-in desk. I had to make sure that my makeup was still on properly, disguising me as much as possible. It still looked fine, but even with that foundation and concealer and eyeliner and eye shadow and blush and brow filler and contouring and lip-gloss—I could still recognize myself. And if I could recognize myself, then what was stopping my wife’s co-workers from recognizing me? Or worse—what if someone from work was at that convention, dressed up like a Japanese robot or something? What if I went into work on Monday just to be the laughing stock of the office?  

    I bit down on my tongue and reminded myself what my wife said when she was doing my makeup for me. “Don’t worry. No one will recognize you unless you want them to recognize you.” She swung by for an hour, just to make me pretty. She told me to pay close attention while she dolled me up, so that I could doll myself up for the next two days. I tried to pay attention, but it was hard to focus knowing that I was going out into public dressed up like a girl—and it was especially hard to focus knowing that I still had to find someone to fuck me to make my wife happy.  

     “Hey!” a voice said behind me as I stared into the mirror. I could see a person rushing towards me, but I was too terrified to focus in on them. “It really is you!” They started laughing. Had I already been caught? Was my disguise so bad that I couldn’t survive five minutes in that hotel?  

    I closed my eyes and bit down on my tongue.  

    “Wait ‘till the guys see this!” he said. Then I opened my eyes in time to see a phone being held up and pointed at me. The flash went off as he snapped a photo. Then he snapped another and another—and I didn’t move. The light was blinding, stopping me from seeing the man’s face—stopping me from seeing who would be responsible for my humiliation come Monday… Though I suppose I was responsible for my own humiliation.  

    “C’mon! Do a pose! I’m putting this online, so make it count!” the man said. My eyes finally started to adjust, and I was quickly realizing that I had no idea who the man was. He was dressed in a black suit, with his black hair slicked back. On his back was a fake sword—he was part of the convention. So how did he know me? Was he one of Catherine’s co-workers? Maybe her manager?  

    “W—Who are you?” I asked in that stupid voice I’d spent the past two days practising. Catherine seemed to think that I sounded fine—but I didn’t feel so good about it. In my head, I sounded like a grown man trying to imitate a talking mouse.  

    “Don’t you recognize me? Let’s get a photo together.” Before I could give him a yes or no, he swung around and threw his arm over my shoulder. “You’re the perfect height, too!” He started snapping selfies, leaving me feeling confused. “It’s perfect. You’ve got that straight face, just like the character.”  

    And then it dawned on me that the man had no idea who I was. He just recognized the character I was dressed up as. Even I’d forgotten the name of the stupid anime character.  

    “Seriously—you’re costume is spot on. Are you entering the Cosplay contest?” he asked. 

    I shook my head. “No—I don’t think so,” I said. 

    “Well you should. You might just win. I know that you’re costume isn’t extravagant like the Mechs or the Pokémon guys—but it’s spot on—seriously. You really look just like her.”  

    “Thank you,” I said softly, still using that voice. The man was looking me up and down. His gaze spent a little bit too much time at my chest. His cheeks turned a shade of red and he gently bit his bottom lip. Did he really think he was looking at tits? Did he think that I was actually a girl?  

    Then he continued to stare at me. That’s when the chills started crawling down my spine. I’d only been in that hotel lobby for five minutes and I was already staring at a man who would probably be willing to satisfy my wife’s request. I could probably convince the man to follow me up to a room, and then I might even be able to get through fucking without him even realizing I wasn’t actually a woman. Though I had a frightening feeling that he would still be interested if I told him that I wasn’t actually a girl.  

    “I should be going,” I said.  

    He nodded his head. “Sure. If you want to take more pictures with me or anything, I can give you my number.” He reached into his pocket and then he held a card out towards me. I took it. His card said ‘Lawyer/Cosplayer’. It seemed like a strange combination, but I wasn’t about to question it. I just smiled and then I turned away, towards the lobby bathroom.  

    I nearly walked into the boys’ bathroom, and then I hesitated. Which bathroom was I supposed to go into? Did I want people knowing that I was a boy dressed up like a girl? My heart skipped a beat.  

    A tall, surprisingly intimidating man dressed in a black trench coat brushed by me and walked into the men’s bathroom. As he slipped through the door, he threw a glance back at me. I saw him lick his lips before he disappeared into the bathroom—and that’s when I knew I needed to go into the girl’s bathroom. I didn’t need that creep looming over me while I tried to empty my bladder. I didn’t want to be alone with him—and I definitely didn’t want to hear what he had to say in the privacy of that small hotel bathroom.  

    So I slipped into the girls’ bathroom and I went straight to a stall. I sat down on the amazing clean toilet and then I closed my eyes and took a breath, trying to collect my spinning thoughts. Maybe this was a terrible idea.  

    I looked down at my legs, which had never been so exposed before. I still couldn’t get over how feminine they looked—just from a shave. I never realized men could have such smooth legs. It helped that I had smaller feet, which fit perfectly into my wife’s shoes. Who knew that we had the same shoe size? And maybe it was the way that her shoes framed my feet that made my legs look so girly. 

    I finished peeing. I got up and was about to leave the stall, and then another girl came into the bathroom. I listened as her heels clicked over to the sink. My heart stuttered and I remained paused. Could I reveal myself? Would a girl be able to tell that I wasn’t the real deal? Would she be horrified to see me in the girls’ bathroom?  

    I waited—and then I waited some more. And then I realized that she was probably waiting for me to leave the stall so that she could use the bathroom. I bit down on my tongue and slipped out from the stall. I knew that I needed to wash my hands, but in that moment, getting the hell out of that room seemed more important. So I went straight for the door. Then she stopped me. “Hey, girl—wait. Do you have any face wipes? I fucked up my eyeliner and I can’t fix it.”  

    I stopped with my back to her. I didn’t want to turn around. I was so afraid that she would see that I was a man. But what other choice did I have? I turned around slowly with a dumb smile on my face. “I think I might,” I said. I slowly looked down into my purse. I knew that Catherine had put a few makeup supplies in there—and I was almost sure that a pack of wipes was included in the haul. I was just waiting for the moment when the girl realized I wasn’t like her. I was waiting for her to clue in and become outraged. But she wasn’t reacting. Why wasn’t she reacting?  

    I pulled out a little pack of wipes and handed it to the girl. Then I turned to go. 

    “Wait—I don’t need the whole pack. Just wait a minute. Or are you in a rush?” 

    I bit down hard on my tongue and forced another smile. How could she not tell that I wasn’t a real girl? Was my disguise really that good? I looked over at the mirror. Maybe it wasn’t as bad as I thought. Maybe I was blending in better than I thought that I would. Maybe this weekend wouldn’t be so horribly humiliating after all… 

    “I’m like a girl’s record collection,” I said with a smile and a nod. 

    She stared at me blankly for a moment. “I don’t get it.” 

    “No Rush,” I said.  

    Then she chuckled. “Oh, that’s funny. I actually like Rush though,” she said. “But everyone thinks I’m a tomboy. Maybe they’re right.” She went to the mirror and started to fix her makeup using one of the wipes I gave to her.  

    I felt cold and practically naked. I reached down to give my skirt a tug, and then I looked around awkwardly, making sure there were no cameras to incriminate me. Is it illegal for a man to dress up as a woman and use the women’s bathroom? Could this girl press charges?  

    “The convention is really great this year,” she said, still looking at herself in the mirror. “It’s really grown—the advertisers deserve an award.” 

    “Yeah,” I said, playing along, even though I had no idea how big the convention had been on previous years.  

    She bent over. Her outfit wasn’t much different than mine. It was a Japanese schoolgirl theme, with the blue skirt and the white blouse. But she had her hair dyed black and tied into a pair of pigtails. Her eye makeup was dark and her lipstick was black. I wondered if she was some sort of goth character from the same cartoon as me. I was tempted to ask, but I didn’t want to sound dumb.  

    She was cute though—way too pretty to be a regular at an anime convention. I’d always thought these conventions were for losers and outcasts. But this girl could have easily been one of the popular girls at her college. When she bent over to look closer at the mirror, her skirt rode up, teasing a glimpse of her round tush. She had a nice ass: perky and fit—not too big, but not too small. She was wearing black lace panties that matched her dark hair and the lace choker around her throat.  

    “Can you do me a favour?” she said.  

    “Sure,” I said quietly, worried my voice would give me away.  

    “I’m terrified that I missed a sticker when I got this shirt. I can feel something on my back. Please don’t tell me it’s a price tag.”  

    I walked up behind her, within smelling range of her floral perfume. I had to bite down on my lip to stop myself from blushing. She remained bent over as I walked up behind her, as if she wanted me to mount her and fuck her in that bathroom. She curved her back and looked over her shoulder at me. “Well?” she said. “Do you see anything?”  

    I looked down her body. Her shirt was tight and thin enough that I could see the tone of her skin through it. I looked close, getting another smell of her perfume. Then I noticed the tiny circular sticker on her back, with an XS on it. The XS must have been the size. “Just a tiny sticker. I doubt anyone noticed,” I said, peeling the sticker off.  

    She stood up and then turned to face me. Now I felt awfully close to her—close enough that my identity was surely compromised. But she didn’t seem to notice—or maybe she didn’t care. “Oh my God, that’s so embarrassing,” she said. “They would kill me out there if they knew I just bought this top online, and that I didn’t make it myself.”  

    “I won’t tell,” I said, smiling.  

    “Oh my God,” she said suddenly. My heart plummeted into my stomach. 

    “W—What?” I said. 

    “You—You’re, like… so pretty,” she said.  

    I felt my heart rising back up as warmth entered into my cheeks. I was suddenly flustered, though I wasn’t sure why—it wasn’t a real compliment. If anything, it was an insult. I didn’t want to think that I was a pretty girl. I was a man—and I wanted girls to think that I was a manly man. Though I suppose I did have some feminine features—and even I had to admit that my face looked awfully feminine with that makeup on it.  

    “Thank you,” I said. 

    “I mean it,” she said. “I should get you to do my makeup tomorrow. If I gave you money, would you do it? You’re so good at it.” 

    I smiled and then I bit my lip. “I had a friend do it for me.”  

    “Well maybe I can pay her. She’s amazing. It helps that you’re so hot.” Her face suddenly turned red. “Sorry—am I going full-lesbian on you? I’m not trying to be weird. I can’t help it sometimes. It’s turning into a problem.”  

    “It’s okay,” I said.  

    Now she was looking into my eyes. There was a silence. She was no longer fixing her makeup. Was she done? Was I supposed to grab my wipes and move along? Was she waiting for me to go? “Oh my God, are you a lesbo too?” she asked. 

    “Me?” I said, my heart trembling awkwardly.  

    She lowered her voice. “Maybe a little bi-curious? I won’t tell. I’ve seen that look before.” 

    “Look? What look?” 

    “Have you ever felt another girl’s breasts before?” she asked. 

    “Have I?” I said. My head was suddenly spinning. Was she coming onto me? Or was she just acting in character?  

    “Just feel my breasts and tell me what you think.”  

    I looked down at her top, which was fully buttoned—and tight. Her bust was stretching the shirt out, putting strain on the buttons. I could see the black of her lace bra though that thin white shirt. My heart stuttered again, and then I couldn’t help myself. How could I pass up the opportunity to feel a girl’s tits? I reached up slowly. My hands were trembling. I cupped her breasts and then I gently squeezed. 

    “I knew you were a lesbo,” she said with a chuckle.  

    I faked a chuckle in response. “I shouldn’t be doing this,” I said, remembering Catherine sent me to that convention to learn a lesson and sleep with a man—and now I was fooling around with a girl in the bathroom, as if nothing had changed. And I couldn’t help but wonder: had anything changed? Was I capable of controlling myself? Would I end up cheating on Catherine again, even if I learned whatever lesson she wanted me to learn at this convention? How was I supposed to control myself around girls like the one in front of me now? How could I turn down an offer to fondle a perfect pair of titties?  

    “Well?” she said. 

    “Well what?” 

    “What do you think?” 

    “They’re nice.” I let go suddenly, realizing I was probably over-extending my invite. 

    “They’re fake. I used to be an A-cup. They feel real, right?”  

    I nodded my head. I could feel that my face was dark red, and I had a feeling my makeup wasn’t doing much to hide it.  

    “I should be going,” I said. I turned to leave. 

    “Wait,” she said. I stopped and hesitated before turning around. 

    She held up my makeup wipes. “Your wipes,” she said.  

    “Right,” I said. I walked over and grabbed them. Then she reached out and put her hand on my side. “Do you want to try eating out a pussy?” 

    It took a moment before I realized what she’d said. And even once it processed, I still didn’t believe it. Was she fucking with me? Did Catherine send her into that bathroom to tease me and test me?  

    “Excuse me?” I said. 

    Then she walked past me, towards the door. She flicked the lock and turned to me. “If you’re bi-curious—it’s a good way to find out just how bi you are.” She smiled, bit her lip, and then she winked, making my stomach turn and my head spin.  

    “Y—You want me to eat you out?” I said. 

    She shrugged her shoulders. “Just like in the show,” she said. And I had no idea what she meant by it. Did our characters fuck in the show? Was this anime cartoon X-rated? Did Catherine pick out a character for me that she knew would get tons of sexual attention?  

    The girl reached under her skirt and tugged down her panties, letting them fall down to the floor. She stepped out of them and then she lifted up her skirt, showing me her small strip of pubic hair above the slit that was hidden between her thick thighs. “Can’t hurt to try, right?” she said.  

    I was starting to feel faint. Her body was perfect. Her pussy was inviting and sexy. I had half of an erection already from fondling her chest. How could any man control himself? It wasn’t fair. What could Catherine expect from me? Maybe I did have a problem. Maybe I was a sex addict. I stepped carefully towards the girl and then I found myself on my knees in front of her. I looked up. Her face was dark red and she was biting her bottom lip with a combination of embarrassment and excitement. She walked her legs out a bit, spreading her thighs and exposing that tight slit. Another bout of light-headedness washed over me.  

    Her pussy glistened with a dampness that drew me in. I leaned in close, taking a deep breath. “Don’t be shy,” she said. “You’ll like it.” She had no idea that I’d eaten out many pussies in my life. Though I couldn’t remember a pussy as tight and smooth as hers. I carefully drew the tip of my tongue in a long line from the base of her slit to her clit. She let out a small whimper as I licked that little bean.  

    “Not so bad, right?” she said.  

    I didn’t reply. I just went for another lick, from the bottom to the top of her slit. She let out another whimper—this time a little bit louder.  

    “Wow—you really do look just like her,” the girl said.  

    I still couldn’t even remember the name of the character I was supposed to be. I kept licking. Her pussy was becoming wetter, and not just because of my saliva. After just a minute, her legs were trembling. She reached down and started rubbing her clit. “You know, I don’t think your bi. I think you might be a full-blown lesbo like me.” She laughed nervously, and then she whimpered again. Now a trail of warm fluid was trickling down her inner thigh. It was a sweet fluid, like sugary water. I could feel some of it running down my chin.  

    She started to grind her snatch into my face. It was hot—though that guilt was still swirling in my gut. I was technically cheating on Catherine again—even though I was technically doing exactly what she asked me to do: go to the convention and act like a complete slut for whoever wanted me. I still couldn’t even begin to wrap my brain around what the point of any of this was. Maybe there was no point. Maybe Catherine just had some sort of weird fetish that she was using me to fulfil.  

    “Oh God,” the girl groaned. Her knees trembled and nearly buckled, and then she leaned back until her back hit the door with a thud. More fluid came out from her tight slit. She was coming. Now I was the one who would need a makeup touch-up.  

    She reached over for a paper towel from the dispenser, then she reached it down quickly, blocking me out. I leaned back, trying to figure out why she wanted me to stop. Then I saw that paper towel suddenly becoming dark. Was she peeing? Or was she squirting into the paper towel. “Move out of the way,” she said. 

    So I moved—and just in time. Her pussy suddenly sprayed a gush of liquid directly where I was kneeling.  

    “I’m so sorry. This is so embarrassing.” It took another fifteen seconds before her pussy finished ejaculating that clear fluid. She wiped up her legs with another paper towel and then she looked down at the floor. “Should I clean that up? Or do you think anyone will notice?” 

    “I think it’s fine,” I said.  

    “I’m really so sorry about that. That was so embarrassing,” she said. 

    “Don’t be embarrassed. I thought it was hot,” I said.  

    She smiled. “Want me to eat you out quickly?” she asked. 

    And I nearly said yes, and then I remembered that I wasn’t a woman. I took a deep breath and smiled awkwardly. “No—that’s okay,” I said. “I should be getting back in there. And I still have to fix up my makeup.”  

    “Okay. Sorry about the mess. I didn’t get you too wet, did I?” she asked. 

    I shook my head. Then she exchanged a smile before she left.  

    




 

    [bookmark: CROSSPLAY5]CHAPTER V 

    The actual convention wasn’t much: a large room with booths set up all over the place. Most of the people in the room were dressed up, so I fit in just fine. I even spotted a few men dressed like women—much more obvious than me—and I suspected there were a few more stealthy cross-dressers in the room.  

    But I still moved carefully through the space—still terrified someone would see through my disguise and call me out in front of everyone. Whenever someone looked my way, I would quickly look the other direction to hide my face. But the place was packed and it wasn’t easy to avoid eye contact in every direction.  

    I kept tugging down my skirt, making sure my ass wasn’t out for everyone to see. But it didn’t seem to matter whether my skirt was pulled down low or not—guys kept looking down at my rump regardless, as if they could see right through the skirt. It was a terrible feeling, knowing men were staring at my ass no matter where I went. It made it difficult to focus, but at the same time it was a little bit flattering. Can men not be proud of having nice asses too?  

    A few people stopped me for photos. One man, dressed as a ninja from some video game, put his hand on my lower back while his friend took the photo. “Hold on. I think we should get one more,” the friend said. The ninja slipped his hand a bit lower, getting awfully close to my ass. “One more,” the friend said. And that hand went lower again. Then I realized that the friend was probably in on the joke—trying to get his buddy to touch my ass. Instead of slapping him away, I let him touch my butt. I let him get his whole hand on my ass. He could brag about it all he wanted—and I would laugh knowing that he was oblivious to the fact he just fondled another man’s ass.  

    It was at the end of that first day, after taking dozens of pictures, when I realized fulfilling Catherine’s request was going to be easy—as long as I could gather the courage to go through with it. I could already pinpoint a dozen different men who wanted to fuck me—and I’m sure at least a quarter of them would still be down to fuck knowing that I was a man.  

    When I walked through the door of our home that evening, Catherine sent me a text message. “How did it go? Are you still in costume?”  

    “It went fine,” I said. I was tempted to tell her about the girl in the bathroom. Would she appreciate the honesty, or would it just be the final nail in our marriage’s coffin? “I am still in costume.” 

    “Send me a picture,” she wrote. 

    So I went to the mirror and snapped a photo. I stared at the photo for a moment, trying hard to recognize myself. I couldn’t believe how thin I looked. I couldn’t believe how curvy my hips were, or how narrow my shoulders were. I really did have a girl’s body. It was no wonder no one picked me out of that crowd. I sent the photo to Catherine.  

    “Now go to the bedroom and go into my sock drawer. Pull out the toy at the very bottom of the drawer,” she said. At the bottom of her sock drawer I found a big blue dildo with a suction-cup base. I stared at it for a moment, shocked by how thick and long it was. Had she always owned it? Was it one that I bought for her? I couldn’t remember it. “Did you find it?” she messaged a minute later. 

    “I found it,” I wrote back.  

    “Stick it on the tile floor in the kitchen and then ride it. Record yourself until you come and then send me the video. I’ll be waiting.”  

    My heart stammered down into my sick stomach. I looked again the dildo, not sure it would fit inside of my body. But I was strangely excited to give it a try. If it did fit, I knew it would feel good. It was ribbed in a way that would massage my anal walls in the perfect way. But I was horribly embarrassed at the thought of sending a sensitive video to a woman who was on the fence about leaving me. And if she did find out about the girl in the bathroom later—would that video end up being sent to all of my friends and co-workers as some form of revenge? How had she not tried to get revenge yet? Or was this all part of some big master revenge plan? Was our relationship already over and now I was just falling for some horrible scheme that would leave me too humiliated to ever leave the house again?  

    I got the dildo fastened on the ground and I got my phone set up and recording across the room. I closed my eyes as I slipped down my panties and crouched down on the big dildo. My skirt was covering the action from the camera, but that was fine—she didn’t say anything about being naked. At least with the skirt there, I could tell anyone who might end up seeing the video that I was just screwing around as a joke—though I had a feeling no one would believe that. 

    I pressed the lubricated tip up to my asshole. It was big and blunt. I had a feeling it wasn’t going to fit inside, but I had to try anyway. I did my best to relax as I let gravity pull me down. I could feel that rubber shaft bending under my weight, refusing to go into my hole— 

    And then it suddenly penetrated, pointing upwards and deep into my body. I gasped and then I bit down hard on my tongue, remembering that I was being filmed. I tried to resist the urge to look over at the camera. I didn’t want Catherine to see my humiliated face. I sunk down lower, feeling the cock sinking deeper. “Oh God,” I moaned. And then suddenly, my butt cheeks were pressed against the cold tile floor. I had the whole cock in my ass: the whole eight-inch dildo was deep inside of my body. So maybe my body was capable of more than I thought. I started rising up slowly, feeling that ribbed shaft rubbing the inside of my asshole. I rose all the way up, until the tip was teasing my hole, then I sunk down again. My body shuddered with a warm tingling. It felt good—too good. This video was going to be embarrassing. I had a feeling that I was about to make a real fool of myself. 

    I started bouncing—slowly at first. The rubbing was intense and pleasant. I could feel my shaft hardening and throbbing, starting to push up my skirt. I reached down to hold it down, feeling even more embarrassed, but then I nearly fell over. I needed both of my hands planted for balance. So I let my cock hold out my skirt while I bounced.  

    I kept my eyes closed. My face was burning hot and the trembling between my legs was stronger than ever. I heard myself moaning but I couldn’t control it. I started trembling all over and squirming in place. The tip of my dick suddenly felt hot and tingly. I had a feeling I knew what was coming. But I didn’t want to wash my skirt again, so I quickly flipped it up, scrunching it down against my pelvis so that I could blast away freely. I groaned and then I looked down just in time to see the fireworks.  

    I blasted cum across our kitchen floor. I paused my bouncing, with that dildo pressed as deep into my ass as it would go. “Oh fuck,” I groaned. I made a big mess of our kitchen. A few shots even reached the cabinets. I squeezed the tip of my cock to get that final drop out, and then I covered up with the skirt. I ran over to the phone to stop the video. 

    And then I found myself hovering my thumb over the ‘send’ button. I hated the idea of sending that video to a woman who was still very angry with me. But I wanted to save our marriage, and I wanted her to know that I was willing to do anything. So I pressed send.  

    




 

    [bookmark: CROSSPLAY6]CHAPTER VI 

    My second day at the convention wasn’t quite so nerve-wracking—though I don’t think I got my makeup quite as spot-on by myself.  

    Catherine was working the front desk when I walked in. She smiled at me and took a look down my body. It was a look that I was starting to recognize: the same look I got from the men at the convention, and even some of the friskier women. Was my wife possibly a little bit bi-curious? Was dressing me up her way of satisfying a fetish I never knew she had?  

    I returned the smile, but I didn’t walk over to greet her. She was standing next to one of her co-workers—a good friend of hers who often came over to the house. I didn’t need to risk being recognized, so I just slipped into the convention. And it was only a couple of minutes before I was being asked to be in photos. I posed with a few cartoon characters and a few video game characters. Then, I decided to actually check out some of the booths that were set up. That was the whole point of the convention, was it not?  

    I was actually quite impressed by the artistic talent of some of the artists at the convention. There was one artist doing speed drawings by request. He waved me over and drew me for free—and his drawing was flattering. He made me look adorable. And he even drew hearts all around me. I couldn’t help but think that he was hitting on me—especially seeing as he was charging fifty bucks per drawing for other people.  

    I put the drawing in my little purse and I continued working my way around the venue. I was bending over to admire the artwork of one particularly talented artist when I received a firm slap on the ass. I jumped up and perked up, spinning around quickly. “Hey!” I gasped.  

    Standing behind me was a tall, muscular man, wearing nothing but a loincloth and an ammunition belt. He had a thick jawline and broad shoulders. “Hey, sexy,” he said.  

    I was suddenly conflicted—not sure if I was supposed to be flattered or offended. I didn’t like being slapped on the ass—but standing before the hulk of a man, I felt too intimidated to even talk back. I found myself thinking about all of the girls I’d slapped on the ass. But the girls I slapped were asking for it. They all wore tiny skirts and they’d all given me little glances before, letting me know they were interested. At least that’s what I assumed. I’d given out a few looks in that convention centre. I did my best to smile at everyone—and maybe that was a mistake.  

    “What’s the matter? Don’t like the attention? Well then you picked the wrong character to dress up as,” he said with his deep voice.  

    “You just surprised me—that’s all,” I said nervously. He seemed even bigger now that I was standing up straight.  

    “Well I didn’t mean to scare you,” he said. “I just wanted to come over and tell you that you’re very pretty. I’m jealous of your boyfriend.” He smiled, and I felt like I knew his game too well. Though that wasn’t something I was proud of. Of all the people in that convention centre—most of who were very kind and friendly—I could relate most to this womanizing freak? But at least when I flirted with girls, they were actually interested… most of the time.  

    “Well it was nice chatting with you,” I said. I tried to slip away. But then he snatched me by the wrist. I froze, too afraid to push him away.  

    “Wait, wait,” he said. “I didn’t get your name. I’m Doug.”  

    I nearly said Tony, giving away my real name. “Tessa,” I said.  

    “You know, I’ve got the newest season on DVD—up in my hotel suite. I imported it straight from Japan, if you want to come watch with me.” It was strange hearing such a nerdy pickup attempt from such a massive, muscular man. I just smiled and shook my head.  

    “I’m just going to stick around down here,” I said.  

    “C’mon. After an hour down here you’ve seen everything. Why not get into character a little bit?” Once again, I was being reminded that I was apparently dressed up as a massive slut.  

    “That’s okay,” I said, trying once again to step away. Then he stopped me again. 

    “You’ll love it. I promise,” he said. It wouldn’t have been so chilling had I not said the same thing to the girl in Portland before she agreed to come up to my room with me. Apparently this guy knew what I knew: that girls are easy as long as you’re confident and unwavering. He knew the secret too—and now I was starting to wish that I didn’t know the secret.  

    “I’m not actually a girl,” I said, hoping it would scare him off. 

    And it certainly made him silent, at least for a long moment. He opened his lips to reply but no words came out. “Wait. Are you serious?” he asked. 

    “Yeah,” I said.  

    He was silent again, as if his brain needed extra time to process my words. “Do you think I’m transphobic or something?” he said. 

    “What? No—I didn’t say that.” 

    “Come up to my room and I’ll prove that I’m not,” he said, suddenly smirking again, as if I just told him that I had a broken finger. And now I felt defenceless, as if I had no way of stopping this man from making me his. But I didn’t want to be his. I didn’t want to sleep with him, even though I knew I needed to get that part of my punishment over with.  

    “I’m sorry. I—I’m just not interested,” I said. It hurt to say it, even though I knew I was saying it to a dummy who probably deserved some rejection. Why was it so hard to turn him down? Why did I suddenly feel so strangely guilty? Was this one of the feelings Catherine wanted me to feel when she made me do this?  

    I walked away from the man, and this time he didn’t follow. I went around the corner and then I found myself with my hand on my chest, trying to calm down my racing heart. Until that moment, Catherine’s task seemed like an impossible joke—something I could ‘try’ and then fail at, just so I could say that I gave it my best. But now it seemed very real. Now, I knew I could probably take my pick up to a room and satisfy that goal… But is that really what I wanted? Could I really go through with it? Would it be any different than the suction-cup dildo on the tile floor? Would I regret it for the rest of my life?  

    




 

    [bookmark: CROSSPLAY7]CHAPTER VII 

    When I woke up on that Sunday—that final day of the convention—dread was already churning in my gut. If I was going to do what Catherine wanted me to do, today was the day. 

    And of course, my mind went through all of the same possibilities: maybe I could just lie and tell her that I did it. Or maybe this was all just a setup to humiliate me as some revenge plot. I slipped out of bed slowly, desperate for a cup of coffee, as I hadn’t gotten much sleep at all. Though I wasn’t able to drink more than a single sip, because my stomach was so sensitive that morning.  

    Maybe this was all a bad idea. I still wasn’t sure what I was supposed to be learning—although I now had a pretty good idea of how awful my womanizing was, after getting the first hand experience from the man in the loincloth. But surely Catherine didn’t set this all up to show my how womanizing isn’t good—did she?  

    I started getting ready. It was early, but I knew it would take a couple of hours at least to look pretty. And maybe that’s what Catherine was trying to show me: how it feels to spend two hours in front of the mirror just to treated like a tush with a body attached to it. I spent nearly an hour on my eye makeup, even though I knew everyone would be look straight down at my butt… Though I didn’t necessarily mind. It was nice to know that I had an asset that stole the show.  

    I pulled up to the convention just a few minutes after the doors opened. But I didn’t get out from my car right away. I found myself staring at the door, watching the anime and video game fans pouring in. If I decided to go through with this craziness, then that meant I was going to end up in a bedroom with one of these people. How would I choose? Or would I just meander around the convention until someone chose me—like the man with the loincloth?  

    I still hadn’t decided if I was going to do it or not. I still hadn’t decided whether or not I was capable of doing it… Though there couldn’t be much to it. All I had to do was lay flat on my stomach and hope that whichever guy I chose could figure out the rest. I could close my eyes and imagine Catherine behind me with a strap-on—a warm, throbbing strap-on. I just had to get through it—I didn’t have to enjoy it.  

    I walked to that entrance slowly. My legs were stiff and trembling. I took a series of deep breaths in an attempt to calm down my pounding heart. But even though my legs were shaking, I felt more comfortable than ever in those tall heels; I was getting used to them, and I was even starting to like the way my legs looked in them.  

    I hadn’t even reached the door yet and I was already getting glowing glances from the men in attendance—probably because I was wearing my skirt higher up on my hips than the previous two days. I was pretty sure my butt could be seen from behind, but it was nice to show off even more leg than usual.  

    I walked into the lobby and looked around. Catherine was working behind the desk. She waved at me with a cute smile. I waved back. We held eye contact for a moment, though we didn’t exchange any words. We didn’t have to exchange words for me to know what she was thinking. I turned away and started towards the conference floor.  

    Time seemed to be moving slowly—or maybe it was moving fast. It certainly wasn’t moving at a normal speed—at least not in my mind. I kept sinking into states of terrible anxiety, zoning out and suddenly finding myself in a different place, as if my nervous body was still functioning without the use of my consciousness. At one point, I zoned in while in front of a camera. Men stood on either side of me, holding their arms around my body. We all smiled for the cameraman, and then the men turned to me and complimented my costume.  

    I found it strange when people complimented my costume, as if much work had gone into it. It was just a skirt and a blouse and a wig—all generic and ordered online. There were people at the convention with costumes they handmade themselves—hours and hours of work, yet I was the one getting the attention… Probably because of my slim but curvy body, and my perky ass. I suppose sex wins out at the end of the day.  

    I was only on the floor for an hour when my gaze connected with the familiar giant wearing nothing but a loincloth. As my eyes met his, he smiled. I looked away quickly, my heart pounding—not because he scared me but because I knew that he was available to satisfy my quest. It terrified me to know that all I had to do was walk up to him, say a few words, and the rest would work itself out.  

    He was coming towards me, still looking into my eyes. He had his chest puffed out and his chin up high. Female gazes were turned towards him, admiring his thick muscles. But he didn’t want them—he wanted me.  

    I tried to swallow the lump in my throat, but it wouldn’t go down. He stopped a few feet in front of me and looked down into my eyes. “You’re back,” he said with his deep voice.  

    My heart was trembling now. I’d forgotten how big he was. I forgot how small I felt in his presence. I forgot that he was probably able to hold me down with a single finger—and judging by his overwhelming confidence, he probably had an overwhelming cock. “Why wouldn’t I be?” 

    He chuckled. “You know, my offer is still on the table,” he said. He looked around and smiled at a group of passing girls. He seemed to love the attention. And I couldn’t blame him. As a man, I would have loved attention like that. I just couldn’t understand why he was going to me when he could have had any of the girls in that room—and there were some surprisingly hot girls there: girls in tight outfits, girls with huge fake tits, girls with skirts shorter than the ones they sell at lingerie stores… But he wanted me. “Well?” he said with a big grin in his voice. 

    “Okay,” I said. 

    His smile suddenly sunk and his eyes widened. It wasn’t long before his skin started turning a shade of white. “Okay? What do you mean, okay?” 

    “Okay—let’s go up to your room,” I said, trying to hide the trembling from my voice. 

    Now his face was turning red. He looked worried, as if he wasn’t actually expecting me to accept his offer. Maybe he didn’t want to actually be with me. Maybe he was just trying to prove to me that he wasn’t transphobic—not that I cared. He looked around nervously.  

    “Well?” I said. “Are we going or not?” 

    He cleared his throat. “You want to go now?” he said quietly, as if he didn’t want anyone to hear.  

    “Let’s get it over with,” I said. And I think I was speaking more to myself than to him.  

    He nodded his head slowly, standing still in his place. I watched as he bit his lip and nodded again. “Okay. Um—okay, sure. Let’s go up to my room. It’s room 306.” 

    “Lead the way,” I said. I wasn’t sure how I wasn’t collapsing. I wasn’t sure why I was even doing it. Is this really what Catherine wanted? Would this really make her happy? Would this really save our marriage? Once the man had his back to me, I wavered and nearly fell to the ground. I felt sick: nauseous and lightheaded. I’d gone thirty years without having gay sex, and I suppose that was something I was more or less proud of—though I didn’t know it until now. And I had a feeling that I would remember this particular sexual encounter for the rest of my life, whether it was bad or good. And I was praying that it would be bad, even though I really didn’t want the next hour to be horribly miserable. I hated the idea of looking back with horrible regret, but that thought wasn’t as bad as the thought of looking back with a smile on my face. I was straight and I loved my wife. The last thing I wanted was to be thinking of Doug, the gym rat with the massive muscles, every time I was getting intimate with my wife… 

    While following the large man to the elevator, I passed my wife. She looked at me, then she looked at Doug, and then back to me. Her eyes were wide and her lips were parted. I looked away quickly with embarrassment. I didn’t look back at her until I was in the elevator and the elevator doors were closing. She was still staring at me in a state of disbelief.  

    I was doing what she asked me to do.  

    




 

    [bookmark: CROSSPLAY8]CHAPTER VIII 

    We were completely silent when we entered his hotel suite. It was a bit of a mess: luggage open and clothes in piles on the floor, bed unmade, towels on the ground in front of the bathroom. He went straight to the window to close the curtains, as if he was afraid someone would look up into his room and see him with a biological male.  

    “It’s probably too early to drink, right?” he said, breaking the silence as he opened the door to his mini fridge. The morning hour didn’t stop him from pulling out a small bottle of whiskey. He opened it and drank it. “Do you want one?” 

    “I’m okay,” I said sheepishly. I just wanted to get this over with. I wanted this to be as quick as possible. I wanted to keep my eyes closed and pretend like I was just with Catherine and that strap-on.  

    He took a deep breath once he was finished his shooter. “So—you’re not really a dude, right? That was just a joke—right?”  

    I shook my head. “No—I am,” I said.  

    He nodded his head and forced an awkward smile. “Not that it matters,” he said. His deep voice cracked slightly. “I don’t care either way. But, uh, I’m not a bottom. It’s nothing against you or people like you—I just prefer to be on top.” 

    “That’s fine,” I said. 

    He nodded his head quickly. “Okay, great. And, uh, I’m not really too into cocks. I mean—I don’t mind that you have one—but I probably won’t touch it. And maybe I won’t look at it. It’s nothing personal—it’s just…” 

    “It’s fine,” I said. “Should we get started?”  

    “Just let me get washed up quickly,” he said. “I just need to, uh, wash up, really quickly.” He skirted past me, making a point of not touching me on his way by. He was flustered and red-faced. And I felt strangely flattered, knowing that he was willing to be with me even though he was straight. I must have been really pretty—prettier than I thought. I turned and looked in the mirror while he was in the bathroom. I primped up my hair and I turned to check my profile in the mirror. I still couldn’t get over my butt.  

    Then I remembered that this was for Catherine. If I was going to do this, I was going to get proof. There was no way I was going to leave that hotel suite without proof, just in case she didn’t believe I actually did went through with it. So I took out my phone, opened up the camera, pressed record, and I placed it down in the corner of the room, facing the bed. Then I went over to the bed and crawled up.  

    Doug was still in the bathroom. I had a feeling he had a long, thick cock. Would my asshole be able to handle it? I had no clue… But I could get myself ready, at least a little bit. I reached around and stuck a finger into my asshole. My instinct was to clench immediately—something I couldn’t do with Doug, or he would never get inside. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, forcing myself to relax. Then I pushed my finger in deeper. 

    A single finger seemed tight. But I knew his cock would be thicker than a finger. So I stuck a second finger in, stretching myself a little bit wider, getting my hole ready for the big show. It took me a moment to relax, and then I stuck a third finger in. A groan slipped out from my lips. In order to calm myself down again, I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. When I opened my eyes, I saw that he was staring at me. He’d slipped out from the bathroom quietly. I quickly pulled my fingers out from my asshole, feeling my face turning red suddenly. 

    His eyes were wide. “W—What are you doing?” he asked. 

    “I’m just getting myself ready,” I said. “I—I’m kind of a virgin.” 

    “Oh. I see,” he said. “I, uh, I have lube.”  

    “Good,” I said. 

    Then the silence returned. He kept his distance, as if he was just as terrified as me—maybe even more terrified.  

    “Should we start then?” I asked. 

    “Yeah,” he said. But he didn’t move. He was frozen in place. His head was probably spinning with fear.  

    I couldn’t wait forever. I wanted this to be a fast experience—I didn’t want to spend the whole day in that hotel suite. So I slipped off the bed and sunk down to my knees in front of him. I untied the string holding his loincloth up, letting it fall to the ground. He had black boxer briefs on underneath. Before slipping them down, I looked up at him. He was looking down at me with conflicted eyes. His lips were still parted as if he had something to say. Maybe he was trying to think of a way to back out of it—but I couldn’t let him do that. I’d already come this far, and I wasn’t about to go through this twice. So I pulled down his underwear. 

    I was right: his cock was big. Even flaccid, it was bordering on being seven inches long. It looked heavy, and it seemed to have muscles, as if it was a smaller arm with a clenched fist dangling between his legs. The moment suddenly became very real. I was actually in a room with a naked man, and I was about to suck his cock. This wasn’t just some silly joke anymore.  

    But I had to do it. I had to get it over with. I reached out carefully and slipped my fingers around his shaft. He flinched as I touched him. Then he took a sharp breath in. His cock was heavy and hot. I could feel it pulsing in my hand as I lifted it up.  

    “Oh God,” he muttered under his breath. I looked up and saw that his eyes were closed. Maybe he was trying to imagine a biological girl on her knees in front of him. It didn’t matter—as long as he was willing, and so far he was willing. I tightened my grip and gently started to pump his shaft. I could feel the throbbing speeding up and getting stronger. I could feel his shaft bloating and getting harder. He groaned again. His eyes were still closed. But I didn’t stop. I looked down at his shaft and watched as his foreskin pulled back and forth. It was getting harder to hold the shaft out towards me as it wanted to point upwards. I had to stand up higher on my knees to keep a good grip on it.  

    I couldn’t believe how big it was getting. It seemed impossible, standing up past his belly button. It must have been ten inches long! And I shouldn’t have been surprised, seeing as he was nearly seven feet tall—or maybe that was just my intimidated imagination exaggerating things.  

    “Suck it,” he said. I looked up at him and saw that his eyes were open now. He was looking down at me with a dark red face.  

    I looked down at his cock. Of course he wanted me to suck him—but could I do it? Touching and stroking was one thing—but putting him in my mouth was a whole different stratosphere. I took a deep breath and thought of my wife. This is what she wanted. This is the experience she wanted me to have. I still didn’t know why, but I had to do it for her. 

    So I closed my eyes and leaned forward with parted lips. I felt his warm tip pressing up against my lips, and then I felt him sliding along the flat of my tongue. He was inside of my mouth. I was sucking a cock.  

    I pressed my lips firmly around his girth and I started bobbing my head, keeping my eyes closed trying to imagine my wife wearing a strap-on—though it was impossible to imagine with the throbbing and the warmth and the foreskin pulling back and forth—and Doug’s groaning didn’t help either.  

    I felt his thick fingers nestling into the hair of my wig. He gently massaged my scalp for a moment and then he started to pull my head in towards his crotch. I gagged but he didn’t release me. He groaned louder—apparently liking my discomfort. I’d done the same thing to girls before. I always assumed they liked it—but there wasn’t much to like about not being able to breathe. I toughed it out anyway, not wanting to upset him or ruin his experience.  

    He started to thrust, face-fucking me. I gagged and choked as he became rock-hard inside of my mouth. Saliva streamed down my cheeks. Then, as I started to feel faint, he pulled out, pulling long strands of saliva out with him. I took a deep breath in, feeling relieved. 

    His cock was red and throbbing. His face was red too, with a vein throbbing on his forehead. “You suck so good,” he said.  

    “Thanks,” I managed to say between breaths.  

    “Get on the bed—on your knees. Show me that perfect ass.”  

    I stood up slowly, wobbling slightly in my heels. I crawled up onto the bed, on my hands and knees. Before I got far, he reached under my skirt and grabbed my panties, giving them a hard tug, pulling them down to my knees. I felt my package slip loose, and then I heard him gasp. “Holy shit,” he said. “You weren’t lying.”  

    I reached down and pulled my ball sack and cock forward, pressing my thighs tightly together. I didn’t know what to say. I suddenly felt embarrassed. “I—I’ll keep it hidden,” I said.  

    The silence in the room was horrible. I didn’t want to look back to see his reaction. I was worried he was going to get angry, thinking I’d somehow misled him. I knew that he was more than capable of beating me half to death—or maybe completely to death.  

    I felt the mattress sink down at my feet. He was climbing up on the bed. He lifted my skirt up, throwing it onto my back. I shut my eyes and took a deep breath—then I felt his slippery erection sliding up between my butt cheeks. Then I felt his big, muscular hands grabbing my ass cheeks and spreading them wide. He let a groan slip out from his lips.  

    “Please be gentle,” I said.  

    His only response was in the form of a scoff. My heart stuttered. I kept my eyes shut as he drew his tip down to my tight hole. I had a feeling that my three fingers weren’t nearly enough to warm myself up for this. “Oh God,” I muttered.  

    I felt him pushing. I clenched hard instinctively. I drew a breath in and then I thought about my wife. Why did she want this? It didn’t matter why she wanted it—it only mattered that she did want it. So I had to do it. I had to relax and I had to take that massive cock in my ass. I forced myself to relax and he sunk in deep. 

    I gasped and he groaned. I felt all of his veins and hard ridges rubbing inside of my body. I could feel my anus stretching wide—maybe permanently. I could feel him throbbing inside of me, pulsing with every beat of his heart. “Holy fucking shit,” he said. “It’s so tight.”  

    I bit down hard on my tongue. It hurt—but there was something much worse than pain now between my butt cheeks: pleasure.  

    His cock felt good inside of me. He was pushing up against my sweet spot, making my legs tremble. And that pleasure was only getting stronger as he sunk deeper. I groaned and clutched the bed sheets. I didn’t want it to feel good. I could handle pain—but pleasure was a whole different nightmare. I tried to will that nice feeling away, but it wouldn’t go. It just kept getting stronger. 

    And then he started pumping, and it became overwhelming. Warm blasts of euphoria surged through my body. I felt my eyes rolling into the back of my head. My cock was starting to throb and grow between my legs. I wanted to scream and moan so badly, but I knew how embarrassing it would be—especially on the recording that my wife was going to watch. But after a minute, I couldn’t help it. I had to scream and I had to moan. My cock was rock hard—as hard as his. The pleasure was intense and amazing. 

    “You’re so fucking tight,” he said, ramming his pelvis into my ass. My nerves tingled right down to my toes. I felt like I was coming, even though nothing was coming out of my cock. I could only imagine that this was what girls felt when they came. And was this the feeling Catherine wanted me to feel? If so: why?  

    His big hands were holding my hips firmly—and had they not been, I would have fallen over. I no longer had any feeling in my arms and legs. The only feeling in my body was that supreme ecstasy pulsing between my legs. “Fuck!” I screamed. 

    And then I felt a twitching between my legs. I looked down to see that I was soaking his bed sheets with cum. I groaned and then I fell down, into my own warm, wet load. But he kept fucking me, pinning me to the bed now, sliding his monster cock in and out of my body. I loved the feeling of my erection being mashed into my own cum. “Oh God,” I said. Even though cum was no longer expelling from my dick, I still felt like I was coming. The orgasm was ongoing, seemingly never-ending. I didn’t want it to end. I wanted him to fuck me for the rest of the day, keeping that amazing shaft deep in my tush. 

    But all good things must end. 

    He groaned loudly and sunk his blunt fingertips into my skin. Then I felt the eruption inside of me. He was unloading—filling me with his hot cum. It felt good—too good. I screamed and cursed and squirmed again. Then he pulled out, leaving me feeling empty and longing for more.  

    I couldn’t move. I was completely sapped of energy, even though he’d done all the work. I remained unmoved on that bed, marinating in my own cum. He stood up and stumbled back. “Holy shit,” he said. “That was something else. I—I should clean myself up. We should get back down to the convention.” He stumbled towards the bathroom. I could hear the embarrassment in his voice. I knew that embarrassment because I was feeling it too. We were both straight men who just had an amazing homosexual experience.  

    I peeled myself up slowly. I sat up and waited for the blood to return to my head. Then I noticed my phone in the corner. I sprung up and zipped over to it. I stopped the video and then I went to send it to Catherine, to bring an end to my task. It wasn’t easy pressing send. I still didn’t know her intentions. There was still the possibility that the video would be sent to my co-workers and my boss and my friends and my family members. But if I was going to save our marriage, I needed to send that video. So I bit down on my tongue and sent it off. Then I went over to the sink to clean myself up.  

    I didn’t end up going back down to the conference room. Instead, I slipped out the hotel’s back door and I went to my car. I drove straight home and then I immediately got undressed. I kept checking my phone every thirty seconds, waiting for Catherine’s reply. After an hour, I sent her a message. “Did you get the video?” She didn’t respond.  

    Now I was starting to worry. What if she gave me the task hoping that I wouldn’t do it? What if it was some sort of test, and I’d just failed? What if she was more disgusted with me now than ever before? After another hour, I sent another message. 

    But she wasn’t replying—even after a dozen messages. My heart was pounding. I felt so stupid and humiliated. Maybe I was too excited in the video. Maybe I should have tried harder to fight back my loud orgasm. Maybe I shouldn’t have taken that giant cock with a big smile on my face.  

    It was 6:30 PM when the front door of the house opened and she walked in. I sprung to my feet and ran over to her. “You’re home! Did you get my messages? Did you watch the video? I only did it for you. I did it to prove that I’ll do anything for you. You watched it, right? And now you can delete it, and we can never talk about it again. And we’ll never talk about the girls again either. It’s all behind us now.”  

    She smiled and shook her head. “I’m not deleting the video,” she said.  

    “Sure. Okay—fine. Whatever you want. But we’re going to stay together, right?” I grabbed her hands and held them tight, looking deep into her eyes. 

    “Why aren’t you in costume?” she asked. 

    “The convention is over. I went to all three days,” I said.  

    “I was kind of hoping that you would still be in costume,” she said. “I’ve been watching that video all day and now I’m in the mood.” 

    “In the mood?” I said. 

    Her cheeks turned red, and then it all suddenly made sense. There was no lesson for me to learn from being a slut at the anime convention. It wasn’t some sort of revenge. She was just trying to introduce me to her secret fetish—something she’d probably been too embarrassed to tell me about for our whole marriage. My infidelity was just an opportunity to get me to try something I would have never tried otherwise—something I would have laughed about had she just asked casually on a random afternoon.  

    “I’ll go get changed,” I said. “Give me thirty minutes—I’ll just do some basic eye makeup.”  

    “I’ll see you in the bedroom,” she said.  

    Just because she wasn’t trying to teach me a lesson didn’t mean that I didn’t learn a lesson. I learned a very valuable lesson—maybe the most important lesson of my life: that I loved my wife more than anything in the world, and I was willing to risk everything to keep her.  

    THE END  

    




 

    [bookmark: HAPPYWIFEHAPPYLIFE]HAPPY WIFE HAPPY LIFE 

    Devin’s wife Kate hasn’t been herself lately. She’s been quiet and uninterested in intimacy, and the problem only seems to be getting worse. It’s been driving Devin crazier by the day—until he can’t take any more. He demands to know what’s wrong.  

    Apparently Kate has recently started to come to terms with the fact that she will never get to experience a fantasy that she’s kept deeply secret for many years—a fantasy that involves Devin putting on her lingerie and some makeup for a night with a complete stranger while she watches from the corner. And now Devin has to decide what he is willing to do to make his wife happy. 

    




 

    [bookmark: HAPPYWIFEHAPPYLIFE1]CHAPTER I 

    We had been married for four years—together for six—when I started to notice there was something wrong with Kate, my wife.  

    I first noticed it after we would have sex, while we were getting cleaned up. She would have this glazed over look in her eyes, as if her thoughts were elsewhere. I just assumed that she had a lot on her mind. But that look didn’t go away—it was always there moments after I would pull out of her and my creampie would ooze out from her tight pussy. And it would stay on her face for a long time—sometimes for the rest of the day, as if our sex was ruining her day. But she seemed to enjoy the actual fucking— 

    At least it seemed that way until one day, when I was sticking my cock into her. I looked into her eyes before I was even inside of her, and I noticed that familiar glazed over look. “What’s wrong?” I said. 

    It took a moment for her to realize I’d asked a question. “With me?” she said. “Nothing. I’m fine.” He forced a smile. I assumed that she just had working on her mind or something—so I didn’t let it stop me. She didn’t end up coming, but I didn’t think too much into it. She didn’t come from time to time—it wasn’t that unusual.  

    But then she didn’t come the next time, or the time after that. I would be pumping her with my cock and she would have that glazed over look in her eyes. She wouldn’t moan and she wouldn’t do much moving. I was starting to think that she was only putting out for my sake. Had she lost interest in sex altogether? 

    I decided to conduct an experiment. I didn’t initiate sex for a whole week, to see if she would be the one to drag me into the bedroom. But for that whole week, there was no mention of sex. I wanted to extend the experiment for another week, but I was way too horny. I ended up throwing her onto the bed and pumping my cock inside of her for a glorious thirty seconds until I unloaded a whole week’s worth of semen into her body. But even then, she hardly flinched. She didn’t even giggle the way she used to when I pounced her like a wild animal. Was the lust gone?  

    It got worse. That faraway look started showing up when we weren’t fucking. When we would go to bed at night, I would look over and notice her staring up at the ceiling, with that same look, as if she wasn’t just losing her lust for me, but she was losing her lust for life. “Is everything okay with you?” I asked. “You’ve been weird lately.” 

    “I’m fine,” she said with that familiar faked smile. Then she rolled over and went to sleep. But that look was there again the next night. 

    Our sex life took a big hit, and she didn’t even seem to notice. We went from fucking daily to fucking weekly—sometimes even just once a month. And I was always the one to start it—but she never came. She’d apparently lost the ability to come… at least with me. And I couldn’t help but wonder if she was feeling regretful. Maybe I was lousy in bed and she was just too polite to tell me. Maybe she was wishing that she would have married a stallion: some guy who could fuck like a pornstar. 

    Or maybe she was just bored. Maybe we needed to spice things up a little bit. 

    I went online and made a big order. I bought lingerie, games, and sex toys. It all came a few days later. While she was at work, I set the bedroom up, sprinkling fake rose petals around, setting up a sex-themed board game on the bed, lining the new toys up on the dresser. I even set up our video camera on a tripod, thinking that a sex tape could reignite that spark.  

    And when she came home, she played along. She put on the lingerie and we played that game—doing our best to work out the positions on the cards in the game. She even let me fuck her with the long vibrator I bought. But she still didn’t come—though at one point I thought I saw that glimmer in her eyes that I’d been so desperate to see for so long.  

    I set everything up again a few nights later. Kate played along again, but that glimmer was definitely nowhere to be seen. After just a few nights, the games and the toys were already old and boring. Our sex life wasn’t saved, and our marriage was starting to seem rocky.  

    I was driving home from work one afternoon when I noticed a new sex store had opened up. I pulled into the parking lot and ventured inside. I always hated going into sex shops—always feeling like a pervert—probably because there were always trench coat prevents meandering around the places. I was desperate to find something to spice things up, even though I was starting to think that the problem with our marriage wasn’t sex at all. I was starting to think that I was the problem. Maybe I wasn’t romantic enough. Maybe I wasn’t attentive enough. Maybe I didn’t make enough money. Maybe Kate just wanted more out of life and she wasn’t getting it from me.  

    I walked through the store, seeing some familiar items on the shelves—items I’d purchased online and gotten a bit of use out—but nothing that was able to fix my new intimacy issues. Then I ventured towards the back of the store, where the more hardcore stuff was kept. There were leather masks and chains. To me, it was intimidating and even a little bit creepy—but maybe that’s what Kate needed: a bit of a thrill. I bought a couple pairs of handcuffs and a gag ball. Then, the storeowner convinced me to buy a whip.  

    I got the bedroom set up again, before Kate came home. This time I felt awkward—my heart pounding, worried that Kate would see the new items and think that I was some sort of pervert. I was already feeling like we hardly knew each other anymore.  

    I could feel that my face was red when she came up to the bedroom. “Take off your clothes and lay down,” I said. She stared at me with that blank stare from the doorway. 

    “What is all this stuff?” she said. 

    I shrugged my shoulders. “Something different. Now get undressed and lay down.”  

    She hesitated, but then she went along with it. I cuffed her wrists to the bedposts and then I stuffed that gag ball into her mouth. I took my clothes off and I climbed onto the bed with her. I looked up her gorgeous body and then I looked into her eyes. But that lifeless gaze was still there. The cuffs and the gag ball were doing nothing. 

    But that didn’t stop me from trying. I squirted some lubricant on my cock—I’d needed lube ever since she started getting that look in her eyes—and then I mashed my tip up and down the length of her pussy. But she didn’t flinch. It was just normal sex to her, except now she had the inconvenience of handcuffs to deal with. There was nothing exciting to her—and maybe this really was all just a waste of money.  

    But I was determined to get a reaction out of her, so I lowered my tip to her butthole. We’d never done anal before. I’d never asked and she’d never offered. But now I wasn’t asking—I was just going for it. I started to push my tip into her back door. I looked at her eyes and saw that they were wide. She took a deep breath in as my tip penetrated her tight anus. I felt like I was getting somewhere.  

    She groaned slightly as I pushed in. It probably hurt a little bit, but maybe that was part of the fun. She tried to move, but the handcuffs were tight. So I pushed in further, feeling her tight hole clenching along the length of my shaft. I let a groan out of my own. I didn’t think it would be this tight! I could feel her anal walls hugging my shaft—possibly trying to push me out. But I just kept sinking in deeper.  

    Her eyes were still wide, and wide eyes were better than dead eyes. I got my whole cock into her ass and then I started to pump. She groaned, muffled by that gag ball. I pumped faster and faster, looking down at her rectum, which hugged my shaft in both directions: in and out. I grabbed the bottle of lube and squirted some onto the action. It made a squishing sound as I pushed in.  

    It felt good. I closed my eyes and revelled in the tight euphoria. Then I opened my eyes and saw that she was staring up at the ceiling, back to looking uninterested. But how could that be? I was penetrating her anus for the first time! I pumped faster and came down harder, but I couldn’t get a reaction out of her.  

    And now I was about to come. I thought about coming inside of her, because that’s how I always came, but then I had another new idea. I pulled my cock out and stood up quickly. I started beating my shaft until cum started blasting in every direction. I did my best to point my tip down, so that my load would mostly end up on her. She closed her eyes and winced her face away as I coated her pretty body and her cute face.  

    Then I just felt guilty. She was messy and probably a bit sore—but no closer to being sexually satisfied. And maybe my initial fears were correct: maybe her lifeless look had nothing to do with sex. Maybe she was just over me.  

    




 

    [bookmark: HAPPYWIFEHAPPYLIFE2]CHAPTER II 

    It was a week later when my computer died because I forgot to plug it in. While it was charging, I went to grab Kate’s computer. I went to use her Internet, and then I saw that she had real estate listing opened. She was looking at properties on Vancouver Island, where she was from. Was she thinking of moving back without me? Was she creating an exit strategy?  

    I looked through the properties. There was no way she could afford them on her own. They were worth more than our current house, and we were only able to afford that with our combined salaries.  

    I shook my head. We’d already been through this—years ago. She wanted us to move to the island and I wanted to stay in Manitoba, where the work was. I tried explaining to her that we would both take salary hits if we moved to the island, and we would be leaving behind the friends I grew up with—and she agreed. So is that what this was about? Was she upset about where we lived? Did we need to have that same conversation again? Did I have to re-explain to her why we were better off in Manitoba?  

    I closed the tabs and went on with my Internet browsing. As I went to type a website into the browser, a suggestion for a different website came up: one that my wife had apparently visited recently. I clicked it.  

    It was an ad for a dog. ‘Bowser needs a loving home!’ the ad read. I sighed. We already had a dog, and we’d already been over this: we weren’t getting a second dog. Kate thought that our dog was lonely, and that walks would be more fun with another dog—but she wasn’t thinking about the cost of another dog. She wasn’t thinking about how much more poop we would have to pick up in the yard. She wasn’t thinking about the pain of trying to house train an animal.  

    And then I looked through Kate’s Internet history. She had been looking at new clothes. She had shopping carts full of outfits picked out, a few clicks away from being purchased. I groaned again. How many times did I have to explain to her that she didn’t need new clothes? Her wardrobe was perfectly fine. Everything was in good condition and it was all still in style. The way I grew up was, you don’t buy something new unless you can’t salvage the old. I’d tried explaining the dangers of rampant consumerism to Kate, but apparently she hadn’t been listening. At least she hadn’t been buying stuff behind my back—at least as far as I knew.  

    What really killed me inside was when I saw that Kate was on a porn website. She’d been watching a video of a young woman being fucked in the ass. I clicked on the video and watched, hoping I could maybe see what she was into—if there was something I was missing. But the sex seemed fairly straight forward: the girl was on her stomach and the guy was mounting her and pumping his big cock in and out of her tight back door.  

    But why was she watching it? Was she masturbating when I wasn’t around? Did she prefer to masturbate? Did her fingers feel better than my dick?  

    I was just about to close the video when the man dismounted the girl. Her asshole was left agape. Then he reached his hands underneath her and he flipped her over on to her back. He grabbed her legs and lifted them up and shimmied back in, to stick his cock back in her ass. And it took my brain a moment to realize my eyes weren’t playing a trick on me: the girl wasn’t a girl at all! She had a cock and a ball sack. Her cock was small, but erect, and her ball sack was swollen and tight. But aside from the package, she looked like a real girl—though her tits were maybe a bit stiff, and her jawline was maybe a bit rugged.  

    I quickly closed the video. My heart was suddenly pounding. Why was Kate watching that? What did she possibly see in that video that turned her on? There wasn’t even a girl in the video—no one for her to relate to. Did she maybe click on the video without realizing the girl wasn’t actually a girl? Was she just attracted to the man in the video? He wasn’t especially handsome, though he did have a big dick. Maybe she just wished that my dick was bigger… 

    I made sure to clear my own history from her computer before putting it back exactly where I found it. I even reopened her real estate listings, so she wouldn’t know that I’d been peeping—not that I originally intended to peep.  

    And now I wasn’t sure what to do. I had a wife who was apparently going through some sort of mid-life crisis, possibly about to derail everything we’d worked towards together. We had a good life in Manitoba: a nice house, an affordable lifestyle—everything we needed without being superfluous. You can’t have everything in life, but you can have what you need if you work hard. She was just going to need to put her exaggerated dreams aside for the sake of our family.  

    When she came home that night, I watched her closely. I watched as she went through her normal motions: getting undressed, taking a shower, and then putting dinner in the over: pasta Wednesday. Then I watched as she sat down in front of the TV and put on the news. She stared blankly at the screen, not really paying attention to what the news anchor was saying. She had that dull look in her eyes, as if her mind was elsewhere—possibly on the beach on Vancouver Island. It was probably just a matter of time before she got over it. She’d gotten over it once before and she could get over it again. And as soon as our current dog pooped in the house or threw up in the middle of the night, she would realize that the idea of getting a second dog was silly nonsense.  

    “Want to talk about anything?” I asked her.  

    She shook her head. “Like what?” 

    I shrugged my shoulders. “Anything. You seem down. I just want to make sure you’re okay.”  

    She shook her head and forced a smile. “I’m not down,” she said. And then she turned her blank gaze back towards the television screen.  

    “Nothing you want to tell me at all? Nothing you want to talk about?” I said, keeping my distance. 

    She shook her head. “Nope.”  

    But it wasn’t enough for me. As long as she seemed down, I felt down. Her sad energy seemed to be rubbing off on me, no matter how hard I tried to shake it. I tried to convince myself that she would cheer up in a matter of time, and that she would forget all about this Vancouver Island nonsense—maybe in a matter of days. And then our sex life would be back to normal. It was out of my control as long as she wasn’t willing to talk about it… But still, I couldn’t help but feel bogged down by the weight of her depression. It was like a virus, seeping into my body.  

    I tried to initiate sex that night, but she said she had a headache. She rolled over and went to sleep, leaving me feeling vulnerable and worried about our future. So I reminded myself again that she was just going through a phase, and it would end soon.  

      

    




 

    [bookmark: HAPPYWIFEHAPPYLIFE3]CHAPTER III 

    Two weeks later, nothing had changed. Her glazed look was still in her eyes, seemingly permanently. Her mind was elsewhere, and I could do nothing to fix it. The sex had dried up. I didn’t want to have lifeless sex so I didn’t bother to initiate lifeless sex. Meanwhile, she didn’t even seem to notice. We went about our usual schedules, meeting up in the mornings and at night, hardly talking because no topic would keep her interest for very long. I could always tell that she was still thinking about whatever it was she was thinking about when I chatted with her.  

    So at the end of those two miserable weeks, I asked again: “What’s wrong with you? Please tell me. I can’t take any more of this.”  

    She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know why you think something’s wrong. I’m fine.” 

    “Do you need to see a doctor? Are you feeling depressed?”  

    She shook her head. “I’m fine.”  

    “Why don’t you enjoy sex anymore? Am I doing something wrong?” 

    And she just shook her head in the most frustrating way. “It’s fine,” she said, as if she thought we were still having regular sex.  

    “No—it’s not fine. I can’t take this any longer. You need to tell me right now what’s on your mind. What are you thinking about when you stare blankly at the ceiling at night? When we’re watching the news, what’s going through your head? Is it Vancouver Island? Do you really want to move back this badly? Do we need to talk about why we can’t do that?”  

    She shook her head slowly. “I don’t want to talk about it.”  

    “I’m not letting this go until we talk about it. I can’t take another night of this. It’s killing me. I’m going crazy. If you aren’t happy, I’m not happy. So just come out with it already. What is it?”  

    She looked down at her lap, awkwardly fidgeting her fingers together. “It’s nothing,” she said. 

    “No—don’t give me that! No more of that! Either you tell me, or… or I’ll leave.” 

    She looked up at me with wide eyes. “You’ll leave?” she said with a broken voice. 

    “If you don’t feel comfortable even talking to me anymore, what’s the point in us staying together? Why be married? We don’t talk, we don’t have sex, we don’t even touch—it’s madness.”  

    She looked back down at her lap, once again toying with her fingers, moving her rings around mindlessly. “I don’t know,” she said. 

    “Fine. If you can’t be open with me, then I guess this is it,” I said. My heart stammered and my gut turned. I hated to admit it, but it was true: what was the point of being together if we were only together physically? If she couldn’t be open with me, then there was no longer any point in being together romantically.  

    After a long silence, she said, “I’m worried you’ll make fun of me—or worse.”  

    “Worse?” I said. 

    “What if you don’t ever look at me the same again?” 

    I stared at her. Now I was starting to worry. Was she having an affair? No, no—it couldn’t be that. Why would she think I would laugh at her about an affair? What could make me laugh at her? Did she want to quit her job to do something ridiculous, like join the circus or become an abstract painter? “What is it?” I asked. 

    She closed her eyes and then she laughed nervously. “When we got married, I thought I had everything. I thought that I was used to this lifestyle. And, well, I had some dreams that I just figured I would forget about. Maybe it’s silly to call them dreams. Maybe ‘dreams’ is exaggerating a little bit.” 

    “Well? What the hell are you on about? Quit beating around the bush.” 

    She looked into my eyes, with a glimmer for the first time in such a long time. She bit down on her lip as her cheeks turned red. “There is this thing that I always thought was just a silly fantasy, but now that I’m sure it will probably never happen, I’m kind of sad. And it makes me think that none of my dreams will ever happen… There’s that word again: dreams. It’s probably the wrong word to use.”  

    “Out with it, Kate!” I said. 

    “I don’t know! It’s embarrassing. I guess I’ve always wanted to see another man… Oh God, this is so humiliating. I’ve always wanted to see another man have sex with you.”  

    I opened my mouth to reply, having expected a harmless little fantasy. But I wasn’t expecting anything close to that. I swallowed a gulp of air and then I tried to form a sentence, but I was in too much shock. Did she just say what I thought she said? She wanted to see me have sex with another man?  

    “I’m not gay, Kate,” I said. 

    She looked down at the floor. “I know. It’s stupid. It’s just a dumb fantasy. I’ve been trying to tell myself that it’s just stupid, but that just makes me sadder—knowing that there are things I’ll never have.”  

    “I can’t have sex with a man,” I said. “I won’t do it.”  

    She nodded her head. “Right. I know,” she said. “Like I said: stupid dream.” She faked a laugh, but now she seemed more depressed than ever, knowing that her fantasy really never would become a reality.  

    “Let’s not talk about this again. It’s silly,” I said. “Maybe we can buy you some new clothes. Do you have clothes you want? I got a little bonus at work—we can use it to buy some clothes. What do you think?”  

    She forced a painful smile and nodded her head. And now I just felt guilty. I was responsible for ending a long-running fantasy of hers. But it’s not like I could do it. It’s not like I could have sex with another man, just to satisfy some whimsy of hers. I was straight. I loved pussy—my wife’s pussy, to be specific. I wasn’t interested in being with other people—especially not people of the male persuasion.  

    She was quiet that night: embarrassed and maybe a bit depressed still. But I knew it would pass. She just needed a few days—a week at the most.  

    But a week went by, and those glazed eyes were still there. And now it was worse than ever, because I knew what those eyes meant. I knew that she was thinking about me with another man, fulfilling some fantasy she’d apparently had for so many years.  

    There was one ad that would come on the television: an ad for condoms. In the ad, there was a gay couple fondling each other on a bed while getting undressed. Whenever that ad would come on, my wife would zone out, and then she wouldn’t come back all night. Is that what she wanted? Did she want to see me with a muscular dude? The thought made me nauseous.  

    But there was an even worse ad: the ad for a new dating show called Blind Dates. The ad shows multiple couples on dates, but one of the couples is a man on a date with a transgender girl. At the end of the ad, the narrator says, “Will their dates end in chaos? Or will sparks fly?” The end ends showing the man kissing the tranny. The ad wouldn’t be so bad if Kate didn’t let a little whimper out from her lips every time they showed the kiss.  

    Was that part of her fantasy? Did she want me to dress up like a girl for this fucking she wanted me to get? Is that why she’d been watching the tranny porn on her computer?  

    When she was out of the house a few days later, I checked her browser history again, and I saw that she’d been watching that kinky porn again: men fucking ditsy little trannies. It couldn’t have been a coincidence. There was no way Kate was accidentally clicking on tranny porn videos over and over. That must have been part of her fantasy—the fantasy that was making my life so miserable.  

    I just wanted our old life back. I wanted to see Kate smiling. I wanted to see that glimmer in her eyes. I didn’t want to think about this silly fantasy any longer. And I was starting to think that the only way this terrible period of our marriage would end was with me putting on a skirt and spreading my legs for a man. My heart stammered at the thought.  

    I looked at Kate that night. I watched her as she stared blankly. Would she ever smile again? Did she really want me to fuck a man so badly?  

    I bit down hard on my tongue and took a deep breath. Then, breaking the silence, I said, “Fine. I’ll do it—just once. Set it up and I’ll do it. Just don’t expect me to enjoy it.”  

    She looked at me with wide eyes and parted lips. It took her a moment before she was able to say, “Wait—are you serious?”  

    “Unfortunately I am serious. Let’s just get this over with and out of the way so I never have to think about it again. Okay?”  

    She remained frozen for a moment, and then she nodded her head quickly. “You’ll really do it for me?” 

    “Just once,” I said. “And then we’ll never talk about it again.”  

    It took hours to fall asleep that night. I still hardly had any idea of what I’d just agreed to do. I didn’t know the extent of her fantasy. I didn’t even know if she wanted me to be a man or a woman during the act. Would she want me to kiss this stranger? Getting pegged was one thing, but making out with a man was a whole other nightmare. I didn’t want a man’s tongue in my mouth, and I didn’t want to feel his scratchy face against mine.  

    I thought I was going to be sick at one point in the night. I even got up and went to the bathroom, expecting the worst. But I didn’t throw up. I just ended up staring in the mirror at my pale face.  

    Was this really what my wife needed to be happy? Was this really the cure to this horrible depression that had been weighing the both of us down for so long?  

    




 

    [bookmark: HAPPYWIFEHAPPYLIFE4]CHAPTER IV 

    Kate informed me the very next night that a date had been set. “Friday night,” she said. “He’ll be here at 9:00 PM.” I didn’t know who ‘he’ was or how she found him so easily, but I was too afraid to ask. I kept telling myself that I wouldn’t think at all about it until the act was underway, and then once it was done, I would never think about it again. But it was impossible not to think about. How could I just scrub such an insane anxiety from my mind?  

    Friday night was just two nights away. I still had no idea what I was expected to do on this ‘date’. Did she want me to go out and get dinner with the guy? Was I going to be dolled up like the trannies in the videos? Was he just going to fuck me, or was I going to be expected to fuck him as well? Maybe he would be the tranny and I would be the male character in the scenario… And then what about Kate? Would she just be in the room watching? Or was she going to leave and just be happy knowing that this was happening? Would I ever be able to look at my wife the same after she watched me getting sodomized by a stranger?  

    For that first day, I managed not to ask for any details. I didn’t want Kate thinking that I was putting too much thought into this scenario. But the night before the big act, I couldn’t help myself. I needed to know. “How the hell is this going to work?” I asked. 

    “I have your outfit all picked out. When I get home from work, we’ll shave your legs and do your makeup. I’m going to pick up a wig during lunch tomorrow. I’ve got a blonde one already picked out. And then, if we have time, we’ll do your nails—if that’s okay with you.”  

    I nodded my head slowly, shocked by how much planning had already gone into this affair. I bit down on my tongue and swallowed a big gulp of nervous air. “Okay. Sure. Whatever,” I said, terrified—but I didn’t want her to know that I was terrified. I just wanted her to think that I was an open husband who didn’t think she was a crazy psychopath. Though I was starting to worry that she had much more in her brain than I ever thought before.  

    Once again, I didn’t get much sleep. In less than twenty-four hours, I would be having homosexual sex with a stranger, probably in front of my wife, while dressed up like—presumably—a prostitute. And maybe I was about to be a prostitute. Maybe she found this guy through some escort listing she made. Maybe we were going to get paid for this madness. Or maybe this guy was a friend from work. Maybe he knew me, and he wasn’t a stranger at all.  

    It was at 5:00 PM when Kate came down the stairs from the bedroom and told me it was time to get ready. I stood up slowly from the couch and followed her up the stairs. My joints were stiff and my head was spacey, probably from lack of sleep. I knew I still had a few hours to back out of this absurdity—but first I wanted to get a better idea of what Kate seemed to think that she needed in order to be happy again. 

    She had the bathroom all set up and ready, with an outfit hanging on the shower rod and makeup scattered on the vanity. There was even a chair, which she’d dragged in from the garage. “Take a seat,” she said. “We’ll start with your makeup.”  

    I didn’t say anything as I sat down and stared at myself in the mirror. I wasn’t surprised by how white my face was—and I wasn’t surprised by how red her face was. She picked up the first product and squirted a glob onto her fingertip. Then she started rubbing it into my skin. I don’t know what it was, but it made my face shiny. I didn’t care to ask what it was or why I needed it. A minute later, she was rubbing something else on my face: a flesh-toned cream that made my skin look clear and blemish free.  

    I kept taking deep breaths, trying to gather the courage to ask what I should expect, but I wasn’t able to think of anything to say. And if I didn’t have the courage to speak, how was I going to have the courage to let a man fuck me? I suppose I would be just as docile for the man as I was now, in front of the mirror—there would be no work on my end, aside from bearing the inevitable pain.  

    Next, Kate started working on my eyes. She told me to shut my eyes and then I felt her drawing on my eyelids. It was a strange feeling, like being poked in the eyes constantly, but it didn’t hurt. I was constantly tempted to open my eyes, but at the same time I wanted to keep them closed—even once she moved onto different products. I didn’t want to see my transformation. I wanted to pretend like I was just having a strange dream. I was safe behind my eyelids. Nothing could hurt me as long as my eyes were closed.  

    Once again, she was working on the eyes, but I didn’t open my eyes to see what she was doing. It felt like she was flicking my eyelashes—and at one point, it felt like she was pulling them: pinching them and squeezing them. “That kind of hurts,” I said.  

    She didn’t reply. It was five minutes later when she said, “When the guy gets here, you’ll either have to be quiet or talk in a girl voice.”  

    My stomach turned at being reminded a man was on his way to fuck me. I bit down on my tongue and I took another deep breath of air into my lungs.  

    “In fact, he might end up chatting with you, so it’s probably best that you practise your voice—at least a little bit.” My eyes were still closed, but I could hear the embarrassment in her voice. I understood why she didn’t tell me about this little fetish of hers: it was embarrassing. It was embarrassing for both of us. In fact, I couldn’t think of anything more embarrassing, and I was trying. If her fetish were to make me walk around the city naked—that would have been less embarrassing. If her fetish was to pee on my face, that would have been less embarrassing. “Why don’t you try saying something?”  

    I cleared my throat and wished time was going by quicker. “What time is it?” I asked in my best soft, high-pitched voice. 

    “Hey, that’s not bad,” she said with a smile in her voice. 

    “No—I’m asking,” I said, still using that voice. 

    “Oh. It’s, uh, almost seven. We still have a lot to get done here.”  

    I kept my eyes closed, but I could hear the excitement in her voice. I could practically hear that glimmer that I’d been so desperate to see for so long. So maybe this really wasn’t so horrible. Sure, I would be left with a sore bum and a memory I would wish I didn’t have—but at least she would be happy. At least life would return to normal—at least for a little while, until her next strange fantasy became an overwhelming desire.  

    “Okay—I think we’re done with your face,” she said. “Open your eyes.”  

    But I didn’t want to open my eyes. I wanted to keep them closed until the night was over. I bit down on my tongue and fought away the nausea in my gut—then I forced my eyes open. I didn’t love what I was seeing. I looked… strangely androgynous. My skin was smooth like a child’s and my eyes looked big and almost alien. Somehow, my lips looked plump and wet, and I was tempted to wipe them, like when you get water on your lips after drinking too quickly. But most strangely of all was the shape of my nose and my cheekbones. She’d done something with her makeup to alter the shape of my face.  

    “What do you think?” she asked. 

    I looked closer at the mirror. I hardly recognized myself. Even my eyes seemed to be a different shade of blue: brighter and deeper. But I know for a fact she didn’t put any makeup on my eyeballs. “It’s, uh—if you’re happy, I’m happy.”  

    I looked up at her and she was staring at me, still with those red cheeks. “Can you say it in your girl voice for me?” she asked sheepishly.  

    I fought the urge to roll my eyes. I couldn’t let her think that I wasn’t taking this seriously or that I was dreading every single second of this. I didn’t want to ruin it for her. We’d come this far. “If you’re happy, I’m happy,” I said in my soft, high-pitched voice. Then I watched my wife smile.  

    I looked back at the mirror. Was this going to be enough for the man coming to fuck me? Was he hoping for an androgynous, blank-eyed, nervous thirty-year-old?  

    “Now let’s shave you up,” my wife said. She turned on the tub and told me to get undressed carefully. “Don’t smudge your makeup. Maybe we should have gotten your shirt off before we started. I don’t know what I was thinking.”  

    I carefully got out of my clothes and I hopped in the tub. I was about to reach for my razor when she handed me her pink razor. “Use this,” she said. “It lubricated while you shave.” I felt strange holding the girly razor, but that was the least of my concerns. I went ahead and shaved my legs. Kate made me shave my chest, armpits, and crotch as well. It wasn’t a quick process. And every single swipe of the razor was gut turning. I hated watching smooth skin emerge from my manly hairiness—even though I was never very hairy to begin with.  

    When I stepped out from the tub, my wide immediately reached down to feel my legs. “Wow,” she said. I didn’t reply. I was shocked that she liked what she was seeing and feeling. No woman should want to see her man hairless like some gimmicky cat. Men should be hairy and manly—shouldn’t they? Men should be big and strong… though I suppose I was never big and strong, even before this little makeover.  

    My wife’s face was glowing now. Her eyes were big and glistening and her lips seemed to be permanently curved into a little smile. She skipped away briefly to grab a blonde wig, and then she skipped back. “Hold still,” she said as she moved behind me and started to wriggle the hair onto my head. It was surprisingly soft—probably human hair, and probably expensive. It was cut with bangs, which hung just over my eyebrows. She pushed and primped it until she was satisfied, and then her eyes were glowing brighter than ever—maybe even brighter than on our wedding day.  

    So I looked in the mirror to see what all the excitement was about. And I was shocked to see that the wig was enough to take me from androgynous to feminine. My face really looked like a girl’s face! I could feel my skin turning white, but I couldn’t see it because of all the makeup.  

    “What do you think? I think you turned out really well!” she said. 

    “Sure,” I said, feeling sicker than ever. I had no idea how I was going to go through with this. I already felt like I was about to vomit. Could all men look like women with a wig and some makeup, or was I a rare sissy? I reached up slowly and felt my face. I couldn’t believe it was real. I was almost convinced that I was looking at a TV screen and not a mirror, and this was all just a big prank. But my reflection moved with me.  

    “Now let’s get your dressed. Your date should be here in twenty minutes.” Twenty minutes? Was it almost nine already? Had we really been getting ready for that long?  

    I followed my wife like a zombie, looking at every reflection I could along the way: in the glass of our picture frames and in our windows. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I couldn’t believe my wife had actually turned me into a chick. 

    And was this part of the reason she married me? As a man, did I have a feminine look to me? Was that part of what turned her on when we made love? When she closed her eyes while we fucked, was she imagining a girl with a strap-on? Or was she imagining a tranny. Did she want me to be a tranny? Would this game of dress up become a normal occurrence, even when we just wanted to have sex?  

    For my outfit, Kate put me in lingerie that I bought for her: a white lace teddy with little snaps at the crotch for easy sex access. It was a bit tight, but it looked fine. It even made my shape appear more slender and curvy—not too different from Kate’s shape.  

    On my feet, she had me wear a pair of black heels—a pair she bought online, but they ended up being too big for her feet. They fit me perfectly. 

    “Do a little spin for me,” Kate said. So I did a little spin. Once my gaze was back on her, her smile was enormous. Her glowing eyes could have lit up the darkest cave. “I think you’re ready.”  

    I forced an awkward smile and nodded my head. Then I heard the crunching of gravel in our driveway. She rushed to the window and I became frozen in my place, trying to breathe as reality sunk in. “He’s here,” she said. I was starting to feel faint. This wasn’t just a little joke or silly playtime. This was real. I was really about to have homosexual sex. I was about to be fucked by a man while my wife watched.  

    “What do I do?” I managed to ask. 

    “Just wait in here. Lay on the bed and he will do the rest. And don’t worry—I’ll be here the whole time to help if you need anything.” She smiled as she looked into my eyes. I don’t know how I managed not to throw up on our bedroom floor. Kate leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. It was a slow, gentle kiss. She hadn’t kissed me like that in years. My heart throbbed and then I remembered why I was doing this: to get the old Kate back. I bit down on the inside of my cheek and I nodded my head. 

    As my wife skipped away to answer the door, I crawled up onto the bed. And I wouldn’t be getting down until I no longer had my anal virginity.   

    




 

    [bookmark: HAPPYWIFEHAPPYLIFE5]CHAPTER V 

    I heard the front door open downstairs. I heard my wife saying, “Come on in. You’re just on time.”  

    And then I heard an unfamiliar male voice saying, “I’ve got the money here.” He sounded nervous, but he couldn’t have possibly been as nervous as me.  

    “Your beautiful date for the night is just up this way,” Kate said. And then I heard the footsteps approaching the stairs. I groaned and squirmed and kept reminding myself that it would all be over soon. Maybe the guy wouldn’t last long. Maybe he would have a small cock and he would erupt within thirty seconds, and the whole thing would be over and done with before I even realized what was happening.  

    They were walking up the stairs now. I felt so awkward on that bed. How was I supposed to lie? On my back? On my stomach? Was I supposed to keep my bulge hidden? Was I supposed to kiss this stranger? What if he wanted to play with my cock?  

    I put my hands on my hips, but that felt strange, so I took them off. Then I sprawled them out to the side, but that felt even weirder. I tried holding them against my sides, but then I just felt stiff. I tried rolling into my side, putting one hand on my hip—but then I didn’t know what to do with my other hand. Should I put it behind me?  

    They were approaching the door now. “And sorry—you said you were going to watch, or are you going to participate as well?” I heard the man ask as they came up to the door.  

    “I’ll be watching. She’s a new client—still in training. So it’s important that I watch to make sure she’s doing everything you need her to do.” 

    “Okay—that makes sense,” the man said. Now Kate had her hand on the doorknob. My head was spinning and my skin was cold. I tried to fight away the nausea. The last thing I wanted was to throw up in front of my wife’s ‘client’. Where did she even find this guy? How did she know he was clean? What if he went around sleeping with lots of gay prostitutes? What if he had AIDS? No, no—my wife was more careful than that. Surely he was clean. Surely my wife wouldn’t put myself—and herself—in any sort of peril.  

    “Here she is,” Kate said, opening the door. I perked up and tried to force a smile.  

    She moved aside for a tall man. He had neat dark hair and dark-framed glasses. He was wearing a black suit with a black tie. His face was dark red, and it became even redder when he saw me.  

    I figured it was my cue to greet the man, but I was rendered mute. I couldn’t think of any words to say—and even if I could, I don’t think I would have been able to push them past the lump that was swelling in my throat.  

    “Hello there,” he said nervously. 

    I tried to say hi, but it didn’t work. So I just nodded my head and kept that forced smile on my face.  

    He took a step into the room. Kate slipped through behind him, moving to the side of the room where she had a chair set up. I hadn’t even noticed the chair until that moment.  

    “I’m Kurt. I’m—uh—going to be your date for the night,” he said.  

    I just nodded my head again.  

    “Like I said—Delilah is new and a bit shy. Don’t worry—she’ll relax once things get going,” Kate said as she took her seat. And I assumed that I was Delilah. I actually didn’t mind the name. I always liked the song… Though I couldn’t help but wonder how my wife came to pick that name. 

    The man was just standing there. Was I supposed to do something? Was I supposed to get up and shake his hand?  

    “Go ahead and get undressed, Kurt,” Kate said nervously. I wanted to look over at her to see if she was okay, but I was too afraid to make eye contact with her. I felt so vulnerable and flustered. 

    Kurt started by loosening his tie. Then he went through his buttons one at a time, exposing his chest slowly. The room was silent. And Kate seemed to notice at the same moment as me. “Maybe I’ll put on some music,” she said, digging her phone out of her pocket. Her phone was connected to our Bluetooth speaker. She started playing some club music, which I’d never heard her play before. Did she have it picked out for this occasion? It wasn’t my kind of music, but at least it killed the horrible silence. 

    Kurt took his shirt off, placing it neatly on our dresser. He had a surprisingly toned body. Now he was working on his belt. 

    And I was still unmoved on that bed, waiting for exact instructions. Was I supposed to take off my teddy? Or was I just supposed to remain still until he moved me? Was my role for the night just as ‘glorified sex doll’?  

    I watched as Kurt unzipped his fly. He bent over, tugging his pants down, but leaving his boxer shorts up. I could see a bulge in his loose boxers. My stomach turned. It was a good thing I was wearing makeup, or Kurt would have seen that my face was turning dark green—and I’m sure that wouldn’t have been very attractive.  

    I was frozen with terror, still trying to wrap my head around why this was happening. Was this seriously what my wife wanted?  

    “Okay. I guess we’ll just get to it?” he said. 

    I nodded my head slowly. Kate was silent and Kurt seemed to be waiting for a reply. So I opened my mouth and managed to say, “Whatever you want.”  

    He smiled, pushing his glasses back up his nose. Then he walked towards the bed. He stepped up easily. He crawled over me as I gently rolled onto my back. I realized just how tall he was in that moment. His large figure loomed over me and his cologne tickled my nostrils. I looked into his eyes and he looked into mine. And suddenly, I was terrified that he would be able to tell that I was a man and not a woman at all—even though I’m sure he knew.  

    “You’re very beautiful,” he said.  

    I know that he was trying to compliment me, but the comment did not register as a compliment—just a reminder that there had been a gigantic elephant in my marriage and I was completely oblivious for so many years. “Thank you,” I said.  

    He gently put his hand on my arm and moved it down, feeling my skin. I didn’t like the idea of being touched by a man, but I knew that it would all be over soon. I’d never had sex for longer than thirty minutes, so I couldn’t imagine he was going to last much longer than that. He put his other hand on my other arm. Then, after a moment, he moved those hands to the sides of my torso. He moved his hands up and down, feeling my figure. He took a deep breath in, as if he actually liked what he was feeling. 

    And I wondered: was he gay, or was he just a straight man indulging in a tranny fantasy? He looked down at my body with big eyes and parted lips. I could hear him breathing slowly. At times I could even feel his hot breath tickling my skin. “You’re very beautiful,” he said again.  

    I nodded my head. I looked down his body and saw his abs flexing as he bent over. He was a strong man—stronger than me. He wasn’t jacked like a regular gym rat, but he was still intimidating and overwhelming. I wondered if he wanted me to put my hands on his body. Could I do it? I didn’t want to touch his muscles, but I wanted to make Kate happy. Did she want me to touch his body? I bit down on my tongue and I forced myself to do it.  

    His torso was warm and his body was hard. His muscles bulged and dipped. A whimper escaped his lips as I slipped my fingers over his back muscles.  

    I still couldn’t look over at my wife. I was still terrified to see her reaction. But I could feel her gaze. I could feel her watching my every move. Was I doing it right for her? Was this turning her on? 

    The man lowered his body down on top of mine. And that’s when I felt his erection throbbing behind his thin cotton boxers. Even in the undergarment, I could feel that it was warm and excited. I closed my eyes as it rubbed against my thigh. He started kissing my neck, forcing my face towards my wife. But I didn’t want to open my eyes and see her sitting there. I didn’t want to see her expression. What if she was regretting this? What if she suddenly realized how humiliating this was? What if the way she was looking at me now was the way she would look at me for the rest of our marriage? I couldn’t bring myself to open my eyes—I just couldn’t do it. 

    Kurt’s hand slipped down between my legs. His fingers slid over my crotch until he had a comfortable grip on my whole package. He squeezed gently, making my gut turn once again.  

    What was I getting myself into?  

    




 

    [bookmark: HAPPYWIFEHAPPYLIFE6]CHAPTER VI 

    I knew I needed to move things along. I couldn’t just let the act stagnate. I couldn’t spend the whole night with this man. I knew I could only take so much—so I reached down and grabbed his boxers with both of my hands. Still with my eyes closed, I started pulling them down. I felt his soft public hair now rubbing against my leg. And once the elastic band of his boxers was down far enough, I felt his erection swing up and brush against my thigh. It was even warmer and harder than I was expecting. And it was actually touching me—a real, erect penis was actually touching my body.  

    “Shit,” I muttered, trying to will the clock to move faster in my mind.  

    Kurt sat up and pulled his boxers off completely. He tossed them aside. It took a moment for me to force my eyes open, so I wouldn’t look like I’d fallen asleep. And then my gaze was drawn directly towards it: his big, curved shaft, throbbing with a thick blue vein running from tip to base. It was an impressive cock—and an intimidating cock. It took a few seconds before I was able to look away from it. But I wasn’t free from it. 

    He crawled up my body, hovering that massive shaft over my. He finally planted his muscular butt down on my chest. His erection was now dangling in front of my face, and he was staring into my eyes, waiting for me to play the next move. I knew exactly what he wanted—and I had a feeling Kate was hoping for the same thing. But I wasn’t sure I could do it. I loved women. I loved eating pussy. I never ever wanted a cock anywhere near my body—never mind in my mouth. But what else could I do? I couldn’t just kill the mood. And not to mention, the guy was apparently paying money—so he was probably expecting certain things that come standard with a prostitute. I’m sure cock sucking was one of those things.  

    So I closed my eyes again. I took a deep breath, and then I parted my lips. Maybe he wanted me to grab his cock and stroke it and put it into my mouth—but he was going to have to do the work himself. I just couldn’t bring myself to do it. 

    My heart was pounding fast and hard. I wasn’t sure how I wasn’t passing out. I wasn’t sure how I wasn’t going into cardiac arrest.  

    Suddenly, I felt his warm tip press up to my lips. I flinched, but I managed to keep my mouth open. Then I felt him sliding in, pushing his cock in deep. It was an awkward and uncomfortable feeling. I did my best not to cringe my face muscles. I didn’t want him to know that I was disgusted. I had a feeling that he didn’t know I was only doing this for my wife. 

    He groaned quietly as his shaft pushed into my mouth, sliding along my tongue. I could feel him throbbing—a horrible feeling—especially horrible because I knew he was throbbing because he thought I was sexy. And it didn’t help that he kept saying, “You’re so beautiful.” I didn’t want to hear it again, but he kept saying it. And maybe that meant it was true. Maybe I was a beautiful woman—that didn’t mean I wanted to be one. 

    I pressed my lips around his girth, and then I started to stimulate his tip with my tongue. He groaned again. I could feel Kate’s gaze burning my skin. Now I was sure that she would never look at me the same way again. She would never be able to kiss my lips without thinking of the stranger’s cock that was once sliding in and out of them. But maybe that’s what she wanted—at least for now. But maybe she would wake up in a few weeks and realize how pathetic it was—how humiliating it was that her husband could pass for a woman in her makeup and lingerie.  

    I kept sucking. He was rock hard—hard enough that I was almost sure he wouldn’t last long. I just needed to work it. If I turned him of enough, I knew he wouldn’t last long and this would all be over with. Luckily, I knew what turned men on, because I knew what turned me on. 

    I faked a moan, as if I was actually liking his cock. I reached both of my hands around and placed them on his ass, and then I started to massage gently. It was horrible, but I was getting through it. I could feel his cock throbbing harder and twitching with anticipation. Maybe I would get lucky and he would come before he even got his cock near my ass. Maybe I wouldn’t have to take it in the butt. But then did that mean that I would have to taste his cum? Would he want me to swallow? At least in my bum there were no taste buds.  

    He pulled his cock out suddenly, pulling long strands of saliva with it. I took a sharp breath in, realizing I hadn’t breathed in close to a minute. His cock was bigger and mightier than ever. And his face was dark red, as if I really did bring him close to orgasm, just by teasing his tip and massaging his length with my lips. I caught myself smiling, impressed with myself—but only for a moment. I managed to brush that smile away quickly—hopefully before Kate noticed.  

    Now Kurt was crawling back down. He was probably ready for show time—but I wasn’t ready. Having his cock in my mouth was bad enough. I didn’t want to know how it felt in my ass. I’d never had anything in my ass before—except for the finger Kate stuck in it once when we were fucking, early in our relationship... Now that made more sense.  

    I pressed my legs together, even though he was probably wanting me to spread them wide. I just couldn’t do it. I couldn’t force myself to spread for him, even though I knew it would be over sooner if I just did it.  

    But my closed legs didn’t seem to bother him. Instead of trying to spread them, he flipped me over with a single move. Now I was on my stomach, with my legs pressed together and my hands cautiously at my sides. My heart fluttered. I felt his big, wet cock slap between my butt cheeks. I whimpered and became tense.  

    I turned my head to the side and found myself staring at my wife. But she didn’t look horrified or disgusted or regretful like I thought she would. Instead, she looked amazed and excited. Her lips were parted and her eyes were wide and glowing. She really was loving this. This really was what she wanted. And seeing that face made the whole thing more tolerable. Maybe this wasn’t so bad. If it could make my wife feel happy for just a little while, then it was worth it. 

    I felt that tip press up to my hole, and then I could feel him pushing, trying to penetrate me with his large throbber. I turned my head back down, nestling it into the pillow. “Fuck,” I muttered to myself. I had no idea if Kate or Kurt could hear me. I could feel that warm tip mashing against my hole, trying to break through. And finally, as I took a deep breath in, it did break through.  

    




 

    [bookmark: HAPPYWIFEHAPPYLIFE7]CHAPTER VII 

    There was a cock in my asshole. He was literally inside of my body. My back door was no longer a virgin back door. I suppose I was officially a prostitute. I could feel my anus stretching, both inside and out. I could feel his hard shaft sinking deeper, pushing further and further into my body. It didn’t feel right—but strangely, it didn’t hurt.  

    “Oh God,” I groaned into that pillow.  

    Kurt had his hands on my hips, holding me firmly in place. He didn’t want me to move while he sunk in deep. And he really was going deep, trying to get the entire length of his shaft into my body. Now I knew how Kate felt when I cuffed her to the bed and stuck it in her ass. It was a weird feeling that words can hardly describe. I could feel him in my ass, but I could feel him in other places too: filling up my chest and my throat—even my mouth felt strangely full. But of course he wasn’t any higher than my bellybutton, even when he was completely inside of my body.  

    “How does it feel?” I heard Kate ask. 

    I had no idea if she was asking my date or me. 

    “It feels fucking amazing,” Kurt said through clenched teeth. “She’s so tight. I can feel her hole stretching wide.”  

    “Be gentle with her. She’s a virgin,” Kate said.  

    I heard Kurt scoff. Then he started to pump. He didn’t seem to care that I was clenching hard, trying to get him to stop so that I could have a moment to get used to the strange feeling that was overwhelming my body. At least he started slowly, pulling up carefully and then sinking down meticulously. He made sure to get his whole cock in and out with every rotation. It was a weird feeling when he was completely inside of me, but it was an even weirder feeling when he was nearly out completely, only with the tip of his tip through my puckering hole. For a brief moment, I would feel empty and almost deflated, then his cock would push back in, creating the opposite feeling.  

    And I realized in that moment that I was positioned exactly like the tranny in the porn video I saw on my wife’s computer. It was an exact re-enactment of a video she got off to. I turned my head to look at her, and I saw that she had a hand down the front of her skirt—and likely down the front of her panties as well. She was touching herself: rubbing her clit, getting off to the sight of me being pumped and humiliated. I hardly recognized her. When I stood up on the altar with her, I had no idea that she had such a perverted mind. When she was looking into my eyes on our wedding day, was she thinking about this? Was she hoping a day would come where I would be wearing her makeup and lingerie, pinned underneath a muscular man with a giant cock?  

    She smiled at me. Her eyes were heavy, as if she was on the cusp of an orgasm. She gently bit her bottom lip. And then I noticed the trickle of fluid down her leg. Was she really getting off this much? Was this really her ultimate fantasy, being played out perfectly as she imagined it?  

    Kurt started pumping faster. His cock suddenly felt thicker and harder—bulging in seemingly random places, and rubbing in all the right places. It actually felt kind of nice. He was hitting a spot that made my legs tremble with warm euphoria. That same euphoria was blasting through my body. It felt good—better than good; it felt amazing. I was starting to understand why some men liked being fucked in the ass. It almost felt like something was rubbing the tip of my cock in the perfect way. The stimulation was intense and incredible.  

    I started to squirm and moan—no matter how hard I tried to remain still and silent. Kurt did a good job of holding me still, but he couldn’t stop me from trembling and groaning. That euphoria was getting stronger and stronger and stronger. My cock was tingling with hot intensity. Then suddenly, I felt a strange relief between my legs. I let out a deep sigh, and then I felt something wet and warm pooling around my crotch. Was I coming? Did Kurt make me come with his big cock? I reached a hand down, slipping my fingers under my pinned body, and I felt the warm gooey substance. I really did come. I didn’t even know that was possible!  

    Kurt was groaning now, digging his fingertips into my body. He was slamming my ass harder and harder with each thrust. I could feel him clenching and straining, trying to hold back his orgasm. I wanted him to come. I wanted to feel his hot load inside of my body. “Oh God,” he groaned through clenched teeth. And then I felt it: he was filling me up. With each twitch of his cock, hot goo was being expelled deep into my body. I’d never felt anything like it. It was a nice, pleasant, warm feeling. I revelled in it, squirming and moaning. I remembered that my wife was watching. But the pleasure overrode the embarrassment.  

    I looked over at her and saw that her face was dark red. The inside of her left leg was very wet, as if she’d squirted in her panties. Apparently she’d gotten what she wanted. 

    Kurt pulled out, leaving me with that awkward empty feeling. I tried to sit up, but my body was sapped of energy. I could hear him breathing heavily as he stumbled away from the bed. “Wow,” he said. “That was… amazing.” 

    “She really is something, isn’t she?” Kate said.  

    A minute passed and I still couldn’t move. I was still frozen with euphoria and exhaustion. Why did that feel so good? Why did I feel so amazingly satisfied?  

    I felt that thick goo pouring out from my stretched hole. A part of me wanted to reach around and push it back in, so I could feel it sliding around in side of me for a few more minutes—but I didn’t even have the energy to do that. I just remained still while Kate led my date back to his car. I listened as his engine fired up and he pulled away.  

    




 

    [bookmark: HAPPYWIFEHAPPYLIFE8]CHAPTER VIII 

    We didn’t talk about it that night. While Kate was still downstairs, I managed to get up and slip into the bathroom. I showered and scrubbed my face until there wasn’t a spec of makeup left. Then I brought my outfit back to the bedroom in a neat pile and left it on the dresser. Kate took it while I wasn’t looking and put it away. 

    We went to bed quietly. I couldn’t even bring myself to give Kate a kiss after I whispered, “Goodnight.”  

    The next morning was just as silent. I had the day off, but was up early anyway. I was in the kitchen when she came down the stairs. She went straight to the coffee maker without making eye contact. I was suddenly tense in her presence, knowing that she knew something awfully embarrassing about me. I knew it was something that I would never just casually forget. I knew it was something that would always be on her mind. But I had no idea how to make it less awkward. The thought of talking about it was horrible. I didn’t want to acknowledge that it happened, even though I knew it had obviously happened, and I knew that she knew it too. But maybe if I ignored it for long enough it would just become a weird memory, confused with a dream. And maybe with enough time, I would just assume that it was a dream—as long as we never talked about it.  

    But by noon I realized that was going to be impossible. Kate and I had hardly exchanged a handful of words, and the tension was becoming unbearable. I couldn’t survive another day of this awkwardness, never mind weeks or months. So while we were eating lunch, I decided to bite my tongue and say, “Did you have fun last night?” I wasn’t able to look up from my plate of food when I said it—and I wasn’t able to look up to see the reaction on her face once the words were out of my mouth.  

    “Yeah, that was really nice,” she said. And I could see out of the corner of my eye that she also wasn’t looking up from her plate.  

    “So would you say that your fantasy has been satisfied?” I asked after another moment of silence. 

    “Yeah. It was great. Thank you.”  

    And the silence returned. We’d officially talked about it, so why wasn’t it feeling better? Why was that tension still lingering in the room like a dense fog?  

    I looked up slowly at my wife. She looked at me and smiled. “So what now?” I asked. 

    Her eyes narrowed slightly. “What do you mean?” 

    “Do we just forget about it? Do things just go back to normal? Are you over it? Is that something you’ll ever want me to do again?”  

    She stared at me for a moment then she shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know,” she said.  

    The response stung. How could she not know? How could I have gone through that night without absolute certainty that it would solve her mental issue? I would never forget the feeling on that throbbing erection in my mouth, and I would never forget the feeling of his cum blasting deep into my ass before dribbling out of my loose hole. I probably would never be able to smell my wife’s perfume again without thinking of the time it was on me while a man was thrusting himself into my asshole—and all of that, just for a ‘maybe’ from my wife?  

    I bit down on my tongue and forced a smile. “You know—last night was for you,” I said. “And it was a lot for me.”  

    She got up and walked to me. She leaned forward and kissed me on the cheek. “I know. And I love you so much for it,” she said. Then she took her plate to the sink and started casually washing it, as if she wasn’t really understanding what I was saying to her. How was it not getting through to her? How did she not see that I’d made a gigantic—possibly life changing—sacrifice, just for her?  

    “Okay,” I said, smiling and nodding my head. “I guess that’s that then.”  

    She turned to me and smiled, as if that really was that. But of course I couldn’t just stop thinking about it. I was starting to worry that I would never be able to think of anything else. 

    That night, while we were slipping into bed, Kate rolled over on top of me unexpectedly and planted her lips on mine. She kissed deeply, gently and playfully biting my lower lip—pulling it back as she stared into my eyes. Her hands were on my body. “What are you doing?” I asked. 

    She laughed. “What do you mean? I’m kissing you.” Then she leaned forward again. This time she started to kiss and suck my neck. Her hands slipped underneath my shirt and she gently rubbed up and down my torso. I took a deep breath. Was she initiating sex? I couldn’t even remember the last time she initiated sex! Maybe the night before wasn’t such a waste. Maybe it really had put a firm Band-Aid on our situation. 

    She sunk down, pulling my boxers down with her. She ran her fingers over my smooth, shaved pelvic bone, and then she gently grabbed my package. She stared at it with glowing eyes for a moment before sinking my shaft into her mouth. She started to suck, now with her eyes closed. And maybe she was remembering the previous night—maybe she was slipping back into that fantasy of hers, which was now a memory and not just a fantasy.  

    She got me hard fast. While she sucked me, she ran her hands up and down my legs, feeling my smooth, hairless skin. “That feels good,” I said. She hesitated for a moment after I said it, as if I took her out of the mood momentarily. I had to think about it for a second before I realized it was my voice. Did she want me to use the girly voice? Could I use the girly voice? Maybe it was better to just keep my mouth shut—so that’s what I did. She kept sucking and I remained silent, trying my best not to even groan. After a minute, she was back into it, sucking and bobbing with grace and speed. I nestled my fingers into her hair and I breathed deeply.  

    Then her head sunk down lower. She continued to stroke my shaft with her hand, but now her lips were nestled between my butt cheeks. She stuck out her tongue and began to tease my butthole. I squirmed. My butt was still a bit sore from the previous night, and the stimulation inevitably reminded me of Kurt and his large penis. I tried to push that memory away, but it refused to go—especially once Kate had her tongue pressed into my hole.  

    She’d never eaten out my asshole before—this was a first. And it was a weird first. Was she just more comfortable now? Was this just the new Kate? She moaned gently as her tongue circled my rectum wildly. A warm shudder passed through my body. But I didn’t want it to feel good. I didn’t want my wife to think that I was a sissy, even if she thought that’s what she wanted. Because maybe that’s what she wanted now—now that she was obsessed with her little fantasy—but I knew it wouldn’t be what she wanted once she was over this little phase. No woman wants a sissy for a husband. 

    But my God, did it feel good! She had my whole body tingling, and she was only using her tongue. It didn’t even seem possible. I squired and groaned and I reached down to pull her head in closer. And then I realized what I was doing and I released her. “Babe—that’s enough of that,” I said. I could feel that my face was red. Thankfully the lights in the bedroom were off, so I don’t think she could tell. 

    “Okay. Sure,” she said. She crawled back up. Then she prepared to mount my erect dick. I looked up at her. But it didn’t feel right. Even just her being on top made me feel inferior. I had to be the one in control. I couldn’t become the submissive one in our sexual relationship. So I flipped her over and I pinned her down. I smiled as I slid my cock along the length of her slit. But her smile seemed to fade suddenly. Did she not like being on the bottom? Was she really that set on being on top?  

    It didn’t matter. She would like it once I was inside of her. So I took my cock and I pressed it into her pussy, which was warmer and wetter than it had been in at least a year—maybe many years. Her cunt made a squishing sound as my thick rod pressed into her body. She moaned slightly—a sound she hadn’t made in at least a year. I smiled again before cupping her soft breasts with my hands. I squeezed as I started to thrust in and out of her.  

    Her tight, damp pussy felt good. I let my body rest on top of hers, nestling my face against her neck as I pumped faster and faster. I loved the sound of her moaning into my ear. I loved the way her body squirmed under the weight of my body. 

    She was approaching her climax: moaning louder and squirming harder. I could hear her taking in sharper breaths of air. Her fingers were moving faster up and down my body. Then, she brought a hand to my ass. Suddenly, a finger pressed into my butthole. I gasped and perked up, but I managed to continue thrusting. She pushed her finger in far. The last time she tried the same move—near the beginning of our relationship—I jumped off of her and told her never to do it again. But now, I didn’t want to ruin the moment. I didn’t want to take her away from her approaching climax. I let her finger my asshole. Besides, her finger was nothing compared to Kurt’s cock—though it brought those memories back into my mind.  

    I kept pumping. She kept moaning. She managed to get her finger deep enough to be pressed against that sweet spot. My legs buzzed and a warmth washed over me. I groaned and pumped faster. But I wanted more. I wanted to feel that amazing euphoria one more time. 

    Her nightstand was within reach—where we kept some of our sex toys and sex games. I quickly reached over without pulling out of my wife. I dug through the drawer until I found a dildo. Then I reached it back and put it in her hand. I didn’t have to give her any more guidance than that. She took the dildo and mashed it into my hole. I groaned as it stretched me wide for the second time in as many days. She started to pump it in and out of me, making the euphoria grow quickly inside of my body.  

    I moaned and squirmed and groaned—but I didn’t stop fucking her. She was screaming now, hardly holding onto that dildo, but still, somehow, fucking me with it. Her skin was hot now—and sweaty. I loved rubbing our sweaty bodies together. I loved the feeling of her large breasts rubbing against my chest. I almost wished that we both had big sweaty breasts so that we could rub them together.  

    I came, blasting a powerful barrage of cum into her wet cunt. She screamed loud—loud enough that the neighbours could probably hear. Once my cock was empty, I pushed it in deep, so that I could feel my warm load all over my shaft. I bent down and we kissed again—this time for nearly ten minutes, as if we were teenagers making out.  

    We hadn’t had sex like that since we first started dating.  

    




 

    [bookmark: HAPPYWIFEHAPPYLIFE9]CHAPTER IX 

    I thought that our amazing night of sex was just a one-off—that things would settle down after a few days, or a week at the most. But after two weeks, we were still having amazing sex, night after night. And I was starting to be more open with Kate, letting her do whatever she wanted: being on top, playing with dildos. We even invested in a new strap-on, which she quickly became obsessed with using. By the end of the week, I was putting on her lingerie, a bit of makeup, and that blonde wig before slipping into bed. From time to time, I would even sleep with that blonde wig and lingerie on. Kate liked being the big-spoon from time to time.  

    It was two weeks later when I noticed that things were happening outside of the bedroom. I felt more energized when I woke up in the mornings. My workdays seemed to go by quicker. I wasn’t exhausted by the time the end of the workday came along—and my boss apparently noticed as well. I ended up getting a raise just two weeks after letting Kurt fuck me in front of my wife—and it was a big raise, adding an extra ten percent onto my income.  

    I was on my way home from work a few days after getting the raise when I saw a dog wandering around on the street. I managed to corner it and grab it by the collar. “Are you lost, buddy?” I asked as I flipped over his tag to reveal a name and a phone number. “Charlie,” I said. “Cute name.” I called the number. “Hi. I found a dog named Charlie on the street. Did you lose a dog, by chance?”  

    The man on the other line sighed and said, “Keep him,” before hanging up the phone. My heart ached for Charlie, so I took the old owner’s advice and I kept him. I took him home. Kate was ecstatic. She couldn’t stop smiling for days.  

    Kate got a promotion at her job just a few days after that—and I’m sure that it had something to do with her elevated mood. She even got a bonus and some new benefits, which would save us a ton of money down the road. Our bank account was suddenly starting to look much better.  

    I was proud of her, so I decided I would reward her. While she was out of the house, I got dressed up in that blonde wig, a little dress, and a bit of makeup. I set our camera up on a tripod and I snapped a few photos of me posing in our living room. Then I posted those photos online, on an escort ad that I spent a good hour creating and publishing. It was only an hour before I got a phone call from an interested client. “Is this Delilah?” he asked. “Are you free tonight?”  

    “I’m free,” I said in my girly voice. “By the way—do you mind if a young woman watches? She won’t get in the way—she just wants to watch.”  

    “Sure, that’s fine,” the client said. So I told him to come around 9:00 PM, which gave me lots of time to prepare our bedroom. Kate came home at 6:00 PM. I didn’t tell her why I was dolled up. We had dinner together as wife and wife. “I love that dress on you,” she said.  

    “It’s so soft,” I said. “I wish my clothes were this soft.”  

    “Well they are—because my clothes are your clothes,” she said with a big smile. We cleaned up together then we watched a movie together. As the credits began to roll, there was a knock at our door. “Who’s that?” Kate asked. 

    “I’ll get it,” I said, springing to my feet. 

    “But babe—you’re all dolled up. What if it’s one of our neighbours?” she said. 

    I opened the door, revealing a tall, handsome man. “Delilah?” he said. 

    I looked back at my wife and saw that her eyes were glowing and her lips were parted. We all went straight up to the bedroom. Kate took her seat at the edge of the room while I dropped to my knees and got the man’s cock out from his pants. I sucked him deeply, making sure we were turned so Kate could see every inch of his cock slipping in and out of my mouth. He wasn’t quite as long as Kurt, but he was thicker. I got him hard in a matter of seconds. I liked the way his veins throbbed on my tongue.  

    This client was more interested in my cock than Kurt was. Once I was straddling him on the bed, he reached down and dug my penis out from my panties. He started to massage it, getting it hard so that he could stroke it and stare at it with lustful eyes. It was a bit of a weird feeling, having someone who wasn’t my wife jerking me off—but Kate seemed to like it. I looked over at her often to make sure she was still happy and into it. While the man stroked me off, Kate rubbed her clit. I even heard her moaning while I finally started to take the man’s thick penis in my asshole.  

    He didn’t last long. I only bounced on his cock for about four minutes before he unloaded half a pint inside of my body. “Your friend,” he said. “Make her suck it out.”  

    I looked over at Kate. She laughed with red cheeks. “What do you think?” she asked me. 

    “If you want to do it—I can’t hold it back forever,” I said. So she stood up and walked over, dropping down to her knees. I bent over, pressing my bum against her face. Then she started to suck. She sucked for a few seconds before she suddenly gasped, muffled by my butt and by the client’s big creampie. She sucked it all up, but she didn’t swallow it. Instead, she stood up and kissed me, swapping that creampie into my mouth to swallow. I swapped it back to her momentarily, and then she swapped it back. The client watched the whole thing with a red face and parted lips. Apparently we were putting on a good show. He left a hefty tip.  

    Once he was gone, Kate and I giggled like schoolgirls. I looked into her eyes and then we kissed, with the taste of the man’s cum still on both of our lips.  

    And in that moment, I realized that the old saying was true: happy wife, happy life. 

    THE END  

    




 

    [bookmark: COMESWAP]COME SWAP 

    Bobby is looking forward to a summer filled with video games and partying—until his dad gives him an ultimatum: he can either get a job or get a full-time head start on his college studies. Not wanting to spend his last free summer flipping burgers, Bobby decides to start learning Russian, seeing as Russian 101 is one of the random electives he chose for his first year of school.  

    His adventure into the Russian language doesn’t turn out to be so bad. He finds a website where English natives and Russian natives can assist one another in their studies. And the site is mostly filled with beautiful Russian women who want to meet American men. He starts chatting with Olya, a beautiful blonde vixen who wants to come to America to meet Bobby. But there’s a catch: it’s long and thick and dangling between her legs.  

    




 

    [bookmark: COMESWAP1]CHAPTER I 

    I hated the way my dad was looking at me. He’d been giving me that glare every time he looked over at me, ever since I told him that I had no plans to get a summer job before the start of college. “I had my first job when I was thirteen,” he told me, puffing his chest out as if he was proud of being the victim of absent child labour laws.  

    He wasn’t so charmed when I rolled my eyes and told him that I didn’t want to be a wage slave. “How are you going to pay for college? How are you going to buy your first house? You know I bought my first house when I was eighteen. Sure, it needed some elbow grease—but it was mine. You’ve been eighteen for ten months now, and you’re still going to your mom for allowance.”  

    I forced a smile and nodded my head. I wasn’t impressed by my father’s teenaged accomplishment. Back then, a down payment on a house was probably six hundred bucks and a tank of gas was fifteen cents. Now, working a full-time summer job wouldn’t even cover the cost of the books I needed for my first year of college. So what was the point? I was better off just spending the summer relaxing and worrying about all those bills later, once I was making a decent amount of money with a real job. I’d already been approved for a fairly hefty student loan, after all.  

    But it was hard to relax with my father giving me that glare every time he walked through the front door. If it were up to him, he would have sent me to work in the coalmines. Thankfully, my mother had no problem with me staying home. “Focus on studying,” she would say. “That’s more important.” I don’t think she realized that I had nothing to study, seeing as school hadn’t even started yet. Maybe she thought that I was doing some sort of online class on my laptop, when I was really just playing Fortnite. That’s okay—she was better off in her state of ignorant bliss.  

    Even though I didn’t think that my dad was right about me needing to go out to get some minimum wage job, just to prove some sort of point, I wasn’t sure how much longer I could take that disappointment. He wouldn’t even talk to me during dinnertime. He was convinced that his son was a complete waste of human life. It didn’t help that my twin sister was interning at some big magazine company in New York City. It’s not like she was making any money—so why wasn’t he jumping down her throat? Well, I decided to ask one night when my father pulled a McDonald’s employment pamphlet out from his breast pocket during dinner. “You never get mad at Maddy!” I said. “She’s not making any money. You’re even paying for her apartment. How is that fair?”  

    “She’s furthering her career. You’re just sitting on your ass doing nothing,” my dad said.  

    “He’s focussing on his studies,” my mother said.  

    My dad groaned. “Oh, don’t give me that shit. He’s not studying anything. He’s a bum.”  

    “I just don’t understand why Maddy gets to go party in New York City all summer but I’m stuck here being yelled at,” I said, looking down at my plate of food, which suddenly didn’t seem so appetizing.  

    “She’s interning,” my father said. 

    “Well maybe I’ll go intern for Jacob’s company,” I said. Jacob was my cousin. He had a small ‘Beer and Bicycle’ company, where they did bike tours around town, stopping at bars to sample locals beers. I knew my dad thought it was a stupid company idea, so I was excited to see his reaction to my suggestion. And his reaction was exactly what I was expecting.  

    He pressed his lips thin and groaned before shaking his head with a huff. “You’re not working for your degenerate cousin. You’re going to get a real job, so you can make some money. No more allowance. Barbara, quit giving your son money. From now on, if he wants money, he will earn it like the rest of us.”  

    I was expecting my mother to defend me, like she usually did. So I was shocked when she nodded her head and said, “Okay—no more allowance. Sorry, Bobby.” 

    “Mom!” I said, perking up. I was shocked. Why was she taking his side? Did she really want me getting some soul-sucking minimum wage job? Did she really want me to throw away one of the last summers of my youth? “Are you serious?”  

    “Sorry, sweetie,” she said.  

    “And quit calling him ‘sweetie’. He’s an adult now. It’s embarrassing enough that he’s still living under our roof rent-free,” my dad continued. He shook his head again. “In fact—maybe we’ll start charging you rent.”  

    I scoffed at the idea. Surely that was again the law: charging your child rent. “Sure you will, dad,” I said. 

    I probably shouldn’t have pressed his buttons so hard. He leaned forward, his face turning a shade of red. “Three hundred bucks a month. I think that’s a pretty good dead for a room, unlimited utilities, and unlimited food,” he said. 

    I looked at my mom. “Mom—can you control your husband, please?” I said. 

    She stared at me with a blank look. “You’re eighteen now, Bobby,” she said. “Maybe it’s not such a bad idea.”  

    “What? Are you nuts? I should call CPS on you right now. You can’t charge me rent!”  

    “You’re an adult, idiot,” my dad said, shaking his head. “Why don’t you try calling APS?” He laughed.  

    My head was spinning. I suddenly felt sick. My parents weren’t just kidding around—they were serious. They were really going to start charging rent. They really weren’t going to be giving me any allowance. How was I going to afford going out with my friends? How could I ever take a girl on a date without any money? “You two are sick,” I said. I stared at my food again. Now there was no chance I would be able to eat anything. I pushed the plate away and then I looked up at my parents, to see if they were bluffing. Maybe I could catch a smirk or even a tiny sign of weakness. But they were just eating their dinner as if nothing was out of the ordinary.  

    “Can you pass the peas, please,” my dad said. My mom passed the peas. “Thank you.”  

    “Well what if I was studying?” I said. “What if I was getting a head start on my college. Would you charge me rent then? Would that not be the same as Maddy? You guys are paying for her apartment, and you’re sending her money for food. She posted an Instagram story of her at a movie theatre. Seeing as she doesn’t make any money, I’m assuming you paid for her tickets too—and her popcorn.”  

    “If you were actually studying, then we would cover your rent while you stay here,” my dad said, as if he was actually being generous. “But your allowance is over. We’re sending your sister enough money for rent and food. If she went to the movies, then that came out of her food budget.”  

    “Well then tomorrow, I’m going to start studying,” I said.  

    “Okay. Great,” my father said.  

    So the next day, I set my laptop up on the desk in my bedroom. I made sure to move the desk so that I would be sitting with my back to the wall, in case anyone walked into my room to see that I was actually playing Fortnite. I grabbed a few spare binders and some old notes from my high school classes. I scattered the schoolwork all over my desk, and then I even grabbed a calculator, which I powered up and drew a graph in. I stood in my doorway and looked at the scene, to make sure it really looked like a study space.  

    Then I fished some old headphones out from a bottom drawer, so that my parents wouldn’t hear my game, and I got to playing. Sure, playing on the couch would have been more comfortable, but at least I wasn’t standing behind the counter of a McDonalds, arguing with customers over how many pickles ended up on their buns. I didn’t have to sell my soul yet. 

    It was around noon when my mom knocked on my door. “Come in,” I said. I couldn’t pause my game, because it was live online. But I did turn down the volume, just in case any noise was bleeding out from my headphones.  

    “Still studying hard?” my mom asked in the doorway. 

    “Oh yeah,” I said. “I’m getting a great head start on this year.”  

    She looked down at my desk. “Are you taking math? I thought you were going into communications,” she said. 

    I looked down at the calculator. Maybe I should have thought my set decoration out better. “Um—it’s one of my electives,” I said. And then my stomach growled as I remembered my mother going over my class list with me just a couple of weeks before.  

    She stared at me from the doorway for a moment, and then she started walking into the room. I quickly minimized my game. It took a few seconds before it disappeared. The timing was terrible: I was being attacked in the fort I’d built—and I was nearly at the end of the game. I’d come so far, and now that progress was going to be lost. But maybe if my mom was quick, I could get back into the game before I was dead. Maybe it wasn’t all over. 

    My mom looked at my screen. I had an old book report open in Microsoft Word. She stared at it for a moment. “You’re doing math and English at the same time?” she said. My stomach groaned again. Why was she suddenly an investigator? Why did she suddenly care so much? Did my dad put her up to this?  

    I looked up at her and smile. “I’m just trying to stay sharp,” I said. 

    She stared at me for a long moment, and then she reached down and tugged my headphones out from my laptop’s headphone jack. The sounds of Fortnite started playing through my laptop speakers. I was caught. I looked up at my mom with an awkward smile. “What is that noise?” I said, trying to play dumb. But I knew I was caught.  

    “I’m telling your father,” she said. 

    “Please don’t,” I said.  

    “I have to tell him. You can’t just sneak around behind our backs like this. Maybe he’s right. Maybe it is time for you to get a job and learn a little bit about the real world,” she said.  

    “Mom,” I said. I couldn’t believe I was hearing this from my mother. “Are you for real right now? I’ll stop. I’ll turn off the game. Hell—I’ll uninstall the game. I’ll study for real. I’ll really get a head start on my college classes. Just give me another chance. Please don’t tell dad about this.” I knew that I was doomed if my dad found out I’d spend the first half of my day playing games.  

    My mom stared at me for a moment. “Okay,” she said. “But you stay where I can see you—and where I can see your screen.”  

    “Fine. Whatever,” I said. So I wasn’t allowed in my room. I had to sit downstairs, in the main area of the house, where my mom spent most of her day knitting and cooking. And for the next three hours, I just stared blankly at my college class list, trying to figure out what I could do to ‘advance myself’.  

    




 

    [bookmark: COMESWAP2]CHAPTER II 

    School didn’t start for another seven weeks, but I already had my classes picked out. I had English, film studies, political sciences, French, and Russian. The English class was a degree requirement—the rest were classes I picked because according to a local forum I found online, they were the easiest classes with the least amount of homework. I wanted to wean myself into college. I wanted my first year to be easy. I’d heard so many stories about people dropping out after their first year—but if I had an easy course load, then I would be fine. I could start my college career off on the right foot.  

    But how could I prepare for any of my chosen classes? For English class, I could only assume that the teacher would assign some books and plays and poems for us all to read and evaluate—but I had no way of knowing which books or plays or poems. And I wasn’t just about to pick up a dictionary to memorize random words. And then with film studies: I couldn’t just sit around watching movies and expect my parents to believe that I was preparing myself for my film studies class.  

    What about political science? Could I research politics? Could I learn about the senate and the house and the Electoral College? I cringed at the thought. That wasn’t how I wanted to spend my summer. 

    I already knew some French, but I figured I could learn a bit more so that the material would be easier to wrap my head around. I went online and looked up websites to quickly learn French. And that’s when an ad popped up on my screen. 

    It was a photo of a beautiful blonde woman, surrounded by blue, red, and white balloons. ‘Learning a new language doesn’t have to be boring,’ the ad said. ‘Learn a new language by chatting with sexy singles!’ I found myself staring at the woman in the picture. I knew that she wasn’t actually one of the users of the website—she was just a model hired by the company—but the idea was certainly intriguing—especially to an eighteen-year-old boy. She as so hot. She had big, plump lips, and she was wearing a tight pink dress—and then, of course, she had perky, full tits.  

    My mom walked into the room from the bathroom. I quickly closed the ad. I could feel that my face was red, as if I was nearly caught watching porn, even though I was just staring at an ad for a language learning service.  

    “What are you working on?” my mom asked.  

    “Um…” I thought for a moment. “I was going to start learning Russian,” I said. “I figure I can probably learn enough in the next two months that I’ll be able to breeze through Russian 101—and maybe some more advanced classes as well—get my GPA up and get some easy credits.” I smiled. 

    My mom returned the smile. “That’s a great idea,” she said.  

    So I went to that website and signed up. I spent the next hour creating my profile: coming up with a clever name and picking out the best photo of myself to show off to the Russian beauties who were obviously desperate to talk to a handsome Westerner like myself.  

    Then, once my profile was completed, the site brought me to a long list of online users. I saw their profiles and was shocked to see that the user base was overwhelmingly female—and overwhelmingly Russians trying to learn English. They needed me and I wanted them. Maybe I wouldn’t miss Fortnite so much. Maybe spending the summer flirting with girls online was a better use of my time.  

    It was hard to make a pick. There were so many cuties. But my eye was drawn to a brunette who looked to be about my age. In her picture she was wearing dark eye makeup and she had a piercing in the middle of her top lip. I had no idea what her name was, seeing as I didn’t know anything about the Cyrillic alphabet. But I invited her to chat with me regardless.  

    I was expecting some broken English, but I was excited to help her improve. And then maybe I would wriggle my way into her heart. Maybe I could even get her to send nudes. How do you say ‘please send nudes’ in Russian? 

    She sent me a message. I had no idea what kind of gibberish I was staring at. The letters were unfamiliar. ‘Npnbet’? What could that possibly mean? Why were some of the letters backwards? I strained, trying my best to decode the language. I was smart—surely I could figure this out.  

    I came up with nothing. She had already sent more gibberish my way. By the time I ran the first line through a free translator online, she’d sent three more messages. I tried writing out an English message, which I translated into Russian and sent to her. She just sent a question mark back. At least I knew what that meant: it meant that I couldn’t rely on a translator to have a conversation with this hottie.  

    I was quickly realizing I was in over my head. I was just wasting this girl’s time. I needed to find someone who was further along with their English, who I could actually chat with. So I tried my best to say goodbye and I opened a window with another eager learner. But I encountered the same problem. After going through six girls, I only found one who was able to say ‘Hello, how are you?’ The conversation ended shortly after, and she went back to sending Russian gibberish. If I was going to talk to these beautiful girls, I was going to need to learn their language.  

    So I left that website. I had a feeling it would be a while before I was back. I signed up for a Duolingo account and started doing the beginner lessons one at a time. It was tedious, especially because I had to stare at a Cyrillic alphabet every five seconds, trying to figure out how to pronounce every letter of every word. But I was determined. I wanted to talk to girls. I’d heard that Russian women love Western men and I wanted to see if it was true.  

    So I buckled down and spent the next week focussed. It was a few days before I didn’t have to refer to the alphabet translation I’d printed out. It was another couple of days before I knew how to pronounce the ‘bI’ letter. It isn’t like any English sound. It wasn’t until the end of that first week before I figured out how to say ‘Hi, how are you?’ And it was a couple more days before I knew how to respond to the same question.  

    I was actually learning something that would be useful for my upcoming college class and I was getting closer to being able to chat with Russian women. But maybe best of all, I had my parents off of my back. After that first week, my mom told me, “You can go do that in your room if you want.” I think she was sick of me trying to say the guttural Russian words aloud while she was knitting. As soon as I was back in my room, I thought about launching Fortnite again. But I resisted the temptation. I knew that an hour away from my Russian studies was just me delaying the ability to chat with sexy Russians. I wanted to be able to use that chatting service before the end of the month.  

    So I kept studying—all day long. I was speaking more Russian than English. I was learning quickly. It was just three weeks before I finished the Duolingo program: a program designed to last ten months. I found a new website called Memrise, which was designed to increase vocabulary. I used that for the next week, while trying to read basic texts I found on the Internet. I found one website with a Russian fluency test. I took the test and the website told me that I had reached ‘Basic conversational’. My heart stuttered. It was a lot of work, but I had a feeling it was about to pay off.  

    For the first time in a month, I logged onto that chat room website. I saw the list of online users. And now I could read their names: Vanya, Tanya, Irina, Svetlana, Olga, Lyubov, Yulia… I could understand their profiles for the most part. Olga really wanted to one day move to America. Vanya loved romance novels. Tanya had a soft spot for action movies.  

    I was nervous to click on one of them, to start a chat. Was I really ready? Would my sloppy unused Russian be embarrassing? Would I really be able to hold a conversation beyond, ‘Hi, how are you doing today?’ I had to give it a try.  

    The girl with the dark eye makeup and the lip piercing was online. I opened up a chat window with her. It was only a few seconds later when I saw that she was typing a message. My heart stuttered again. I took a deep breath. Then her message appeared. And I could actually understand it. “Hi. Have you gotten better yet?” she asked in Russian. 

    “Yes. At least I think so. Maybe you can tell me,” I replied in Russian.  

    “Very good,” she said, including a little smiley face. “I like your picture. You’re cute.”  

    I felt my face turning red. Maybe it’s true: maybe hard work really does pay off. No woman had ever called me cute before. I couldn’t even think of a single complement I’d ever received from a woman who wasn’t my mother. “Have you learned more English in the last month?” I asked. 

    “Not much. To be honest, I haven’t been trying very hard. I’m only on this site for a class.”  

    “Are you taking English in college?” I asked. Our conversation was still in Russian. 

    “It’s a high school class,” she said. I still couldn’t believe that I could understand her—even though it shouldn’t have been so hard to believe. I understood all the lessons on Duolingo. I’d read and reread the grammar tutorials. I’d watched countless videos. I’d logged dozens of hours on Memrise. So it was only natural that I could hold a decent conversation.  

    We chatted for a while, and then I heard a beeping. I looked at the bottom of my screen and saw that another girl had opened a chat window with me. I clicked on her profile. She was a petite blonde with large breasts, which she had done her best to hide in a tight white t-shirt, which said Russia on it, in Russian of course. “Would you help me with my English?” she asked. Apparently I was one of few English natives online. After a couple of hours, I had four chat windows open. I was helping two girls with their English, I had one girl helping me with my Russian, and then there was the high school girl with the eye makeup—we were just flirting. Her name was Mila, and she wasn’t bothering to correct my little grammar mistakes.  

    “So how old are you, Mila?” I asked in Russian. 

    “I probably shouldn’t say,” she said in Russian. 

    “Why not?” I asked. 

    “Why do you want to know?” 

    “I’m just wondering,” I wrote.  

    “Have you ever been to New York City?” she asked. 

    “No. But my sister is living there now,” I said.  

    “I really want to visit New York City,” she said.  

    “Well if you ever make it out, let me know. I’m just a three hour drive away.”  

    “You would visit me?” she asked. 

    “Of course,” I said.  

    There was a silence. Then she asked, “Can I send you a picture?”  

    “Sure,” I said. I waited a few minutes. I continued my learning conversations with the other girls. And then I heard the ding. Mila had sent a photo. I clicked over to our chat window and then I felt my face turning white. It was a picture of her wearing nothing but a tiny pair of white panties. She had her arm over her tits. Her cheeks were red—almost as red as the worn nail polish on her fingernails and toenails.  

    “Promise you won’t send this picture to anyone?” she asked.  

    “Promise,” I said after a moment. No woman had ever sent me a nude photo before. Hell—no woman had ever flirted with me before. My head was spinning and my cock was growing in my pants. I took a deep breath. “ 

    “Do you want more pictures?” she asked.  

    “Yes,” I said.  

    So she sent another picture. Now my other conversations were being left ignored. I heard the dinging of their new messages, but I couldn’t be bothered to click over to see what they were saying. Mila was sending me amazing nude photos that I didn’t even have to ask for.  

    In her next photo, her tits were exposed. They were small and perky. “You don’t think they’re too small?” she asked. 

    “They’re perfect,” I said. Learning Russian was the best thing I’d ever done in my life. Maybe devoting time to learning wasn’t such a bad idea after all.  

    “What do you want me to do in my next picture?” she asked.  

    “Why don’t you take your panties off?” I said. 

    So I got a photo with her panties down around her ankles. Her knees were closed together, hiding her pussy from the camera. “Spread your legs,” I said. So I got a photo of her clean-shaved slit.  

    “Now you send one. Show me how I’m doing.” I figured she meant a photo of my cock, erect to prove that I was aroused. I felt awkward stripping down—especially knowing that my parents were downstairs and could come into my room at any moment to make sure I wasn’t playing video games. I was still technically practising my Russian—though I’m not sure they would believe me if they saw me pointing a camera at my erection. Flustered and red-cheeked, I sent a photo to Mila.  

    “What do I have to do to make you come?” she asked.  

    I bit down hard on my tongue. “Finger yourself,” I said. A minute later, I got a photo of her pussy agape, with two of her fingers burrowed inside, down to her knuckles. There was a glisten down her bum cheeks as if she’d expelled some fluid. I sent her another photo of my erection, this time with my clenched fist around my girth.  

    She sent a photo of her pussy, being held open by both of her hands. I could see right inside, where the cock was supposed to go. She was wet and tight. “Shit,” I muttered aloud. I was stroking myself, and I knew I wouldn’t last long.  

    Behind her in the photo, I could see a marker on her desk. “Stick the marker into your cunt,” I wrote. And a minute later, she sent a photo of her cunt, with the very tip of that marker poking out. And that was enough for me. I came. Cum rolled down my knuckles and I groaned. I sent her a photo, and she replied with a smiley face emoji.  

    “I should be getting to bed,” I wrote.  

    “Maybe we can chat again one night,” she said.  

    “Of course,” I said. “Maybe tomorrow night.”  

    Mila was great. She blessed my dreams that night, and I couldn’t stop thinking about her and looking at her lewd photos the next day. And then she logged on and I chatted her up. Then my little Mila fantasy was ruined. After just a few minutes, she told me that her grandma was sick and she needed money to pay for the medical bills. “How much?” I asked. 

    “A thousand dollars,” she said. “Could you please send it to me soon. Here is my bank wire information.” Mila was trying to scam me. I should have seen it coming. I don’t think that I was being catfished—just scammed by a young girl who thought Americans were stupid.  

    I was disappointed. I closed the chat window with her and I blocked her so that she couldn’t see or chat with me any more. And then I found myself looking at the list of girls on the website. Were they all just looking for an ignorant man to send them money? Was the website just a hub for scammers? No—surely some of these girls were truly interested in learning a new language. What about the girls I’d been chatting with the night before? Were they just pretending to have bad English? Were they just putting up with my ‘basic conversational’ Russian so they could butter me up?  

    A woman opened up a chat window with me. “Hello. Could you help me with my English?” she asked.  

    I looked at her profile, and my newfound pessimism assumed that she wasn’t actually a woman who needed help with her English. She was too beautiful. She had long blonde hair and stunning blue eyes. She looked a bit like the model from the ad I saw a month ago, that got me started with the Russian language. Her busty body was squeezed into a tight pink dress. She had plump lips and a thin waist.  

    I considered not replying. I considered clicking away from that website and removing it from my bookmarks folder. “Are you there?” she asked.  

    I sighed. Maybe I could give it one more try—just in case she was the real deal (though it seemed unlikely). “Hi,” I wrote. “I can help.”  

    “Thank you so much. I’m trying to understand how to pronounce ‘read’,” she said. “It’s like ‘red’ or like ‘reed’?”  

    “It depends on the tense,” I said. And then I went on to help her understand a few English words that lots of Russian women seemed to struggle with, at least on that website. “Your language is so complicated,” she said in Russian.  

    “You should try learning your language,” I wrote. “Your grammar is like advanced rocket science.”  

    “Maybe I can help you,” she said. “What are you struggling with?”  

    So I asked a few questions that had been stalling me—the same questions I’d asked other girls. But this girl gave me a surprisingly good explanation. I suddenly understood when to use certain word-endings. “That makes so much sense!” I said. 

    “I am glad I could help.” 

    I asked her a few more questions, then she had me practise the new information with a little conversation. I asked her about her work. She was a student in Moscow. She wanted to work with dogs, even if that just meant walking them for a living. I told her about my upcoming college. She was strangely impressed. Apparently it’s not so common for Russians to go to college, unless they’re particularly bright. “I’m not particularly bright,” I said. “I’m probably better off staying away from college.”  

    “Maybe you could become a Russian translator. You’re very good—especially if it’s true that it’s only been a month.”  

    “It’s been a full-time month,” I said.  

    And we kept talking about the future. She told me that she wanted a child one day, but she wanted to adopt. “There are so many kids in orphanages here,” she explained. Then she told me how she used to volunteer at an orphanage. We talked a bit about kids, and then we started talking about hobbies. I found myself looking at her profile again, flicking through her pictures, trying to decide whether she was real or not. The woman in her photos was too beautiful to be real. But if she was a scammer putting on a front, then the scammer was doing a lot of work.  

    I decided to be blunt. “The girl in the pictures on your profile—is that really you?” I asked. 

    “Of course it’s me,” she said. “Who else would it be?”  

    “I don’t know that I believe you,” I said.  

    “Why wouldn’t you believe me?”  

    “It’s just hard to believe,” I said. “A girl who looks like that should be out modelling for a magazine or something. Why would she be learning English and volunteering at orphanages?”  

    For the next three minutes, the chat was silent. Maybe I’d called her out on her scam and she’d run away. Maybe I’d offended her and she decided I wasn’t worth her time. That disappointment started setting back in, realizing the past month of hard studying was probably for nothing. The only girls I could talk to just wanted my money—money I didn’t even have. At least I would breeze through one of my university courses. And maybe the girl was right—maybe I could get a job as a translator. Maybe it wasn’t a complete waste. 

    Suddenly, my messenger dinged. The girl had sent a photo. I clicked on it. It loaded slowly.  

    It wasn’t a nude. But it was a photo of the girl on her profile: a selfie. She was holding up a piece of paper with the date written on it, along with the message, ‘Hi Bobby!’ I looked closely at the photo, trying to see if it was Photoshopped. Maybe the scammer was sophisticated. Maybe he had thousands of pictures of this girl and he was ready to quickly replace words on a page. But I couldn’t spot any signs of forgery.  

    “Wow,” I replied. 

    “Why wow?” she said.  

    “I don’t know. I guess I was wrong,” I said.  

    “It’s okay. I’m very flattered. Do you really think I could be in a magazine?”  

    I felt my face turning red. “You could be on the cover of a magazine,” I said. 

    “Are Americans known for being romantic?” 

    “Am I being romantic?” I asked. 

    “Boys don’t compliment me often. I think any compliment is romantic.”  

    “It wasn’t a compliment—I was just saying that you’re beautiful. Is it a compliment if it’s just a fact?”  

    “You’re sweet. Did you learn Russian just to flirt with Russian girls?” she asked. 

    Now I felt my face turning dark red. I’d been caught. “It wasn’t a deterrent,” I said. We kept talking. Finally, I caught myself yawning. I looked over at the clock on my wall and was shocked to see that it was 3:30 AM. “I should really be getting to sleep,” I said.  

    “Okay. It was nice talking to you,” she said. Then she sent another picture. She was holding up a piece of paper with the note, ‘Goodnight, Bobby,’ written in Russian.  

    “Goodnight,” I said—and then I realized I didn’t know her real name. I just knew her screen name, ‘Russian Blondie’. “Before I go to bed, what’s your name?”  

    “It’s Olya,” she said.  

    “Goodnight, Olya.” I closed down my laptop and I went to bed. As I fell asleep, I realized that my brain was thinking in Russian—and it was thinking of Russian girls—particularly of Olya.  

    




 

    [bookmark: COMESWAP3]CHAPTER III 

    We spent the better half of the next day chatting—as soon as she was awake in Moscow. She told me about her city and then she told me about the small town up north where she grew up. I was learning lots of new words, and I hardly even noticed because I was so swept up in the conversation. She told me a little bit about the high school she was going to. “I bet you’re very popular at school.”  

    She was slow to respond, as if I’d said something I shouldn’t have. For hours, she’d been immediate to respond. But now there was silence. “Did I say that wrong?” I asked. I reread what I wrote. Maybe I had the word for ‘popular’ wrong. Maybe I just insulted her. I didn’t mean to insult her. I had to search it in the dictionary. But the word was right. I said what I meant to say.  

    “I wasn’t popular,” she said. “School hasn’t been great for me. I’m excited for it to be over.”  

    “Isn’t Russian like America? Aren’t the pretty girls the popular ones?” I asked.  

    “Girls like me aren’t popular here,” she said.  

    “Why not?”  

    There was another silence. “Do you want to try the video chat?” she asked.  

    “Sure,” I wrote. I was nervous. The only Russian speaking I’d done was with the Duolingo programmed voice. I had no idea if I was really pronouncing my words correctly—or if anyone would be able to understand me through my American accent. But it was worth a try. I had to dive in at some point—so it may as well have been with a beautiful woman.  

    My computer started to ring. A popup window appeared. “Russian Blondie would like to video chat,” it said. My body became tense and blood rushed into my cheeks. What if she saw me and realized I was actually a skinny geek? What if my profile picture was more flattering than my actual self? What if she saw me and then hung up and never wanted to talk to me again?  

    I hesitantly clicked the ‘answer call’ button. A spinning wheel appeared on the screen as the feed loaded. I sat up straight and forced a smile. In high school, I never talked to girls, unless I had to for an assignment. I was always terrified stiff whenever one of my crushes walked past me in the hall. A few girls added me on Facebook messenger, but they hardly talked to me. In fact, as I thought about it while that wheel was spinning on my screen, I’d probably talked to Olya more than any woman in my life, who wasn’t related to me. Olya was the furthest I’d ever gotten with a girl, unless you count Mila, who was trying to scam me for money.  

    The wheel disappeared and she was suddenly on my screen: in all her blonde beauty. She was wearing a cute low cut dress. It was red with traditional Russian floral print along the trim. She had her makeup done up nicely and the cutest smile on her pretty face. “Hi, Bobby. Nice to see you,” she said in Russian.  

    I could hear my mom walking around downstairs. I knew that she wouldn’t be able to understand a word I was saying, and I had headphones in, so as far as she knew, I was talking to the Duolingo robot again—but I was still terrified of her hearing me chatting with a girl. I cleared my throat and forced myself to respond. “Hi. Nice to see you as well. You, uh, look nice.”  

    “Thank you,” she said, taking a step back from her desk to show me the full picture. She had a slender body with curves in all the right places. I couldn’t believe how perky her tits were. Her dress showed just enough of them off. Between her tits, a little green stone was hanging from a necklace. “Uh, nice necklace,” I said. “What kind of rock is that?”  

    “It’s an emerald,” she said. “My grandmother gave it to me. You really like it?”  

    I nodded my head. I was still in a state of shock, still struggling to believe a gorgeous woman had any intention of chatting with me. But I’d made sure to tell her that I had no money—that I was living with my parents and planning to live off of a student loan. She didn’t seem to care, as if she really did just want to talk to me. “It’s really nice,” I said. “How has your day been?” 

    She laughed. “It’s been good. I’ve been talking to you since I woke up.” She had a cute laugh. And her eyes looked even more stunning on video. She had gorgeous, long eyelashes that fluttered every time she blinked. It was hard to look away from her—and hard not to assume that she was up to some sort of scam.  

    “So, uh, what should we talk about?” I said. I hated how nervous I suddenly was. Why couldn’t I be as confident in person as I was through text?  

    “Whatever you want to talk about,” she said. 

    I thought for a moment. “Why don’t you tell me something about yourself?” I said. 

    “Well—there’s one thing I can tell you, but I don’t really want you to think any less of me,” she said. “Here in Russian, it’s very taboo. But I understand that it’s not so taboo in America. But maybe I’m wrong.”  

    “What is it?” I asked. 

    “I’m a—” she said. But I didn’t understand the last word. It wasn’t a word I’d learned. It was a long word with lots of vowels.  

    I leaned closer to my screen. “Sorry—say that again,” I said, hoping that I could figure it out with a second attempt. She said the word again but I couldn’t figure it out.  

    “What is that?” I asked. 

    “I was a boy, and now I’m a girl,” she said. She was smiling, maybe pulling a prank on me. I laughed, thinking that it was just some weird Russian sense of humour that I hadn’t encountered yet. But she wasn’t laughing, so I stopped. I stared at her for a moment.  

    “Wait—what do you mean?” I said. 

    “I don’t know what you call it in English,” she said. “I take special pills each day. They make me more of a girl.” Her face was red. That smirk was gone.  

    “It’s a joke?” I asked. 

    “No joke,” she said.  

    “Oh,” I said, looking down again at her perky tits, which were partially visible through her dress. They looked real. Were they implants? Were they the result of hormone therapy? Or was she just fucking with me? “That’s, uh, that’s cool.”  

    “So it’s okay? You don’t think less of me?” she said.  

    “Me?” I laughed awkwardly. “No—of course not. I, uh, I don’t care about that.” My heart stuttered. Had I spent the past two days fawning over a transgender? Had I been staring over and over at photos of a biological male? Was that really such a bad thing? I mean—she did look convincing. She sounded convincing, too—at least as far as I could tell. Maybe she didn’t sound quite so convincing to native Russian speakers.  

    “Okay. Good,” she said. “I was worried you wouldn’t want to talk to me anymore.”  

    “I don’t care about that,” I said again, still laughing awkwardly and nervously. A part of me was still convinced that she was messing with me.   

    “Cool,” she said. And then there was a silence. I had no idea what to say next. Was I just supposed to ignore the bomb she just dropped? Was I supposed to politely end the conversation and start a new one with another girl—and hope that she wasn’t a scammer or a transgender? Or could I just keep talking to Olya? Was it really such a big deal? Like she said: it’s more or less acceptable in America now. At least in the northern states, no one’s getting beaten up for being a transgender or dating a transgender—and even if they were, I was just talking to one on a website. It’s not like we were getting married or anything. “So tell me more about you. Do you have any secrets you want to get off of your chest?” she asked with her cute giggle. But now that giggle made me nervous. How could it be so cute? Was that something she’d practised, or was that her natural giggle? Did the hormones help, or was she giggling like that when she was a boy as well? 

    “Well…” I said, trying to think. But I could only think about the fact that she wasn’t completely female. “I, uh… I’m starting school in a month.”  

    She laughed. “I know. You’re taking English, French, Russian, politics—and what was the other class?” She’d actually been paying attention—I was somewhat surprised. I don’t know why, but it was hard to believe that a girl could actually be interested in me.  

    I had to think. “Film studies,” I said after a moment. 

    “Right—film studies. You know there are some very good Russian films if you like films.”  

    “You’ll have to send me a list,” I said. “I’d be interested in watching them.”  

    “I’ll do that,” she said. “There’s one called Stalker. It’s very good. I think it’s quite popular all over the world. The director is very famous.”  

    “I think I’ve heard about it,” I said. And just like that, we were right back to talking—as if she hadn’t shattered my mind with her bombshell. Had she not said anything, I would have never known. I found myself looking down her body on my screen, trying to find evidence that she was telling the truth. There was a bit of an Adam’s apple, but nothing obvious. Her shoulders were maybe a little bit broad—but they weren’t crazy. Though no one was looking at her shoulders. It was impossible to look down from her face without looking straight at her magnificent tits.  

    “I’m going out tonight,” she said to me. “I should probably start getting ready.”  

    “Okay. Have fun,” I said, looking over at the clock and realizing it was late. I’d been talking to Olya all day.  

    “Wait. I thought you could maybe help me pick out an outfit,” she said, springing up to her feet. She ran back to her closet. “Can you still see me?” she asked. 

    “I can see you,” I said. 

    She opened her closet and pulled out a number of dresses. “Do you mind if I try them on for you?” she asked. 

    I nodded my head. “Sure.”  

    “I’ll try this one first,” she said, holding up a small red dress. It was hard to believe the dress could fit over her body. 

    “Okay. Just hold on for one minute,” she said. She stepped aside, away from the view of the camera. Now I was just looking at her empty Moscow bedroom. It was clean and stark. Her walls were grey and so were her bed sheets. There was a mirror on her wall, just to the left of the frame. I noticed something moving in that mirror. I looked closer and realized it was her. 

    She probably had no idea that I could still see her. She was slipping out from her red day dress, carefully pulling the straps over her shoulders and squirming it down her body. Her perky tits popped out. She had big nipples, which were erect. She kept pulling that dress down, past her flat stomach and over her smooth pelvis. I took a deep breath, suddenly overwhelmed with tension. Was I supposed to say something? Should I look away?  

    She pulled that dress over the bust of her ass, revealing her tight thong. I bit down on my tongue. She had a great bum—but it wasn’t the bum that stole my attention; it was the bulge in her panties that made me gasp. I covered my mouth so she wouldn’t hear me.  

    The thong was tiny—it had enough fabric to hold her package from hanging out, but it wasn’t enough to hide everything. I could see her testicles and most of her long shaft, all squashed together and pressed between her thighs. She really wasn’t fucking with me. She really was a transgender.  

    I wiped the cold beads of sweat off of my forehead. I couldn’t look away. I watched her step into her new red dress. She stretched it up her body. It was skin-tight and it hardly covered her perfect titties. She looked down at her cock bulge. Then she reached up the skirt of her dress and fondled herself until that bulge was gone. I’m not sure what she did with it.  

    Then she stepped away from the mirror and back in front of the camera. “Are you still there?” she asked.  

    My face must have been dark red. I nodded my head quickly and forced a big smile. “I’m right here,” I said. “That dress looks nice.”  

    “You think so? It’s not too revealing?”  

    I shook my head. “No—it’s nice,” I said.  

    “Can I show you the blue one?” she asked. 

    “Sure. Show me the blue one.”  

    She did the same thing: walking to her closet to grab the new dress and then stepping aside where she thought she was invisible. I watched as she stripped down, exposing her tits and that big, meaty package between her thighs. I stared at it until it was gone, until a frilly blue skirt.  

    The new dress had a corset top and no straps. Her big tits floated and jiggled when she stepped, but somehow they didn’t bounce right out. “I really like this dress,” she said. 

    “Yeah. That one is good too,” I said. I had to keep my camera pointed up so that she wouldn’t see my tall, throbbing erection pulsing between my legs, begging to be released from my tight denim pants. I reached down when she went to get the third dress, to stuff my erection to the side, so that it wasn’t mashing directly up into my fly. Why was I so aroused?  

    I took a deep breath. And I didn’t look away from the next changing. I watched her wriggle her amazing body into a tight pink dress. I watched as she handled her breasts, stuffing them into the tight top. Then she stepped back in front of the camera. “I love this dress,” she said. Then she laughed, looking down. “Maybe I love it too much.”  

    “That one is nice too,” I said. 

    “You don’t seem sold on any of them,” she said.  

    “I like all of them.”  

    “Well I’ve got one more,” she said.  

    She grabbed a black dress and then she stepped aside, back where she assumed she was invisible. She slipped out from her pink dress, and that’s when I saw that she was aroused. Her cock had fought its way out from her thong and was now pointing straight out. It was long and hard and twitching with each pulse of her heart. She pulled the black dress over her body, but now her cock was bulging out, no matter how hard she tried to stuff it back. The stretchy black dress didn’t help to hide the erection. “Just a minute,” she called out as she continued to fight with her shaft. Apparently she really did like the pink dress ‘too much’, as she said.  

    She finally lifted her skirt up, exposing that big shaft. She pushed it down between her thighs, and then she closed her legs together to hold it awkwardly in place. Then she dropped her skirt and walked carefully in front of the camera. “What about this one?” she said.  

    “I love that one,” I said. “I think you should wear that one.”  

    “Okay,” she said, looking down—probably to make sure that her cock wasn’t springing free. “I should probably start getting ready. Maybe we can talk tomorrow again.”  

    “We should do that,” I said. 

    “Bye, Bobby!” She leaned forward carefully and then hung up the call. I remained still for a minute, processing the show I’d just witnessed. I let my lips part and I took a deep breath of fresh air into my lungs. Then I looked down at the bulge in my own pants. I’d never felt the need to jerk off more in my entire life.  

    So that’s what I did. I opened up Olya’s profile and then I jerked myself off to her photos. It wasn’t even thirty seconds later when I had a tissue full of cum in my hand.  

    




 

    [bookmark: COMESWAP4]CHAPTER IV 

    We chatted again the next day. Olya rang me up as soon as she was awake, and our chat remained open well into the day, until she had to leave for a school project. My Russian was improving a little bit every day—faster now that I was chatting with real Russians and immersing myself in their native language. I was starting to be able to hear that masculine twang to Olya’s voice.  

    I’d also done a bit of digging through her Facebook profile. On some old pictures, I found some of her friends calling her Dima. I managed to search for her old masculine name, and I found some photos on an old school website of her before her transition. It was a strange and unnatural sight. She really looked like a boy in the old photos, but she really looked like a girl now—and the difference between the photos was only a few years. How could a person change so drastically in such a short period of time? Was it just the makeup? Under that makeup, was she just that boy I was seeing in those old photos?  

    It was the next day, Friday, when she called me later in the day. When I picked up the video call, she wasn’t even sitting in front of her computer; she was zipping back and forth from her closet to her mirror, getting ready for a night out. She had her makeup done in a fancy way, with big flicks of eyeliner—a very Russian makeup style. She was wearing a gold, sparkly dress, which cut off less than an inch below her bum. Her wrists were dangling with costume jewellery, and she had big hoops for earrings.  

    “How do I look?” was the first question she asked me.  

    “You look very good,” I said, watching her dart back and forth. She had a whole pile of shoes that she was trying on. Each pair looked worn, as if they’d all been taken out many, many times. She asked for my advice on shoes, but she ended up just going with the golden pair that matched her dress, even though I told her I liked the black pair the most. That’s another thing with Russians: they like matching from head to toe.  

    “I wish we could talk more,” she said. “But I have this big gala tonight. Half of my school will be there. There will be music—traditional Russian music. If you could come, you would probably learn a lot about Russia.” 

    “I think it’s a bit far for me,” I said.  

    She checked the time and then she came up to the camera for the first time that day. “Sorry, I have to go,” she said, batting her big, pretty eyelashes inches from her laptop camera.  

    “It’s okay,” I said. 

    “I’ll talk to you tomorrow.” She blew a kiss at the camera and then she logged off. My heart stuttered and my face turned red. Was that a Russian thing? Do Russians blow kisses at one another, or was that her being romantic? Why was I so flustered? Why couldn’t I get the image of her gold-clad body out from my mind?  

    I spent more time than usual practising my Russian that day, trying to get beyond my basic conversation level. I could tell that I’d come a long way. Texts that would take me fifteen minutes to read just a week before now only took me five minutes. I had to spend much less time looking through the dictionary for words that were alien to me. I went to take the Duolingo refresher test and I got nearly every single question correct. I wanted to impress Olya.  

    And then it was 6:30 PM when my computer started to ring. I was getting a video call from Olya. I had to check the time again, knowing that it was 3:30 AM in Moscow. Of course I answered. And then I was excited to see her pretty face staring at me. She had a big smirk on, and her cheeks were dark red as if she’d been drinking. “Bobby—you picked up!” she said. She had the slightest slur to her voice.  

    “I’m here. What are you still doing up?”  

    “I just got home,” she said with a strange amount of enthusiasm. “I kept thinking of you all night. I missed your cute accent and your patchy Russian.” I wasn’t sure if I should take it as an insult or a compliment.  

    “I’ve been practising,” I said in my defence.  

    She started laughing. “It’s okay. I understand you. And isn’t that all that matters?”  

    “Did you have fun tonight at the gala?” I asked. “Did everyone like your dress?”  

    She shook her head. “I was shunned—but I’m used to it. They don’t like that I’m a transgender here. Did I tell you that already?” She swayed slightly, apparently overwhelmed with alcohol. “So me and a few friends went out back and we shared a big bottle of vodka.”  

    “Well I’m sorry to hear that,” I said. 

    “Why are you sorry?” 

    “That must be hard,” I said. 

    “But why are you sorry?”  

    It took me a moment to realize that she really didn’t understand why I was sorry. Maybe that wasn’t something Russians said to one another. “I feel sympathetic,” I said. “That’s how we say it in English.”  

    “Bobby?” she said. 

    “Yes?”  

    “If you were here with me right now, what would you do?”  

    My body tingled. I inhaled a deep breath and I made a big smile. “I don’t know. It’s 3:30 AM, so I would probably be sleeping.” I laughed. 

    She shook her head. “No. With me. What would you do with me?” She was staring quietly at her screen, waiting eagerly for an honest answer. But I hadn’t thought about it. What would I do? It would be hard not to make a move—especially now that one of the straps of her tight dress was dangling on her arm. It would be so easy to just tug that golden dress down, revealing her braless tits. But then what would I do? Would I be able to make love to her, knowing that she used to be a boy? I’d seen the pictures—would those images be in my mind while our bodies were pressed together? Would I be able to get an erection if her cock was rubbing against my pelvis?  

    “Well, Bobby?” she asked. 

    I laughed nervously. “I don’t know,” I said. “I would probably make a move on you—so I guess it’s a good thing I’m not there.” My face was red-hot. I had to bite down on the edge of my tongue to stock my jaw from clenching.  

    She was silent for a moment. “So why is it a good thing you aren’t here?” She continued to stare at the screen—staring at me. 

    I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know,” I said. My heart fluttered and skipped multiple beats. “I guess I kind of wish that I was there.”  

    There was suddenly a long silence. Then, she nudged her chair back, so I could see her whole torso as well as her face. She reached carefully for her shoulder and removed the remaining strap of her dress. Then, using both hands, she gently tugged that dress down her torso, revealing her collarbone, then her breasts, and then her abdomen. Her eyes were wide and glowing, and her whole face was now dark red—though probably not quite as red as mine. 

    “W—What are you doing?” I asked.  

    “I don’t know,” she said. Then she stood up and pulled that dress down over her hips. Once past her hips, it easily fell down to the floor, leaving her in just a gold thong, which didn’t even cover her whole package. I could see one of her testicles hanging down, and I could make out a whole edge of her long shaft, which was scrunched into that small piece of elastic fabric. “Do I look good to you?” she asked, spinning around in a slow circle. 

    My heart was pounding. I kept looking over my shoulder to make sure that my door was properly closed. I hated that my parents made me turn my desk so my screen would face the door. I could hear them downstairs, shuffling around between the kitchen and the living room. If I stopped paying attention, I knew it would only take a few seconds for them to reach my door.  

    “Well?” she asked, looking shy. She staggered slightly, still intoxicated.  

    “You look beautiful,” I said.  

    She smiled. Then she reached down and grabbed the thong with both hands. She slipped it down and let it fall on top of her dress. Her large package fell out and dangled in the open. My lips parted and I couldn’t close them. I fought to bring air into my lungs. I couldn’t look away from her. I couldn’t stop staring at that amazing cock. Did I like cocks? Was I actually gay? Why was her smooth, shaved package so mesmerizing?  

    She reached down and grabbed her shaft and ball sack. She pulled the whole deal upwards, stretching it towards her abdomen. Then she let her ball sack fall down so that she was only holding her shaft. “I’m drunk, Bobby,” she said. 

    I nodded my head slowly, not sure how to respond. Should I have been talking her out of this? Should I have been telling her to put her dress back on? My eyes were probably telling her to go on, to keep stroking herself while I watched—because that’s what she did. She grabbed her shaft firmly and stroked it up and down, making it harder and harder—and bigger and bigger. 

    “Do you like it?” she asked. 

    I just nodded my head. I didn’t know why I liked it—and I didn’t like that I liked it—but I liked it. I kept watching. My own cock had already become solid and large in my pants. I had to reach down to unzip my fly, just to get a bit of relief.  

    “Take out your cock, Bobby,” she said.  

    My heart stuttered. I looked down and then I looked back at my bedroom door. It was a risky move, but I couldn’t possibly turn Olya down. I pushed myself back from my computer and I tilted my screen down, so that she could see enough of my body. Then I tugged my pants down, revealing my erect cock to Olya—the first girl to ever see my erect cock.  

    Her eyes lit up and she let a little gasp slip. “I like your cock,” she said. 

    “I, uh, like yours too,” I said. I was so glad that my parents couldn’t understand Russian, just in case they were walking past my bedroom door.  

    “Go ahead and stroke it,” she said. “We can stroke together. Tell me if you’re going to come—don’t come without me. And take off your shirt.”  

    So I took off my shirt and I started to pump my shaft while watching her pump hers. I felt so naughty. My heart was racing with terror. I knew that I was doing something I absolutely should not have been doing, but I couldn’t stop. It felt so good. It was so much better than any masturbation session I’d ever had before, knowing that Olya on my screen was real and that she was really looking at me.  

    She let a little moan slip. That adorable moan sent a warm shockwave through my body. I shuddered and took a sharp breath in. I felt a warm fluid trickling down my fingers. I looked down to see clear pre-cum. I was closing in on my climax.  

    And she was closing in on her climax. She stumbled slightly and then caught herself using the edge of her desk. She remained slightly bent over while she beat her cock, stroking it up and down. Her cock was magnificently huge, towering up above her belly button with a perfect curve from the base to the tip. There was a thick vein running up the bottom of her cock, and I could almost see it throbbing through my computer screen. 

    “Are you close yet?” she asked between heavy breaths. 

    “Very close,” I said. I squeezed my cock harder. I could feel the euphoria growing in my shaft, taking feeling away from the rest of my body. I groaned and squirmed. “It’s coming—I’m going to come.” 

    “I want you to come on your own chest and imagine that I’m coming on you,” she said. She held her cock out, pointing it at the camera as if she was going to come on me. Then she stumbled forward so that her cock was filling up my screen. I could no longer see her face of her perky tits: just her throbbing shaft and the fist that was clenched around it.  

    I groaned loudly and I pulled my shaft up, aiming it at my chest. And just as I was about to come, she unloaded. The first couple of shots went over the screen. Then a blast hit the camera dead-on. I felt the hot blasts splashing against my chest. I was coming on myself. But it really felt like she was coming on me—and it felt so amazing. I groaned and squirmed and moaned as the warm globs dribbled down my torso and into my pubic hair.  

    I looked down at the mess I’d made. I don’t think I’d ever produced so much come in my life.  

    I looked back up at the screen as she wiped the gooey white cum off of her camera. Now she was smiling at me. “That was fun,” she said.  

    I nodded my head.  

    “I should probably get some sleep. Maybe we can talk tomorrow,” she said.  

    “Definitely,” I said.  

    She blew a kiss at the camera and then she logged off, leaving me with a pounding heart and a lot of cum to clean up.  

    




 

    [bookmark: COMESWAP5]CHAPTER V 

    Olya didn’t come online the next day, making me feel nervous that she’d woken up with a head full of regrets. I remained close to my computer, watching as people went online and offline. I tried practising some difficult Russian grammar, but it was hard to focus not knowing how Olya felt about our little online romp, now that she was sober.  

    I tried talking to a few others, helping them with their English, getting some help with my Russian, but my focus was on that list of users. I had her profile open in a separate tab, and I kept staring at the red circle, waiting for it to turn green.  

    When midnight rolled around, I knew it was time to give up on waiting for her to appear online. I closed my laptop and I went to bed with a sadness swelling in my heart. But why did I care? It’s not like I knew Olya in real life. She was just a character on a website. She may as well have been a character in a video game. Sure, I knew what she looked and sounded like, but I didn’t know what she felt like and I didn’t know what she smelled like, or what her lips tasted like. Hell—as far as I knew, she was just working for a scammer. Maybe they took pictures of me coming all over myself and they were going to use them to blackmail me into sending money over to Russia. Maybe Olya was the same scammer as Mila.  

    When I woke up late the next morning, I had a message on my computer. It was from Olya. “Sorry we didn’t talk yesterday. The Internet was down on my whole block and my hangover was too bad to go out.”  

    I perked up and replied quickly. Hope and excitement surged back into my body, as if I’d waited years to hear back from her. “It’s okay,” I said. “I thought maybe I’d scared you away.”  

    “Can I call you? I have something to tell you.”  

    I didn’t wait for her to call me. I went ahead and called her. The image of her long, smooth shaft was in my mind. I knew that she was sober now, but that didn’t stop me from trying to think of a way to get her naked again, so I could see her stroking herself one more time.  

    Her face appeared on my screen. She was wearing an oversized white sweater and she had her long hair tied in a bun on the top of her head. She was only wearing a touch of makeup—just enough to make her eyes look big and stunning. “Feeling better?” I asked. 

    “I’m feeling great,” she said. “Do you want to know why?”  

    “Why?” 

    “I’m coming to visit you!” she said with excitement. There was excitement bursting inside of me, but only for a few seconds before reality dawned on me.  

    I couldn’t have her visit me! I couldn’t let my parents meet her—they would disown me. And my friends would mock the hell out of me. Why did I let her think that being transgender was widely accepted in America? It wasn’t. If my friends thought that I was involved with a transgender girl, I’m sure they would make fun of me behind my back—or just to my face. Everyone would accuse me of secretly being gay. I wasn’t gay—at least I didn’t think I was gay. I certainly didn’t want other people thinking I was gay until I knew for certain one way or the other.  

    And what if I wasn’t the guy she thought I was? What if she came and realized I was a loser with only a few friends? What was she expecting from me? Where was she going to stay?  

    “You’re coming here?” I said. “To Buffalo?” 

    “Yes. My school is paying for the flight, but I’m supposed to find my own place to stay. And that sort of brings me to you. I have a very big favour to ask.” She pressed her hands together and made a big smile. I knew exactly what she was going to ask. She was going to ask to stay with me. Sure, my parents had a guest room, but would they go for it? Would they allow a complete stranger from the other side of the world to stay in our house? And no offense to Russians, but they had a scammy reputation, at least in America. My parents grew up during the Cold War. They were taught to believe that Russians were the evil people of the world. “Could I maybe stay with you? I promise I would be quiet and your family wouldn’t even notice me there. I know it’s asking a lot—but it would mean so much to me,” she said. 

    And even if my parents were fine with having a Russian woman come to stay with us, they would probably change their tune the moment they realized that she was trans. Or maybe they wouldn’t notice. It wasn’t obvious in her voice to me until my Russian was at a certain level. So maybe it wouldn’t be at all obvious to them. And it’s not like Olya wasn’t convincing. Sure, her shoulders were maybe a tiny bit wider than the average girl, and she had a bit of a lump on her throat—but I’d seen lots of girls with lumps on their throats.  

    “Bobby?” she said. 

    I snapped back into our conversation. My heart was pounding—maybe even harder than when we were beating off together. I couldn’t help but wonder if she’d forgotten about our mutual masturbation session. Did the alcohol erase that from her memory? Did she know that we’d been intimate online together? If she really came to America, would she expect me to be intimate with her in real life? Could I do it? Could I fuck a girl with a cock? Would she want to fuck me? “Um,” I said. “I would have to ask my parents.” 

    “Could you? It would mean so much to me.”  

    My parents were home. If I was really going to ask them, then now was the time—rip off the Band-Aid and get it over with. I had a feeling my dad was going to scream at me. He would probably assume I was bringing a mail-order-bride to the house. Or maybe he would assume that I’d been scammed. “I’ll go ask now,” I said. “When would you be coming?”  

    “They got me a flight on Friday. I would be staying for a week. Thank you so much for asking. It really means so much to me.”  

    I nodded my head and forced a smile. I felt sick. I stood up slowly and my stomach groaned. I’d gone nearly an entire month without my father looking at me like I was some sort of useless moron. It was nice to feel accepted for once. I didn’t want to ruin that. Maybe I could just go downstairs and get a drink of water. I could wait a couple of minutes and then return and tell Olya that I asked even though I didn’t. I could use my parents as scapegoats. ‘They said no—sorry.’ It would be so easy to say… 

    But instead, I found myself standing in front of my parents in the living room. “What is it?” my dad asked, staring up at me. 

    “I, uh, have a question to ask,” I said. 

    “Okay. Ask it already,” my dad said. 

    “There’s this girl from Moscow who’s been helping me learn Russian. She’s coming to America for a week, and, uh…” 

    “Does she need a place to stay? Does she want to stay here?” my dad asked. 

    I was suddenly silent and frozen. Was my dad offering or was he trying to predict the stupidity that was about to come out from my mouth. I stared at him with fear swelling in my gut. I wasn’t able to produce any words. 

    Then he said, “If she wants to come to Buffalo, tell her to stay here. We have that guest room that no one ever uses. Maybe you can even take her to visit your sister in New York City.”  

    I nodded my head slowly. “Really?” I said. 

    “Yeah. Sure.” 

    I looked to my mom. She was smiling in agreement. There was no argument. They were fine with Olya coming to stay for a week. There wasn’t even any hesitation. Why were they suddenly acting so cool? Why weren’t they jumping down my throat like I was used to? “O—Okay,” I said. “I’ll tell her she can stay here.”  

    I cautiously backed away and made my way back to my room. I told Olya the good news. She was thrilled. The smile on her face was adorable, erasing some of the anxiety from my gut for just a short moment. We got right to planning her trip, even planning to visit my sister in New York City. “I can’t wait,” Olya said with red excitement in her cheeks. 

    “It’s going to be a lot of fun,” I said. But I was still terrified of her secret—and mine—getting out to my family and friends.  
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    My anxiety reached its climax when I was standing in the airport, as the passengers off the flight from Moscow started to pour into the baggage claim area. A few of the people around me were holding signs with Russian names on them. I didn’t have a sign. Should I have brought a sign?  

    The man directly next to me was holding a bouquet of flowers. The man next to him was holding a giant teddy bear. Should I have brought some sort of romantic gesture? Were Olya and I a romantic couple or did she even remember our moment of intimacy?  

    I closed my eyes and attempted to control my breathing and my heart rate. I could feel my hands shaking. I felt cold and foolish. I still wasn’t convinced that I wasn’t falling for some sort of scam. I’d read online that there are some seriously intricate Russian scammers in the world. Was it possible Olya was one of them? Or maybe she just worked for one of them?  

    Or maybe I was just being paranoid. I opened my eyes and there she was, coming down the long escalator from the arrivals wing. She was wearing a tiny white dress and white shoes. She had her hair tied up in a complicated braid-bun. She scanned the faces in the awaiting crowd and then her gaze landed on me. She smiled and her face lit up, and I just remained frozen, shocked to see that she was just as beautiful in real life as she was on the computer screen. I don’t know why, but a part of me was expecting a completely different girl. A part of me was expecting a sort of drag queen, with broad shoulders and a five o’clock shadow. A part of me assumed that she had been pulling little camera tricks to make herself look more convincing. But that wasn’t the case. She was beautiful and convincing and now she was here to see me.  

    Once she reached the bottom of the escalator she jogged up to me and threw her arms around my body. “Bobby! It’s so great to see you!” she said in Russian. Then she cleared her throat and repeated herself in English. “While I’m here, I’m supposed to speak English.” Her English was good, but it wasn’t great. She had the words and the grammar more or less figured out, but her pronunciation was rough.  

    “It’s so crazy to see you in person,” I said.  

    She grabbed my hands and held them gently while looking into my eyes. For the first time, I smelled her perfume. It was a heavy scent, like standing in the middle of a rose garden. I looked into her eyes. Now her clarity wasn’t limited to the pixels of my computer screen and the resolution of her camera. I could see every little detail of her face—even the tiny freckles that had almost completely faded from her childhood.  

    I had the urge to kiss her, even though I was just technically meeting her for the first time. I resisted the urge, turning away and walking towards the baggage carousel. “We should see if your bag has come down yet,” I said nervously.  

    I wasn’t used to being around women in person. I was never around them in high school, hardly even talking to them online. Olya was the first girl who ever held my hands like that. She was the first girl to look into my eyes like that. She was the first girl who had ever been remotely intimate with me. But she wasn’t the first girl to make me completely frozen and flustered.  

    She followed me closely, looking around with wonder glowing in her eyes. “So this is America,” she said. 

    “Well this is just an airport,” I said with a laugh. “Buffalo isn’t much more interesting, but tomorrow we’ll drive to visit my sister in New York City. I think you’ll like it there.”  

    “I can’t wait,” she said. She reached down and grabbed my hand, squeezing it tightly. And she didn’t let go, making my heart stutter yet again. Was she here thinking that she was my girlfriend? Were we in a long-distance relationship? I looked over into her eyes and she smiled. I looked away quickly, frozen with terror. 

    She was by far the most beautiful girl in that airport. It made no sense in my brain that the most beautiful girl in a crowd of hundreds could be standing with me, holding my hand, looking forward to spending a whole week with me. Yet there she was.  

    I squeezed her hand back. But now I was terrified that she would be openly romantic with me in front of my parents. I didn’t want my parents thinking that she was my girlfriend—and not just because she was trans. I didn’t want them thinking that I was being scammed or that I was falling head over heels for a completely stranger… even though I suppose I was.  

    “There’s my bag,” she said, pointing to a bright pink suitcase. I grabbed it for her. It was surprisingly light. “That’s it. Now we can go.”  

    “Okay,” I said, nodding my head. “Let’s go.”  

    My parents weren’t home when we got to the house, so we had the place all to ourselves for Olya’s tour. She gasped at the sight of my bedroom. “It’s your room!” she said before I had a chance to say it myself. She went inside and spun around. “There’s the side I haven’t seen before. I never thought I would see the inside of this room.” Her excitement was cute.  

    She hopped onto my bed and bounced. “The mattress is so soft. We don’t have soft mattresses like this in Russia.”  

    “No?” I said.  

    “No.” She hopped off the bed and started exploring my room. I watched her closely, still admiring her body, trying to decide whether my parents would be able to tell that she was trans. I wasn’t so worried that they would catch on—I was more worried that she would just tell them, thinking that they wouldn’t care. She seemed to think that transgenderism was completely normal in America. I didn’t have the heart to tell her that wasn’t entirely the case, and I didn’t have the heart to ask her not to mention it around my family or friends.  

    I still wasn’t sure whether or not she wanted to meet my friends. Would I lie and say that they were all busy? Or would I risk having my friends find out that I was getting involved with a girl who had a bigger cock than me?  

    “When do your parents get home?” she asked. 

    “Probably in a couple of hours,” I said.  

    She smiled. “What do you want to do for a couple of hours then?” She stepped towards me. Was she suggesting we fuck while we had the house to ourselves? My heart stammered.  

    “Uh, whatever you want,” I said. My arms tingled. 

    She stared into my eyes. She looked younger in person. I had no idea how old she was. I knew she was in high school. What if she was a minor? What age did high school even start for Russians? What if she was much, much younger than she looked? I was too afraid to ask, even though I’d learned that it’s not considered rude in Russia to ask a woman for her age.  

    She had the youthful energy of a thirteen-year-old girl. She bounced around the house, exploring with wonder in her eyes. She bent over to admire photos on a table in our hallway. As she bent over, the skirt of her dress rode up, exposing the cusp of her bum. I only had to lower myself down a touch to see the bulge in her panties. I could make out the contour of her shaft and the bulge of her testicles. Was I supposed to ask her to wear something more conservative for my parents?  

    She stood back up and spun around. I darted my gaze up and put on a big smile. “Let’s go get ice cream,” she said. “You said there’s a good ice cream place near your house. Let’s go!”  

    So that’s where we went. As soon as we were outside, she grabbed my hand and held it tightly. My body trembled with warm excitement, and then beads of cold sweat began to form on the back of my neck. What if the neighbours saw us together? What if they could tell that she was trans?  

    I bought her an ice cream cone. She wanted to try mint chocolate chip—they apparently didn’t have that flavour in Russia. She loved it. While she was licking, she got a bit on her nose. She giggled and then snuggled up to me on the park bench where we sat to chat. “I like America. It’s so colourful here.”  

    “Wait until you see New York,” I said.  

    “I can’t wait,” she said. She licked her ice cream again. Then she turned to look at me. “Are you happy that I’m here?” 

    “I’m thrilled,” I said.  

    “Would your parents be okay if we slept in your room together?” she asked.  

    I bit down on my tongue. “I, uh—I don’t think they would like that.”  

    “But you’re an adult, no? Can’t you do what you want?”  

    “Not if I want to keep living at home rent-free.”  

    She looked disappointed. And I suddenly felt disappointed. I hadn’t even thought about the possibility of sharing a bed with her: cuddling up to her, feeling her warm, naked body against mine. It wasn’t even a remote possibility in my mind until now.  

    When we returned to the house, my parents were home. They were happy to meet Olya. My dad was on his best behaviour. Apparently he’d even made a point of learning how to say ‘Hello, nice to meet you.’ Though he didn’t have any idea of what Olya was saying when she said, “Thank you so much for letting me stay with you,” in Russian. He just nodded his head and said. “That’s great.”  

    My mom made an elaborate dinner. She even tried to make perogies from scratch, which turned out doughy and bland—but the effort didn’t go unnoticed. Olya thought my parents were cute. I was shocked by how welcoming they were acting. It was uncharacteristic. I wanted to ask them what they were up to, but I didn’t want Olya to think that they were acting strange because of her.  

    We all spent the evening in the living room together. My parents asked Olya about Russia. She got to practise her English with people who knew absolutely no Russian. It was good for her—though I had to act as a translator a few times. Then, I was shocked when my father said, “I’m so happy Bobby found this Russian thing. It’s been so great for him.” I couldn’t remember the last time my dad complimented me—and I wasn’t sure if it was a real compliment or just him putting on a show for Olya.  

    It was 11:00 PM when Olya stretched out her arms and yawned. It was late in America, never mind in Moscow. “I should be getting to sleep,” she said. “Thank you so much again for letting me stay with you.” She nodded her head with a smile and then she went off to the guest room.  

    Then my parents looked at me. They were glowing—obsessed with Olya. They wouldn’t stop telling me how great she was. “I wish she could stay longer than a week,” my father said. “She’s just so sweet,” said my mother. “You did so well.” Did they think that we were a couple? I kept telling them that Olya was there as a part of a foreign exchange program, but they continued to insinuate that she was more than just a foreign exchange student. “I think the two of you are just so cute together,” my mother said when I got up to go to sleep.  

    “Well she’s just here to study,” I kept saying. I didn’t want them to think that we were together, even if that’s what they wanted—just in case her secret came out. If they just thought that we were casual online acquaintances, then they wouldn’t think any less of me when they found out that she had a cock.  

    




 

    [bookmark: COMESWAP7]CHAPTER VII 

    It was pitch black in my bedroom when I woke up to the sound of the old floorboard groaning. I turned over and saw a figure moving through my room. Then I sat up quickly with a pounding heart, thinking someone was breaking in. A hand came down on my lips and Olya shushed me. I’d forgotten that she was staying with us. In fact, I had myself convinced that her arrival in America was just a dream. 

    But now she was sitting on the edge of my bed, looking down in my eyes. “Sorry for waking you,” she said with her thick Russian accent. “I tried to be quiet coming up the stairs.”  

    “What are you doing?” I whispered as quietly as I could, worried my parents would be able to hear from down the hall.  

    “I wanted to see you,” she said. “Can you believe that I’m here in America?”  

    I shook my head. Then I looked over at the clock. It was almost 4:00 AM. “It’s morning in a few hours. Shouldn’t we just wait until then?”  

    “I want to see you now,” she said. Then she pulled up the covers and slipped underneath. She snuggled her warm body up against mine, and then she took my hand. “Relax your arm,” she said in Russian, probably because she didn’t know how to say it in English. I relaxed my arm, so she brought my hand down between her legs. Then I felt her hard erection with my fingers. I froze and she giggled. “Don’t be shy,” she said. “I was thinking about you.”  

    Her cock was so warm, and I could feel it pulsing. It was being pressed hard against her abdomen by her little pair of lace panties—the tiny undergarment wasn’t enough to contain her magnificent size. “Go ahead,” she said. “You can feel it.”  

    My hand was trembling as I curled my fingers around her girth. Why was I playing along? Why wasn’t I telling her to go back to her bedroom?  

    She leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. That was my first ever kiss. Her lips were soft. She pushed her tongue through my lips and touched it against the tip of my tongue. Then her hand slipped onto my back and she began to rub. And without even noticing, I was now stroking her shaft, feeling her foreskin pulling back and forth her solid member. “We probably shouldn’t be doing this,” I whispered.  

    “Why not?” she asked.  

    I didn’t want to tell her that I was afraid of being caught. I was an adult, and in Russia, adults who take orders from their parents are considered weak and embarrassing. I didn’t want to be weak and embarrassing in her eyes. I wanted her to think that I was cool and manly. So I pretended like I wasn’t worried. I kept kissing her and I kept stroking her thick cock. I couldn’t believe how big it was. I was so used to stroking my own cock—but hers was nearly twice as big! I could hardly wrap my fingers all the way around it.  

    Suddenly I felt her fingers pushing down the front of my boxers. She grabbed my cock and started massaging it. She let a little giggle slip—maybe because my dick was so much smaller than hers. But she didn’t say anything. We continued to kiss, still fondling each other. My mind was spinning. I was about to lose my virginity—and to the most beautiful girl I’d ever seen! I kept thinking: I’m so glad I learned Russian. I’m so glad that ad popped up on my computer. I’m so glad she came to America to visit me.  

    Once I was erect, she repositioned herself, pushing her cock against my abdomen and then sinking down, until the tip of my cock was pressed between her butt cheeks. She held my shaft while she tried to locate her asshole in the dark. Then she released me for a moment—just long enough to spit into her hand. She reached back down, coated my shaft, and then she started pushing me into her body. I tried not to groan. I tried not to make any sounds at all. But it felt so good. I wanted to cry out so badly.  

    She pushed me deep into her body. I could feel her warm anal walls throbbing and clenching my shaft. She let out a long, deep sigh. Then she looked into my eyes. “That feels nice,” she said in Russian. Her voice was so soothing and sexy. Butterflies took flight in my chest.  

    “You’re so tight,” I whispered.  

    “Fuck me,” she said in English.  

    I held her hips firmly and then I started to thrust. It was impossibly tight in her back door—but it felt so, so amazing. As I thrust into her, she grinded her cock against my stomach. I could feel her shaft throbbing against my bellybutton. I couldn’t wait for her to come between our chests. I couldn’t wait to mash her load between our bodies, coating our chests with her warm seed. But I had to stop thinking about it—the more I thought about it, the closer I came to my orgasm.  

    I closed my eyes and tried to will that euphoria away. I wanted to last more than a minute on my first time. I didn’t want to embarrass myself by only lasting thirty seconds. What would she think of me? What would she say? 

    Suddenly, she groaned. “I’m so sorry,” she said in Russian. Then I felt the warm blasts hitting my body. She was coming. She ended up lasting only thirty seconds. Even in that dark room I could see that her cheeks were dark red. She squirmed and groaned until her cock was empty and our torsos were covered in jizz. I didn’t last much longer. I managed to get another ten fast, hard thrusts into her butthole before I was draining my snake inside of her body.  

    We kissed again, and then she reached back and pulled me out. After kissing for a couple of minutes, she rolled over and pressed her back and bum against my body. She snuggled in tight and said, “Goodnight.” She dozed off and I began to do the same, even though I was terrified that we would sleep in and my parents would find us together like that. 

    As I started to drift away, I could feel my own warm cum oozing out from her bum, dribbling into my pubic hair and down my now-limp shaft. It felt nice in a weird way.  

    




 

    [bookmark: COMESWAP8]CHAPTER VIII 

    I’d never been to New York City, so I was just as amazed by all of the sights and sounds as Olya was. We held hands as we walked down the busy streets. We got ice cream cones in Central Park and then we stood in awe with the rest of the tourists at Times Square. And while the city was very amazing, I couldn’t stop thinking about Olya. I couldn’t wait for the night, so that we could sneak back together and pick up where we left off the night before.  

    The smell of her perfume was driving me wild. It just made me think about sex: about her big hard cock and her tight butthole and her perky tits. But I had to be careful where I let my mind wander. We were walking down Broadway when I remembered the feeling of her tight butthole and my cock started getting hard. I had to push that thought out from my head.  

    “Maybe we can see a play,” Olya said. 

    “Sure—that could be fun. I bet we can find some cheap tickets somewhere.” A local overheard us talking and he directed us towards the street where the scalpers hung out. We ended up scoring a pair of somewhat lousy tickets for a show that started fifteen minutes later. We were in the back corner. Olya had to whisper to me constantly, asking me to translate chunks of dialogue for her. I don’t think the people in front of us cared too much for our constant whispering.  

    She stopped asking for translations after the intermission. Instead, she carefully reached over and put her hand on my crotch. She rubbed me gently, getting me hard. She looked over into my eyes with a big smirk on her face. I just remained frozen, worried the couple sitting next to her would look over and notice what was happening.  

    Thankfully she didn’t get me off in that theatre, so I didn’t have to spend the next few hours with cum sloshing around in my underwear. It was the evening when we finally arrived at my sister’s apartment building. Olya was holding my hand as we walked up to the buzzer. I looked down at her hand and tried to think of a good way to make her let go, without offending her, so that my sister wouldn’t think that we were an item.  

    Thankfully, she let go of my hand when it was time to reach for the door, as she wanted to go over and appreciate an old stained glass window. I put my hands into my pockets before she had a chance to grab back onto them.  

    As we reached my sister’s apartment door, Olya turned to me and said, “I’m so glad you are here with me. This really wouldn’t be the same without you.”  

    My heart skipped a beat and I found myself having to force a smile. Suddenly, I felt guilty. She was so happy to be with me and I was so terrified to be with her, even though she was way out of my league. I should have been thrilled. I should have been jumping on the opportunity to call her my girlfriend—even if everyone knew that she was a trap. How could anyone possibly mock me about her? It’s not like they could tell either—we’d spent the whole day walking around downtown New York City and the only looks we got were from jealous, horny men. 

    I wasn’t morally opposed to making Olya my girlfriend—but the moment I was presented again with the opportunity to label us as more than friends, I caved. “Is Olya a friend of yours?” my sister asked shortly after letting us into her apartment. 

    “Just a friend—yeah,” I said. My stomach growled and I hoped that Olya didn’t know what ‘just a friend’ meant in America. I was too afraid to look over and see her reaction.  

    But it’s not like I could have my sister find out that I was in a relationship with Olya, just in case she found out that Olya was transgender. Because if my sister found out, then my parents would inevitably find out. Then my father would go from proud to disappointed all over again.  

    “I’m glad you came to visit,” my sister said. “Will you still be here tomorrow? I’ve got this event to go to tonight and I won’t be home until late. I want to spend some time with you though while you’re here. There’s this great restaurant on the corner we could all go to for lunch tomorrow—if you’re still here.”  

    I looked to Olya. “How long are we staying here?” I asked her. 

    She shrugged her shoulders. “Until we’ve seen everything,” she said with a cute smile.  

    My sister laughed. “Well then you’ll be here until the end of the year,” she said. “I should get going. Help yourself to anything in the fridge. Sorry there isn’t much. There’s a good pizza place just downstairs.”  

    Two minutes later, my sister was gone and we had the apartment all to ourselves. Olya went over to the window to look out at the view. It wasn’t the greatest view: mostly just of the building next to us. But the sliver of downtown New York City that was visible made her gasp in awe. “It’s so amazing,” she said in Russian. “Everything is so… big!”  

    “I can’t believe I’ve never been here,” I said, stepping up next to her. Now that my sister was gone, I felt comfortable again. I could be close and romantic with her. I didn’t have to worry about what anyone else thought of the two of us together. But that guilt was still there. I hated that she was my secret. Who was I to keep her as a secret? What had she done to deserve that kind of treatment? Did she not get enough emotional abuse back in Russia?  

    We went to the pizza place my sister recommended. Then we found a comedy club just a few blocks away, where we spent a couple of hours. The waitress didn’t ask for our IDs, so we ordered a few drinks and cut loose. It was almost midnight when we ended up at another pizza place, getting another slice. “I want to stay here forever,” she said to me.  

    “Here in New York City?” I asked. 

    “No—in America. With you.” She looked into my eyes. “I don’t get to have fun like this back home. I have to be careful where I go. People don’t like who I am in Russia.”  

    It was hard to believe that anyone could tell that she was transgender—though her voice gave her away once you could hear through her thick accent. In America, she could probably remain undercover for as long as she wanted. But back in Russia, she probably couldn’t do much speaking at all with people she didn’t know.  

    “Well maybe you should move here,” I said. 

    “It’s not that simple. I would need a job and a sponsor and then there’s the cost—something like ten thousand US dollars just for the lawyers and the papers.”  

    “You could just take it one step at a time. Find a job and then work on the sponsor. I bet it’s hard, but people do it all the time. There was a girl from Iran in my high school. Her family was poor but they made it over. Maybe I could ask her how she did it.”  

    Olya smiled. “You’re sweet, Bobby. And if I did come to America—I would know no one. You would have to introduce me to your friends so that I could have some friends.”  

    My spine tingled and I had to force a smile. “Sure,” I said. Though I wasn’t sure that I could do it. My friends once mocked a kid for a month because of a bad haircut. How would they react to learning that I was involved with a trans girl? “Just take it one step at a time. Maybe I could even help with the money. I’ve got this student loan, but they don’t actually care where you spend it. And I was looking online at translator jobs the other day. I’ve got a lot of studying left to do before I could pass as a translator—but I could get there. If I keep spending a few hours learning each day, I could maybe get there by the end of the year. The pay is really good.”  

    Olya smiled. “Can we kiss?” she asked. 

    We were still out on the street. It was midnight, but there were still people all around us. But surely none of them could tell that she wasn’t fully female. So I leaned forward and kissed her. She gently put her hands on my sides and held me, so I did the same thing. Her tongue pierced through my lips and my heart began to flutter in my warm chest. And once again, I found myself wondering why I was trying so hard to keep her a secret. 

    We went back up to my sister’s apartment. My sister still wasn’t home. But we knew she would be home in an hour or two, so we had to move fast. I pulled Olya’s dress down to the floor and then I tugged down her panties so that her cock was out in the open. Then I dropped to my knees and I plunged her shaft into my mouth. She nestled her fingers into my hair while I sucked her off. Once she was hard, she reached down and grabbed her whole package—shaft and testicles—and lifted the whole thing up. She spread her legs wide and leaned back. “Eat me out,” she said in Russian. So I stuck my face in deeper and pressed my tongue up into her asshole. I pushed it in and pulled it out, over and over. She moaned and squirmed slightly. Then she carefully sat down on the air mattress and pressed her back flat, so that I had better access to her tight fuckhole.  

    She kept those finger in my hair, gently massaging and playfully pulling. I loved the sound of her groans, even though they were a touch deeper than a girl groan should be. I loved the feeling of her swollen ball sack on my forehead. I reached up and gently stroked her shaft while I ate out her back door. Then I had to reach down and pull down my pants, so that my erection could flip loose from its tight denim prison.  

    Her asshole puckered as my tongue pushed in deeper. It felt nice: her squeezing my tongue tight. My cock was harder than ever before. I knew I wasn’t going to last long once I was inside of her. But I couldn’t wait. I was trembling with horny excitement.  

    I sat up and spread her legs wide. Then I shimmied in and mashed my cock into her asshole. She groaned as I sunk in deep—so deep that my ball sack was smashed into her soft bum cheeks. “You’re so hard,” she said in Russian.  

    I nodded my head. I slipped my fingers around her erection and then I started to thrust in and out of her. I watched as her soft breasts bounced up and down. Her nipples were erect and begging to be sucked—so I leaned forward to suck them. Her body was warm. She was squirming and moaning. I could feel her cock pulsing in my tight fist.  

    “I want to watch you come on yourself,” I said.  

    “Then keep stroking,” she said. “You aren’t far.” I pumped faster, squeezing tighter. I watched her tip turn redder and redder and then I watched as her face became redder and redder. She never took her eyes off of me. She really liked me. She really was willing to sacrifice so much just to be with me. And was I willing to do the same? Could I allow myself to be with her publically—even if everyone knew her secret?  

    “Oh God!” she groaned. I looked down just in time to see her long cock spewing hot cum all over her soft tits. She strained to look down at her chest so she could watch the fireworks as well. “Oh my God—I’m coming so much!” And she really was. Her cumshot was seemingly endless—blast after blast, coating her chest with her warm load. 

    The sight was mesmerizing—and amazing arousing. I suddenly felt an intense tingle between my legs and I realized I was about to come as well. But instead of filling her tight hole, I decided to pull out and add to the collection. I sprayed her chest, coating the few spots that weren’t already coated. Then I wiped the last drop on her throbbing shaft before laying down on top of her, feeling our cum rubbing between our bodies. We kissed and rubbed one another for the next fifteen minutes. Then she rolled over and cuddled her bum into my crotch and her back into my chest. I put my arm around her. We had a nice view out that window, at that glowing sliver of New York City.  

    “This trip has been so magical,” she said. 

    “I’m glad,” I said. “It’s only just started.”  

    She snuggled back even more. I held her tighter. There was a long silence while we both revelled in the moment that we would never forget. Then Olya said, “You’d better get to the couch before your sister gets home.”  

    That familiar shiver ran up my spine. “Should I?” I said. 

    “If she sees us like this, she’ll think we’re together,” Olya said. 

    “Aren’t we?”  

    She looked back at me. “Are we?” Her eyes were glowing and her lips were parted slightly.  

    My heart was pounding. I had to make a choice: stay with Olya or save myself from the risk of being outed as a ‘tranny lover’. I bit down on my tongue. “I want to stay here with you. Who cares what she thinks?” I said. 

    Olya smiled. We cuddled together and then we fell asleep together. I woke up an hour later to the sound of my sister creeping towards her bedroom. I opened my eyes just enough to see that she was looking at us together. Then I closed my eyes again. There was officially no turning back; unless I wanted to beg my sister to keep what she saw a secret. But I didn’t want to do that. I wanted to see what the universe had planned for me. I wanted to see where this could go.  

    Olya woke me up another hour later. She looked into my eyes with a smile and said in Russian, “Want to fool around?”  

    I nodded my head. “Always.”  

    She sat up quietly and pulled down the blanket. She had her cock out and she was erect. “When I say ‘ready’, get ready to catch my cum with your mouth. But don’t swallow.” She started beating her long cock off. I watched as her hand slid up and down. I loved her long, smooth cock with its single throbbing vein. It almost didn’t look real—it was too perfect to be real.  

    She stared into my eyes and smiled while her cock bloated and hardened. She groaned through clenched teeth and then she nodded her head. “Okay—ready,” she said.  

    I bent over and pressed my lips around her shaft while she continued to beat. Then she began to unload in my mouth. She let out a loud groan as her sweet semen pooled on my tongue. “Shit,” she muttered in Russian. “Don’t swallow. Suck out the last drop.” 

    I sucked until nothing more came out. Then she motioned me to sit up. She leaned forward and pressed her lips against mine. She gently sucked her own cum into her mouth. She leaned back and opened her mouth to show me. I still had a bit of her sweet jizz on my lips. Then she waved me forward again. We kissed and she gently spat the cum back into my mouth. “Now swallow,” she said. So I swallowed without hesitation. I’d never tasted cum before—and I can’t speak for all cum, but hers was quite pleasant.  

    She smiled and gave me a little kiss on the lips. “I’ve always wanted to do that,” she said, licking her own cum off of her lips.  

    The next five days were amazing. We both had sore cocks and sore asses by the end of our time together. It was sad watching her leave at the airport. I would be lying if I said that I didn’t cry. But it wasn’t even a week later when I decided to make a trip out to Russia. I still had a couple of weeks before class started, after all.  

    So I spent another week with Olya in Moscow, then we made our sad goodbyes again. The moment I was home, I started looking into immigration rules between practising my Russian. I was determined to bring her over to America so that she could meet all of my friends and family members. I’d already gone ahead and added her on Facebook, and listed her as my girlfriend. When my friends asked about her, I told them straight up: “She’s actually trans, but you wouldn’t know it.” Sure, I got a few weird looks, and I suspected they did a bit of talking behind my back. But they continued to be my friends, and they were all excited to meet her.  

    Before the end of the year, I got an interning position at a major Russian translation firm. I got to work under one of the country’s top translators. He gave me a whole stack of books, which I read in just two weeks. I told him about Olya and how I was desperate to bring her back to America. “We can sponsor her if she’s at all interested in working as a translator,” he told me. I told Olya that same night.  

    “I’ll start practising my English right now. From now on, only talk to me in English!” She was excited. Her English was already very good. But by the end of the year, it was sharp. I got her a Skype interview with my boss, and a few weeks later, she was on a plane, headed back to America to start her new job and her new life with me.  

    THE END  

    




 

    [bookmark: GUYTOGROUPIE]GUY TO GROUPIE 

    Chuck can’t wait to meet his favourite band: one of the biggest acts on the planet. He’s so eager that he waited for half an hour behind the stadium, missing the last half of the show just for a shot at shaking his favourite musicians’ hands. But he doesn’t make it in. Only the skimpy girls make it through that back door.  

    But Chuck is determined. He’ll do anything to meet his idols, even if it means dolling himself up as a groupie the next night, just to make it inside. And his disguise is only supposed to get him through that door—he doesn’t actually think that everyone, his favourite band members included, will think he’s really a hot groupie.  

    




 

    [bookmark: GUYTOGROUPIE1]CHAPTER I 

    It was during intermission when I overheard a man in a suit talking to a group of girls standing behind me. “Would the three of you possibly be interested in meeting the band after the show?” the man asked.  

    The girls all giggled. “Really? They want to meet us?” they said. 

    The man in the suit laughed. “I said possibly. After each show, we like to bring a dozen fans or so back to meet the members of the band. I can’t guarantee they’ll pick you, but I just thought I would pass along the opportunity.” The man was older—maybe in his late forties. He had a short grey-speckled beard and short grey-speckled hair. His suit was neat—maybe brand new—and his shoes were unmistakably expensive. I could only assume that he was the band manager. He leaned forward and continued talking to the girls, but now I couldn’t make out what he was saying as the crowd around me was too loud. I tried to lean in closer and I tried to strain to hear—but I just couldn’t figure out what he was telling them.  

    He turned and started to walk away, but I wasn’t going to miss my opportunity. “Hey! Wait!” I said running after him. 

    He turned to me slowly with a cool smile on his face. “Can I help you?” he asked. 

    “Where do we go to meet the band after the show? I just overheard you talking to those girls. Is that open to anyone?” I liked Over Oleander. They’d been one of my favourite bands since their first album dropped five years earlier. They’d been a lot of people’s favourite band since their first album. After three albums, they had nearly a dozen number-one hits and they were already filling out stadiums.  

    “Behind the stadium, service entrance number twenty-two,” he said to me. “You’ll have to be there before the end of the show though—which means missing the last couple of songs.” He looked me up and down and then made an awkward smile. “But I really can’t guarantee that they will bring you back.”  

    “I’m a huge fan,” I said. “I’ll take my chances.”  

    Though I didn’t really care too much for meeting the members of the band. I’d seen their Instagram videos and I’d read the controversial news articles. To be honest: they seemed like a bunch of assholes to me. Sure, they made good music, but their popularity had obviously gotten to their heads. That being said, I wasn’t an idiot. I’d seen how much a signed Over Oleander poster sold for on eBay. If I could get the whole band to sign a poster—or even just a tour book—I could bank enough money to live for four months. Maybe I could get them to sign one for an imaginary girlfriend as well, and make it eight months.  

    I still had a few minutes left in intermission, so I went to the merch table and bought a couple of tour books. I groaned when the merch table lady asked me for fifty bucks, but I knew it was a worthwhile investment. I was careful not to fold or bend the tour books. I held them carefully throughout the next five songs, and then I decided to trek down to that back service entrance early, hoping to get to the front of the line before whoever else had been invited down to meet the band.  

    When I arrived around back, there was already a group of women standing there, and a couple of men. One of the men had a pair of tour books just like me. The other man was holding a big stack of posters. The women looked at me, up and down, just like the band manager, and then they went back to chatting amongst themselves. None of them had any merch to be signed. They were all probably there hoping get fucked by the band, so they could go and tell their friends that they’d fucked famous people. They were groupies. They probably did the same thing for every show that came through town. They probably didn’t even know anything about Over Oleander. Only one of them was wearing an Over Oleander shirt, which she’d modified into a slutty tank top.  

    “Excuse me,” I said, nudging my way to the gate next to the door. There was a security guard standing in front of the door. He gave me that same look up and down before saying, “What’s up, buddy?”  

    “I’m just going to get a couple of things signed. I’m a big fan. Do you work with the band or do you work for the stadium?”  

    He stared at me with a blank look, but he didn’t answer my question. Instead, he said, “I don’t know that you’re really their type. Why don’t you go back inside and catch the encore? People say it’s the best part of the show.”  

    “I don’t want to miss this opportunity,” I said. “I’m sure they’ll be happy to meet a big fan. I mean look—I’m really the only fan here. These other people aren’t fans. Look at that guy—he’s clearly just trying to get posters signed so he can sell them. And then that girl—do you really think she listens to rock?” I laughed, but the security guard didn’t laugh back. He just continued to stare at me with that unfortunately judging gaze.  

    “You really should just go and try to catch the encore. You still have your ticket to get back in, right?” He didn’t believe in me—but I believed in me. It’s not like I wanted to spend the night hanging out with the band. I just wanted to spend a minute making them think that I really wanted to meet them, then I wanted two signatures. It would take a grand total of two minutes at the very most. What was the big deal?  

    A few more ditsy girls showed up. It was a minute before the end of the show when the girls who had been sitting behind me showed up. They were still tense and giggling, excited to meet the band. I kept my spot right next to the security guard. I figured my chances were better if I was the first face the band saw when they opened that door. I was a good talker. I could talk my way into that stadium. I just needed a few signatures—I would even settle for one from each band member.  

    Then the music stopped booming inside the stadium. The sound of the roaring crowd pierced the thick cement walls. All of the women around me suddenly moved towards the door, crowding around me. The woman directly to my left reached down and unbuttoned an additional button before lifting her tits up, which were already stuffed into a tight push up bra. The woman to my right pulled up her tiny shorts so that they were hardly more than a denim thong. The amalgamation of perfumes around me was making my nostrils tingle.  

    The door suddenly opened. The light inside was bright and blinding. We all winced away, as if God himself was coming through that door. But it wasn’t God—it was just the grey-speckled band manager. He scanned the faces in the small crowd. Then he started pointing at girls. “You, you, you, you, and you,” he said. All of the chosen girls sprung forward with excitement. One girl nearly screamed.  

    The girls who weren’t chosen all sighed and turned away, even before that door was closed. Why were they giving up hope so fast? 

    “Excuse me!” I said, stepping forward. The security guard suddenly grabbed me, even though I’d only taken a single step. I was holding out my tour books. “I just want to get my tour books signed!” I said. I tried to wriggle out from the grasp of the guard, but he was holding me too tightly.  

    “Don’t make me use the taser, man!” he said. Then he threw me to the ground. The tour books flew out from my hand and landed in a filthy puddle next to a nearby dumpster. They were ruined.  

    Then, from the cold hard ground, I watched as that back door closed. I never had a chance. They were never looking to bring fans back. They only wanted slutty groupies.  

    




 

    [bookmark: GUYTOGROUPIE2]CHAPTER II 

    Not only did I miss the last quarter of the show, but also I spent fifty bucks on tour books that were now ruined and useless. It was a long bus ride home, listening to all of the Over Oleander fans reminisce about their favourite songs. Apparently those last few songs were by far the best. I should have just remained in my seat. 

    A young woman on the bus looked at me. She didn’t look away when I looked at her. “What happened to you?” she asked. 

    “I slipped,” I said. 

    She continued to stare at me. I must have looked pretty rough. I felt like crap. I was already nearly broke and now I was out an extra fifty bucks. I got off a bus stop earlier than usual and walked the extra distance, just so I could get away from the judgemental looks that I was getting on that bus.  

    When I got home, I made the mistake of looking at signed Over Oleander tour books on eBay. I saw one going for three thousand bucks, and it still had four days of bidding left to rack up a bigger bill. I looked at the sellers and was surprised to see that they were men. How were they getting to the band for autographs? Were they stalking the members at their hotels? Was there some sort of address tour books could be sent to in order to be signed? Or were these guys dressing up like chicks and waiting behind stadiums each night?  

    I chuckled at the thought of a grown man dressed like a woman, holding a stack of tour books. But maybe the idea wasn’t so ridiculous. That grey-speckled band manager hardly looked at those girls before ushering them in. I’m not even sure he looked at their faces. He just looked down to see who was wearing the least amount of clothing, probably to determine who was the most likely to put out. So what was honestly stopping a man from putting on a wig and a bit of makeup?  

    I laughed again. No—I was right originally. The idea was ridiculous.  

    I tried to purge the memory of that Over Oleander concert from my mind. I tried to accept that the money was gone. I tried to forget that musicians were just a bunch of horny, self-obsessed losers who had no actual appreciation for their fans—and yes, I was considering myself a fan, even though I wasn’t one. Because as far as they were concerned, I was. I stood out in the cold for half an hour, missing the last quarter of their concert. They could have, at the very least, signed a couple of tour books for me.  

    It didn’t matter. I was determined to forget all about it. I’d learned my lesson and now I was moving on. 

    But forgetting all about it wasn’t so easy. When I showed up for work the next morning, three of my co-workers were wearing Over Oleander t-shirts. All morning, they wouldn’t stop talking about the concert. “That encore was incredible!” one of them said a number of times. “I just can’t get over that encore.”  

    I rolled my eyes. I felt left out, even though I was at the concert as well. I didn’t want to tell them that I was there, because I didn’t want to have to come up with a lie as to why I missed the apparently amazing encore. So I just kept my mouth shut and tried to walk away whenever they started talking about the very popular band.  

     I could have taken a few weeks off of this crumby job had I gotten the band to sign those books… 

    It was the middle of the afternoon when a customer came into the store and saw one of my co-workers wearing her Over Oleander shirt. “Hey—cool shirt!” the customer said.  

    “Thanks! Were you at the show?” I tried to back as far away as I could, so I could pretend like I wasn’t hearing the conversation.  

    “I was—and obviously you were too. Pretty great encore, huh?” 

    “The best!”  

    I rolled my eyes again. Their conversation continued. 

    “You know my sister got invited back stage. She met the band and everything. Check out this picture she sent me.” The customer held his phone out to my co-worker. And I just had to see who his sister was. I ran forward and slipped up next to my co-worker.  

    “Let me see,” I said. Both the customer and my colleague stared at me strangely.  

    “Do you like Over Oleander, Chuck?” my co-worker asked. 

    I recognized the girl in the photo. She was the one with the push-up bra, who was unbuttoning her shirt the moment before that door was thrown open. I could even remember her perfume: a childish scent of candy and daisies. In the photo, she was standing between the singer and the guitar player. They had their arms around her. One of them even had their fingers on the side of her right breast—though it was hard to tell whose hand it was as the rest of the band was standing behind her. I couldn’t help but wonder if she put out for them, or if she just got her precious Instagram picture and then left.  

    “Did she get anything signed?” I asked. 

    “I don’t know. I don’t think so,” the customer said. 

    I scoffed. It would have taken her five seconds and she could have had a few thousand extra dollars in her bank account. What a fool… 

    The customer bought himself a cheap adapter cable and left. Then my co-worker turned to me and said, “What was that all about?”  

    “Nothing,” I said. “I just wanted to see the picture.”  

    “You got all weird and crazy,” she said. “Were you at the show?”  

    I bit down on my tongue. “Yeah, I was there.” 

    “Why didn’t you say anything? We’ve been talking about the show all day.”  

    I shrugged my shoulders. “I didn’t think it was that great,” I said.  

    “Even the encore?” she asked, narrowing her eyes.  

    I don’t know what came over me. My frustration suddenly reached its climax and I just had to say something. “I didn’t see the damn encore. I don’t even know why anyone likes that stupid band. They’re a bunch of spoiled brats!”  

    My co-worker was silent for a moment before asking, “Are you okay?  

    “No, I’m not okay. Because I paid a lot of money last night to a bunch of guys who couldn’t care less about their fans. Their music isn’t even that good. Half of their songs are just glorified Led Zeppelin rip offs.”  

    “So why did you go to the show then?” my co-worker asked with narrowed eyes. 

    “Good question. I’m certainly never going back. They aren’t getting any more of my money.”  

    My co-worker nodded her head and then walked away slowly, as if she was walking away from a dangerous mental patient. And maybe that’s how I was coming across. Maybe I needed to take a breather. 

    It’s not like Over Oleander owed me anything. I gave them my money voluntarily. I chose to go to that show. And the band manager did warn me that there was no guarantee that I would be chosen to go back stage with the band. If I was in a band, I would probably prefer to meet fans with big tits and damp pussies over men with stacks of tour books who just wanted to turn a profit. I suppose I couldn’t blame them.  

    But my God, did I still hate them. An Over Oleander song came on the radio and I tried not to cringe. I could feel my face turning red. They could have at least signed my tour books. The manager could have taken them back quickly, just to appease me.  

    Over Oleander had another sold out show in town that night. Some of my friends posted pictures on Facebook before the start of the show, posing in front of the stage. “Is Over Oleander the best band on the planet right now?” one of them wrote as their ‘status’. I rolled my eyes and resisted the urge to post ‘far from it’.  

    My frustration was still growing, even though I knew the whole situation was silly and out of my control. It wouldn’t have been so bad had a girl I went to high school with not posted the picture of her with the band just a few hours later.  

    She looked just like the store customer’s sister: platinum blonde hair, large breasts, thin waist, and a skimpy outfit. The girl’s face wasn’t anything special. The guys used to call her ‘Plain Jane’—though I don’t think she would have been called that had she shown off her big tits at school like she was doing in the photo.  

    I stared at the picture and found myself with that same strange thought in my head: Would I get in if I put on a wig, some makeup, and a tight dress? Could I fool the band manager into letting me back stage so I could get some merch signed?  

    I laughed, and then my heart began to throb. I only had to fool him for a moment. Once I was through those doors, I was through the doors. He couldn’t turn me around if he realized I wasn’t actually a girl once he gave me the original thumbs up, or I could threaten to tell the media that he was transphobic. I just had to pass his initial little test—and I could probably pass. I had a small, slender frame. I could fit into some female clothing. I could shave my legs and put on some heels. I only needed to be convincing for ten seconds at the very most.  

    I found myself on my computer, doing a bit of research, trying to see if my idea was really so crazy. I looked up transformation before and after pictures. I even found a tutorial by a guy who looked very similar to me; he managed to turn himself into a surprisingly hot chick. His jawline was a bit of a giveaway—but would it stop him from being chosen from a crowd behind a stadium? My jawline was softer and narrower than his. Could I possibly look even more feminine than him?  

    I laugh again, and then my gut turned. Was I really considering this absurd idea? What if someone recognized me? No—no one would recognize me because I would be three hours away, in a city where I was a complete stranger (not that I wasn’t already a complete stranger in my own town). This crazy plan would require a road trip as well as a transformation. And then what if I still didn’t make it into the stadium? Would I be even more furious and frustrated?  

    My online research brought me to a website selling ‘cross dresser breast forms’. They were made from silicone and they looked remarkably realistic on the models’ bodies. In one picture, a man was wearing his in a push-up bra, and the fake tits squished upwards just like real tits. The things were on sale.  

    I laughed once again, but this time my laugh was very nervous. Was it not worth a try? If this absurd plan worked, then I could be a few thousand dollars richer. And maybe I could snag something from backstage—as a little form of revenge: a guitar pick or a guitar pedal—or maybe even a guitar if nobody was looking. I could only imagine that everyone was consuming tons of booze and snorting tons of drugs behind the scenes—so how hard would it really be to steal something? What would an Over Oleander guitar sell for? Thirty thousand dollars? Fifty thousand dollars?  

    The fake tits were only sixty bucks. A platinum blonde wig was eighty. A push-up bra, a red dress, a pair of panties, and a pair of black heels brought the total up to three hundred and twenty dollars. It was all the money my credit card would allow me to spend—but it was an investment. If it ended up getting me a couple of signed tour books, then it was money well spent. And then maybe I could doll myself up again for the next act that came through town. Maybe I could fool the manager of many big bands into letting me backstage. Was the idea really so crazy?  

    My stomach turned when I realized I really had spent all of that money on a female disguise. I no longer had enough money to pay for my rent, which was due in two weeks. I was risking everything on the dumb idea that I could trick a band into signing tour books that I didn’t even own.  

    I didn’t even have enough money in my account to buy tour books! “Shit,” I muttered. I started exploring my apartment, looking for change. I needed to scrounge fifty bucks together so that I actually had something for the band to sign—something that would actually be worth money—not just a napkin or a dirty old t-shirt.  

    I managed to find about eight bucks worth of change—not even enough to buy an Over Oleander coaster at the merch table.  

    




 

    [bookmark: GUYTOGROUPIE3]CHAPTER III 

    My cross dressing haul arrived the next afternoon, thanks to the fifty dollars I paid for rush delivery. I quickly took everything to my room and got myself dolled up. Then I stared in the mirror as my heart fluttered down into my stomach. I’d made a big mistake. I looked absurd, like a man in a dress. The stubble on my face wasn’t helping, and neither was the hair on my legs—but that was all irrelevant. Because even after I blocked out the view of my legs and covered the bottom half of my face, I still looked like a dude in a dress. 

    “Goddamnit,” I groaned. I looked at the boxes my shipment came in. They were all very clearly marked ‘NO RETURNS – FINAL SALE!’ “Motherfucker,” I said, shaking my head.  

    I wasn’t getting the money back, so I had to try to make the silly outfit work. I went to the bathroom and shaved my face, running my razor under hot water to make the blade as hot as possible, so I could get the closest shave possible. Then I looked down at my legs and groaned. It was still shorts weather outside. Once the hair was gone from my legs, it was all jeans for me… But I suppose it was a small sacrifice to make in the small chance that this silly plan actually worked.  

    So I shaved my legs. I watched as my little dark hairs swirled down the drain. But I didn’t know where to stop shaving my legs, as the hair just continued all the way up to my crotch. I ended up shaving everything. It’s not like I was going to be able to expose myself to a woman for a few months anyway.  

    On the bright side, my cock looked much bigger without pubic hair all around it. I reached around my package and felt myself. It was a strange feeling, like touching someone else’s junk.  

    Now, without body hair or facial hair to impede my disguise, I got dolled up again. Now, when I blocked out my face, I could potentially believe that I was looking at a girl—at least when I was standing up straight with my shoulders relaxed. When I was slouched, I looked like a dude in a dress… I thought that was strange. I wondered if that was a problem for all girls. Do they have to think about their posture constantly?  

    Now, the problem really was my face. I stared at myself for a long time. Maybe I could pass for a girl—maybe not a pretty girl—but would it be so hard to believe? My eyebrows were maybe a little bit thick, but I could probably pluck them to look more feminine. But then what would I tell the girls at work? Would they notice my slimmed eyebrows? Would they suspect that I was cross-dressing in my spare time? I could always get another job selling cheap electronics… Or if this disguise really did end up working, then maybe sneaking into concerts to get autographs could be my new job.  

    I went back to those online tutorials to see what I was doing wrong. And the problem suddenly seemed obvious: I needed makeup. But I didn’t have any money to buy makeup. My credit cards were maxed out and my bank account was locked. I couldn’t even find enough change to buy a tour book—I still had no idea what I was going to do about that. 

    So I called up my sister and asked if I could come over. “You want to come over? Now?” she asked. I hadn’t talked to my sister in months. We’d never been very close, seeing as she was born ten years after me and she was raised in a different house after our parents split up.  

    “Yeah. Is that okay?” I asked. 

    “Sure. I guess so. Is everything alright?”  

    I showed up at her house within the hour. She let me in and then she asked again, “Is everything alright?”  

    “Yeah—totally. I’m fine. I was just—uh—wondering how things were going. We never talk. We really should talk more.” I forced a big smile as I scanned around her house. I’d only been there a couple of times before. I wasn’t even sure where the bathroom was—or if she even kept her makeup in the bathroom.  

    “Are you okay? You’re acting funny. You’re not doing drugs, are you?”  

    “Drugs?” I said with a big laugh. “You think I’m doing drugs? No way. I was just thinking about you. Don’t you think we should hang out more?” 

    She shrugged her shoulders. “I guess so. Do you want a tea or a coffee or something?”  

    “Sure. Whatever’s faster,” I said. 

    “I can just make a coffee with the Keurig. It will only take a few seconds.” 

    “Actually—I really want a tea. You don’t mind boiling a pot, do you?”  

    She stared at me in silence for a moment. Then she shook her head. “I guess that’s fine, if that’s what you want.” She turned slowly and went to the kitchen. She looked over her shoulder at me before she slipped through the doorway. 

    “Say—where’s your bathroom? I’ve been holding it since I left the house,” I said. 

    “It’s just down the hallway and to your left,” she called out.  

    So I went down the hallway and into the bathroom. But it was just a little powder room with no makeup to be found. I quietly slipped out and went further down the hall. I snuck into her bedroom. There was an en-suite bathroom. I figured the makeup was probably in there. I didn’t need a lot: just some eyeliner, some eye shadow, some concealer, and maybe a touch of lip-gloss. I quickly moved in and started opening drawers. It was in the bottom drawer where I found a whole bunch of makeup products. But nothing was labelled with what it was. The tubes and sticks and jars and brushes were only labelled with the brand name, which didn’t help me because I knew nothing about brands. So I just grabbed a few handfuls and stuffed my pockets.  

    “Chuck?” I heard my sister calling out.  

    I slipped out from her master bedroom and saw her standing at the end of the hallway. “What are you doing in my room?” she asked. 

    “I couldn’t get the light to work in your hallway bathroom,” I said.  

    She stared at me strangely for a moment before walking over to the bathroom and flicking on the light. “It works fine,” she said. 

    “Oh—weird. Maybe I was flicking the wrong switch—maybe the switch for the fan.”  

    “It’s the same switch,” she said. “There’s only the one switch.”  

    I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess it’s an unexplained mystery then. Is that tea ready?”  

    She nodded her head. “Are you really sure you’re okay?” 

    “I’m fine—great even. I’m going on this business trip tomorrow—up to Edmonton. It could be very good for my career. I’ve got high hopes. It’s been on my mind for days now. I haven’t been getting tons of sleep—maybe that’s why you think I’m acting so weird—because I’m tired. Do I look tired to you?”  

    “You look like you’re tweaking on something. If you’re struggling with addiction, my friend is an addiction counsellor. She’s apparently very good.”  

    I laughed. “You’re hilarious. Let’s sit and talk. I need to go in ten minutes, so I don’t have long. How has life been? Still seeing that guy? Chris—Kevin—Cory—What was his name again?”  

    “Bradley?” she said.  

    “Right! Bradley! Is he still around?”  

    She nodded her head. “Yeah. We’re still married. He’s at work now. He should be home soon.”  

    “That’s great. It’s so great that you guys got married so young. You know they say that couples that marry young are more likely to stay together. Did you know that? What time is it? Is it already six? I should be going. It was great catching up. Thanks for the tea. Sorry I didn’t have a chance to drink any.” I stood up and went to the door. My heart was pounding. Maybe I was on drugs. Maybe someone slipped something to me. Maybe I inhaled too much pot smoke at that concert and it was finally starting to seep into my brain. “We should do this again sometime. Maybe you can come to my place. I don’t think you’ve ever seen my place. Anyway—I’ve got to get going. Big trip tomorrow! See you later, sis!”  

    She didn’t say anything as I left. It wasn’t until I was a few blocks away when I dug into my pockets to try to figure out what I nabbed. I was sure that I at least had eyeliner and a pink lip-gloss. I had no idea what the other tubes and pencils and brushes were—but I was sure that I could make them work. 

    When I got home, I went straight to my bathroom to start experimenting. I used my phone to look up the different brands. I didn’t end up nabbing a concealer, but I got everything else on my list. Thankfully, my skin was naturally clear so the missing concealer wasn’t the end of the world. 

    I spent a good hour trying to draw straight lines on my eyelids, then I spent another hour trying to figure out how to brush the eye shadow onto my eyes properly. It was close to midnight when I was finally too tired to carry on. I stepped back and looked at myself for the first time: in makeup and my wig and my fake tits and my dress. 

    I didn’t look so bad. I actually kind of looked like a chick. I could have gone a bit darker with my contouring, and I still needed to pluck my eyebrows—but now I was sure that I could at least be in the running with the other girls behind the stadium up in Edmonton, where Over Oleander’s next show was.  

    




 

    [bookmark: GUYTOGROUPIE4]CHAPTER IV 

    My eyes were heavy as I stood out in the cold autumn air behind Rexall Place in Edmonton, Alberta. I kept my arms wrapped around my barely-clad body and wished that I had the balls to be standing under the big flickering light that hung over that back stage door. The girls standing under it now looked warm, even though they were hardly wearing anything at all either. Or maybe they were just used to it—maybe that’s something groupies get used to.  

    I shouldn’t have bought the open-toed heels. My toes felt like they were on the verge of falling off of my feet. I kept looking down to make sure they weren’t turning purple. It was hard to tell in that dark shadow, twenty feet away from the other girls, but I was too afraid to get any closer. I didn’t want them to look at me and realize I wasn’t really one of them. At least from a distance they couldn’t tell that I was actually a guy in disguise—and from a distance, they couldn’t hear my heart pounding with terror.  

    I felt so stupid and so vulnerable. I had to keep reminding myself that the risk was worth the reward, even though I was starting to doubt that thought. It seemed like there were more girls than the concert back home. The show still wasn’t over and I could count fifteen girls hoping to be brought backstage to meet the band. How many did the manager let in before? Four or five? So I had about a thirty-percent chance?  

    I didn’t have a tour book. Instead, I brought an Over Oleander CD that I had in the back of my closet. It wouldn’t fetch the same value as a tour book, but at least it was something I could sell to profit on my feminine investment. 

    The security guard kept looking over at me. It was the same guard that tackled me to the ground at the last show, so whenever he looked my way, I would look down at the ground to hide my face. I was hardly recognizable with my makeup and blonde wig—but I wasn’t going to take any chances.  

    The dress I bought was too small. The skirt hardly covered my bum. I had to keep tugging to down so that no one would see the bulge in my panties. But I had to be careful pulling it down because it was only being held up by a pair of dainty straps that seemed so close to snapping. If those straps snapped, then I was really screwed. I wasn’t sure my fake tits would be enough to hold that dress up.  

    The concert ended and the crowd inside roared. The girls started migrating over to the door. My heart bounced. If I was going to have any chance of getting inside, I needed to work my way to the front of that crowd, which meant stepping into that light and opening myself up to the scrutiny of the slutty groupies outside. I bit down on my tongue and took a deep breath. 

    I still hadn’t mastered walking in heels. I wobbled slightly with each step, but I managed to stay on my feet. The girls closed in quickly, leaving no room for me. But I wasn’t about to let this whole night become a waste because I was too timid to push my way past a few sluts. So I dug my hands between too scantily clad girls and I pried them apart. “Hey!” one of them said as she nearly toppled over on her tall heels. I squeezed in so that I was visible from the door. I felt a tug on my dress as a girl tried to pull me back, but I didn’t budge. I grabbed the metal barrier and took a deep breath.  

    “This slut just stole my spot!” the girl behind me yelled, presumably referring to me. I bit down on my tongue and pretended not to notice. 

    The back door opened a moment later. That blinding light made everyone wince, but I was ready for it, only squinting slightly. I had to give myself every possible chance of getting in. I forced a smile at the familiar band manager, standing myself out straight and pushing my fake tits out prominently.  

    “You, you, you, and you…” His gaze scanned the crowd as the security guard ushered the few chosen girls in. Then his gaze landed on me. He stared at me for a moment, looking down at my mostly-exposed body. “And you too,” he said, pointing his middle-aged finger right at me. 

    “No fair—she took my spot!” the girl behind me said, still trying to pry her way back to the front. The security guard took the metal barrier and moved it aside for me. My heart stammered and my lips parted. Was I really chosen? Was all that work for nothing? Did he not care that I looked like I was about to pass out from exhaustion—or did he even look at my face?  

    I stepped forward, entering the stadium from the back door with the other chosen girls. They were all blonde, all slutty, and all hot. Was I hot too? Was my disguise really that good? 

    I was standing in light now, inside the warm stadium. The girls stopped just in front of me with the band manager, who was now checking his phone. The girls looked back at me, and I was ready for them to realize I wasn’t a woman. I was ready for them to yell, ‘Hey! That’s an imposter!’ But instead, they smiled at me and then looked back ahead, too excited about meeting the band to even notice that I wasn’t one of them. 

    Then the band manager looked back at me. “Are you coming?” he said, as I was standing a few paces back.  

    I nodded my head. He was looking right into my eyes now but he still couldn’t seem to tell that I wasn’t actually a girl. My head was spinning with disbelief. Was I really pulling the disguise off this well? This was the part of my plan where I threatened to sue because of discrimination—but I wasn’t being given my cue. They were treating me like a chick because they thought that I was a chick, even in bright lighting.  

    I tugged down the skirt of my dress as a roadie checked out my butt. He smiled at me and winked, making my heart stammer and stutter. I felt like I was dreaming. I had to pinch my arm, unable to believe that my plan really was working so well.  

    I followed the band manager and the other girls down a series of hallways. We reached a closed steel door and the manager said, “Just wait in here. The band will come see you all shortly.”  

    We slipped into the room. It was a big space, filled with food. On one table was a stack of CDs, t-shirts, and tour books. I walked over and picked up two tour books. The other girls didn’t even care to notice the free merch. They weren’t there for autographs. They were there to put out, so they could tell all of their friends that they fucked celebrities. I grabbed a third tour book—because why not?  

    Then I awkwardly backed myself into the corner of the room, far from the other girls. I looked around to see if there was anything else worth taking. On one table were a number of unopened gift baskets, obviously for the band. On another table was a mountain of booze. The other girls were already helping themselves. So I walked over and grabbed a bottle of whiskey. I poured three fingers into a glass and I took a big sip.  

    “Nervous?” one of the girls asked me. She was staring right into my eyes.  

    I froze for a moment, and then I managed to shake my head. “I’m okay,” I said quietly, trying to raise the pitch of my voice enough to sound feminine. I had no idea if I sounded even a little bit like a girl. But she didn’t react strangely. She just smiled and nodded her head. “I was nervous on my first time too. At least these guys are cute and young. U2 was my first band.”  

    The girl couldn’t have been older than twenty-two—and I couldn’t help but imagine her with the old geezers from U2, being bent over and fucked in her tight pussy. It was an off-putting thought. Or maybe she wasn’t talking about sex. Maybe she was just talking about a friendly meeting. Though her outfit suggested otherwise. She was wearing a tight black tube top that hardly covered her nipples and over that she wore a pink fishnet top. For bottoms, she had a tiny skirt that she probably bought from a sex store. I’d seen prostitutes wearing longer skirts on the streets. 

    She looked down at my handful of tour books. “Are you a fan?” she asked. 

    I nodded my head.  

    “Then you’ll probably really enjoy tonight,” she said with a big smile. She was strangely friendly considering how skanky she was. Her breasts were nearly exploding out of that tube top.  

    I heard the door behind me swing open, and then I heard the collective gasps of the girls in the room. They were all looking at the door. I turned slowly to see the members of Over Oleander, in the flesh, walking into the room.  

    Up front was the singer, Jason Kinley. He had his long dark hair tied into a man-bun. He was wearing the same tank top he wore on stage at the concert I was at. It was stained dark with sweat from the hot stage lights.  

    Behind him was the drummer, Mickey Talon. Mickey’s eyes were amazingly blue and large—almost appearing fake. I’d seen those blue eyes in videos before, but they didn’t look nearly as vibrant in the videos. He looked right at me with a small smirk on his face. I found myself looking away quickly. I could feel my face turning red. I wished that I would have nabbed some concealer from my sister. 

    “Oh my God! It’s really you!” one of the girls said to Jason.  

    “At your service,” Jason said, nodding his head with a confident smile. The girls flocked over to the band. The hotter girls went right for Jason. The other girls saw that they probably had no chance with the famous frontman, so they dispersed to the other members. The girl with the tight tube top went to Mickey, but Mickey kept his gaze on me. Every time I looked over, he was looking at me over her shoulder, smiling as if he wanted me to come over. My heart was pounding ferociously. I tried to return the smile, but my face felt frozen. I took a long sip from my drink, feeling the alcohol burning down my throat.  

    I just needed to get those tour books signed. Then I could slip out and leave.  

    I started with the bass player, who was filling a plate with food. “Excuse me,” I said softly. “I was wondering if you could sign this tour book for me? And then maybe this one for my mother and this one for my best friend?” I held the books out. He looked over at me with a mouthful of food. Then he looked down at the books. He quickly pulled a Sharpie out from his pocket and scribbled signatures on each before turning back to his food.  

    “Thank you,” I said. Next was the guitar player. He had two girls glued to his side, but I was determined to leave that stadium with what I came for. I gently shoved my way past the girls. I held out the books. “Could you sign these quickly? Sorry to interrupt,” I said carefully. The girls gave me dirty looks, but the guitarist didn’t seem to mind. He looked into my eyes and then he looked down at my silicone tits, which actually looked amazingly real. He gently bit hit bottom lip and then he signed my books. 

    “Want me to sign your tits as well?” he asked with a big grin. 

    “That’s okay. Thank you.” I zipped away before the moment got any more awkward.  

    Next, I pushed through the girls to get to Jason. He immediately reached out and grabbed my hand, shaking it firmly. “Jason Kinley. So nice to meet you. May I say that you look absolutely stunning in that dress.” The girls looked at me with dagger stares. I just forced a smile and held out my books.  

    “Can you sign these?” I asked. 

    He laughed. “For a beautiful girl like you—I’ll sign anything,” he said. He signed my books, taking his time with each one. And I couldn’t help but wonder if he was screwing with me or if he really did think that I was beautiful. I looked over at a mirror across the room, looking at my own reflection. From far away I looked pretty good. But what about up close? Was it not obvious that I was a man? Did I not look a little bit ridiculous?  

    I started to look back at Jason when I caught Mickey looking at me again, still with that smirk. He winked as our gazes met. I looked away quickly. I was dreading getting his signature.  

    “Here you are—three signed tour books,” Jason said, handing the books back to me.  

    “Thank you. This really means a lot.” I back away from Jason and the jealous girls. Now there was just Mickey left. He was already looking at me, holding a Sharpie, ready to sign my swag. I approached slowly, putting on a fake smile and keeping my posture straight. I held out the books as I stepped up. I didn’t even ask using words. He just took the books and started signing them. 

    “Should I make them out to anyone in particular?” he asked. His voice was a lot deeper than I was expecting.  

    I shook my head. “Just the signature is fine,” I said. 

    He laughed. “You aren’t going to go out and sell them, are you?” He looked into my eyes. I looked away quickly and shook my head. 

    “No—of course not.”  

    He handed the books back to me. I had everything I needed. I could rip off my wig and tell all of those band members to go and screw themselves—but I figured it was probably a better bet to remain cool. I smiled at Mickey and then I started backing away.  

    “That’s it? You don’t want to stay and hang out?” he asked. 

    “I really should be going. I’ve got friends waiting for me outside,” I said. 

    “Text them and say you’ll meet up with them later. I can pay for a limo to take you wherever they are,” he said. 

    “I don’t want to be a burden,” I said, taking another step back. 

    “It’s no burden,” he said. “You should stay and hang out. Are you from here?”  

    I shook my head. “I’m from out of town,” I said.  

    “Where are you from?”  

    I bit down on my tongue. I wanted to lie, but my brain was fogged and I couldn’t think of any city besides the one I really lived in. “Calgary,” I said.  

    “We were just in Calgary. Were you at the show?”  

    I shook my head. “I couldn’t make it out,” I said.  

    “That’s too bad. But I’m glad you made it out tonight.” He smiled. My heart stammered. I took another step back. “Wait—don’t go now,” he said. “Don’t you want to see my setup? I can show you the stage. I’ll even let you sit at my kit if you want to.”  

    “That’s really okay.”  

    “C’mon—it’ll be fun. How many girls can say they’ve sat at Mickey Talon’s drum kit?” I forced a smile. I had a feeling lots of girls could say the same thing.  

    “I think I’m okay,” I said. 

    Then he walked past me. “C’mon—follow me.” He walked out of the room, leaving me standing alone, away from the other girls who were crowding the other three members of the band: taking selfies and flirting, hoping to get laid by some of the biggest musicians on the circuit.  

    Holding my tour books, I slipped out into the hallway. Mickey was already thirty feet away. He waved at me. “This way! Follow me!” He started heading down the hall, in the opposite direction from the door. I could have easily made my escape. I already had what I came for. But what if I could nab a set of signed drumsticks—actually used in concert? Those would be worth more than all three tour books combined! Or maybe a drum head—I’d seen signed drum heads in rock museums and major music stores. Surely they were worth more than a book that could be bought easily on eBay. So I followed Mickey down another set of hallways, to a door labelled ‘STAGE’. He pushed it open, revealing the large stage where the band played.  

    The stage looked so much bigger from here. Roadies were buzzing all around, wrapping cables and putting guitars in cases. “All these guys should be gone in fifteen minutes or so. We’re playing here tomorrow night again, so there isn’t much for them to do,” Mickey explained. Then he led me past the guitar player’s station, which was covered in pedals and printed song lyrics. The middle of the stage, where Jason stood, was barren. There was a pair of stage monitors and a microphone and nothing else. Apparently he didn’t need to have lyrics written down to remember. The bass player’s station was small but crowded with cables, pedals, racks, and even a couple of keyboards, which he used for various songs. Finally, at the back of the stage, was Mickey’s massive drum kit.  

    “Well? Go ahead! Take a seat,” he said.  

    I walked over to the kit. I could smell the sweat—and I could see the drops on the ground around the drum throne. “Go ahead—sit down,” he said. 

    I awkwardly took a seat. I looked up towards where the crowd would be had the curtain not been down. “Wow,” I said. I felt overwhelmed and strangely impressed, even though I wasn’t a drummer and I wasn’t even that into Over Oleander. But I knew that drum kit belonged to one of the most famous active drummers—and I was sitting on it. 

    Mickey held out a pair of sticks. “Go ahead and try playing something—just for fun.” 

    “I don’t know how to play,” I said, looking down at my feet where a series of pedals sat. It wasn’t until that moment that I realized my short dress really was terrifyingly short. Had Mickey been standing in front of me, he would have been able to see the bulge being tediously held by my tiny panties. I closed my legs together and tried to tug down my skirt to hide more of my thighs.  

    “Just for fun—just hit a few drums and get the full experience.”  

    I took the sticks and I held one in each hand. Then I gently tapped the sticks on the drumheads. I was shocked by how loud my gentle tapping was. I stopped myself quickly. My heart was pounding.  

    “Pretty neat, huh?” he said.  

    I looked around. The stage was already starting to clear out. Cables were already wrapped and guitars were put away. The roadies worked quickly and efficiently—probably because they wanted to get home to sleep. It was only a moment later when we had the whole stage to ourselves.  

    “Very neat,” I said, standing up. I went to hand the sticks back.  

    “Keep them,” he said.  

    I looked down at them. “Can you sign them?” I asked. 

    He laughed. “Sure,” he said, pulling that Sharpie back out. He signed the sticks, increasing the value of my haul three-fold.  

    “Thank you. Now I should really be going.” I turned towards the exit and then he jumped in front of me.  

    “Whoa—wait. You’re just going to leave?”   

    I stood silently and awkwardly, keeping my back straight. I wavered slightly in my heels but remained upright. I had more than enough. Now I just needed to leave. So why was I entertaining him? Did I think that I could get more out of him? Could I increase my haul somehow while I was still in that stadium? I looked around.  

    “You’re very beautiful,” he said.  

    “Thank you. I should be—” 

    “—Enough of that. You don’t need to be anywhere. I can tell by your face. You’re just nervous. It’s okay. We’re kind of famous—I get it. Don’t be nervous though. I’m just a guy who happens to think that you’re very beautiful. Do you want to see my changing room?”  

    “No thank you,” I said. I took a step to the side, trying to get past him. But he stepped with me, continued to block my way.  

    He laughed. “Look. I like you. I don’t want you to go. I want to hang out with you. If you want to hang out here on the stage—that’s fine too. No one will be here until sound check tomorrow. Want to sit at my kit again? Want to hit the drums? I can turn on Jason’s mic and you can sing something—it’ll be fun.” 

    “That’s not really my idea of fun—but thank you.” I tried again to get by him, but he continued to block my path. This time he put his hands on my sides and looked deep into my eyes.  

    “Don’t play hard to get.” 

    “You aren’t used to being rejected, are you?” I said. I just wanted to get out. I didn’t care if I offended him. I didn’t care if he realized I was a man. I just wanted to leave with my goodies so I could get them up on eBay and have enough money to pay my rent before it was due.  

    “I’m not being rejected. I’ve never been rejected,” he said. 

    I laughed. “You can’t have me,” I said.  

    “I could have you if I really wanted you,” he said. “But I don’t want to have to resort to those measures.”  

    “What measures?” I asked. 

    “Look—every girl has her price. And that price isn’t usually so high with famous guys like me—let’s face it. If I were to hand you a thousand bucks, I bet you would drop to your knees and suck my cock right here.”  

    “I definitely wouldn’t,” I said. “But that’s very romantic of you to say.”  

    “Two thousand,” he said. 

    “It’s not happening.” 

    “Ten thousand—suck me until I come and I’ll pay you in cash. I’ve got the cash in my changing room right now. They give us a stack of money wherever we go so we can buy drugs and girls and whatever else we want off the books.”  

    My heart stammered. Ten thousand dollars was a lot of money—probably more than I would make from selling those tour books and drumsticks. With the money and the swag combined, I could live out the rest of the year, living frugally. And all I had to do was suck a cock. 

    But could I do it? What if he pulled off my wig while I was sucking him? Would he beat me to death? Would he have me killed? He could probably get away with murder, seeing as he was one of the most famous musicians currently living.  

    He laughed and nodded his head. “I told you: every girl has a price. Apparently your price is ten thousand.”  

    I tried to swallow the lump in my throat. “No—I won’t do it,” I said defiantly. My hands and legs trembled.  

    “Fine. Twenty grand. Final offer. It’s hardly anything for me. I made two hundred grand just from the show tonight. But I will tell you—it will be the most expensive blow job I’ve ever gotten.”  

    “Twenty thousand dollars?” I said, in a state of shock.  

    “Sure—but for that kind of money, I expect you to swallow. And I want to see the cum on your tongue before it goes down. If I make it twenty-five, would you let me fuck your pussy for a few minutes first?” He had a big grin on his face—but his cheeks were red as if he was actually flustered.  

    I opened my mouth but I wasn’t able to produce any words. I looked into his eyes and then I looked down at the floor. “Just the blowjob,” I said. “I’ll do it for twenty grand—no less.”  

    He smiled, and then he reached down and started to unbuckle his belt. My heart flew up into my throat. Were we just going to do it there on the stage? What if someone walked in? Was he really going to come in my mouth? Was he really expecting me to swallow it? If I ended up spitting it out in disgust, would he still pay me the money?  

    “On your knees, beautiful,” he said, pointing at the ground.  

    I actually sunk down to my knees. As I looked up at him, his pants came down. “I’ll let you take off my boxers,” he said. I was frozen. I could hardly even breathe. How did this happen? I just came in to get some signed merch, and now I was on my knees, about to suck a cock.  

    My spine tingled. I felt sick. 

    “Well? You want the money or no?” he said. 

    Did I want the money? Was I really that desperate? Would the money really last me that long?  

    I found myself reaching up for the waistband of his boxers. I took them carefully, feeling his skin with my fingers. He had no idea that he was with a man. I had no idea how he would react if he found out. Now I had to be careful—I couldn’t just scream discrimination if he got angry.  

    My gut turned. I tugged down his boxers, revealing his long, smooth cock. It was already throbbing and half-erect. There was a big blue vein running down the side of it.  

    He laughed. “You love it,” he said. He reached his fingers around it and held it up. Then, with his free hand, he grabbed my head and pulled me forward towards his crotch. I tried to resist but he was too strong. He pulled my face up to his pelvis and then he mashed his shaft against my lips, rubbing it on my cheek and up my nose. “Lick it, baby,” he said.  

    I closed my eyes and tried to wake myself up from the nightmare. I had a man rubbing his cock on my face. I could feel it getting harder—and he wanted me to suck it! Hesitantly, I stuck out my tongue. I felt the base of his cock rubbing on my tongue, getting it wet, rubbing my own saliva up the length of my face. I groaned and squirmed. “That’s a girl,” he said.  

    I tried to control my breathing. I knew it would all be over soon—as soon as he came. I just had to make him come quickly and I could escape this torture. He kept mashing that cock up and down my face until he was completely hard, then he brought his tip down to my lips and forced his cock into my mouth. I wanted to shut him out, but I wanted this to be over with more, so I kept my mouth open and allowed him inside. 

    He wasn’t gentle. He pushed his shaft deep, pressing his tip against my throat and making me gag. I closed my lips around his shaft. I held onto his bare thighs for support. He still had a hand on the back of my head, holding me close to his crotch. My nose was pressed deep into his pubic hair, and he was one sudden move away from pulling my wig off of my head.  

    I was frozen with terror, but he didn’t seem to mind. He was happy to do the work himself, holding my head in place and thrusting himself in and out of my mouth, using me like a cheap sex toy. He groaned and muttered dirty talk under his breath. “Your lips feel so fucking good,” he said.  

    Strangely, it wasn’t so bad. It wasn’t nearly as bad as I was expecting. It didn’t taste gross, and in a weird way, it didn’t seem that uncomfortable. His tongue seemed to nestle perfectly on my tongue, and he wasn’t quite going deep enough to make me vomit. It was kind of flattering to think that his cock was rock hard and approaching an orgasm because of me. He really did think that I was sexy. But that shouldn’t have been flattering—if anything, it should have been insulting. Yet the thought alone made my face tingle with a peculiar excitement.  

    “Fuck,” he groaned. “You’re going to make me come. I want to come all over your pretty face. I want to make you lick it up and swallow all of it.”  

    He was thrusting faster now. I pressed my lips firmly around his girth and used the tip of my tongue to stimulate his cock even more. I could feel it twitching and bloating in my mouth. He really was going to come. I really was going to have to taste and swallow his load.  

    I closed my eyes as he began to groan louder. I knew it was coming. Oh God—I wasn’t ready for it! He was holding my head with both hands now, thrusting while pumping my head as if it was a Fleshlight. “Yes! Yes! Yes!” he groaned deeply.  

    And then he pulled out suddenly. He held his cock with a tightly clenched fist and began to spray my face. I closed my eyes just in time, making sure that first blast didn’t end up on my bare eyeball. I felt the hot goo hitting my eyelid, and then I felt it hitting my forehead and my cheek and my lips and my chin. “Fuck yes,” he said through clenched teeth. 

    Then he reached down and scraped up his cum with his fingers. He pushed it all to my lips and said, “Open up.” I followed the command. He pushed his cum into my mouth in a rather aggressive sort of way. Then he commanded me to swallow. I squirmed and fought the urge to gag—and then I managed to swallow his sweet tasting cum.  

    I slowly opened my eyes. He was stuffing his cock back into his boxers and he was breathing deeply. “I guess I owe you some money then,” he said awkwardly. His aggression seemed to be gone now that he got the cum out of his system.  

    “Okay,” I said. I was about to stand up, and then I noticed that my cock had freed itself from my panties. I was erect and my shaft was holding the skirt of my dress out like a rogue tent pole. I quickly reached down and stuffed my cock back into my panties before Mickey noticed.  

    “Follow me,” he said. I stood up carefully and then I stepped carefully, making sure not to make any sudden moves that would rattle my cock loose. Why was I erect? Did I actually like sucking him off? Did I like the way his cum tasted? Did I like the way it felt splashing against my face? Was I gay? 

    I pushed the thoughts out from my mind and shook my head. I was just there for the money. I was there for the free swag so I could make some money on eBay. The erection was just a coincidence. Every guy gets a random erection from time to time—I just happened to get one at a very inopportune time. It was nothing to be concerned about—nothing to lose any sleep over. I was now twenty thousand dollars richer; that’s all that mattered.  

    Mickey really did have the cash. He pulled it out from a duffle bag that was lying in the corner of the room. I couldn’t help but wonder how much cash was in the bag. “That’s twenty grand. You can count it if you don’t believe me,” he said. 

    “I believe you,” I said. “Can I use your bathroom before I leave—to wash the cum off of my face?”  

    “Sure—go for it,” he said.  

    I slipped into the bathroom and I closed the door behind me. Then I went to the mirror and looked at myself. Big globs of jizz were starting to dry to my face. Apparently he hadn’t gotten everything into my mouth. I ran the water until it was hot and then I used a cloth to wipe around my makeup. The cum on my eyelid was going to have to wait until I was home, as I didn’t want to wipe off my eye makeup and compromise my identity.  

    I couldn’t believe the night I’d had. Not only was I twenty grand richer (with a few grand worth of swag to sell on eBay), but also I’d had a sexual experience with a celebrity. And in a weird way, that seemed cool. I could understand why the slutty groupies were all so excited to be picked from the crowd. I now had an incredible story… that I could never tell anyone about. I’d sucked off the drummer of Over Oleander—and I did it without him realizing that I wasn’t actually a girl.  

    




 

    [bookmark: GUYTOGROUPIE5]CHAPTER V 

    I laughed while looking at myself in the mirror.  

    I looked down and saw that I was still erect. I couldn’t seem to make that boner go away. Maybe it was just because my blood was pumping so hard. It’s not like I was actually aroused… Was I? I tried squeezing it to make it go limp, and then I tried pinching my arm. 

    Then I looked in the mirror and saw a ridiculous sight: a beautiful blonde with a big, throbbing erection sticking out from under her dress. I grabbed my cock and gave it a couple of strokes, just to amuse my reflection. I shook my head, and then the door opened behind me. 

    My reaction was slow. I was frozen for a moment, and then I grabbed my erection and flipped it back under my skirt. I couldn’t get it into my panties in time, so I just held my hand down, holding it from springing back up. I looked up at Mickey’s reflection, and he was standing with wide eyes and parted lips. 

    “What the hell was that?” he finally said after a long silence. 

    “Why are you in here? Can I get some privacy?” I asked. 

    “Y—You have a cock?” he asked. 

    “No. What? What are you talking about? I was just—I was just cleaning up.” I could see my skin turning white in the mirror. 

    “You have a cock,” he said with a monotonous tone. He wasn’t buying my lie. He saw everything. But why was he even in the bathroom? Why didn’t he knock? What kind of rude asshole just lets himself into an occupied bathroom?  

    “I should get going,” I said. I grabbed the money off the vanity and turned to the door. But he didn’t move from the doorway. “Excuse me.”  

    He still wouldn’t budge. “You’re a trap… Oh my God—you’re a trap.”  

    “Please don’t hurt me,” I said. “I didn’t want to fool around with you, but you insisted.” I was still using my girl voice, even though I’d been caught. But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t stop using it. It had become natural after the past hour of use.  

    “Let me see it,” he said. 

    “See it?” I asked nervously. 

    “Your cock—take it out. I want to see it. Is it real?”  

    I remained frozen. He was blocking my only exit. All I could do was appease him and hope that he let me go. So I reached down and lifted up the skirt of my dress, exposing my erection, which refused to stay in my panties.  

    “Oh my God,” he said slowly. “It’s actually real. You actually have a cock.”  

    “I’m sorry,” I said softly. “Can I go now? I won’t tell anyone about this—I promise.” I was terrified. I was waiting for him to slam that door shut before pummelling the life out of me. I’d heard stories of men beating transgender to death for fooling them. Was I about to be one of those stories? Would my parents read about me in the newspaper in the morning? ‘Cross dresser dies in humiliating beating!’ I took a step back from Mickey, dropping my skirt back down. I hated that my cock was still half erect. Why wasn’t it going down? Was it trying to get me killed?  

    “But you look just like a woman,” he said.  

    I nodded my head slowly, even though I still hadn’t decided whether or not I agreed.  

    “But you’re not a woman. You’re a trap. Are your tits real?” 

    I shook my head. “No,” I said.  

    The room became silent, save for the sound of my throbbing heart. I felt faint—on the verge of fainting. I had a bad feeling that I was living out the final moments of my life. “Please don’t hurt me,” I said again.  

    “Y—You should probably get going,” he said.  

    I nodded my head quickly, and then I ran past him, running down the hallways as quickly as I could in my heels. I got a few weird looks from roadies and security people. No one tried to stop me—they just stared at me strangely. I got out of that stadium, and then I started my long journey home. It was a horrifying moment of terror, not knowing what was going to happen to me, but it was still worth it. I had money now. I could survive while I straightened my life out. I could get back on my feet and pretend like none of this ever happened.  

    




 

    [bookmark: GUYTOGROUPIE6]CHAPTER VI 

    For the next two weeks, I did a pretty good job of pretending like nothing ever happened. I would change the radio station every time Over Oleander came on—or whenever any radio host so much as mentioned the band. I cleared all of my playlists of their songs. And then I went on with my life, trying my best not to think of them—which was hard, especially when I had to spend money on something. I always knew where that money came from. I never forgot the feeling of that cock in my mouth.  

    But sometimes there were situations I couldn’t get away from, like when my co-workers started talking about Over Oleander—which was unfortunately often. I wanted to tell them to never mention the band, so I could get that cum flavour out from my mouth: a flavour that had been lingering for weeks. But I didn’t know how to tell them to shut up about the band without hinting at what I’d gone through.  

    It was a Friday afternoon when one of them said, “You think Mickey Talon ever found that girl?”  

    “I’m sure he found her in five minutes,” he said. “No one can say no to money like that.”  

    I was curious to know what they were talking about, but a part of me wanted to walk away and pretend like I’d heard nothing. Though the comment was nagging at me. It was rare that anyone talked about Mickey Talon when they talked about Over Oleander. I hadn’t even heard the name since that night back stage. My body buzzed when his face came into my mind—and then that taste came back onto my lips. “What girl?” I asked, trying my best to act casual.  

    “The Calgary girl,” he said. “Wait. You didn’t hear about that?”  

    I shook my head. They started laughing. “Do you live under a rock? It’s been on the news for the past three days.”  

    I had noticed an uptick in Over Oleander mentions on the radio, but I was used to changing the radio as soon as I heard the name. “Apparently I live under a rock. What Calgary girl?”  

    “The drummer put out thing on Twitter. I guess he wants to reconnect with some girl from Calgary that he met at their show in Edmonton. He’s willing to pay her fifty grand if she reaches out to him.” 

    My heart stammered. Was he talking about me? Was I the Calgary girl he met at the Edmonton show? I was certainly a Calgary girl he met at the show, but was I the girl? “That’s it?” I asked.  

    “You don’t think that’s crazy? Fifty grand, just to talk to the chick? She must have really been something. It’s amazing to think that we have girls like that in this city: girls celebrities are willing to pay fifty grand to talk to. No offense Janine.” Janine, across the shop, lifted up her arm with her middle finger pointed straight up. The guys laughed.  

    “Yeah. I guess that is crazy,” I said. “But those guys have so much money. Fifty grand is probably nothing to them.”  

    “That’s true enough,” he said.  

    And the thought of Mickey buzzed through my head for the next hour, until I couldn’t take it anymore. I took my break early and then I took my phone outside to look into the story. Apparently it was true: Mickey had been posting on Twitter, trying to track down this mysterious blonde who left him back stage after the Edmonton show. He must have been looking for me—but why? Did he want to apologize for reacting the way he did? Did he think he’d offended me? Or was he looking to exact some revenge? Was he trying to bait me to come forward so he could humiliate me? But why would he do that? Why would he risk the world finding out that a man sucked him off?  

    My heart was pounding. I went back to work but couldn’t focus. I kept thinking about Mickey, trying to figure out what he wanted. It wasn’t until later that night that it even occurred to me that fifty grand was being offered. For some reason, my brain never fully processed the money—I’d been too distracted by the celebrity and the mystery shrouding the whole thing. 

    Online, everyone was speculating that Mickey was in love and trying to find his lost love interest. None of them knew that the ‘girl’ he was looking for was actually a man. But what if they were right? What if Mickey did have feelings for me, despite what was between my legs?  

    I spent the night casually trying to find his phone number. I managed to find his agent’s number. But what was I going to do with it? Did I really want to embarrass myself by calling? Was I just being set up for a grand humiliation?  

    I found myself practising my girl voice, which I hadn’t used in weeks. “I’m trying to reach Mickey,” I kept saying, trying out different inflections. My head was spinning. I wanted that money—but more than anything, I wanted to know why he wanted to hear from me.  

    I dialled the agent’s number. My heart was pounding. Suddenly, he picked up. “This is Terrance Richter,” he said. “Who am I talking to?”  

    I cleared my throat. Did I have a name? Did I give Mickey a fake name? I couldn’t remember. The entire night in Edmonton was a complete blur in my mind: a blur that I’d worked so hard to rid my mind of. Some details were clear, but most weren’t. So instead of giving my name, I just said, “I’m the girl from Calgary.”  

    He scoffed. “You and the last two hundred girls who called,” he said. “What’s your name?”  

    My tried hard to remember the name I used—if there even was one. “I’m not lying. I was back stage with him in Edmonton. He gave me his drum sticks.”  

    “I’m busy, lady. Call back when you’ve got some proof.” He hung up. My heart continued to pound. I cleared my throat again. Maybe it was best that we didn’t get in touch. Maybe it was best to stick to the pile of cash he gave me originally and I could continue to pretend like nothing ever happened. 

    But I wasn’t able to leave it alone. I pulled the old disguise out from the back of my closet: wig, clothes, and makeup. I spent the next hour dolling myself up, just to take a selfie. I forgot what it felt like, brushing makeup onto my face. I forgot how nice the women’s clothing felt on my skin. And I forgot how pretty I looked—though I wasn’t sure that was such a good thing. But I found it hard to look away from myself in the mirror. I even caught myself smiling and doing a few poses. Who could blame me? I’d managed to seduce a world famous musician with my looks, after all. At least I knew I wasn’t completely crazy in thinking that I was kind of hot.  

    I found the drumsticks Mickey gave me and then I texted a picture to the agent: a selfie with me holding the sticks. “Show this picture to Mickey,” I wrote. But I didn’t get a reply. My phone didn’t buzz. It just remained still on my nightstand, and I found myself feeling awfully stupid as I sat in my girly attire.  

    




 

    [bookmark: GUYTOGROUPIE7]CHAPTER VII 

    I was at work the next day when my phone rang. It was an unknown number. I didn’t answer it, but I called the number back ten minutes later, when I was on my break. “I missed a call from this number,” I said. 

    The person on the other end was silent. “Hello?” I said. 

    “I’m looking for a girl,” said a shockingly familiar voice. It was Mickey. My heart pounced and my stomach churned. I took a deep breath of air into my lungs and then I cleared my throat. 

    “Just a minute,” I said. I took my phone outside and walked far down the alley, away from anyone who could potentially hear me. Then I cleared my throat again. Using my girly voice, I said, “Is this Mickey?”  

    “This is Mickey. Is this really you?” he asked. 

    “Yeah,” I said. 

    “Can you prove it somehow?”  

    My body trembled and a cold chill crept down my spine. “You caught me in the bathroom with my pants down,” I said quietly.  

    He was silent for a moment before saying, “So it really is you.”  

    “Yeah.” I forced a laugh. “So how do I get that money?”  

    “I can mail it to you,” he said. “But I’ll need your address.”  

    I shook my head. “Why do you want to hear from me so badly?” I asked. 

    “Why did you run away?”  

    Now I was silent as I tried to think of an answer. “I was embarrassed,” I said.  

    “Why?” 

    “You know why.”  

    Now we were both silent. I had to clear my throat again. Then I looked around to make sure nobody was within earshot. I felt so silly using my girly voice out in public. “I want to see you again,” he said. 

    “Why?” I asked.  

    “Because I like you. I’ve got the week off. I can be at the airport in an hour—in Calgary in four hours.”  

    “Why do you like me? You don’t even know me. Plus I’m not really a girl. You saw what I had.”  

    He became silent. “Send me your address. I’ll bring the money in person. We can talk—that’s all I want.”  

    I hesitated, not sure if I was being pranked. But how could I say no to fifty thousand dollars? All I had to do was answer the door while dolled up—it was the easiest money anyone had ever made. “Okay. I’ll text my address.”  

    “Good. Then I’ll see you tonight. I’ll head to the airport now.”  

    “Okay. Bye.” I hung up the phone. And then I noticed my hand was trembling. Was I insane? Did I really just invite a world famous celebrity to my house? What if the paparazzi saw him? What if they followed him to my place? What if everyone in the world knew that I liked to get dressed up like a girl?  

    I had a secret: a secret that had formed over just a couple of weeks, a secret that I was so ashamed of, I even kept it from myself. After returning home from Edmonton, I started dressing up when I got home from work. I used some of the money Mickey gave me to order skirts and blouses and dresses and heels online. I hated myself for doing it, and I always told myself that I wouldn’t do it again after I got washed up—but then I kept doing it. In two weeks, I’d accumulated ten different outfits. I would take photos with my phone and then I would delete the photos a few hours later, when my sanity returned to me.  

    Never before in my life had I ever thought about cross-dressing. In fact, the term ‘cross-dresser’ made me squirm. But suddenly, after a single night out in Edmonton, that’s what I’d become. It was like a virus that had worked its way into my head. I’d gotten pretty good at it. I was quickly figuring out the makeup styles that suited me best, and I was starting to love the feeling of lace and satin against my skin. I’d even gone to work wearing panties under my clothes a few times.  

    I was deeply ashamed of my new ‘hobby’, though now it was likely about to come in handy. A rich celebrity was on his way to my house with fifty thousand dollars. So I took off early from work, lying about a headache, and then I started dolling myself up the moment I was through my front door. I carefully applied my makeup, taking extra long to get each eyeliner stroke correct. I carefully curled the hair of my wig and then I shaved the stubble off of my legs, applying a coat of moisturizer to give my legs a pretty shine.  

    I spent an hour in front of the mirror, posing like some sort of Instagram model. I wanted to get everything right: every little mannerism and every little inflection. I spent four hours acting like a sissy, even watching long YouTube tutorials on how to be more feminine, before realizing I was putting all the work in to impress a boy.  

    My heart stammered. Why did I care what he thought? I just wanted his money—and surely I’d already earned it for reaching out to him. So why was I wasting my time? Why did I care what he thought? 

    My doorbell rang. I knew it was him. I took a deep breath. My legs trembled. I approached the door slowly and carefully. Then I looked through the peephole and saw his face. “Oh God,” I whispered to myself.  

    I closed my eyes and pulled the door open. When I opened my eyes, he was smiling. “Hey,” he said.  

    I nodded my head and looked around. “Come in quickly,” I said. I didn’t want the neighbours to see him or me. He stepped in and I closed the door firmly behind him. “I can’t believe you flew here to see me. You’re crazy.” 

    “Maybe,” he said with a smirk. “But a night hasn’t gone by that I haven’t thought about you.”  

    I looked down and saw that he was holding a small bag. Was the money in the bag? “Why?” I asked. “You don’t even know me. Maybe I gave you a good blowjob—so what? Did you come here thinking you’d get another one?” 

    He laughed. His cheeks turned red. “No. It has nothing to do with that.”  

    “Then what? We talked for five minutes. What do you think you know about me? Or do you just have some sort of weird tranny fetish?”  

    He laughed again, sounding nervous. “No. I mean—I don’t think so. You were the first… trans girl I’ve ever been with.”  

    “I’m not even trans,” I said. And then I wavered. “I mean—I don’t think I am.”  

    “So what are you?” he asked.  

    I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t really know—okay? I’m just… trying something out. It might not stick. I don’t want people knowing about it.”  

    He looked down my body. “Well you look really good—beautiful, even. You would be smart to let it stick.”  

    Now I was blushing, completely flustered. I stuttered before saying, “It’s not so simple. And I told you: you’re not getting another blowjob, even if you offer me all the money in that bag—which I think you already owe me.”  

    He laughed and then put the bag down on a nearby table. “It’s yours. I just wanted to see you.” 

    “Well here I am. Now you’ve seen me. Happy?” 

    He nodded his head. “Actually, yeah, I am.” He smiled and I blushed. Why was I blushing? Why did he have any power to affect my emotions? Did I like him? Was I gay? Or was I just starstruck and excited to be lusted after by a celebrity?  

    “So what do you want?” I asked.  

    “I don’t know,” he said. “I really don’t know. Let’s get dinner. What’s good around here?”  

    I shook my head. “I can’t go out like this,” I said. 

    “Why not?” he asked, narrowing his eyes. “You’re beautiful. You should go out and show off.” 

    “People know me. And if they know me, then you’re really screwed. Imagine those headlines: Mickey Talon spotted eating dinner with tranny.”  

    He shrugged his shoulders. “So what?” 

    I opened my mouth to reply, but the question was a good one: so what? What difference did it make? Why did anyone care who he ate dinner with, or who he kissed, or who he got into a relationship with? “There was an article last week claiming that I was a Satan worshipper. People are going to say stuff. Some of it will be true, and some of it will be a lie. At the end of the day, it’s nobody’s business. And in my experience, at the end of the day, nobody really cares. They pretend to care, but most people are too consumed with their own lives to really care about what other people are doing.”  

    My heart stammered. What if he was right? What if nobody did care? What if it didn’t matter if someone recognized me if I was out as a girl? If anything, they would probably be impressed that I was out with a celebrity. Or they would be impressed by how convincing I was. And even if they weren’t impressed—and they thought it was pathetic and embarrassing—what difference did it make? Would I lose my job? No. Would my friends disown me? No. If anything, they would want me to hang out more, so they could say they know the girl dating Mickey Talon.  

    “So? Dinner?” he said. 

    “That depends,” I said. “Do you really worship Satan? Because I can’t be seen out at a restaurant with a Satan worshipper.”  

    He laughed, and then I cracked too.  

    “I don’t,” he said with a surprisingly charming grin. My heart melted, but now I wasn’t resisting.  

    “You aren’t getting a blowjob,” I said again.  

    He laughed and shook his head. “I know. I told you, I’m not here for that.”  

    “But if you want to fuck me before we go out—maybe I’m okay with that.”  

    His eyes lit up. His lips curled into a big smile. Then his cheeks turned dark red.  

    I turned around and pressed my hands against the wall. “Just be gentle. I’m a virgin back there.” He stepped up behind me, putting his hands on my sides. He stroked them up and down, until he was holding the skirt of my dress. He pulled it up, exposing my bum. Then he squeezed my butt cheeks. “You’re so beautiful,” he said. 

    “Thanks,” I said. I was still processing what we’d talking about: still coming to terms with the fact that he was correct, that it didn’t matter what we did, as long as it’s what we wanted to do. It was a surprisingly hard concept to swallow, but it made sense—of course it made sense. I had no idea if things would work out between us. I had no idea if being a famous drummer’s girlfriend was really what I wanted, but I was willing to give it a shot. Maybe it would end up being exactly what I wanted. Maybe this was life pulling me in the direction I was meant to be pulled.  

    He pulled my panties to the side and ran his fingertips up my crack, over my asshole. He took a deep breath in and then let his warm breath tickle my shoulders. Suddenly, I felt something big and warm press up between my butt cheeks. I could feel him throbbing: growing bigger and harder. “Oh God,” I said, almost regretting my offer to let him fuck me. I forgot how big he was. I’d never been penetrated before. Maybe I should tell him to stop and then start with something smaller. Maybe I could work my way up to his giant cock. Maybe I could start with a pen or a Sharpie, and then move onto a small cucumber… It was too late. He was already jamming his tip into my hole—already rock hard and ready to fuck me. Maybe I was really hot. If I could get him hard that fast, I must have been something special.  

    He pushed into me. I felt my hole stretching wide, but it didn’t hurt. He pushed deeper and deeper, stretching me wider and wider—but still, it didn’t hurt. “Fuck me,” I groaned, looking over my shoulder at him. He kissed me on the lips: a strange sensation, but one I could get used to. 

    “My pleasure,” he said, and then he started pumping me with his big, hard cock. As his veiny rod massaged my anal walls, I realized this girlfriend thing really was something I could get into—maybe I was already into it. Maybe this was my calling. I leaned my bum back and let his pelvis slap my cheeks. “You’re so fucking tight,” he groaned.  

    “Fill my little ass with your hot cum,” I said. I couldn’t even believe I’d said it. I felt like my true personality was starting to come out: a personality I’d kept bottled up for so long, so deep inside of me that even I didn’t know it was there.  

    Images of skirts and dresses flashed through my mind. There were so many makeup styles I wanted to try out—and so many sex positions I couldn’t wait to try with Mickey, in hotel rooms all over the world. And to think, none of this would have ever happened had I not had the idea of getting some tour books signed.  

    “Fuck,” he groaned deeply. He thrusted into me hard, making euphoria surge through my whole body. My limbs tingled and I moaned loudly, and then I felt his warm load filling me up. He didn’t last long, but I took that as a sign that I was doing something right.  

    “Let’s get dinner, then let’s head to London. We’ve got a show there in five days.”  

    “I’ve never been to London,” I said. 

    “You’ll love it there. And then you’ll love Paris and Moscow and Tokyo. Though I can’t see you loving Kiev, but I could be wrong.” He laughed, and I couldn’t help but laugh with him.  

    “I guess I can do is give it a shot,” I said.  

    THE END  

    




 

    [bookmark: LITTLEMISSBIG]LITTLE MISS BIG 

    Danny, Mark, and Rubin all think they’re going to get the big promotion at work. They’ve all been working at the company for over a decade, and now it’s finally time to move up to that top floor with the big executives.  

    And then the CEO announces that his nineteen-year-old daughter, Tegan, will be taking the new job as head of international operations. The office is outraged, especially when the ditsy young woman comes prancing through the office as if she actually earned the job.  

    She’s intolerable on a good day, but she’s decided to create three new top floor jobs at the company, and the positions are open to anyone willing to go through Tegan’s unconventional interviewing process. And part of her testing involves bearing her big, hard secret.  

    




 

    [bookmark: LITTLEMISSBIG1]CHAPTER I 

    Danny, Mark, and Rubin had all been employees at Cross-Mountain Oil and Gas for nearly a decade, so naturally they were all outraged when the CEO of the company announced that his nineteen-year-old daughter, Tegan Cross, would be the new head of international operations—a job all three men had been working towards for so long.  

    The office was silent the day the announcement was made. For weeks, the company had been conducting interviews for the coveted position. No one thought the position was going to end up being filled by a girl straight out of high-school, with nothing more than a high-school diploma (not even graduating with honours). What could she possibly know about the oil and gas industry?  

    To make matters worse, Tegan was now technically and officially the boss of Danny, Mark, Rubin, and a few hundred other employees who had all been working at the company for at least a couple of years. It was near the end of her first day on the job when she made her way down to boys’ floor. She stepped out from the elevator with her little posse of assistants and a big smile on her face. Everyone did their best to smile at her as if they were all happy for her, but really everyone on that floor wanted to strangle her and her lousy father.  

    As Danny watched the ditsy young girl walking down the isles of cubicles, waving at employees as if she was British royalty, he couldn’t help but wonder if he really had a future at Cross-Mountain Oil and Gas. Where could he go from his current position of ‘team manager’? It seemed like he’d reached the end of his ladder after just ten years with the company. And sure, his $120,000 salary was nothing to complain about—but the little girl practically skipping in front of him now was making over $550,000—and everyone knew it because it was public information.  

    Tegan stopped in front of Danny’s office and looked right into Danny’s eyes. He tried his best to force a smile, but he had a feeling the contempt was all over his face. He tried to nod his head politely. She waved her hand the way a toddler might wave her hand. “I’m Tegan,” she said. “I’m the new head of international operations.”  

    Danny bit down hard on his tongue. Was she trying to rub it in? Did it not occur to her that every manager in the building had applied for her job? “Congratulations,” he managed to say. “I’m sure you’ll do a great job.” He wasn’t sure how he managed to say it. He wasn’t sure how he managed not to say, ‘You stupid little cunt—you have no idea how lucky you are. You’re such a privileged little snot and you should wipe that cunty smile off of your cunty face.’  

    He watched her skip off to rub her new job in a few more faces. Though surely she wasn’t stupid enough to actually be rubbing her family privilege in everyone’s face. Surely she was just an oblivious little snot and had no idea that there were people like Danny who had been working overtime for nearly a decade just for a shot at the job she didn’t even have to go to college for.  

    Though Danny could sort of see why they made her the face of international operations. It was a procedural job. The head of international operations didn’t actually have a proper job description or a list of daily duties. Tegan’s job was essentially to be present for meetings and press conferences. She would have to memorize a list of vague answers that could be used for any question, much like a career politician. She had a whole team trained to do the actual work, and she just had to be there while it was being done. So maybe the job was a good fit. Maybe it was more important to have a pretty face rather than to have a seasoned employee like Danny. Danny certainly couldn’t button down his top the way Tegan had her top buttoned down. He couldn’t show off his big, round tits. He couldn’t put on a tiny skirt like Tegan had on now, which barely covered her ass. He couldn’t walk around in four-inch heels all day long just so his legs would look better. Unlike Tegan, Danny wasn’t a pretty girl.  

    But even though he was able to muster up the justification in his head, he still couldn’t stop himself from screaming into his pillow the moment he was home from work. His apartment was still a big mess from the many, many, many hours of overtime he’d put in over the past month, since the positioned had become vacant. His kitchen table was a mountain of paperwork. Even his bed was covered in spreadsheets and reports and contracts. He’d put so much effort into standing out. Why could they just flat-out say that they planned to fill the role with a family member? Or was their plan to get a bit of extra work done? Because Danny knew that he wasn’t the only one who worked his ass off.  

    As soon as he was finished screaming into his pillow, he picked up his phone and called Mark. Mark didn’t even say hello after picking up. Instead, he just started yelling. “What a fucking joke! Can you believe this? I should sue! I should go to the media! This is a load of bullshit! Do they have any idea how long I’ve been with this company? Twelve years! Any idea how many times I’ve slept at the office? Easily over three hundred times. That little shit thinks she can just come in and have one of the top jobs in the company? This is bullshit! We should go on a strike. What do you say? We can get all of the managers and go on a strike. I know a guy at Global News. I can have the TV crews there in the morning. I swear I’ll do it!”  

    Danny did his best to calm Mark down, even though he felt the exact same. “Mark, you make a lot of money and the economy isn’t great right now,” Danny said. “Just try to sleep on this for a week or two before you do anything you might regret later on.”  

    “How are you so calm? Doesn’t this little bitch piss you off too?”  

    “It’s better to be pissed off than pissed on,” Danny said, letting a little chuckle slip. 

    But Mark didn’t find the joke funny. He was silent for a moment, and then he started up again. “How can you joke at a time like this? We’re just pawns, Danny! We’re nobodies! We’re expendable! I went through two hundred quarterlies over the past week—and for what? Just to be slapped in the face? Fuck that!”  

    Danny kept doing his best to calm Mark down. A strange part of him enjoyed hearing Mark’s fury. It was nice to know that Danny wasn’t the only one on the verge of a mental breakdown because of Tegan Cross.  

    “Your hard work will pay off soon—I’m sure of it,” Danny told his friend. “Karma is a real thing. Just try to stay focussed.”  

    “What the hell are you even on about?” Mark said, and then he hung up the phone. Danny didn’t take the hang-up personally. He just put his phone down and started cleaning up the paperwork he’d spent the last month working on. For the first night in many weeks, he was going to relax on the couch and stare at the TV. He wanted to do his best not to think about Tegan Cross—but that goal turned out to be an impossibility. Even when he went to the bathroom to masturbate, he could only seem to think of Tegan’s round pushed-up tits in her tight white blouse. After ten minutes of trying to expel her from his mind, he decided to fantasize about hate-fucking her. In his fantasy, he had her bent over a desk. He had both of her wrists in a single hand behind her, and his other hand was pressed against her back, pinning her firmly to the desk while he rammed his cock in and out of her while she moaned in a combination of pain and pleasure. He ended up getting off surprisingly quickly. Once he was all cleaned up, he felt a bit better. Though a touch of dread was still churning in his gut. A nineteen-year-old chick was still his new boss at work.  

    




 

    [bookmark: LITTLEMISSBIG2]CHAPTER II 

    Mark spent the night pacing around his apartment, grumbling under his breath. He was trying to come up with a good speech, which he wanted to make in the morning, during the monthly staff meeting (which Tegan should be present at). His speech was a combination of fury and resignation. He wanted to make a bold statement, and he wanted to fire up all of his co-workers, assuming they weren’t already fired up. In his imagination, everyone stood up with him at the end of his speech and they all stormed out together. Soon enough, they would be begging Mark to come back. ‘You can even have Tegan’s job,’ Tegan’s father begs.  

    But Mark knew it was just a stupid fantasy. He knew that everyone would remain in their seat with their eyes down on the table. He knew they weren’t stupid enough to risk their six-figure salaries just to make a statement—and he knew he wasn’t that stupid either. Mark would keep his mouth shut through the staff meeting, the same way he kept his mouth shut when that little cunt skipped through the office, waving at everyone as if she was the pope. Maybe Danny was right—maybe he just needed a week or two to calm down. Maybe this was just the reality of big business: some people have it easier than other people. Tegan was certainly on the ‘having it better’ end of the spectrum.  

    Though Mark didn’t believe in any of that karma bullshit. He knew that he was born into the wrong family and his shitty fortune would follow him around for the rest of his life. This wasn’t the first time he watched someone else get a promotion that should have been his. This wasn’t the first time one of the executives’ relatives received special treatment within the walls of the massive energy company. It was just something Mark had to get used to. But he was allowed to let off some steam from time to time. 

    He thought about calling Danny back, even though it was past midnight now—just to apologize for hanging up so abruptly. He didn’t mean to take his anger out on his friend. He knew that Danny was just trying to help—though he could have done without Danny’s lousy sense of humour.  

    Mark finally fell asleep at 2:30 AM. His alarm went off three hours later. Tegan was the first thing on his mind as he sat up. Though now he tried not to get himself too worked up. He didn’t bother ironing his shirt or pants, which he’d done every single morning since that position became available. He didn’t stop to get his shoes shined on the way to the office. He didn’t show up thirty minutes early. He just strolled in exactly one minute before the big meeting, taking a seat near the back of the room because it no longer mattered if he was noticed or not. Then he looked around at the quiet faces in the room—also sleepless and still a bit red from a mutual anger that was felt by Mark and all of his co-workers.  

    Tegan wasn’t in the room—late for her first official day on the job. Mark fought back the urge to roll his eyes when she rushed into the room, five minutes late. Had it been anyone else, they would have been fired instantly. But her father, Steven, who was sitting at the head of the big table, didn’t seem to care. He stood up and gave her a hug, and then he gave her a minute to get settled before starting the meeting.  

    “Our company is about to undergo some big changes,” he said. “With help from our new head of international operations, we’re going to bring Cross-Mountain Oil and Gas into the new millennia.”  

    Tegan waved at everyone with a big, oblivious smile on her face. She had no idea that just about everyone in that room wanted to choke her out. “I’m so excited,” she said with a sort of Valley Girl twang. Mark bit down on his tongue, resisting the urge to stand up and scream at her. Was that all she had to offer? ‘I’m so excited?’ Did that even count as a statement? Did she not prepare her own speech for her first ever staff meeting? He took a deep breath in and tried to stop his hands from shaking with rage.  

    Then, someone else stood up, just a few seats down from Mark. It was Liam Pentworth, who had been working at the company for just as long as Mark. His face was red. “This is horseshit!” he yelled, pointing a finger at Tegan. “I’ve been here for twelve years! This girl knows nothing about this business! Are you trying to run this company into the ground? Because this is how you do it! It’s not fair! This is the biggest joke I’ve ever seen in my life. I feel like I’m on a hidden camera show. Why her? Why not me? Why not Mark?” He pointed over at Mark, making Mark sink into his seat. “Why not Phil? Why not Danny? Why not Roger? Why not Rubin? Why her? She doesn’t know shit! She doesn’t know jack shit!”  

    The room suddenly became silent. Liam was still standing, still breathing heavily, still red in the face.  

    Steven slowly raised his hand and pointed at the door. “You’re fired,” he said.  

    “What?” Liam said. His voice was suddenly a whimper. 

    “I said, you’re fired. Get out. Someone will bring your stuff down to the lobby for you. Now leave.” His voice was calm and collected.  

    “I’m fired? But I’ve been here for twelve years. I’m the reason we had that six percent bump last quarter. You’re going to fire me for this?” 

    “Get out!” Steven roared. The walls and floor shook and everyone sunk into their seats. Liam remained still for a moment. Then he awkwardly turned and walked towards the door.  

    But before he left, he stopped and turned back to get a few more words in. “You think that hiring your tranny son is going to improve the public image of this company?” he said with a scoff. “What a fucking joke.” Then he turned and left. And everyone slowly turned to look at Steven and his daughter. Or was she his daughter? What did Liam mean by that last comment: ‘Your tranny son’? Was Tegan actually a boy? Was she one of those transgenders you hear so much in the liberal-leaning news?  

    “I’m sorry about that,” Steven said, adjusting the collar of his shirt. “Does anyone else have a problem with my daughter being the new head of international operations?”  

    The room was silent. Everyone stared down at their binders, waiting for the horrible moment of anxiety to pass. Mark snuck a quick glance up at Tegan. And now that Liam mentioned it, she did look a little bit like a trans chick. Her shoulders were a bit broader than the average nineteen-year-old girl’s. Her jaw was a touch more rigid, and that Valley Girl twang in her voice suddenly seemed more like an attempt to hide her natural masculine voice.  

    “We’ll be creating three new openings on the top floor over the next two weeks. These openings will help to boost our company’s image and to expand our reach into new sectors. My daughter, Tegan, will be handling the hiring of these new positions, and she’s going to explain the purpose of them now.”  

    Tegan stood up slowly. Her face was a shade of pink—probably feeling embarrassed after being called a tranny by the now fired Liam. She cleared her throat and then she held up a printed piece of paper. “The first position is to head our new renewable energies department. We’ll be opening a whole branch of wind, solar, and geothermal research. The second position will be to lead ecological recovery—this person will be in charge of contracting environmental clean-up crews to work alongside our rigs and drills. And finally, we need someone to manage our diversity, sensitivity, and inclusion training. This person will be in charge of monthly diversity meetings and ensuring the company’s workforce is representative of America’s population.”  

    Mark had to bite down hard on his tongue to fight back the urge to groan—though he wasn’t able to stop himself from rolling his eyes. Diversity, sensitivity, and inclusion training? What the hell did that even mean? And how were they going to make the workforce represent ‘America’s population’? Did that mean straight white guys like Mark were going to be on the chopping block, to make room for minorities and gays? How was that fair? Mark carefully looked around the room to note the reactions of the others. Most of them were still staring down at their binders, probably still reeling over Tegan getting the job they all wanted. 

    “Any questions?” Tegan asked. 

    Mark wanted to ask a question, but he knew it would get him fired: ‘Will the three new positions just be given to family members of the executives?’ The whole room was silent—that same question was probably on everyone’s minds.  

    Someone slowly raised their hand.  

    “Yes, you,” Tegan said. Her voice suddenly seemed more obviously masculine. Was it really true? Was she a boy wearing women’s makeup and clothing, with some fake tits implanted on her chest?  

    “What is the salary of the new positions?”  

    Tegan nodded her head. “All three positions have a starting salary of $280,000, with our executive benefits plan.”  

    Mark’s heart jumped up in his chest. Sure, it was only about half of what Tegan was making, but it was still twice as much as he was making—and that’s not even mentioning the executive benefits. That probably meant three times more vacation days, full medical, full dental, massages, country club memberships, free airfare—and probably access to the amazing condos and houses the company owned all over the world.  

    Sure, the positions sounded like silly nonsense, but Mark was pretty sure he could endure some silly nonsense for a massive raise and some sweet benefits.  

    “Anyone interested in the new positions can come up to my office after 1:00 PM today. Interviews will start later this week. Oh, and I’m very excited to meet all of you.” 

    Mark looked around and saw that everyone was still staring down. Maybe they didn’t even hear the news about the new positions. Maybe this was Mark’s chance to slip himself into one of those new roles. With that raise he could buy a new condo—maybe go ahead and buy that cabin he’d always wanted. He could start to take more time off and worry less about getting promoted constantly. This was his chance to get into the good books of the boss’s daughter—who was technically his boss now.  

    Then Mark noticed Rubin, with his scruffy hair and big glasses, staring at Tegan with wide eyes. He’d certainly heard the offer, so Mark was going to have at least one other opponent in trying to score that big promotion. But there were three positions, more than enough for both Mark an Rubin.  

    




 

    [bookmark: LITTLEMISSBIG3]CHAPTER III 

    Rubin was angry when he heard the boss’ daughter was getting the big promotion, but that anger fluttered away the moment he saw her. When she walked out from that elevator, everything suddenly became slow motion. Her big, firm tits bounced slowly with each heeled step. Her carefully curled hair bounced perfectly on her shoulders, and her amazing eyes glittered in the fluorescent office light.  

    Rubin was mesmerized, and then the moment she was gone, he was confused. He thought he knew everything about all of the company executives. He always made a point of asking the same questions whenever he saw his bosses: “How’s the wife? How’s the new daughter? How’s that ranch house in Montana treating you?” It was his little way of staying ahead of his colleagues. But whenever he saw Steven Cross, the CEO of the company, he would only ask, “How’s your son?” Steven only had the one old picture of his son on his desk: a baby picture, which was about nineteen years old now. So where did this daughter come from?  

    So that night, while all of his colleagues were raging about the lost promotion, Rubin went online and did some digging. It was after a couple hours of research that he discovered Steven’s son started transitioning at the age of sixteen. Tegan was Steven’s son.  

    When he made the discovery, he was on the phone with Liam Pentworth, who had been ranting for almost a whole hour while Rubin only half-listened. “Oh my God,” Rubin said. 

    “What is it? What’s wrong?”  

    So Rubin told Liam, and Liam decided to make the announcement the next morning at the staff meeting. Thankfully he didn’t implicate Rubin in his passionate speech. No one knew that Rubin was the one to figure out where the ditsy blonde came from.  

    But strangely, it now seemed obvious: her broad shoulders, her slightly deeper voice, and her large fake breasts… Now Rubin was confused. His emotions were swirling around quickly in his mind. Just the day before, he watched her walk through the office in slow motion, as if she was the girl of his dreams coming down from the heavens. And now he knew that she was actually a boy under that blouse and skirt and makeup. But even with that new knowledge, she was still smoking hot. He still couldn’t look away from her, even when she wasn’t talking. Everyone else at the staff meeting was staring down at their laps, but Rubin was staring right at her.  

    She even looked into his eyes at one point and smiled. Rubin was too terrified to return the smile. He just sat frozen, trembling slightly, wondering what was wrong with him. Where were these feelings coming from? Why weren’t they going away knowing there was a cock tucked inside of those panties? 

    She gave him another sweet glance when the meeting was over, as she was making her way to the door. Everyone else was already standing and collecting their reports, but Rubin was still in a frozen state, still staring at Tegan—not sure if he was completely smitten or if he was just terribly confused.  

    Someone nudged his arm, making him jump. He looked over quickly and saw Danny looking into his eyes. “The meeting’s over, Rubin. Why are you still sitting there?” he asked. 

    Danny forced a smile and shook his head. “I—uh—was just processing everything. Lots to take in. Three new positions. They sound interesting, right?”  

    Danny looked around, and then he waited a moment for the big bosses to filter out of the room. Then he looked back down at Rubin. “Sure. Let’s go with interesting,” he said, letting a little laugh slip. “Just what every energy company needs: more diversity. God, I’m getting so sick of this PC crap. Just hire the best people for the job—am I right? Like—do we even have a chance at these new jobs, or are they just going to give them to the first minorities who apply?”  

    Rubin shook his head slowly. He wasn’t listening entirely, still thinking about Tegan and her curvy hips. How were her hips so curvy if she wasn’t biologically female? Could hormone pills do that? Was she wearing some sort of insert? Or could a man’s hips be naturally curvy like that?  

    “Well?” Danny said. 

    Rubin nodded his head. Danny’s little rant sounded just like the other dozen rants he heard the night before on the phone. “They’re just trying to appease the stockholders.”  

    “Right,” Danny said. “You okay? You seem… distant? Sad you didn’t get the job?”  

    Rubin shook his head. “No—that’s fine. I didn’t really think that I would get it. So many people applied—and so many of them work so much harder than me.”  

    “But you’ve been with the company for over a decade. Surely you thought you might get it.” 

    Rubin shrugged his shoulders. “I like my job,” he said. “It’s low-stress and the pay is pretty good. I can’t complain.” He stood up and gathered his notes. Then he started towards the door. Danny followed closely. 

    “I wish I could be more like you,” Danny said. “Things like this—they just get to me. How do you stop them from getting to you?”  

    Rubin held up his coffee mug, which had a picture of a bunch of turkeys standing on top of an elephant.  

    “What’s that?” Danny asked. 

    “It used to say, ‘Don’t let the turkeys get you down.’ But that part faded away a long time ago.”  

    “So what—you just look at that mug and feel better?” he asked. 

    Danny shrugged his shoulders again. “If you’re waiting for the world to be fair, you’re going to be waiting a long time. It’s better to just enjoy what life gives you. You’re doing pretty well, right? I think you make more money than me. You have a nice condo and a pretty girlfriend.” 

    “We broke up. But I get your point. I just wish… I just wish it didn’t have to be so hard. I wish we could all be on the same playing field, you know? I really thought that I was going to get that promotion.” 

    “Well you still might—didn’t you hear? There are three new positions up on the top floor. Just apply for one and hope for the best.”  

    Rubin smiled, nodded, and then he skirted away, heading back to his office. On his way, he caught another glimpse of Tegan. She was waiting for the elevator, with her back to Rubin. Her skirt was so short—how was it even covering her tight tush?  

    Rubin stumbled and dropped his notes. I dropped down to the ground to quickly pick everything up. And then he looked back up at Tegan, who still had her back to him. Now, from down on the ground, he could see up her skirt. He could see the perfect roundness of her tight ass, and he could see the tight red lace of her panties, hugging her package firmly between her legs. Looking hard enough, Rubin could make out the contour of her shaft, pushed back towards her asshole so that it wouldn’t bulge out against her tight pencil skirt. He could even see the contour of her bulbous tip, which was much thicker than the rest of her shaft, like the head of a python. And for some reason, he couldn’t look away.  

    Then his gaze drifted up and he saw that Tegan was looking down at him with a smile on her face. “You okay?” she asked. 

    Rubin nodded his head. He could feel his face becoming red-hot. He tried to reply but no understandable noise came out. Then the elevator opened and Tegan went inside. Rubin remained frozen until that door closed, and then he suddenly snapped back to life.  

    And in that moment, he realized he was even more attracted to her now that he knew she was a transgender. But why? He was in his mid-thirties and he’d always been straight. He’d never even considered the possibility of sleeping with a man. In fact, whenever he watched porn (which wasn’t very often) he would only watch lesbian porn because the sight of another man’s erect penis would make him terribly uncomfortable.  

    When he got back to his office, he continued researching his new boss. Part of his job included doing background checks on applicants, so he knew all of the tricks. He knew how to use a photo to find a person’s Facebook and Instagram pages—and even sometimes their SnapChat and Tinder accounts. So Rubin used all of the tricks, with his office blinds shut. And sure enough, he managed to find her Instagram account: QT Trap 6969. Her photos were far from modest: a collection of selfies in various skimpy outfits. She had her lips puckered in a sexy way in each photo, with her chest pushed out and her stomach sucked in. Her perky nipples were trying so hard to push through the thin fabrics of the bikinis and lingerie she stuffed her petite body into.  

    Rubin found one photo of Tegan in a tiny skirt. The caption read, ‘When it just won’t stay down.’ He looked at the photo closely and saw a bulge pushing out from between her legs.  

    Had Tegan been a normal applicant, through the HR department, Rubin would have slapped her application with as many red flags as possible. There was no way in hell she would have gotten the job—not with her lewd social media being so public. And maybe that Instagram page would come back to haunt her and the rest of the company. Maybe Rubin needed to say something, before the public found the page and the company became world news in the worst possible way.  

    Rubin continued his little research project, back-searching some of the images from Tegan’s Instagram page. After searching about a dozen, he got a match to a page on Reddit. The Reddit username was QTTRAP6969, and she was posting many of the same photos, this time on a subreddit called ‘hot traps’. Her top post was called ‘Do you like my new skirt?’ and in the photo, her tiny skirt was not enough to cover the whole length of her long, curved cock. It hung down in the photo, with its foreskin pulled back. She had her fragile fingers slipped under it, holding it up slightly to make it look just a little bit bigger—in case it wasn’t already big enough.  

    Rubin’s heart skipped a beat. He looked through more of her posts. She had a video of her jerking her cock until she came on her own stomach: a massive batch of white goo. She picked up some of the cum with a single finger and then she brought it to her lips to taste it. “Dear God,” Rubin said. He squirmed, and then he reached down to wrestle his erection down.  

    He knew it was none of his business, but he also knew how much damage it could do to the company. He had to do something about it. He had to make sure those pictures and videos didn’t make it to the press.  
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    Danny wanted one of those new positions, but he knew that hard work alone wasn’t going to push him past the other applicants. Everyone would be working hard for that massive raise, so he needed to go above and beyond—and he had an idea.  

    He took to his computer to do a little bit of research on his new boss. He wasn’t quite as savvy as Rubin with social media and background checks, but he still managed to find her professional Twitter account. And after scrolling down enough, he discovered that it didn’t used to be so professional. He found pictures of her, early in her gender transition, at parties: drinking, dancing, and posing for selfies. He had no idea what he was looking for: just whatever he could possibly use to his advantage. Maybe he could find a note about her favourite flower, and he could bring a small ‘congratulations bouquet’ when he went up to drop off his new application. Or maybe he could find something about a favourite brand of chocolate—just anything to get his resume onto the top of the pile.  

    He didn’t find anything terribly useful, except for a single post reading, ‘Guys lose interest the moment they find out I’m trans. Maybe I’ll be alone forever.’  

    Danny’s heart skipped a beat before pounding hard against his ribcage. He reread the little Twitter entry as an idea began to form in his mind.  

    Danny was a handsome guy—at least that’s what girls often told him. He was tall with a defined jawline and a good head of hair. He spent most of the small amount of free time he got at the gym, and he’d noticed his female co-workers admiring his muscles more than once. Though until now, he’d never had a chance to use his handsome charm to his advantage, seeing as his bosses had always been men. But now he had a female boss, who apparently had some troubles finding interested men.  

    Back in high school, Danny took a couple of acting classes. He wasn’t terrific, but he wasn’t bad. He was the lead in the school play for his senior year. The reviews were okay. But how hard could it be to act interested in his boss? She did have a nice rack, after all—even if it was fake. Her body was curvy and petite, and her face was admittedly attractive, thanks to all the makeup she wore.  

    Danny looked at the clock. He had twenty minutes before Tegan started accepting applications. He printed an application out and quickly filled out the information, attaching the same resume he used for the job she got. Then he stood up and walked over to the small mirror on the wall across from his desk. He looked at himself for a moment before taking off his tie and undoing one of his buttons—and then a second button. He ran his fingers through his hair, ruffling his neat hairdo up a little bit so he would look more ‘sexy’ for his young boss.  

    And then he took a moment to practice his smile. He didn’t want to go too over the top with it: just a casual little smirk—something confident and sexy. He tried winking at himself, but he knew that was too much. But maybe too much was a good thing. Maybe he needed to make himself feel a little bit uncomfortable if he was going to have a chance at wooing her. He only had to woo her for two weeks, then he could just pretend like she didn’t exist… though they would be working on the same floor together if all of this worked out. Oh well—she couldn’t fire or demote him for suddenly losing romantic interest in her… Could she?  

    He looked at the clock again. It was now 1:00 PM: time to submit himself for the job. He picked up his resume and his application and he started towards the elevator. He could feel the gazes of his co-workers turning towards him, watching him as he made his way towards the new boss’ office. He could feel their judgement, even though he knew they would all be swallowing their pride and submitting for the new positions as well. He didn’t look over at them. He didn’t want them getting into his head. He had to stay focussed—stay on task. 

    He got into the elevator and then, once the door was closed, he took a deep breath. Going up to the top floor was always nerve-racking. The air on that top floor smelled like money and every person was so intimidatingly confident. He always felt like a peasant walking into the king’s court—even when he just had to drop off a quarterly report.  

    When the elevator door opened, his heart began to race. He stood up straight and felt the bright light of the heavily windowed upper echelon of that massive energy company. The pretty receptionist looked up at him and she smiled as her cheeks turned a shade of pink. Danny had always figured the executive’s secretary had a little crush on him. 

    “Danny,” she said, nodding her head. “Can I help you?”  

    “I’m looking for Tegan’s office.” 

    Her eyes suddenly glazed over. Danny wondered if she was just as bitter about Tegan as the guys downstairs. She was silent for a moment, and then she pointed down the large open hallway. “It’s the last door on the left—the corner office, with the big windows and the view of the park.” There was contempt in her voice—and rightfully so. For years, she’d been staring at the elevator door. A few days out of high school and Tegan had the corner office on the top floor of one of downtown’s biggest skyscrapers.  

    “Thanks,” Danny said. He started towards the office. His heart rate increased. He took a series of deep breaths and then he stopped at her door. He looked down at his shirt, to make sure his slightly exposed chest wasn’t too over the top. Then he knocked.  

    “Come in!” he heard Tegan call out with her slightly masculine voice.  

    Danny hesitated for a moment, staring at the doorknob. Was he really going to attempt to woo her? Would she really fall for it? She was straight out of high school—what did she know? He pushed the door open.  

    “I’ve got an application to drop off,” he said, poking his head in. 

    She was sitting behind her desk, but there was nothing on her desk as if she had no actual work to do. She waved him in. “Come on in. Just put your resume and application right here, and I’ll get right to it.”  

    Danny waltzed in slowly. He looked around, nodding his head. “Nice office. That view is something else.”  

    She looked back. “It’s okay,” she said. “Though I was kind of hoping to get an office on the other side, overlooking the ocean.”  

    “I bet the ocean is beautiful from up here,” Danny said. He gently placed his application down on the desk. 

    “Thank you,” she said with a smile.  

    Then Danny became still. His heart raced and he tried not to squirm. “Congratulations on the new job, by the way,” he said. 

    “Thank you.”  

    “I’m really excited to hear your ideas.”  

    “That’s very kind of you to say. Thank you.”  

    Danny bit down hard on his tongue. “I think it will be good to have a young, beautiful girl up here with all the old guys. I think you’ll bring a nice balance in perspective.”  

    He stared into her eyes, hoping to see her reaction so he could respond accordingly. She just smiled and nodded her head. “That’s my goal,” she said.  

    Danny took a second to think of where he could go from here. “I really like your hair,” he said. And then he realized how stupid he was sounding. If he wasn’t careful, he was going to be fired for sexual harassment.  

    “Thanks,” she said, gently primping her hair with both of her hands. “I just got it down yesterday.”  

    “Well it really suits you.” 

    She smiled and nodded her head.  

    Danny wasn’t making the ground he thought he would be. “Uh, about what Liam said before they dragged him out of the building—I just wanted to let you know that we don’t all think like that. We’re all very happy to have you as head of international operations.”  

    She smiled and nodded again. 

    “That Liam guy—he was way out of line. I think he was just trying to get under your skin. I think you’re going to do a great job, and you’re very beautiful.” 

    “Are you trying to hit on me?” She picked up my resume to see my name. “Daniel?”  

    “Hit on you?” Danny said. A rush of warmth filled his face. “No, no—I was just trying to say that we’re all happy to have you on board. I think you’ll find that we’re all very nice around here—not like that Liam guy.”  

    “So what does me being beautiful have to do with my performance here?”  

    Now Danny could feel his face turning white. “What? Nothing. I was just saying… Liam said that thing about you being a… you know… and I’m just saying that I don’t agree. I think you’re beautiful, though that doesn’t have anything to do with your performance.” Danny put his hand behind his back and then clenched it into a fist. He dug his fingernails into the palm of his hand and stopped himself from digging a deeper hole.  

    “But Liam didn’t say anything about whether or not I was beautiful, did he? Did he mention my looks at all?” 

    “No, ma’am—I mean, miss. I don’t think so. But he did say, uh—he said some mean things.” 

    Tegan started laughing. She leaned back in her chair and shook her head. “I’m just messing with you, Daniel.” 

    “You can call me Danny,” Danny said. It took a moment for colour to start returning to his face.  

    “Sure—Danny. Tell me the truth, Danny. Everyone downstairs—do they all hate my guts? When I walked through the office yesterday, I felt a vibe.” 

    “A vibe?” Danny asked. 

    “A lot of disdain,” she said. “I hope you’re not all angry because I’m the CEO’s daughter. I promise that has nothing to do with why I got the job.” 

    Now Danny had to bite down on his tongue to stop himself from pointing out the fact that was the only reason she got the job. “Right. Of course,” he said. “Anyway—there’s my resume. I’m looking forward to learning more about these new positions. I have a feeling I’ll be a great fit.” Danny turned to leave. 

    “Hold on,” Tegan said.  

    Danny stopped and looked at her, with his hands casually clasped behind his back. “Yes?” he said. 

    “Do you really think that I’m beautiful, or were you just trying to sweeten up your application?” she asked. 

    He shook his head quickly. “No—I really meant it. But like I said, it has nothing to do with your performance as head of international operations.”  

    “Your friend—before he left—he called me a tranny. Did you believe him?”  

    When Danny heard the remark, he didn’t believe it—not until he saw that little tweet on Twitter. Now he just shook his head. “I didn’t believe it,” he said. “Not that it matters. What difference does it make, right? It’s none of my business.” 

    She smiled. “Say it was your business. Then would it matter?”  

    Danny was suddenly wishing he would have waited to drop off his application—maybe he could have slipped it under her door once she was gone for the day. “No. Of course not.”  

    “So if I told you it was true—that I really am a tranny—would you still think that I’m beautiful?”  

    Danny nodded his head quickly. “Yes, of course. Like I said—what difference does it make?”  

    She laughed. “You really want this promotion, don’t you?”  

    He shook his head. “No, no. I’m just being honest with you. I mean—yes, I would like to be considered for the promotion. But I’m more interested in having a good working relationship with you.”  

    “How badly do you want the promotion?” she asked, still with that big smile on her face. She was still snickering like a teenaged girl—and probably because she technically was still a teenaged girl. This job was basically a joke to her—something her father got for her in an attempt to teach her about responsibilities, even though she probably had more than enough money to live like royalty for the rest of her life.  

    “Well, to be honest,” Danny said. “I want it badly. I’ve been with this company for a decade and I think I deserve it. But I want to earn it—and I want to prove to you that I can earn it. I’m not going to beg for it or pull any dirty tricks. I’m just going to do everything I can to prove I deserve it, and if you think that someone else deserves it, I’ll understand and I’ll work harder for the next promotion.”  

    “Then sit up on my desk with your pants off,” she said, scooting her chair back. She was biting her bottom lip, still with that big grin. 

    “Excuse me?” Danny said. 

    “Take off your pants—and your boxers—and sit up on my desk, facing me.”  

    “A—Are you serious?”  

    She nodded her head. “Do you want to be considered or not?”  

    Danny remained still for a moment, waiting for her to tell him that she was joking. But she was just staring at him, as if she really wanted to see how badly he wanted the promotion. So if this was what he had to do, then so be it. He wasn’t shy about his cock. He was fit and well endowed.  

    So he reached down, unclipped his belt and then he began to tug down his pants. He looked up at Tegan before pulling them down completely, to see if she would stop him and expose her bluff. But she was still sitting with that childish smirk on her face. So he closed his eyes and tugged down his pants. He took a deep breath, opened his eyes, and climbed up onto her desk. He felt silly with his ball sack resting on the cool wood and his cock dangling over the edge. “Happy?” he asked. “I have to admit, I feel very silly right now. I really hope that you won’t tell your father about this.”  

    “Of course I won’t,” she said. “This is my own process—it’s none of his business. Now jerk yourself off.”  

    “Excuse me?” 

    “Jerk yourself off. Get yourself hard and rub your penis until you come. Then I’ll read your resume.”  

    “I don’t think that’s appropriate. This is already very inappropriate for the workplace—not that I’m judging your process. I just know that HR wouldn’t approve of this kind of nudity.”  

    She shrugged her shoulders. “Okay. Don’t do it.” She took Danny’s resume and opened the bottom drawer of her desk, as if she was about to toss it in and never look at it again. 

    “Okay—okay!” Danny said. Now Danny was looking around at all of the big picture windows. He could only hope that no one was looking through with binoculars. He looked down at the flaccid penis between his legs. He couldn’t believe he was actually going to do this. Was he really this desperate? Did he really want the job this badly?  

    He closed his eyes and tried to find his composure. Then he tried to think of a naked woman, so he could get himself hard. But he was only able to think of his own bottomless, vulnerable body. He strained and squirmed and he even tried to get the process started by gently massaging the tip of his penis, still with his eyes closed. “Shit,” he mumbled. “I don’t think I can do this. I just can’t do it—this is crazy.”  

    He opened his eyes and saw that his resume was already being slipped into that bottom drawer. Tegan wasn’t being very forgiving, and it was starting to piss Danny off. “Okay—you know what? This is sexual harassment. I’m going to HR right now and I’m telling them about this. This is unfair. You should be judging applicants solely based on their experience and skillset. Just wait until HR hears about this.”  

    “Are you going to tell HR that you couldn’t get it up for me? Or are you just going to tell them that you took your pants off in my office and flashed your cock at me?” Tegan said, still with that big smile on her face. 

    Danny paused for a moment, his heart stuttered. “Y—You made me do this.” 

    “I didn’t make you do anything.” 

    “You told me I had to if I wanted the job!” 

    She shook her head. “No, I didn’t.” Would she be able to hide the smirk when HR came to validate Danny’s story? Would they believe Danny or her? Would they believe the middle-aged male employee or their young female boss? She was right—going to HR was a stupid idea. But what other option did he have? He could either go back to his office and accept that he wasn’t going to get a raise, or he could jerk himself off in front of her and hope that she was serious about him getting the big promotion.  

    His original plan had completely backfired. His plan was just to ask her on a little date and tell her that he liked her, even though she was trans. It was a simple plan, which didn’t involve any nudity or jerking off during work hours.  

    “Take my resume back out,” Danny said. He climbed back up onto the desk, dropping his pants back on the floor. 

    Tegan’s smile grew and her eyes lit up. She opened that bottom drawer and pulled Danny’s resume back out. “Go ahead,” she said, leaning back in her very comfortable chair.  

    Danny wrapped his fingers around his cock. He started to massage and tug, trying to stimulate some blood flow. He closed his eyes and tried to imagine Kate Upton, his favourite swimsuit model. He imagined her shaking her tits and rubbing her nipples. But once again, nothing was happening. His anxiety and embarrassment was overriding his ability to become erect. “Will it come all soft like that?” Tegan asked after a moment of watching him yank and tug on his soft penis.  

    “I can’t get it up,” he said. He could feel that his face was a shade of dark red.  

    “What’s the matter? Don’t you actually think that I’m beautiful? Was that all just a lie?”  

    “No—of course I think you’re beautiful.”  

    “Then quit closing your eyes and look at me,” she said.  

    Now Danny’s task was even harder. He couldn’t turn down the offer to stare at her without her knowing that he was indeed lying. But he knew he would never get it up while staring at her. But he had to try.  

    She was smiling and her eyes with glowing. She had those few top buttons undone, showing off the bust of her fake breasts. Her lips were impressively plump—probably from some injections—and her hair looked soft. Danny let his gaze fall down to that space between her breasts. He could see her black lace bra, pushing her implants up. 

    “Do you like them?” Tegan asked. She grabbed her breasts and squeezed them firmly, making them flatten out and squish, just like real tits. Maybe they weren’t as fake as they looked in that push up bra. 

    Danny nodded his head against his better judgement. “Yeah,” he said. He watched as Tegan played with them, bouncing them up and down, making them jiggle and ripple. Then he watched as she unbuttoned one more button on her blouse, revealing even more of her supple cleavage. She grabbed the cups of her bra and folded them down, exposing her perky nipples. “Does this help?” she asked. She was looking straight into Danny’s eyes.  

    Danny looked down at the cock in his hand, which was now starting to throb and grow. “Yeah,” he said, his voice cracking slightly. “That helps.”  

    She continued to play with her breasts, massaging and squeezing them, and occasionally teasing her nipples. “You know, if I squeeze them hard enough, milk will come out—because of all the hormones I’m taking. Want to see?”  

    Danny wasn’t sure he wanted to see—it certainly wasn’t on his bucket list: see a biological man squirt milk out from his fake tits. But he knew he couldn’t say no. “Okay,” he said, his voice cracking again. 

    Tegan closed her eyes and took a deep breath in. She started to fondle her nipples firmly, rolling them gently from side to side while squeezing them harder and harder. It was only a few seconds later when razor-thin streams of fluid began to spray forward. Some of it even splashed against Danny’s legs. The sight should have been disturbing—but Danny’s gaze was now fixated. He found himself wondering what the difference really was between a man and a woman. If a man can produce breast milk by taking some hormone pills—is he really so different from a woman?  

    Tegan giggled in a cute way. “You like that?” she asked. 

    Danny nodded his head. His cock was rock-hard now. He was stroking it with big, fast pumps. The bulbous tip of his shaft was reddening fast.  

    “Do you want to come on me?” she asked. 

    Danny nodded his head again. There was a buzzing pleasure between his legs now. He was successfully aroused. He didn’t want to look away from his young trans boss.  

    “Jerk it faster,” Tegan said. “I want to see you come. C’mon—squeeze it harder, pussy. Pump it!”  

    Her voice was becoming louder in an uncomfortable way. Danny found himself side-eyeing her office door, worried the pretty secretary could hear Tegan. But he knew he would never come if he let his anxiety wash over him. So he forced his gaze back onto Tegan, who still had her breasts out.  

    “I like your big dick,” she said. 

    “Thanks,” he managed to say, without missing a pump.  

    “Want to see mine?”  

    Danny’s gut turned and his head became suddenly light. He looked down at her lap, which seemed inconspicuous enough. “Y—Yours?” he said.  

    “Yeah. You said you didn’t care that I was trans—didn’t you?” she asked with a big smirk. 

    Danny shook his head quickly. “I don’t care,” he said. 

    “Good,” she said. She reached down and flipped up her skirt, exposing her black lacy panties. She slipped a finger under the thin strip of fabric and then she pulled it aside, letting her long, hard cock flip out. She let out a little sigh of relief, as if she’d been waiting ages to do it. And it probably felt better out in the open instead of pushed back between her legs inside of those tight panties.  

    Her cock was enormous—about ten inches long and nearly as thick as her wrist. The sight of it made Danny gasp. How did she keep it between her thighs? Danny could see her veins throbbing, and her foreskin wasn’t even pulled completely back, as if the cock still had a bit left to grow. “Ta-da,” she said with a cute giggle. But now that giggle didn’t quite seem so cute.  

    Danny’s heart trembled and his gut gargled. He knew it was true now: she really was a biological male. He really was staring at a male while her jerked off.  

    He forced his gaze back up to her breasts, hoping to keep his arousal going so he could come and get this nightmare over with. “Stare at it,” she said, noticing him looking away. 

    He had to strain to bring his gaze back down to her throbbing shaft. She curled her fingers around it and gently began to stroke. “Watch me stroke her,” she said, referring to her cock as ‘her’. Danny wanted to be put off. He was trying to convince his brain that he was disgusted. But unfortunately, he was still aroused. He was struggling to look away. He loved the way her foreskin pulled on and off of her pulsating tip. He loved watching her meticulously manicured fingers sliding up and down, rubbing her thick shaft in all the right spots.  

    “Keep staring at it,” she said.  

    He didn’t need to be told. He couldn’t look away, no matter how hard he tried. The tingling in his shaft was strong now, making the muscles in his body tense up. He squirmed and groaned and continued to pump his shaft. He bit down hard on his tongue and then he noticed Tegan’s eyes lighting up. 

    “Oh my God, are you about to come?” she said. She slid herself forward in her office chair, so that she was just a foot away from Danny’s cock. “Come on me. Please—I want your hot load all over me. Just come—do it already!”  

    She held her blouse open to expose as much of her chest as possible. She tilted her head back—possibly to protect her hair—but she moved her face closer and opened her mouth to make sure some of Danny’s jizz ended up on her tongue and plump lips. Her erect cock was now standing and throbbing on its own, teasing the bottom of Danny’s line of sight.  

    He tried to hold back his orgasm, knowing it was wrong in so many ways, but his efforts were futile. He came, groaning loudly, spraying his boss’ face and chest. His final few globs fell down perfectly onto the tip of her tall shaft. They billowed over and dribbled down to her pelvis, and Danny still couldn’t look away.  

    Tegan carefully pushed herself back. She used her fingers to scoop some of Danny’s cum from her chin to her lips, so she could lick it up. Then she looked into Danny’s eyes and said, “Consider this your interview.”  

    “For which position?” Danny asked, standing up awkwardly, realizing he just came while staring at a tranny’s throbbing cock.  

    Tegan shrugged her shoulders. “I haven’t decided yet. But I’ll be sure to let you know if you make it to the next stage or not.” 

    Danny’s mind was too clouded to realize he still wasn’t guaranteed the job, even though he’d just humiliated himself in front of his boss—and his boss’ daughter. He finished getting dressed and then he left without saying anything; his glazed over eyes said enough.  

    




 

    [bookmark: LITTLEMISSBIG5]CHAPTER V 

    Mark was staring blankly at the wall of his small, windowless office. He had a large photograph of a cityscape, which he thought would act as a window when he bought it, but now it just seemed to tease him more than anything: a constant reminder that he didn’t actually have a window.  

    When he bought that photograph, he thought it would just be a temporary solution to his lack of view. He figured he would move up in the company quickly enough and he could leave that photograph behind for the next person, so they could be motivated to climb the ladder the way he was going to. But that was five years ago, and he was still in that office, still staring blankly at that bland, two-dimensional cityscape. Maybe it was time to start looking for a new job. Maybe he could attempt to climb through the ranks of another company—one that didn’t just hire family members for the best positions… Or maybe that was all of them.  

    Mark had his office door open because it was the only way he could get fresh air into the small room. He looked out now at all of his co-workers, frantically typing at their computers: filling out applications and forming new resumes for the three shiny new positions up on the top floor. Everyone wanted to get their applications in as soon as possible, as if it would make a difference. Mark was the first one to get his resume in for the head of international operations position, and he was the first to be interviewed. In the end, it made no difference. Tegan was getting that job even if Mark would have had a Nobel Prize and forty years of management experience with Fortune 500 companies. And with these new positions, the same was probably true.  

    He was tired. He’d hardly slept in four weeks. He couldn’t go through that again. He wouldn’t go through it again. He’d put at least two hundred hours of extra work in over the past month, and it certainly wouldn’t take two hundred hours to find a new job at another company.  

    So he fired up his Internet browser and he started looking at job listings. There weren’t many oil and gas positions open—not with the recession and all—but he had to try anyway, for the sake of his mental sanity. He found a couple of low-level positions: positions with less than half of his current salary. He decided to fire his resume off anyway, just so he could get through the door to meet with the hiring supervisors. Maybe he could convince them to open up a better position.  

    He looked up from his computer again, watching as his co-workers made their way to the elevator one at a time, to go upstairs to drop off their resumes. What a bunch of suckers. Were they really so oblivious? Did they really think they had a shot? Mark had seen the same scene so many times. Just a few months ago they opened a top floor position, and after weeks of interviewing, they gave the job to some guy from the Toronto branch. Surely the same would happen with these new slots. No one on Mark’s floor had any experience with ‘diversity’ or ‘ecological recovery’ or ‘renewable energies’. They weren’t going to gamble on Mark or anyone of Mark’s co-workers. So why bother trying?  

    While all the suckers were working through their breaks to try to impress their new boss, Mark decided to slip away. He figured he would actually take a break during his break, for the first time in many months. He hopped on the elevator and went down while everyone else was going up. He still wasn’t sure where he would go: maybe to the café for a latte, or maybe to the sandwich shop for a bite to eat. He couldn’t even remember the different options in the area because he was so used to spending every waking minute at his desk, busting his balls.  

    He felt strangely invigorated as he strolled through the empty lobby, past the building’s security guard. Then he started thinking about his current position with Cross-Mountain Oil and Gas. He actually had a pretty good gig, even though he didn’t have an office. He was basically his own boss, except for that one day every few months when the big boss came down for an hour or so for his quarterly meetings. Mark didn’t have to wait for ‘break time’ if he wanted to slip away from a bite to eat. He was still making a decent six-figure salary, and he got plenty of decent benefits. Sure, it would have been nice to be up on the top floor, making a lot more money and receiving many more benefits (with an actual view and not just a picture of a view) but he really couldn’t complain, especially now as he stood in a line outside of a food truck, behind a bunch of businessmen who were in a serious hurry to get back to work before their fifteen minute break was through. At least Mark wasn’t like them.  

    He ordered a plate of fish tacos, and then instead of taking it back to his office, he decided to walk across the street and enjoy his food casually in the park. He found a seat on a bench by a little stream and he took a deep breath in, tasting a freedom he was just noticing for the first time now. Maybe this whole debacle was a good thing. Maybe this was what he needed to realize he actually had it pretty good. He took a bite of his first fish taco, and then he heard a familiar voice. “Don’t you work on the thirty-first floor?”  

    He looked up and saw Tegan, his new boss, standing in front of him, holding her own plate of fish tacos. Mark froze. He looked down at her skimpy little outfit—the same outfit a teenaged girl might wear to a Halloween party if she wanted to dress as a ‘sexy businesswoman’. “Um, yeah, I do,” he said. “I’m on my break. I’ve already put sixty hours in this week.” He felt suddenly defensive, even though she hadn’t chewed him out yet for being away from his desk. The mere sight of her made him remember why he was so angry at the company, and at Steven Cross—and even at her. He instantly remembered that he was working for sociopaths. He remembered that his new boss was a nineteen-year-old brat who was beyond spoiled. She would probably never log a sixty-hour workweek in her life. 

    “Have you already dropped off your application for one of the new positions?” she asked. 

    He bit down on his tongue, resisting the urge to say, ‘Fuck those stupid new positions’. He had a feeling the positions would be dissolved within a matter of a few years anyway, once the whole ‘diversity’ trend died away. “I, uh, don’t believe that I will be submitting myself for the new positions this time around,” he managed to say with a charming smile on his face. “I think there are others who are far more qualified than me. If I’m going to be honest, my expertise is in oil and gas, and not ecological recovery, or diversity, or… what was the other one?” 

    “Renewable energies,” she said. 

    “Right—that.”  

    “It could be a very good opportunity for you to move ahead with your career,” she said—as if she knew anything about moving ahead with a career. It took a lot of willpower for Mark to not scoff in her face.  

    “I just think it’s best that I pass on this one. I think I’m in a good place now with my current position.”  

    “And what position is that?” she asked.  

    “I’m the district manager of operations,” he said. It killed him that she didn’t even know his position, never mind his name. She knew nothing about this company. How could she even show her face at the office? Didn’t she have any shame?  

    “Oh,” she said. “Well as long as you’re happy being a measly district manager—that’s fine with me.”  

    Mark had to bite down hard on his tongue. But even that wasn’t enough to suppress his suddenly rage. “Excuse me?” he said. 

    She just smiled, taking the seat next to him to eat her tacos.  

    “I’m not a ‘measly’ district manager,” he said through clenched teeth. “I’ve been working for this company for twelve years. I worked my way up to this position. I didn’t just get it because my daddy pulled some strings.” The moment the words came out from his mouth, he was filled with regret. He bit down again on his tongue, this time painfully. He suddenly wished he could go back in time. He was afraid to look over at her to see her reaction. He knew his time with the company was likely about to reach its end. Why couldn’t he just keep his stupid mouth shut? “I’m sorry—I didn’t mean that,” he said, now desperate to keep his job.  

    Tegan didn’t reply. She was completely silent as she sat next to him. 

    “I just meant to say that you’re very lucky to have such a powerful father, and, uh—I wish I could be in your positions—not that you didn’t earn it.”  

    She looked over, into Mark’s eyes. “You don’t think I earned this position?”  

    “I didn’t say that,” Mark said. “Of course you did. Your dad is a smart guy—he wouldn’t just give you a position that wasn’t right for you. He knows what he’s doing.” He forced a big smile. 

    Then Tegan started to laugh. “Oh, don’t give me that crap,” she said. Mark’s stomach churned and the reality of his termination was starting to seem even more obvious. “Obviously I didn’t deserve this job. I’m nineteen. Three months ago, I was nearly flunking out of chemistry class—and now I’m a boss at a big oil and gas company. I obviously got this job because of my dad. I don’t even care about oil and gas—or ecological recovery, or workplace diversity, or any of that crap.”  

    Mark just stared blankly into her eyes, trying to figure out if she was toying with him or if she was coming clean to him.  

    “My dad only gave me the job because my mom threatened to leave him and take half of his money if he didn’t. You know he cheats on her? He cheats on her all the time—with girls my age. I hate the prick.” 

    “Why are you telling me this?” Mark said cautiously.  

    She shrugged her shoulders. “What difference does it make? Everyone is walking on eggshells around me. I just wish you could all relax. Though I guess I don’t blame you—I saw my dad fire that guy in that meeting.” 

    “I just want to keep my job so I can keep paying my bills,” Mark said. “If there’s a promotion I think I can get, I’ll apply for it. Otherwise, I just want to stay locked in my office. I don’t want to be in anyone’s way—and I definitely don’t want to get between you and your dad.”  

    Now Tegan was looking into Mark’s eyes again, with that big smirk on her face. “We should do it on his desk,” she said.  

    Mark was slow to react to the suggestions. “W—What?” he said. 

    “He leaves the office at five every day. We should go in and fuck on his desk.” Her smirk grew even bigger.  

    Mark shook his head. “I—I don’t think that’s such a good idea,” he said. “Like I said: I just want to keep my job. It’s all I have.”  

    Then Tegan grabbed Mark’s hand and inspected his finger. “You aren’t married. Do you have a girlfriend?”  

    Mark shook his head. “I don’t have the time for one,” he said, trying to keep his distance, even though Tegan kept inching closer. 

    “Then what’s the problem? You worried I’ll tell my daddy about it? Worried someone will catch us?”  

    Mark shook his head. “I just don’t think it’s such a good idea.”  

    Tegan rolled her eyes and sighed. “Is it because I’m trans?” 

    Mark’s gut rolled violently. “What? No—no—definitely not. I don’t care about that. I’m, uh, all for the whole trans thing. I’m not political. I don’t even vote.” 

    Tegan laughed. “Political? What does that have to do with anything?” She shook her head and then inched closer again, putting her plate down on the bench next to her. “Come and fuck me on my daddy’s desk and I’ll give you one of the positions. It’ll be fun—and you’ll make twice as much as you’re making now.”  

    Mark’s head was spinning. He didn’t want anything to do with this crazy nonsense. He was lying to her when he said he was ‘all for the whole trans thing’. He was also lying when he said he didn’t vote. He specifically voted conservative because it was the only party that didn’t approve of the ‘whole trans thing’. He thought it was a trend—and a dangerous one as far as children were concerned. He’d read an article about how taking hormone blockers young can sterilize children for life. How was that right? And it’s not like hormones actually could turn a man into a woman. Sure, they could soften the skin and create breast tissue where there was none before—but there’s a lot more to being a woman than that.  

    That being said, an extra $150,000 per year was a lot of money, even after the government took away nearly half in taxes. Mark could do a lot with that money. It would only be a handful of years before he was looking at having an extra million. And surely a quick romp with a transgender was worth the money. Everyone has their price, don’t they?  

    “I just really don’t want to lose my job,” Mark said. 

    “Well if you don’t want to lose your job, then you’ll meet me in my daddy’s office at 5:30 PM. Sound good?” She hopped to her little heeled feet. Her tits bounced and jiggled before settling into place. “It’ll be fun.” She picked up her tacos and started back towards the office, leaving Mark with a lot more anxiety than he could wrap his mind around: He had a hot date with his tranny boss, and it was sounding like his job was on the line.  

    




 

    [bookmark: LITTLEMISSBIG6]CHAPTER VI 

    When Rubin pressed the button to call the elevator, he still wasn’t sure what he was going to say to Tegan regarding the photos he found on the Internet—he just knew that it would be best to talk to Tegan about the images instead of someone else. The fewer people who knew about the lewd photos, the better. He could only hope that she wouldn’t think he was some perverted snoop, or that he was trying to blackmail her. He had to choose his words carefully, so that she knew he was just trying to protect the image of the company. When the company does well, everyone does well.  

    Maybe he could lead by stating, ‘I’m not here to embarrass you or to blackmail you.’ Or even better: she had no idea who he was. He could just tell her that it was his job to keep close tabs on all the employees in the company. She didn’t have to know that his actual job was hiring new employees. But what if she found out that he lied about his job? Would she fire him? Would she tell her father that he’d been secretly researching her like a total creep? Maybe it would be better not to go up. Maybe he could write an anonymous note and slip it under her door after hours.  

    The elevator door opened and Rubin was about to step in, and then he saw her standing there, in her buttoned-down blouse and tight black pencil skirt. She looked into his eyes and smiled, and he froze. “Getting on?” she said.  

    It took him a moment to break free from his frightened paralysis. He thought he would have more time to figure things out. He thought he would have at least another few minutes to make a final decision on how he was going to handle this little crisis, before it became a massive company-wide crisis. “Um,” he said. “Yes—of course.” He awkwardly stepped into the elevator, planting himself next to her. He looked into her eyes and forced a smile before looking forward at the closing elevator door.  

    “Coming up to drop off your resume?” she asked. 

    Rubin nodded his head, not fully listening to what she was saying. His head was swirling with anxiety, desperately trying to figure out the best next step. “Yep,” he said. And then he realized he wasn’t holding a resume or an application. And now, Tegan was staring down at his empty hands.  

    “Forgetting something?” she asked. 

    Rubin looked down and then he laughed. Now the elevator door was opening, revealing the top floor, where he’d only been half a dozen times in his dozen years with the company. Tegan stepped out and started towards her office. She looked back at Rubin and waved him to follow. Instead of using his lack of resume as an escape from the horrible anxiety, he followed his cute trans boss.  

    He walked down the hall with a ferocious pounding heart. His hands were trembling and his lungs were suddenly shallow, unable to hold much air at all. He turned into her office and found himself immediately impressed by her incredible view of the downtown core. “Wow,” he said. “Great office. 

    “It’s okay,” Tegan said. “Now you wanted to drop off a resume?”  

    Rubin looked around sheepishly. He looked down at his empty hands again and realized that a perfect solution to this little problem wasn’t coming to his fear-ridden brain. He just had to tell her what he knew and hope that she understood he was telling her for her own good. “Mind if I close this door for a moment?” he said, walking back to her office door.  

    “Go ahead,” she said, leaning back in her office chair.  

    He closed the door and then looked back at his new boss, clasping his hands at his waist like a shy toddler. “I, uh, don’t know the best way to tell you this. But, um, I was doing some research and I found—quite easily, actually—some material that you might want to consider—um…” He couldn’t find any of the correct words. His heart was pounding so hard he was worried she could hear it slamming against his ribcage.  

    She had a big smirk on her face, almost as if she knew what he was about to say and she found it funny. But surely she wouldn’t think it was funny—would she? She was a major employee at a major energy company—a company that made international news on an almost-weekly basis. There was no way she wanted the whole world to know about her lewd photographs. “What is it?” she said, still smirking.  

    “Well—if you look up your name, you find your LinkedIn. And, uh, when you search the images on your LinkedIn, well that brings you to your Instagram. And if you search the images there, well that brings you… somewhere else.”  

    And still, she had that smirk on her face, as if this was all a big joke to her.  

    “Now, of course I don’t care personally. It’s none of my business. It’s actually my job to look into these things. And technically it’s my job to tell the HR department and the executives, but given the sensitivity of the images... I hope you don’t think I’m trying to blackmail you. I’m not—I’m really not. Those pictures are your business, and I just wanted to make you aware that they’re somewhat easy to find. Once it’s announced to the press that you’re the new head of international operations, journalists are going to be performing the same searches that I did, trying to find a story for their papers, you know.”  

    “So you were looking me up?” she said, still leaned back casually in her chair.  

    “Like I said, it’s sort of my job.” Rubin forced a big smile. He could feel that his cheeks were starting to turn pink.  

    “And what is your job exactly?” she said. 

    Rubin’s heart stuttered. He wasn’t expecting to be put on the spot. He thought she would be thanking him for letting her know. Was this all a big mistake? Should he have kept his mouth shut? “My job?” he said, trying to think. “Well, technically, I’m head of this district’s entry hires. I do background checks on all potential new employees.” 

    “And am I one of your potential new employees?” 

    Rubin stuttered again. “I mean—technically you’re a new employee. So I ran a simple background the check—the same kind I run on everyone, really.”  

    “And what exactly did you find?” she asked. 

    Rubin felt his face becoming redder. Now he was wishing he would have kept his mouth shut. Sure, if the press found out about the images, there would have been a controversy. But that wasn’t Rubin’s problem. The executives would handle it and Rubin would continue his little job down below as if nothing happened. Why did he feel like he needed to be the hero? Why did he have to dip his feet in the deep end of the pool? “Like I said, some pictures and a few videos—the kind of thing that you don’t want attached to your professional name.” 

    “Describe them to me,” she said. 

    “Excuse me?” 

    “Describe what you saw. Be detailed.”  

    “Well, in some you were half naked, and in others you were completely naked—it’s none of my business. I just wanted to let you know that those images and videos are publically accessible.”  

    “I told you to describe the pictures to me in detail. The video you saw—describe it, from start to finish.” 

    Rubin’s legs were becoming weak, tempted to buckle. “Why?” he asked with a coy voice. 

    “So I know what you’re talking about. How can I address the problem if I don’t have a detailed description of the issue?”  

    “Well, at the start of the video, you have your clothes on. You’re in a bedroom—maybe a hotel room. You’re up on the bed, rubbing your body with your hands. Do I need to go on?” 

    “Yes,” she said. 

    Rubin tried to swallow the lump in his throat. “Okay. Well you’re rubbing yourself, and then you slip a hand up your skirt and begin to rub… down there. You lift your skirt up to show the camera your… down there.” 

    “I don’t know what ‘down there’ means,” she said. But that smirk suggested she knew exactly what he was talking about. 

    Rubin cleared his throat. “Your penis, Miss Cross. You take it and, uh, stroke it. Then you fetch a, uh, large phallic object from the nightstand.” 

    “Describe what you mean by phallic object,” she said. 

    “It’s a dildo—a purple one. You lie on your back and, um, put it into your rear end. For the rest of the video, you use one hand to, um, pleasure your penis, and the other hand to move the phallic—I mean the dildo—in and out of your, uh, rear end—until you’re done.”  

    “I’m done what?” she said. 

    Rubin cleared his throat again. “Until you come on yourself, Miss Cross.” Rubin felt ill now. His whole body was paralyzed with regret. He should have stayed in his office. Now he would never be able to look at his own boss in the eyes.  

    “So tell me: why did you watch the entire video? It’s twelve minutes long—that’s a long time to watch a video.”  

    Rubin closed his eyes for a moment, hoping he would open them and see the ceiling of his bedroom, and the whole thing would just be a dream. But that wasn’t the case. “I just skimmed through it.” 

    “And then you looked at more?” she asked. 

    “I just skimmed through, so I would have an idea of what we’re dealing with.”  

    “And then you watched more. Tell me what else you saw.” 

    “Like I said—I just skimmed through most of it.”  

    She stared at him with her big smirk as the room became completely silent. “Did you like what you saw?” she asked, finally ending that horrible silence. The silence that came now was even worse.  

    Rubin bit down on his tongue and tried to come up with an appropriate response. It was just like when the bullies in school asked, ‘Do your parents know you’re gay?’ You can’t say yes or no, so you have to be careful with your words. “It’s just my job,” he said. 

    “What’s your name?” she asked. 

    He hesitated, considering the possibility of giving her a fake name. But he knew she would eventually see him again and it wouldn’t be long before she found out his real name. “Rubin,” he said.  

    “Did my videos make you hard, Rubin?”  

    “Hard?” he said, his voice cracking. 

    “When you watched my videos, did you find yourself wishing you could fuck me?”  

    Rubin looked back at the closed door. He thought about running. He thought about getting out before this meeting became any more absurd. But he couldn’t just run away like a coward. He couldn’t just leave his fate undecided and in the hands of an apparently crazy nineteen-year-old girl. “I, uh, was just doing my job.” 

    “Tell me the truth, Rubin. Admit that you watched all those videos wishing you could fuck me.”  

    Rubin squirmed and bit harder on his tongue. Why wouldn’t this moment end? “I—I think you’re very pretty.” 

    She laughed. “You want to suck my dick, don’t you?”  

    Rubin was silent. Is that what he wanted? Was she offering? Or was this all a big set up to get him to admit his lies. Was he lying? He didn’t even know anymore. His mind was spinning too fast—he couldn’t collect his thoughts to save his life. “I just want to make sure the company is protected,” he said.  

    Tegan stood up suddenly. She reached down and grabbed the base of her tight pencil skirt, and then she lifted it up, revealing her tight black panties. Rubin could see that big bulge. He watched as she reached down and gently pulled the lace undies to the side, making her long cock flop out. His heart skipped a beat and he gasped. It looked bigger in person than it did on his laptop screen. Now he could feel that his face was turning white. Was this really happening? Was she really showing him her cock?  

    “Well? Come and suck it,” she said. “Get your little crush out of your system.”  

    “I—I don’t know if this is appropriate,” he said. 

    “Come and suck me off, Rubin. I want you to suck me off.”  

    Rubin’s legs nearly gave out on him. He groaned and then he found himself stepping forward, looking back at the closed door briefly. It wasn’t locked—anyone could open the door and see this crazy scene. He walked around her desk and then found himself in front of her. He looked into her young, intimidating eyes, and then he dropped down to his knees so he was face-to-face with her long, curved shaft. He gently reached forward and slipped his fingers around it, gripping it firmly. It was warm and heavy and surprisingly hard considering it was still flaccid. He lifted it up, pointing it at his lips. His lust was overriding his anxiety. He wanted to suck the cum out of her cock so badly, even though he knew it was a horrible idea.  

    He opened his mouth, closed his eyes, and leaned forward. He felt that warm throbbing cock slip into his mouth. He closed his lips around her girth and started sucking.  

    He’d never sucked a cock before. He’d never wanted to suck a cock before—except for one time, during high school, when everyone found out that the new girl was a transgender. Everyone mocked her until she stopped showing up for school, but Rubin had different feelings. Before her secret was revealed, she would sit next to him during class. He never thought much of her—she was an average-looking gal with long brown hair. It wasn’t until her secret got out that he started to notice her and fantasize about her. Those fantasies terrified him. He’d never thought about cocks before, but suddenly he was going to bed at night with the strangest fantasy in his head: the new girl with a big, hard erection, fucking his mouth and coming all over his face. He fought those fantasies away and forced himself to never think about them again.  

    But apparently all of that effort was for nothing. His strange trans attraction was apparently something he couldn’t just will away so simply. Now, he was fulfilling his fantasy—and risking his career while doing it. And maybe it was worth it. That cock felt so good on his tongue. He could feel her getting harder and harder. He wanted her deeper—as far into his throat as he could handle. He loved the feeling of her soft pubic hair rubbing against the tip of his nose. He loved her soft ball sack in the palm of his hand. The soft polyester of her pencil skirt was now resting gently on the top of his head.  

    Was he gay? He’d eaten girls out before—which he liked—but he never felt this amazing with any biological girl. His heart never pounded this hard—but maybe that wasn’t from his arousal. She was rock-hard in his mouth. She had her fingers nestled in his hair.  

    He started slipping his hand around her bum, moving his fingertips into her butt crack. His middle finger casually found her butthole. He started to tease small circles around her tight back door. She wasn’t stopping him, so he gently started to press his fingertip in. She still wasn’t stopping him. He got down to his knuckle, feeling her squishy insides—and she still wasn’t stopping him.  

    Now, Rubin had a biological male’s erection in his mouth and he had his finger deep in a biological male’s asshole. How was that not gay?  

    What difference did it make?  

    He kept sucking, bobbing his head faster. Tegan was holding his head tighter now, thrusting gently, rubbing her tip all over the inside of his warm, wet mouth. Drool was running down the side of his face. She groaned and suddenly reached forward. She grabbed a big black Sharpie and quickly handed it to him. He didn’t have to ask why she was giving it to him. 

    He reached it around back, pulling his finger out from her asshole. Then he pressed the Sharpie in, pushing it in as deep as he could without losing it. He held it carefully with the tip of his thumb and the tip of his pointed finger. He tried to pump it, and then he suddenly lost it as she sucked it into her body. His heart leapt. He tried sticking his finger inside of her to get it out, but she managed to push it out naturally. Something about it made Rubin absurdly horny. His cock was suddenly firm against the crotch of his slacks.  

    Tegan pulled her cock out from his mouth. “Bend over my desk,” she said, pointing firmly at her mostly-bare desk. Rubin was still for a moment, trying to process everything. Then he stood up and awkwardly bent over, placing his hands down on the hard wooden surface. Tegan walked around him while his heart throbbed. 

    He’d often dreamed of fucking a tranny, but he never even thought about being fucked by one. Would it hurt? Would he like it? Was his willingness proof that he was indeed a homosexual? She quickly pulled down his pants, and then he felt her wet throbbing tip press up between his butt cheeks. She groaned as she began to press forward. He clenched, terrified it would hurt.  

    He bit down on his tongue and forced himself to relax. Then he felt her entering his body. “Oh God,” he groaned loudly. She pushed in deeper and deeper as he clutched desperately at her desk. He was facing that door now, still terrified it would open and one of his bosses would see him in such a humiliating position. He closed his eyes so that horrible anxiety wouldn’t be staring him in the face. With his eyes closed, he could feel everything: every rigid inch of her massive cock. He could even feel her long veins pumping blood into her shaft, and the harsh ridge of her tip sliding through his anal cavity.  

    She started pumping, slapping her pelvis against his ass. Her nails dug into his skin, but he didn’t mind. Everything about it hurt, but at the same time it all felt so good. He could feel himself stretching out, but strangely it didn’t bother him. He loved the feeling of her cock moving in and out. And he loved the sound of her groaning—it wasn’t quite a fully feminine groan, but somehow that only made it better. Maybe he really was gay.  

    His own cock was throbbing and twitching. A strong buzzing was growing in his tip. He had to reach down and squeeze his cock to satisfy a strange urge, but even that didn’t quite do it. “Harder,” he said. She followed his command, slamming her cock into him harder and deeper. That helped. Now the buzzing was intense and amazing. He wanted to hold onto that feeling forever. His legs trembled violently and would have buckled if they had been supporting his weight.  

    “Oh God,” he groaned. He looked down and saw his cock bursting cum all over the side of his young boss’ desk. How was it even possible? He wasn’t even stroking his shaft—just holding it. But it wouldn’t stop coming, blasting shot after shot after shot, all over that fancy wooden desk. He squirmed and then went limp on the desk, overwhelmed with exhaustion and euphoria.  

    Then he felt Tegan’s nails pressing into his skin. She groaned and then started filling him up with thick, warm goo. He could feel all of it, sloshing around inside of him. It felt nice—beyond nice. He moaned like a cow giving birth, and then she pulled out of him, leaving him feeling empty but satisfied.  

    He managed to look back at her as she rolled her cock back into her panties, pushing it between her legs, the only way it would fit. She pulled down her skirt and took a deep breath. “I think our little meeting here is done,” she said. 

    Rubin pulled himself to his feet, wobbling slightly. His bum hurt, and he had a feeling it would hurt for a few hours—or maybe even a few days. He smiled as he pulled up his pants. Then he stumbled awkwardly towards the door. Before leaving, he turned to look at Tegan, and he said, “Those pictures and videos—are you going to take them down?” 

    She laughed. “No,” she said. “Then how will people like you find them?”  

    Rubin stood silently for a moment, trying to wrap his head around what she was saying. But he just couldn’t figure it out. He couldn’t figure out what she wanted. But maybe it really was none of his business. Maybe he just needed to let the press come down on her and the company. It’s not like a little sex controversy would be enough to bring down a major Fortune 500 Company, right?  

    




 

    [bookmark: LITTLEMISSBIG7]CHAPTER VII 

    It was 5:20 PM. The office had mostly cleared out, save for a few employees desperately trying to go the extra mile to impress their new boss, who probably didn’t even know they existed.  

    Mark looked down at his watch. He had ten minutes before his meeting with Tegan—his dreaded ‘hot date’ in her daddy’s office—in the CEO’s office. He’d spent that whole afternoon trying to come up with some sort of out—some way to save his job while saving himself from having to fuck his shemale boss. But he thought of nothing. Everyone was afraid of her, including the guys in the HR department. She wasn’t just the boss’ daughter, but she was also a transgender, and HR departments were still trying to figure out how to handle LGBT cases. The company would surely do everything in its power to avoid any sort of trans-related controversy.  

    So what options did Mark have? He could either risk losing his job or he could sleep with Tegan. The latter option made him shudder with nausea—but it still seemed like a better option than losing his job. He needed that job. He’d put in so many hours over so many years—he couldn’t just let it slip away because of an angry little outburst on a park bench.  

    He looked at his watch again. It was 5:26 PM. He needed to move. He grabbed a resume, just so it would look like he was going up to the top floor to drop off a job application. Then he stood up and straightened his suit jacket. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath, and then he started walking. 

    The next four minutes went by in super-slow-motion. Each step sent a shockwave of nausea through his body. It seemed like every face still in that office was looking his way, judging his every move.  

    He knew Tegan was practically insane—so how could he be sure she wouldn’t just tell everyone that Mark fucked her on the CEO’s desk? Hell—she was crazy enough to film the whole thing secretly and then e-mail it out to everyone in the company. Maybe Mark was better off being fired by his new nineteen-year-old boss. Maybe it was just a matter of time before she fired everyone. At least if he was the first one out, he could get into one of those other companies before the market was flooded with unemployed oil and gas administrators.  

    The elevator seemed to move slower than normal. It trembled and bounced and rocked, making Mark’s nausea even worse. When the door open, he expected to see that cute secretary with the little button nose, but even she was gone for the evening. He’d never seen the building so empty before. Maybe, like Mark, most of the workers had lost their motivation to go the extra mile after Tegan got the job everyone else wanted.  

    He looked around. The whole floor was silent. He knew how to get to the CEO’s office, even though he’d never been there before. So he started walking down the long hallway, past all of the giant offices. He tried to walk lightly but his footsteps seemed louder than normal. When he finally reached that large door at the end of the hallway, his hands began to tremble. But before he could grab the handle, the door opened.  

    Tegan poked her head out. She had a big smile on her face. “Come in—before anyone sees you,” she whispered. So Mark slipped in. Tegan closed the door, and then Mark noticed her outfit: tight black lingerie, complete with fishnet stockings and fishnet gloves. She had a thick black choker around her throat.  

    “I was worried you weren’t going to come,” she said, grinning ear-to-ear.  

    “Well, I want to keep my job, so let’s just get this over with. The outfit is a bit much, by the way.”  

    “You don’t like it?” she asked, doing a slow spin to show off her whole body. The lingerie did nothing to cover her perky bum, which Mark couldn’t help but notice. He also couldn’t help but notice the thick bulge pressed between her legs. He could even see a glimmer of flesh pressing out the side of that thin strip of lingerie, as if nothing could hold all of her in place.  

    “Just do me a favour and keep your bits where I can’t see them,” he said. “And I just want to say: you’re lucky that you’re trans, or whatever you call it. If you were a guy and I was a girl, this would be major lawsuit material.”  

    “Oh, quit being such a prude,” she said. “Take out your cock for me.”  

    “This is insane,” Mark said, sighing. He looked around and the extremely wealthy room. The ceilings were impressively high and the windows stretched from top to bottom. There was a bar in the corner that was bigger than Mark’s entire office. And to the left was a private bathroom, and through the bathroom door, Mark was sure that he could see a sauna.  

    “What are you waiting for?” she said.  

    Mark looked at the dolled up tranny. “If I don’t have sex with you, what are you going to do?”  

    “It’s a pointless question,” she said. 

    “Why?” 

    “Because you are going to fuck me, and you’re going to like it.”  

    “But if I don’t—am I fired?” 

    She shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe,” she said.  

    “And you realize how illegal and morally corrupt that is, right?” Mark said, resisting the urge to seethe at his young boss.  

    She shrugged her shoulders. “Did I say I would fire you?”  

    Mark bit down on the edge of his tongue. Maybe this wasn’t so different from the way powerful men get their female employees to put out. She was being vague enough that she wasn’t really doing anything technically illegal—but she was being clear enough that Mark knew he had no choice.  

    “So go ahead and take your cock out,” she said.  

    Mark sighed and groaned, and then he reached for his belt. “Just for the record, I’m only doing this to keep my job.” He felt like he had to say it, in case she was recording the act to show as a joke around the office—even though he knew she would probably edit the line out if she were filming it. He undid his belt and then he unzipped his fly. He reached into his boxers and grabbed his shaft. He hesitated for a moment and then he pulled it out.  

    He felt so humiliated, flashing his cock to his boss. But he had to do it—he had to protect his job. “Happy?” he said.  

    Tegan walked forward, one step in front of the other like a model on a runway. She looked down at his shaft and said, “Let’s see who’s bigger.” She reached down and fished her own cock out. 

    “What are you doing?” Mark asked as his heart leapt up into his throat. He saw her long curved shaft flip out before he looked away quickly. “I thought you were keeping that hidden.”  

    “I never agreed to that,” she said. She stepped forward, pressing her warm cock against his. She held them together with a single hand. She had to stand on her tippy toes so that the cocks were properly in line. Her cock was bigger by a good inch. She giggled. “Are you feeling intimidated?” she asked with that grin in her voice. 

    Mark closed his eyes. His cock was rubbing against another cock—something he could have gone his whole life without. “Whatever you want. Let’s just get this over with, please.”  

    “Open your eyes and look down,” she said.  

    He bit hard on his tongue and followed her command. She was massaging their dicks together.  

    “Here’s the deal,” she said. “If you get hard before me, I get to fuck you in the ass. If I get hard before you, you get to fuck me.”  

    “You’re not putting anything in my ass,” he said firmly.  

    She giggled again. “You would like it.” 

    “No—I’m not interested.” 

    “How badly do you want to keep your job?”  

    Mark was silent for a moment. Would he take her giant sissy cock in his ass to keep his job? Were a few minutes of uncomfortable pain worth a position with Cross-Mountain Oil and Gas? He looked back down at the cocks, which were still being mashed together. It kind of felt nice, but only because of the physical stimulation. He knew the euphoria had nothing to do with the fact he was rubbing against another cock. He could have been rubbing against a raw chicken breast or a couch cushion and the feeling would have been the same. He wasn’t gay.  

    But he was worried—if that pleasant feeling got any stronger, then arousal might kick in. She was still soft, but he didn’t want to get hard before her. Hell, he didn’t want to get hard at all, but he knew he would eventually have to, especially if he would be going inside of her.  

    He looked away from her cock, at her lingerie-clad body. Even he had to admit: she had a good figure. She had nice curves and perfect tits. Her nipples were showing through the thin lace. They were perky and she had big, round areolas. Then he noticed the grin on her face and he looked away quickly, closing his eyes again. He could feel something between his legs: a throbbing. Was it him throbbing or her? Was he getting hard or was she? He was too afraid to open his eyes to look. But with his eyes closed, he could now only picture her in her tight lingerie, with her garter belt and her fishnet stockings. He tried to push that image away because it was just making that pleasant feeling between his legs even stronger. But why? He knew he was thinking of a biological man—why wasn’t that mental image disgusting him?  

    He could feel her fingers gliding up and down the length of his cock. Her strokes were long and firm. An erection was starting to seem inevitable now. “Shit,” he muttered, trying as hard as he could to will his cock down. But now he could feel it hardening and thickening. He was going to lose the deal that he never even agreed to. He was going to have to take her gigantic cock in his ass. But it wasn’t fair. 

    “Damn,” she said. “I guess you win—but barely.” 

    He opened his eyes and looked down, suddenly shocked by the size of her enormous erection. It stood tall—a few inches bigger than his cock, and much thicker. It was curved to one side as if she spent a lot of time jerking off with her right hand. “Oh my God,” he said, unable to look away from her impressive size. 

    She climbed up onto her daddy’s desk, laying herself on her back. She looked over at Mark. “Don’t worry—it’s a strong desk. It can hold both of us.”  

    “What are you doing?” he asked. His voice was broken and quiet. His head was swirling with a whole new set of anxieties. Why was he so aroused right now? Why wasn’t he nauseous and disgusted anymore?  

    “Come stick your cock in my mouth. Let me suck it.” 

    “Can’t we just get right to it?” Mark asked. 

    She giggled. “I need to get you wet before you’ll fit in my asshole.”  

    Mark hesitated. He looked around again at the impressive room. Did Steven Cross not have cameras and security? Would the cleaning crew be in shortly to tidy up the room? Was this really a sane idea?  

    He climbed up onto the desk. The only way he could get his cock into Tegan’s mouth was by straddling her backwards, facing her cock, which was now throbbing on her flat tummy. He aimed his cock downwards and sunk it into her mouth, and she immediately started sucking and teasing with her tongue. And Mark wasn’t sure what to do. He could either close his eyes and pretend like a real girl was sucking his dick, or he could keep his eyes open and stare at her lingerie-clad body and her massive erection. For some reason, he chose the latter option.  

    His gaze became fixated on that huge appendage. He watched as it throbbed and twitched, as if it was its own living organism. His heart stuttered and his gut turned, but he just couldn’t look away. A part of him wanted to reach down and feel it, to see if it was real, but another part of him wanted to jump off that desk and get as far away from it as possible.  

    But he just kept staring at it while Tegan’s plump lips massaged the length of his rod, puckering up and down. Her tongue meticulously drew circles around his tip, tickling his tiny pee hole. He squirmed and wished it didn’t feel so good. He was starting to worry that he wasn’t going to last long—but maybe that was for the best.  

    “Fuck my face,” she said, muffled by his cock. It took a moment for the command to reach his ears and process through his brain. He carefully planted his hands down at her sides, getting his face uncomfortably close to that monster cock. Then he started to gently thrust his cock up and down, plunging it in and out of her mouth. He looked down, under his chest, at her face as she gargled and gagged on his shaft. He watched as her saliva trickled down her cheeks while he throat-fucked her. It was another arousing sight that he wished would have put him off.  

    He looked away quickly, back at that big cock, still throbbing on that soft tummy of lace and satin. He groaned again, overwhelmed with arousal. He forced his eyes closed and wished he could go back in time, so that he would never end up in this room, and he would never end up realizing he was possibly a homosexual.  

    “Fuck,” he groaned.  

    Tegan whimpered and gagged, so Mark pulled out suddenly. “What’s wrong? Are you okay?”  

    “You just sprayed pre-cum down my throat!” she said after clearing her throat. “Are you trying to kill me?” 

    “I’m sorry. I can’t help it—I didn’t even feel it.”  

    She laughed. “I’m not actually mad,” she said. “You know, you’re kind of cute.”  

    “Thanks,” he said, feeling flustered and embarrassed.  

    “Want a promotion?” 

    “What kind of promotion?” he asked. 

    “One of the new positions: three hundred thousand a year and you can be the head of ecological recovery.”  

    “But I don’t know what that means,” he said. 

    “Who cares?” 

    “I guess so,” he said. 

    She smiled. “If you want the job, you need to come on my stomach and then you need to lick it all up—and you have to swallow.”  

    His heart plunged into his gut. He took a deep breath in an attempt to make the spinning in his head go away, but it did nothing. “O—Okay,” he said.  

    She smiled. “Okay. Fuck me.” She spread her legs wide without moving from her place. Mark was slow to turn around and sink down. His heart was racing with terror and a touch of excitement. He’d never tasted his own cum before—but how bad could it be? Girls swallowed all the time, and none of them ever gagged. He slipped his hands under her soft thighs and lifted them up to create a better angle into her ass. He looked at her puckering hole, just under her thick ball sack. His rod was still dripping with her saliva, so he pushed his tip against the hole. She pushed her hole open wide, as if to invite him inside. Then she giggled.  

    Mark closed his eyes one last time, reminding himself that he could still leave with a bit of his dignity. But instead he decided to push in. He penetrated her ass deeply, making her cry out with a loud gasp. He slid his saliva-slicked cock far in, until his pelvis was pressed firmly against her bum. Then he started to thrust, holding her thighs firmly in the air. He watched as her cock throbbed on her tummy and then he watched her perky tits bouncing on her chest.  

    The sight was beyond arousing, even though he knew it was so wrong. He was fucking a biological man—and he was fucking his boss—and he was fucking his boss’ daughter. Everything about it was so taboo, yet there he was, penetrating her over and over.  

    He could feel his cock swelling inside of her. He groaned and strained. He was tempted to close his eyes to make the feeling last longer, but he didn’t want to look away from her body. He didn’t want to miss a single second of her amazing beauty. He was starting at her big cock when he felt his orgasm coming. “Fuck,” he groaned. He tried to hold back, but it was pointless—he knew nothing could hold this orgasm back. 

    Tegan was moaning and groaning, as if she was about to come. A gentleman would have held back so she could have her climax, but not Mark. Mark pulled out suddenly, just in the nick of time, and then he began to spray her tummy with his hot cum. It wasn’t the longest fuck ever, but it was certainly the most pleasurable. His lines of pearl goo shot across her abdomen, and one thick blast even coated the length of her cock. The final blast got her on her smooth ball sack.  

    Tegan’s face was red. She was still panting and squirming. “Shit,” she groaned. And then suddenly, she started coming, as if she’d been holding it back since the moment he pulled out. Her thick goo joined his on her abdomen, making a big pool of sticky whiteness. Mark watched every blast leave her tiny hole. Then he carefully bent over. Now it was time to get that promotion. 

    He closed his eyes and started licking, scooping cum into his mouth. Some of it was sweet and some was salty. He had no idea whose was whose, but he licked it all up regardless. He made sure he got every little bit off of her lingerie-clad tummy, and then he went to her shaft. He licked the dribble coming out from her tip, then he licked up the long strand across her throbbing shaft. Finally, he sunk down and carefully scooped up the glob on her ball sack before swallowing all of it.  

    Tegan giggled and sat up. “How was dessert?” she asked. 

    Mark nodded his head. He could feel that his face was a deep shade of red. “Good,” he said.  

    “I told you that you would like it,” she said. And she was right: Mark did like it. He was sad that it was over, and he was already trying to think of ways to get her alone again, so they could fuck on more desks in that big office building.  

    Tegan hopped off the desk and pranced over to her daddy’s private bathroom. She turned around and waved at Mark before slipping inside. And Mark knew that was his cue to get dressed and leave, so that’s what he did.  

    




 

    [bookmark: LITTLEMISSBIG8]CHAPTER VIII 

    It was a week later when Danny showed up for work early, for no reason in particular. He was on his floor fifteen minutes before anyone else, though he didn’t get straight to working. Instead, he poured himself a coffee and sat by the big window near the cubicles, and he looked out at the city. He had a strange feeling that today was going to be a good day.  

    Rubin was the next one into the office. He looked over at Danny with a big smile. He waved. “You’re here early,” Rubin said. 

    Danny looked at his watch. “So are you,” he said.  

    The men shared a little chuckle, though Danny wasn’t sure why—and he had a feeling Rubin didn’t know why either. There was something in the air that morning: a pleasant stillness.  

    Mark was next into the office. He waved at both Danny and Rubin as he went to pour himself a steaming mug of coffee. Then he took a seat near the break room and inhaled deeply. “Nice day,” he said, even though the weather wasn’t particularly nice. Maybe he felt that pleasant stillness as well.  

    There was a silence. All of the men looked at each other for a moment before Rubin finally broke the silence. “So that Tegan girl is doing a pretty good job,” he said. And it was true—in the past week, Tegan had made some big moves (and some controversial moves), making headlines in many newspapers around the country and the world. But despite some of her big risks, the Cross-Mountain Oil and Gas stock was way up. One of her ideas was to ban paper completely from the office. Everyone thought it was crazy when she announced the change, thinking that it would be chaos while everyone adapted, but it only took a few hours before everyone was walking around the office with iPads instead of binders and file folders.  

    But it was strange, because Danny, like most people, was under the impression that she didn’t care at all about the job or the company—and maybe she didn’t. Maybe that’s what the company needed: someone who had no blood in the game, who could take big risks without worrying about the fallout. She convinced her dad to fire three big executives on the top floor—men who made millions of dollars each year. Then she had their salaries turned into bonuses for everyone who worked in administration—which worked out to be about a fifteen thousand dollar bonus for everyone. The next day, productivity was through the roof. Stock prices soared and the company found itself in a position to take over another large company. Steven Cross didn’t want to go through with the merger, worried it would make the company too massive, but Tegan convinced him otherwise.  

    More and more people filtered into the office. No one else seemed to be buzzing with that same pleasant calmness—just Danny, Rubin, and Mark. They just sat and enjoyed their coffees while everyone settled into place.  

    Then the elevator door opened and Tegan stepped onto the floor. She was dressed to kill, as always, wearing a tight navy blue dress with black stockings and expensive black heels. But now, people weren’t seething at the sight of her. Everyone smiled and waved at her, knowing she was the reason they all got those big bonuses.  

    She waved her arms in the air. “Can I get everyone’s attention?” she called out. And instantly, the office became silent.  

    “I have two quick announcements to make. First, I want to let you all know who I’ve decided to put in charge of our new departments.” Somehow the office became even more silent. She gazed around the room and then her scanning stopped when she saw Rubin. “Rubin—you’re going to be the head of diversity, sensitivity, and inclusivity training.” 

    Everyone looked at Rubin. His face lit up. It was a well-deserved promotion, seeing as he’d been with the company for so many years. 

    Then she looked at Mark. “Mark, we’ll have you in charge of ecological recovery,” she said.  

    Then she looked at Danny, making Danny perk up. “Finally, Danny will head our new renewable energies research department. We’ll have the three of you relocated upstairs later today, once we get your new offices cleared out.” 

    People clapped. No one looked at the three men with disdain. Did they deserve the jobs? Maybe—maybe not. It was hard to say, seeing as the job descriptions were still so vague and unclear. But so far, Tegan hadn’t made a single bad business decision. In just a week, she’d done more for that company than anyone on that floor had done in a decade.  

    “And finally, I just want to let everyone know that I’ll be stepping down as head of international operations.” There was an audible sigh in the room. Danny looked around and saw many mouths agape. She was stepping down? But why? She was doing such a great job—and Danny was still hoping to get her alone again, so they could fool around like they did when he dropped off his application. “I never cared about this stupid company, and I still don’t,” she said.  

    The room was impressively silent. Even the hum of the air conditioner seemed to be shocked into silence.  

    “But my dad wanted help modernizing things, and I did what I could. Now I think I’m going to go travelling. So this will be the last time you see me.” She waved at everyone and then she stepped back into the elevator. The silence continued, even for a minute after the elevator door closed and she disappeared. Then everyone started rabbling loudly over one another.  

    No one saw her again. She never came by the office again, and she deleted all of her social media accounts. It was almost as though she never existed—or as if she only existed to pick Danny, Rubin, and Mark for the new positions. And maybe that’s the only reason she did show up at that office. Maybe the whole thing was just a big test to see who was really serious about their career with Cross-Mountain Oil and Gas. Maybe she just came in to see who was honest and willing to do anything for that big promotion.  

    It was a few days later when Danny was called in to chat with Steven Cross in Steven’s office. When he stepped in, he noticed the picture of Steven’s wife on his desk, and he noticed a few more picture of Steven with his wife on the walls. But there were no pictures of Tegan anywhere. It really did seem like Tegan never existed.  

    THE END  

    




 

    [bookmark: WILDTEMPTATIONS]WILD TEMPTATIONS 

    Brian thinks he has it all after he buys a camper trailer with Tasha, his girlfriend of seven years. The camper is newly remodelled (all pink, the way Tasha wanted it) and Tasha’s already gone ahead and stocked it with clothes and toiletries and books and makeup. It’s days before the big trip they’ve always talked about, and then Brian walks in on Tasha getting sweaty with the mailman. In an instant, their seven-year relationship is over.  

    Tasha takes the house, leaving Brian with nothing but the truck and the camper. To make matters worse, Tasha drains their shared bank account before Brian thinks to take out any money, and she destroys his clothes as revenge for not giving her a second chance after she cheated. So now, the only clothes Brian has are the dresses and skirts Tasha left in the girly camper. 

      

    




 

    [bookmark: WILDTEMPTATIONS1]CHAPTER I 

    We spent months working on that camper together. We bought it for nine hundred bucks off of a classified listing. When we picked it up, the plumbing was all broken, the stove didn’t work, there were holes in the old crumbling wallpaper, and there was mould growing in just about every corner of the fifty square foot space.  

    It was my girlfriend, Tasha’s idea to get the thing. I thought it was a silly idea until I saw the decrepit unit with my own eyes. Then all of the possibilities started flashing through my head. I suddenly understood why she wanted it. I started thinking of all the places we could go with the little home on wheels: visit the Grand Canyon, make a long road trip down to Florida to see the Keys, check out Las Vegas, tour the Northern Territories of Canada, watch the bears during salmon spawning season… Maybe it wasn’t such a terrible waste of money. 

    We pulled out the floors and put in new vinyl plank. We ripped down the old wallpaper, mudded, sanded, and painted all of the walls. We pulled out the cupboards and removed all the hardware—painting the cupboards white and the hardware matte black. We scrubbed every last bit of mould out of the unit, and then we covered the counters with a waterproof peel and stick that looked like marble. We found a new camper toilet in a scrapyard and then we found some new plumbing on another classified listing. We ended up sinking another fifteen hundred bucks into restoring the old beater, but it was starting to look like the kind of camper we could create amazing memories with.  

    And it was almost done. I was just making the final touches: painting the baseboards I’d just put in to cover the flooring cuts. I was being very meticulous, trying not to get any paint on the new floors and also trying to swipe in perfect horizontal lines, knowing Tasha had a particular eye for small details. I’d been up in the trailer for hours—since waking up that morning. We were so close to being finished and May Long Weekend was just around the corner. We even had all of the cupboards filled and the bed dressed. In the kitchen, plastic dishware was on top, pots and pans were down below. Above the bed were a few sets of spare sheets, and below the bed were all of our clothes. Tasha had already migrated her makeup to the bathroom vanity, and we had a whole wall of cards and board games for those rainy days out on the road.  

    I checked the time. It was already 3:00 PM—I’d been out in the trailer for six hours already. My stomach growled, reminding me that I hadn’t had any lunch yet. So I put my paintbrush down and I started towards the house, making my way down the back stairs towards the back door.  

    We had a dog with a barking problem, so I made sure to open the door quietly so I wouldn’t set him off. I tiptoed up the stairs into the living room and noticed that my girlfriend wasn’t on the couch working on her laptop like she normally was. I figured she was in the bathroom and didn’t think much of it. I went to the fridge to make myself a sandwich, and then I heard a long, soft moan.  

    I grinned, realizing my girlfriend was masturbating in the bedroom. Some guys would be offended by the idea of their girlfriend masturbating, but I always thought it was hot. I even bought her dildos and vibrators on Valentine’s Day, encouraging her to get off whenever she wanted.  

    And now, I figured I would jump in and take over for her vibrator. I crept down the hall, excited to surprise her. I reached for the handle and gently pushed the door open, already using one hand to undo my belt. 

    Then I froze, seeing the mailman fucking my girlfriend doggy style. Neither of them noticed me. The bed was shaking and the mailman was still in his uniform: reflective orange vest and all. His mailbag was on the floor next to the bed. My girlfriend’s feet were bouncing up and down in the air. “Fuck me harder! C’mon—fucking fuck me!” she growled through clenched teeth. 

    He was fucking her hard and fast. I could hear her pussy squishing every time he entered her body. He was groaning and growling, holding her firmly by the hips. “Fucking take it, you filthy whore,” he said with a deep voice. His ass was hairy. I couldn’t see his cock, but I assumed that was hairy as well. And, strangely, the mailman’s body hair was the most surprising thing of all. Tasha hated body hair. She especially hated pubic hair. She made me shave constantly, telling me she wouldn’t have sex if I wasn’t smooth between the legs. Early in our relationship she would even make me shave my legs.  

    Tasha moaned and reached for handfuls of bed sheets. I tried to remember if she’d ever moaned like that with me. “Slap my fucking tits,” she said. He followed her command. Then he grabbed her nipples and pulled them up, which looked painful, but she seemed to like it. Next, his hand went around her throat and he started to strangle her. “Harder. I can still breathe,” she said. So he pushed down harder, making her skin turn red.  

    “I’m going to come,” said the mailman.  

    “I can feel it,” she said. “I can feel your big dick getting thick inside of my wet pussy. Fucking come in me.”  

    “Are you on the pill?” 

    “Fuck the pill,” Tasha said. “Fucking come in me. I want to feel it inside of me.” Tasha had never let me come bareback inside of her—and I knew for a fact that she wasn’t on the pill or any form of birth control.  

    “Fuck. It’s so fucking tight,” the mailman said.  

    I couldn’t take any more. I squirmed and tried not to breakdown. “T—Tasha?” I said. I could feel my heart smashing into tiny pieces.  

    They stopped suddenly. Tasha leaned over with wide eyes and a white face, staring into my eyes with so much guilt. The mailman looked back and tried to look sorry but he still had a half-smirk on his face.  

    “I’m so sorry, Brian!” Tasha said. I closed the door, paused for a moment, and then I slowly walked back up to the camper. I took a seat on the couch, which could turn into a bed, and I waited for the tears to come. But I wasn’t crying. I felt nothing. I was completely dead inside. I couldn’t even feel my heart beating, as if it really had shattered and dissolved inside of me.  

    My girlfriend was cheating on me with the mailman. Was it a one-time thing? Or had they been doing it behind my back for a while now? What difference did it make?  

    I looked around the camper at all of the hard work we had put in together: all of the memories we were supposed to have together. There was a long frame on the wall where we planned on putting pictures from all of our destinations. I couldn’t stand to look at it now, so I turned my gaze to the vinyl plank flooring. Even that flooring made me think of her.  

    It was an hour later when Tasha came up to the camper to address what I’d witnessed. “It didn’t mean anything,” she said. 

    “I think we should split up,” I said without a moment of hesitation. But I couldn’t believe I was saying it. She was the only girlfriend I’d ever had. We had so many good memories together. Was this not something we could get past? Was this not something we could forget about? Maybe I was the problem. Maybe I wasn’t satisfying her in bed, so she had no choice but to find pleasure elsewhere. Could I really be mad at her for wanting to be sexually satisfied?  

    “What?” she said. “Are you serious?” 

    I nodded my head. “I think so,” I said.  

    She was silent for a moment. Then she scoffed. “Fine,” she said. “Your loss.”  

    Her bratty response to me suggesting we should split up made me feel a little bit better about being apart—until I learned that it really was my loss.  

    I slept in the camper that night. When I woke up the next morning, I could hear power tools. I looked out the window and saw a locksmith installing a new lock on our back door. I went down to ask what was happening. “New locks,” he said. “Front and back.”  

    I tried calling Tasha, but her number was out of service. I had to walk around and ring the doorbell four times before she answered. “What do you want?” she said. 

    “What’s going on? Why are you locking me out of our house?” I asked. 

    “It’s not our house. It’s my house. My parents co-signed for the mortgage and the mortgage is in my name, remember?” My heart plunged into my stomach. When we bought the house together (using mostly my money for the down payment), I had no credit, so the mortgage broker suggested keeping me off of the deed. We also needed her parents to co-sign, because my income at the time was mostly under the table. It didn’t seem to matter at the time—I never thought we would be splitting up. We’d been together for six years, going on seven. We had a life together. We had a dog together. We talked about getting married and having kids together.  

    “You should leave. Come back tomorrow morning and your stuff will all be on the parking pad,” she said. Then she closed the door in my face. I felt sick. She was treating me as if I’d wronged her—as if she walked in on me fucking the mailman. Everything seemed so backwards. I had nowhere to go. If I couldn’t get into the house, where would I sleep?  

    I still had the camper. The camper was registered in my name, along with our truck. I didn’t want to be near the house that night, so I hitched the camper to the truck and I drove out of town, to a little campsite next to the highway. It was pouring rain when I pulled up, so I didn’t end up leaving that little camper that night. I just lay in bed, staring up at the ceiling, trying to figure out where it all went wrong. It was late when I finally fell asleep, and it was early when I woke up. I left the camper at the campsite and then I took the truck back to the house. Sure enough, all of my stuff was on the parking pad. Unfortunately, it had rained in town all night as well, so everything was drenched, including my computer. But it wasn’t the biggest loss. There was hardly anything there—everything that was ‘ours’ was now hers. The only items on that parking pad were things that had always been specifically mine. The TV we bought together was still in the house. The bed and expensive mattress we bought together was still in the house. All of the art we bought together was still in the house. Our dog was still in the house. I had a feeling there wouldn’t be much sense in trying to fight for more than was on that parking pad now. I only had a truck and a small camper to keep it all in anyway.  

    So I loaded up the truck and then I took off back towards my little campsite. When I pulled up to that lonely little camper, it finally dawned on me that I was now looking at everything I owned. With my girlfriend gone and my house gone and my dog gone and most of my possessions gone, this was it: this was my life now, until I could pick up the pieces and start something new.  

    




 

    [bookmark: WILDTEMPTATIONS2]CHAPTER II 

    It was another rainy day. I checked the weather forecast on my phone and saw that it was supposed to rain for at least the next week, meaning I was stuck in that camper. And that little camper was already starting to feel awfully tiny. I’d already bumped my head sitting up in bed a number of times, and I’d stubbed my toe trying to navigate the narrow hallway during the night. I couldn’t help but wonder what Tasha and I were thinking when we bought the thing, thinking we could live in it for weeks or months at a time, together with our dog and all of our stuff.  

    My clothes were starting to stink, so I went to grab a new outfit from one of the boxes I grabbed from the parking pad. When I opened the box, the worst smell ever wafted up into my face, making me gag. I couldn’t figure out if the smell was old milk or drainage from a sewer. I threw open the door of the camper and I tossed the box out so the smell wouldn’t completely take over my small living space. It was ten minutes later when I went outside to walk the box to the dumpster—it was just old clothes anyway. I had a few other outfits that didn’t smell like rotten cheese.  

    I did my best to wash my clothes using a nearby stream, drying them in my narrow hallway, which took the entire day. It occurred to me when I was hunched over the stream in nothing but my boxers that I was essentially a homeless person now. It didn’t help that I was technically unemployed. My work was seasonal, and I decided not to renew my contract for that summer because of our plans to travel around North America in our little camper. Tasha worked on a computer. She was able to work from anywhere in the world, so our plan was for her to work while we travelled, and then I would work through the cold months to save up for gas and campsite fees. Now, obviously, that plan was about as good as the milk Tasha likely poured all over my clothes before putting them out on the rainy parking pad.  

    So I just sat for the next six hours, waiting for my clothes to dry while listening to the rain pattering against the roof of my little home on wheels. I looked again at the weather and saw that there were no changes—I had at least a week of this tedium ahead of me. 

    And then it occurred to me that I was literally on wheels. I didn’t have a job or any commitments. I could go anywhere on the continent, as long as I could afford the gas. So what the hell was I doing there waiting for the rain to end?  

    I went outside, even though the rain was now coming down hard. I hitched the trailer to my truck and then I hopped into the truck’s driver’s seat. I fired up the engine. I had no idea where I was going, but I figured south was probably a good start: somewhere warm and dry, wherever the road might take me. I put the truck into drive and then I carefully pulled onto the highway. I watched as my home city disappeared in the rear-view mirror, and I wondered if I would ever be back. What reason did I have to go back? We only moved there to be closer to Tasha’s family. Sure, I had my seasonal job there, but I could find a similar job anywhere. And maybe it was best to stay far away from all those memories of Tasha and I together. It was where we adopted our first dog, where we bought our first house, where we planned to get married, and where we planned to create our family.  

    There were lots of happy memories in that little city, but I knew that I even needed to get away from the happy memories—because sometimes the happy memories are the saddest of all.  

    It was an hour before I was out of the rain. I looked up at the sun peeking through the clouds and I felt a strange sense of hope. Then my dashboard started dinging and I realized I was out of gas. I pulled into the next gas station and filled up the truck. I checked the local weather and saw that it would be mostly sunny for the next week. But I could go anywhere—why would I settle for ‘mostly sunny’? I kept going, driving south for three hours until my dashboard was dinging again. Apparently a truck can burn through a lot of gas when hauling a four thousand pound camper.  

    I filled up four times that day before arriving at a campsite in Utah. It was pitch black when I pulled in. I didn’t have any cash to pay for the campsite, but the park supervisor told me where an ATM was nearby that I could hit up in the morning. I promised her that I would pay before leaving, and she was nice enough to trust me.  

    I felt strangely invigorated as I set my camper up for the night, raising the canopy and opening the windows. I started a little campfire about ten feet from my front door and I pulled out one of my surprisingly comfortable folding chairs. The stars were clear and beautiful. I could see the whole band of the Milky Way—a sight I’d only ever seen once before when I was a small child. I took a deep breath of the fresh Utah air. Maybe breaking up with Tasha was the best thing that ever happened to me. Maybe cruising around the continent wouldn’t have been as relaxing with her at my side. 

    Knowing Tasha, she would probably get mad every time I stopped to take a picture or buy a water bottle. She hated stopping. She always wanted to go directly to the destination: no fun stops in cute towns, no easing off the gas when there were no highway patrollers in sight. She liked for things to be a certain way, and sometimes that way was completely unobtainable. Like this current campsite: she would have hated how close it was to the neighbouring campsite, even though the young couple next to me had already gone to sleep for the night, and they hadn’t made the slightest peep. Tasha would have been angry about the lack of trees. She would have complained every time she had to use the little bathroom in the camper. She surely would have complained about the fact the hot water heater only worked for the first three minutes of a shower. And when it came time to empty the camper’s sewage—well, she certainly wouldn’t be there to help.  

    I looked at a map and saw that I was getting close to Arizona. Maybe that’s where I would spend my first week as a newly single man. Or maybe I could keep travelling south, into Mexico. I could camp on the beach and feel the warm Mexican sun on my skin every morning… 

    I went to bed around midnight and I fell asleep with a smile on my face. I had an interesting new life to look forward to. I had no idea where this life would take me, but I had a feeling it was going to be fun.  

    I couldn’t think of anything that could go wrong—and then the next day happened.  

    




 

    [bookmark: WILDTEMPTATIONS3]CHAPTER III 

    I spent an hour in the morning sipping coffee and enjoying the sunrise. I loved the sounds of the chirping birds and the babbling creek nearby. The smell of last night’s fire was music to my nose. The air was warming fast.  

    I saw the park supervisor cruising through the campgrounds in her little green truck. I waved and smiled at her. She was an older woman, maybe in her early fifties, with her blonde hair tied into a tight ponytail behind her head. She smiled back at me, but I could see in her eyes that she was still thinking about the money I owed her for the night. So I unhitched my camper and I took off to the ATM she mentioned, which was just twenty minutes away.  

    I mindlessly stuck my card into the ATM and asked the machine for two hundred bucks, so that I would have some money to pay for multiple campsites over the next few days.  

    ‘CARD DECLINED: INSUFFICIENT FUNDS.’  

    My heart stuttered. I figured there was some sort of mistake, so I tried again. I got the same message. Then I frantically pulled out my phone to check my online banking statement. Over the past few days, my card had been used at fifteen different clothing stores in the same mall: a few hundred bucks at each store. And that’s when I remembered that I was still sharing a bank account with Tasha. I tried another card, then another—but all of my credit cards were maxed out. I knew she’d done it on purpose. She was trying to screw with me, punishing me for leaving her, as if I was the one who did something wrong.  

    And maybe she was right. Maybe I was the one who did something wrong. Maybe I should have given her a chance. Maybe I really couldn’t blame her for cheating on me. Women have needs and it’s a man’s job to recognize and fulfil those needs.  

    I looked up the nearest bank and then I spent another twenty minutes driving. I had to wait forty minutes for it to open, and then I spent forty minutes pleading with the teller to figure out a way to provide me with some money. “You don’t understand—my ex-girlfriend spent all that money! Not me! Can I get a new credit card, with a new bank account? Surely we can do that, right? Then we can close the old account. I’ll make sure she pays it off—my ex-girlfriend, that is.”  

    The teller just stared at me, shaking her head slowly. “We can’t let you open a new account with the status of your current account,” she said. We went back and forth for another ten minutes until I was asked to leave. I had no way to pay for the campsite. I was going to have to beg the park supervisor to give me a pass. It was a long, anxious forty-minute drive back to the campsite. She was walking around when I pulled up to my site. She looked at me with a smile, and I did my best to return the smile. Then she started walking towards me.  

    “Good night?” she asked. 

    I nodded my head. “Yeah—it was great. But, uh, I have some bad news. It’s kind of a long story, but the bank wouldn’t let me take out any money. See—my ex-girlfriend took my credit cards and she maxed all of them out. I’m trying to get the bank to deal with it…” 

    “You have to pay,” she said. “There’s no way around it. It’s twenty bucks.”  

    “Right. And I agree—I should have to pay. It’s just that… I don’t have any money to pay. I don’t have twenty bucks. They wouldn’t let me take anything out. See my problem?”  

    She stared into my eyes as her brow lowered. “Well you have to pay,” she said. “You can’t go until you pay.”  

    “Maybe I can work for a couple hours. I can walk around and pick up trash and restock firewood—that kind of thing. Surely there’s some work that needs to be done. Just name it and I’ll do it.”  

    “Everything’s done,” she said, still staring at me with those judging eyes. I felt so pathetic and humiliated.  

    “There must be something,” I said.  

    She looked up at my camper. “You don’t have any money lying around in there?” she said. 

    I shook my head. “I already looked.” 

    “Mind if I take a look?” she said, as if she didn’t believe me.  

    “Of course, go for it. In fact, I’ll be grateful if you can find a lost twenty in there.” I figured she was on the verge of giving me a break. She could probably see my humiliation on my face, and she didn’t seem like the type to completely shatter a man’s ego for twenty dollars. I followed her into my camper and watched as she looked around.  

    “You’ve done it up nice in here,” she said. 

    “Thanks.” 

    “A bit girly for a single guy,” she said.  

    I laughed. “Well, my ex designed most of it before we broke up. I’ll probably get around to changing out the pink sheets.”  

    She walked in slowly, casually checking the cupboards, inspecting every little nook for hidden money, as if I was trying to pull a fast one on her. She even looked in the bathroom, checking the vanity and looking through the makeup. “A lot of makeup for a guy,” she said. 

    “That’s my ex’s. Do you want it? I think that stuff is expensive. You can have all of it. There’s probably four hundred bucks worth of makeup there.”  

    She shook her head. “I don’t really wear makeup,” she said bluntly. Then she kept looking around. She went to the bedroom. I still hadn’t made the bed back into a couch. She looked through the cupboards and found Tasha’s clothes. “Let me guess—this is your ex’s as well?” 

    I nodded my head. “Yeah—but she probably doesn’t want it back. You can have it if you want it. I bet it would all fit you.” 

    “It’s not exactly age appropriate,” she said, holding up one of Tasha’s tiny leopard print dresses.  

    I laughed and shrugged my shoulders. “I bet it would look good on you,” I said. 

    Then she looked up at me. She stared at me for a long moment before saying, “You put it on.”  

    It took a moment before her request processed in my brain. I laughed and shrugged my shoulders again. “Me? Why?” I said. I assumed she was kidding around. She seemed to have a blunt personality, so maybe she had some strange blunt sense of humour as well.  

    “I want you to put it on—and the makeup too. Then maybe we’ll call it even.”  

    “I can’t tell if you’re being serious or not,” I said. 

    And she stared at me with a blank look. She really was serious. She wanted me to get dressed up in Tasha’s dress and makeup. And what other choice did I have? I owed her and I had no other way of paying her. If she wanted to humiliate me, I was technically hers to humiliate. It was certainly better than her reporting me to the police, leaving me with a fine and a police record for stealing. So I took the dress and held it up to my body.  

    I knew it would fit. I was a smaller guy—only five pounds heavier than Tasha. In fact, I suspected it was my small, skinny frame that made Tasha want to sleep with the mailman, who had five inches and sixty pounds on me. “Mind giving me a minute?” I asked. 

    She shook her head. “Just change. Ain’t nothing I haven’t seen before.”  

    I laughed nervously. I could feel my face turning red. But it wasn’t a big deal—it was just a dress and some makeup. I could wash it all off before hitting the road. It’s not like she knew me or anyone I knew. It’s not like anyone at that campsite knew who I was—so what difference did it make? I pulled off my shirt and I slipped out from my pants. Then I carefully stepped into the light satin dress.  

    “Boxers too,” she said. 

    I laughed again, feeling increasingly awkward. “Seriously?” I said. 

    She nodded her head firmly.  

    So I grabbed the waistband of my boxers and slowly pulled them down, revealing my cock and ball sack. She stared at my crotch with a big smile on her face, as if this was well worth the twenty dollars she wasn’t getting. I felt stupid standing naked in front of her—and then I felt even stupider pulling a tight dress over my small frame. It sadly fit perfectly.  

    “Now some mascara and some eyeliner,” she said. “And maybe a bit of lip gloss.” She moved aside so that I could get to the bathroom. I looked at myself in the mirror before opening the vanity. My face really was dark red. When I set off from home, I didn’t think that this was the kind of adventure I would be going on.  

    I looked through Tasha’s makeup supplies until I found eyeliner. I’d seen Tasha putting her makeup on many times before, so I had a vague idea of how it worked. I unscrewed the lid and then I carefully drew thin lines along the edges of my eyelids. “You’re good at that,” the park supervisor said. “Something tells me this isn’t your first time.”  

    I forced a painful smile. “I’ve just seen my ex doing it,” I said. 

    She nodded her head. “Sure,” she said. Did she think that I was some sort of travelling gypsy cross-dresser? My stomach churned in nauseous circles.  

    I rolled some mascara into my eyelashes, and then I grabbed the pink lip-gloss and smeared a bit on my lips. Then I looked over and saw the park supervisor pulling big wads of tissue paper out from a nearby tissue box. She squished herself behind me in that bathroom and then she pushed her tissue wads down the front of my dress, creating tissue breasts, which actually looked surprisingly realistic. Using both hands, she gently squeezed them and fondled them, shaping them so they would look especially spot-on. Then she reached her fingers into my hair and ruffled my hair up. “Where’s your wig?” she asked. 

    I shook my head. “I’m not a cross-dresser,” I said. 

    She smirked and nodded her head. “Right. Does your ex have a wig around here?” She put a lot of sarcastic emphasis on the word ‘ex’, as if Tasha didn’t exist. Now I was starting to feel especially humiliated.  

    “There’s no wig,” I said. 

    She ran her fingers through my hair again. “I suppose your hair does look nice short,” she said. “Though it would really add a lot to have some long hair—maybe something blonde.”  

    I tried not to wince as I forced another smile. Then she reached down for the base of my leopard print dress. She lifted it up, exposing my crotch. “So if you’re not a cross-dresser, what’s with the shaved cock?” she asked.  

    I bit down on my tongue and closed my eyes. “My ex liked it like that. She had an aversion to pubic hair.”  

    “So you must have just broken up then,” she said. 

    “Almost a week ago.”  

    She gave me a strange look in the mirror before letting that smirk slip again. “This pussy here is freshly shaved,” she said, running her fingers down to my shaft. And it was true—I’d shaved just the day before. It was a force of habit—something I’d done every second day in the shower for almost seven years. Tasha hated pubic hair, and she really hated prickly stubble. 

    “Look, I’m sorry I don’t have money for the campsite. But do you mind if I get moving now? I really need to get back to the bank so I can figure this whole bank account thing out.”  

    She made a big smile. She pushed her hand down further, slipping her fingers over my cock. She wrapped those older fingers around my shaft and then she gently began to massage. “We can’t just let all of this effort go to waste,” she said. And that’s when I realized this wasn’t just a humiliation for not having money—this was a fetish. She liked her boys in girl’s clothing. I was indeed working off my debt to her, as a cross-dressing prostitute.  

    My heart fluttered down into the pit of my stomach. She kept that one hand on my crotch with the other explored my body, spending a good amount of time fondling my chest where my fake tits were.  

    “Just wait here,” she said. So I waited, staring at myself in that small bathroom mirror. My legs were trembling and my heart was pounding. I’d never felt so pathetic in my whole life. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. Maybe it wasn’t so bad. I would never see this woman again in my life—and at least she was a woman. At least I wasn’t being borderline-molested by a male park supervisor. When I opened my eyes she was behind me again. She put a hand on my back, pushing me forward slightly: as much as I could bend over in that tiny bathroom. Then she shimmied the skirt of my dress up, exposing my ass.  

    “What are you doing?” I asked. 

    Then I felt something blunt pressing between my butt cheeks. I perked up and looked back, but it was hard to see what she was holding. “What are you doing? What is that?” I asked. 

    She held it up: the long pink dildo I bought for Tasha—one of the many sex toys I bought for her over the years. I’d forgotten that we packed a few in the camper for those special nights on the road. “I saw it when I was searching your cupboards,” she said with a big grin. 

    “What are you doing with it?” I asked. 

    “Just relax,” she said. “You’re earning your free night.” Then I felt the tip of that dildo press against my hole. I clenched tight and gasped. “Relax,” she said again. 

    And what could I do? Could I demand she stop? Would she let me leave without paying if I told her that she’d done enough? Or was I better off biting my tongue and taking the ass fucking? How bad could it be? It was a long dildo, but it wasn’t terrifyingly thick. Surely she would get bored after a few penetrations.  

    She held the dildo up to her lips and she spat on the tip. Then she brought it back down and rubbed that spit against my puckering hole. I took a deep breath in. “Just do it,” I said, hoping she could get it over with quickly.  

    She began to press in. I winced and groaned. I could feel myself stretching wide. It didn’t feel quite right. It hurt a little bit, and felt very unnatural. I firmly clutched the vanity counter. I tried to avoid eye contact with myself in the mirror. I didn’t want to see how pathetic and humiliated I looked. I just wanted this to be over with.  

    I felt that pink dildo sinking deep inside of me. I tried clenching, but she was determined to push it deep. I heard her giggling, as if it was funny. I just kept my eyes shut, hoping we were moments away from being done.  

    I had to widen my stance, on the verge of falling over. My toes curled against the vinyl plank floor. I found myself trying to pull my bum away from her, but that only seemed to make her push the dildo harder into my ass. It was a minute later when I felt the dildo’s fake ball sack pressing against my taint. She had the whole toy inside of my body.  

    “Wow,” she said, gently turning it inside of me as if it was a key. “You’ve done this before.” 

    I shook my head. “I haven’t,” I managed to say through clenched teeth.  

    She kept turning it, clockwise and then counter-clockwise, over and over. It felt so strange—but it felt even stranger once she started pumping me. I clutched the counter harder and spread my legs wider, until my left foot was touching the left wall and my right foot was touching the edge of the bathtub.  

    She pumped faster and faster. There was a strange tingling between my legs, travelling down to the tip of my cock. I finally opened my eyes to look back, and I saw that she had her green pants pulled down to her mid-thighs, along with her panties. She had three fingers buried deep in her hairy snatch. She was fingering herself quickly with her off-hand, still pumping my ass with that dildo. This really was a fetish for her.  

    She moaned. I could hear her wet cunt sloshing as she fingered herself—or maybe that was the sound of the dildo exploring my asshole. I found it hard to look away. It was my first sexual experience with a woman who wasn’t Tasha in almost a decade. Sure, she was hold and hairy and it had maybe been a few days since she’d taken a proper shower, but she was still sexy. She had big eyes and surprisingly youthful hair. The skin on her body was tight in most places, and her tits were still perky as far as I could tell.  

    “Fuck, you’re going to make me come,” she said, as if I was doing anything besides bending over.  

    Now I was moaning. That buzzing had grown in intensity. She was pressing the dildo directly into my sweet spot, making my legs tremble violently. I though: this must be that prostate massage you read about on the Internet. It felt so good, and it was only feeling better and better and better. Now I was pushing my bum back towards her, hoping to get more of that dildo into my body. I was even thrusting back and forth, trying to make each penetration harder. It wasn’t long before I was saying things that I couldn’t believe. “Fuck me harder! Push it deeper!”  

    She groaned and then gushed warm fluid all over my vinyl plank flooring. Her legs shook and nearly buckled. She suddenly let go of the dildo, leaving it sticking out of my ass like a giant butt plug. She covered her pussy with both hands. Fluid dribbled out from between her fingers as she stumbled back into the wall. Her eyes were nearly rolled into the back of her head. I tried to think if Tasha had ever had an orgasm like that with me, but I couldn’t think of any examples—not even when we first started sleeping together.  

    I pushed the dildo out of my ass, letting it fall onto the floor with a dull thud. Then I caught my reflection again and realized I was still in that leopard print dress and makeup. I watched as my face turned from red to white, then I looked away quickly. “I—I should get ready to go,” I said suddenly. 

    She pulled up her pants, which were all soaked from her impressive squirting. “I should get back to my trailer and change,” she said. Even her face was red as if she was embarrassed—though I’m not sure if it was the squirting mess or the indulging in her cross-dresser fetish that did her in. We said nothing else as she left my camper. I spent the next fifteen minutes cleaning the trailer and myself up. Before washing off my makeup, I stared at myself in the mirror. I stared into my eyes and felt a cold tingle running up my spine. I kind of looked like a girl. Actually—I really looked like a girl. Maybe my hair wasn’t super feminine, but aside from that, I was kind of hot. I laughed nervously and then I heated up some water so I could wash my face.  

    Once I was cleaned up, I hit the highway without hesitation, still unsure of where I was headed.  

    




 

    [bookmark: WILDTEMPTATIONS4]CHAPTER IV 

    I made a stop at the bank on my way out of town. I had little hope when I went in to beg the teller to do something for me—anything. So I wasn’t so surprised when I was told that I was screwed. “Have you tried talking to your ex?” the teller asked.  

    “She changed her phone number and she’s five hundred miles away,” I said.  

    “Oh, shit,” the teller said. Even the teller knew that I was screwed. When I got back into my truck, I thought about turning around and heading back home, so I could try to get to the bottom of this financial crisis with Tasha. But I knew it couldn’t be done. I didn’t have the money to buy the gas that I needed to get there. I only had enough gas to make it another two hundred miles at most, and then I would be stuck until I found some other way to earn money.  

    I started having a panic attack fifteen minutes after I started driving south. When I crossed the state line into Arizona, I knew there was no going back. Home was far, far away now—and not just physically. I’d made the decision to run away, and now I was away. But what was I going to do? How was I going to start a new life?  

    I looked around at the hot desert around me. Was this where I wanted to be? Was this the place I wanted to start a new life? What does a person even do here? 

    My heart was pounding. Every mile I drove was one mile further I was from the only life that I knew. I looked down at my gas gauge and saw that I was already down to a quarter tank. I needed to find somewhere to stop, and I had a feeling I was going to be stuck wherever I stopped for quite a bit of time.  

    I saw a sign materializing in the distance. ‘CAMPSITE, 2 MILES UP AHEAD’. The sign was old and rusted and it came just before another sign that read ‘TUBA CITY, 4 MILES’. I had a good feeling about the area: a campsite just outside of a small town, where I could try to get a footing and figure out how I was going to advance to the next stage of my life.  

    As I turned down the crumbling road towards the campsite, a strange feeling washed over me. I was starting from scratch—starting with next to nothing. I didn’t even have a wardrobe—just a couple shirts and a pair of jeans. It was a scary feeling, but also a positive feeling. Maybe this time I could avoid the traps I fell into before.  

    The campsite was small: just six little sites, but only one was currently occupied by a small RV. I brought my truck to a stop near that little entrance and I looked around. It seemed strange to camp somewhere with no trees. I wondered how I would make a fire, and then I realized that there was probably no point in making a fire—it probably never dipped below seventy degrees unless it was the winter, and most people probably brought campers with stoves.  

    Next to me was a sign that had the campsite rates. They were reasonable: fifteen bucks a night for a regular site, twenty-five for a site with a power hook-up. I didn’t need power—at least I didn’t think I needed power.  

    I continued reading down the sign. ‘Please visit the administration trailer before setting up camp. Have your payment ready.’ I looked up at the lonely trailer on the site. What was my plan? Would I beg the man or woman in that trailer to let me stay for free? Would I spill my guts about my horrible predicament and hope for mercy? Whoever was in that little trailer was trying to make a living. There was no way they would let me roost needlessly. Maybe I could make some sort of deal. Maybe I could do some work for the campsite until I had money to pay. Or hell, maybe I could dress up like a chick and hope that the person running the park also had a strange feminization fetish.  

    My heart stuttered. Was that really such a bad idea? Maybe dressing up as a chick wasn’t such a terrible thought. At the previous site, with that dress and a bit of makeup, I actually looked like a chick—and I was even kind of pretty.  

    I knew that I probably wouldn’t get any sympathy as a man if I went and knocked on that trailer door and then whined about how my ex stole all of my money and left me with nothing. The person in the trailer would probably look at me as though I was a pathetic and miserable excuse for human life. But if I was a girl and I turned Tasha into a man in my tale, they might feel bad for me: another victim of an evil man. I hated the idea of putting on a dress and some makeup, but I was quickly starting to feel like it was my only hope. 

    I started backing my trailer up, heading back down that bumpy road. I just needed to get out of sight while I fixed myself up and came up with a proper plan—whether or not that involved Tasha’s old clothes and makeup.  

    Once I was down the road and below the hill from the campsite, I got out of my truck and hopped into my trailer. I found myself in front of my bathroom mirror, staring into my eyes. Without even realizing I was doing it, I started speaking aloud to myself in a girly voice—as if my subconscious was forcing me to practise—as if my subconscious had already made the decision for me. I straightened my back and I tried a few girly mannerisms, clasping my right wrist with my left hand, swaying gently from side to side while I talked. I tried batting my eyelashes. Then, once again without realizing it, I had my razor up to my cheek. I was carefully shaving away the little bit of stubble that had grown since I’d last shaved.  

    And then I shook my head. “Are you crazy?” I asked myself. I wasn’t really going to go through with this nonsense idea, was I? What other choice did I have? Hope for sympathy as a male? There’s a reason cops never let men go at traffic stops.  

    I ran my fingers through my hair. If I was really going to convince a person that I was a chick, then I was going to need a wig. Sure, maybe my hair did look a bit feminine, but a wig would help to complete the look. But where could I get a wig? Don’t wigs cost absurd amounts of money?  

    I unhitched my trailer and started driving into the small nearby town of Tuba City. It was only five minutes away—and the town was very small. I parked my truck on the side of the road and then I walked down the small strip of shops until I spotted a wigged mannequin in a store window. She had long, straight blonde hair, which looked impressively real by mannequin standards. I stared at it for a moment as my heart started pounding harder and harder. I’d never stolen anything in my life, but now I was desperate. And would they really miss the wig? It’s not like it was a product they were selling, and it’s not like it was the reason people were going into the store. They could live without it—right? And they probably wouldn’t even notice it missing.  

    I slipped into the store with my hands buried deep in my pockets. The older woman at the cash register looked up at me with a smile. I returned the smile as I did a slow lap around the store. It was a women’s clothing store, and most of the clothing was made specifically for tourists; half of the shirts had pictures of the Grand Canyon on them. 

    “Can I help you find anything?” the old woman asked. I looked around to make sure she was the only staff member in the store. Then I scanned the ceiling quickly for security cameras. There were none. Theft probably wasn’t a big problem in that small, quaint town. I looked back at the woman.  

    “I’m buying something for my wife,” I said.  

    “Anything in particular?” she asked. 

    “I was thinking a shirt,” I said. I looked around to find the smallest pile of shirts. “I like that one.”  

    “What size is your wife?” 

    “She’s a small,” I said. 

    I watched the woman walk to the pile of shirts. She dug through until she found a small. “Perfect,” she said 

    “Actually—she’s more like an extra small. Do you have extra smalls?”  

    The woman looked at me for a moment. Then she looked back down at the pile. “We might have a few in the back. I’ll go take a look for you.” 

    “That would be great. Thank you.”  

    I watched the old woman with an awkward smile on my face. Once she was around the corner, I sprung into action. I ran over to that mannequin and I snatched the wig and stuffed it under my shirt. It looked like a silly, awkward bulge, and it was making my tummy itch. I tried repositioning it, and then I heard the old woman’s voice. “Excuse me,” she called out.  

    My heart plunged into my itchy stomach. I looked up slowly and saw her staring at me. I opened my mouth to try to spew out an excuse, but no words came out. 

    Then she said, “Did you say extra small? For some reason I can’t remember.” I saw that she was squinting. She had a pair of glasses sitting on top of her head. She probably couldn’t see that I was robbing her. 

    “Right. Extra small is fine,” I said. 

    She nodded her head and then she went back to continue her search. I tucked my shirt into my pants to hold my new lump potbelly in place. Then I sauntered back over to the pile of t-shirts as the older woman emerged from the back. “We don’t have any extra smalls,” she said. “But I grabbed these other shirts in extra small.” She held up a small pile of shirts. 

    “Oh, that’s okay. I really wanted that one particular shirt. I’ll come back another time.” I smiled, nodded, and then I zipped directly out of that store, heading back towards my truck without looking back. I knew I looked suspicious. I knew I was a complete scumbag. But at least now I knew that I would be able to look like a more convincing woman so that I could resist homelessness for at least another night.  

    




 

    [bookmark: WILDTEMPTATIONS5]CHAPTER V 

    I was starting to worry about my sanity by the time I got to putting on Tasha’s mascara. I’d been standing in a camper trailer for over an hour, getting dressed up like my ex-girlfriend in the middle of the Arizona desert. I don’t think I could have come up with a more outrageous scenario if I tried. My throat was starting to hurt from constantly talking—talking to myself like a psychopath—trying to work out the sound of my feminine voice. 

    “It won’t be so bad,” I kept saying to myself in that practised voice. “Just stay in character and look sad.” I spent another forty minutes getting every little detail perfect. I used nearly half a container of makeup wipes resetting my eyes so I could try again and again. Watching the transformation happen slowly was tedious, making me question whether I really did look like a woman. But after I took a short break (so I could pace up and down the trailer hallway while trying to talk myself out of this crazy idea), I looked in the mirror and surprised myself with how good I looked. I really did look like a girl—the kind of girl that I might have actually been into.  

    And I suppose that was no surprise seeing as I was wearing the little white dress of a girl I had been into, and I was wearing her makeup too. Though I’d never been too into blondes before, but I think the light tone suited me. I ended up getting carried away, desperate for this plan to work; I found a bottle of blue nail polish and I painted all of my nails. While the paint dried, I continued talking to myself, working on my girly inflections. I was just doing my best impression of Tasha—an impression that I did all the time when I was with her, whenever I wanted to bug her. She hated the impression because she said I sounded too much like a girl. “Guys shouldn’t be able to sound like that,” she would say. Maybe she was right, but now, as I prepared to rely entirely on my ability to impersonate a girl, I was happy that I could do that impression.  

    The sky was starting to darken. I looked out the window of my little camper and saw that the sun was approaching the edge of the horizon. I needed to get this show on the road.  

    I got out and hitched the trailer back up to my truck. Then I took a deep breath. It was time to put all of my work to the test. I hopped into my truck and slowly pulled up that dirt road. I saw that trailer materializing in the distance. There was a light on inside, glowing orange against the dimming sky. My heart started palpitating. I closed my eyes for a moment and took the deepest breath of fresh desert air into my lungs that I could. Then I put my truck in park and hopped out.  

    The warm desert breeze tickled my thighs. I could feel that warm air all the way up to the panties that were holding my cock in place. If that dress hadn’t been so short, I would have worn my boxers. I reached under my skirt now to make sure that nothing had slipped loose. It all seemed fine. So I stepped up to the trailer door and knocked.  

    Another breeze blew some of my long blonde hair into my face. I gently brushed it aside, being careful not to accidentally nudge my wig and expose myself in the worst possible place. The trailer shook slightly as someone inside stood up. I could hear the footsteps coming towards the door. They were heavy and pronounced definitely belonging to a male. I felt strangely relieved that it was a male: a man would be less likely to see through my disguise. Women are too observant. They notice things that men don’t even think to notice. I knew where men’s eyes went, and I knew I was covered on all those bases. I had my fake tissue tits, which looked shockingly good. I had my dolled up face, which I knew could pass the test. I had my long, smooth legs, which had always looked unfortunately feminine (but fortunately in this case).  

    The door opened and my heart stopped beating for one long moment. I looked into the man’s eyes and did everything I could to force a smile. He was a younger man—in his early thirties at the oldest. He had some scruff on his face and his short dark hair was ruffled and scruffy. He was tall, nearly hitting his head on the top of his doorframe. He slowly looked from me to my camper trailer, and then back at me. “Want a site?” he asked. His voice was deep and he had a thick southerner accent, which was obvious after just three small words.  

    Suddenly, I couldn’t remember my plan. I forgot all of the words I planned on saying. I even forgot my own sad story about my stealing ex—which was a true story, so how could I forget it so easily?  

    I was too afraid to speak, too afraid to put my voice to the test. Or maybe I was just in shock that he was looking at me normally, as if there was nothing wrong with the way I looked. Was I really passing the test? Did I not look like a mentally disturbed psychopath? Did I really look like a girl? 

    “Well, miss?” he said.  

    I nodded my head. “I—uh—I don’t have money,” I finally managed to say. I hated my choice of words. Why were those the words I went with? I probably sounded like one of those bums that sit on the subway and pretend to be blind—or like the homeless guy that always sat outside of the McDonalds and shamed everyone who didn’t give him change.  

    “No money?” the man said. He looked back up at my truck, which was a 2015 Ford F150—worth at least $25,000.  

    I tried to swallow the lump in my throat. “My ex maxed out my credit cards and emptied out my bank account. I need somewhere to stay while I get it all figured out.” I looked back at my trailer. “This is all I have.”  

    The man continued to stare at me. His lips refused to even crack the slightest smile. I felt dread churning in my gut. I knew that I probably wasn’t going to receive much in the way of sympathy, but at least I tried.  

    “Alright,” he said with his thick southerner accent. “Go ahead and take site five.” He pointed across the small campsite, and then he stepped back into his trailer, closing the door before I could thank him for his compassion. I suddenly had a smile on my face. My skin was tingling with excitement. Did my plan really just work? Or would he have given me the site had I walked up to his trailer as a man?  

    I slowly walked back to my truck, still with that big grin on my face. I hopped into the driver’s seat and pulled my trailer onto my assigned site. Then I got out and unhitched the trailer from my truck. The sun was just disappearing over the horizon now and the brightest stars were starting to appear in the sky. Another warm breeze tickled its way up my bare thighs, and then I realized that I was stuck as a girl as long as I was at that campsite.  

    




 

    [bookmark: WILDTEMPTATIONS6]CHAPTER VI 

    I spent the next hour in my trailer, staring blankly at the wall, realizing suddenly how stupid my plan was. Maybe it was because I never actually expected my plan to work… But now he thought that I was a woman, so I had to continue being a woman until I found somewhere else to go. I hardly had any gas in my truck and I had no way to pay for a tank. Was my plan to beg for money on the street, until I could afford to move onto the next destination? Or would I try to get a job in town, until I could afford a small apartment?  

    It was dark now, but I didn’t want to take off my makeup or my dress. I knew I would need the makeup if I wanted to go out—and I would have to go out to pump some water for the night, seeing as my own water tank was nearly empty. I peeked out the window and saw that the bearded man was sitting out, staring off into the distance. He turned to look my way and I slammed the curtain shut before he saw me. My heart raced. What if I was stuck here for a week or two while I tried to figure my life out? Did that mean that I was stuck wearing skirts and dresses for a week? Would I have to do the voice whenever I was around the guy? And what about when I went into town? How could I be a man in town if I couldn’t get myself changed and washed up at my campsite?  

    It was late when I decided I would spend the next day trying to find another campsite. I could leave the camper and take the truck—use the last of my gas while I tried my sad story with other campsite owners, hoping I would get sympathy as a man, so I wouldn’t have to live the next month of my life in a dress and panties. But again: how could I go out as a man without risking the only place I currently had to live? Maybe I could just drive my camper out into the middle of the desert and hope that the police wouldn’t find me there. No, there wouldn’t be any water or power, but at least I wouldn’t have to keep a tight pair of panties over my cock for an undetermined amount of time.  

    I sat down on my little camper couch. At least I had to admit that the dress was comfortable. The fabric was soft and light, and I didn’t ever have to pull it down because it was riding up into my crotch in an uncomfortable way. I reached up and ran my fingers through my hair. The hair was surprisingly soft, seeing as it was the wig of a mannequin. It felt kind of nice, resting on my shoulders.  

    I stared blankly at the wall, trying to think of some way to pass the time. Then I remembered my little romp with the park supervisor. I remembered how amazing it felt when she plunged that dildo into my asshole. And now I was curious to give that a try once more.  

    I dug into the small drawer of sex toys that was underneath the couch. I pulled out a long, curved vibrator. I wondered if the vibration would make the sensation even better.  

    Then I awkwardly looked around at all of my windows, making sure the blinds were closed completely—so there was no way the man could see me embarrassingly fucking myself to pass the boredom. I pulled my feet up onto the couch and then I gently pulled my panties aside, under my dress, to expose my asshole. I brought the tip of the vibrator to my lips, to get it lubricated for entry. There was no lube in the camper—Tasha had always hated lubricants (she claimed they made her pussy itch), so we always simply used saliva to get the job done.  

    I brought that bulbous tip down to my exposed butthole and then I started to gently twist the object into my ass. I squirmed slightly, trying not to rock too hard so the trailer wouldn’t bounce and snatch the camp owner’s attention. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, forcing my anal muscles to relax. Then suddenly, I managed to penetrate myself. I gasped and then I covered my mouth, worried the thin camper walls wouldn’t be enough to stop sound from escaping. I carefully pushed the dildo deep into my asshole.  

    This time, I didn’t feel the same stretching pain that I did with the park supervisor. Maybe my asshole was already stretched, or maybe the dildo was thinner. It certainly didn’t seem thinner. I could feel every ribbed inch of it pushing into my body. I kept squirming and groaning, keeping one hand over my lips so I wouldn’t make too much noise. I twisted the dildo gently and pushed in different directions, trying to find that amazing spot that the park supervisor seemed to find so easily. Now, it was just feeling strange, like something was inside of me that didn’t belong. I raised my knees higher and I leaned further back, trying to find that sweet spot. Then suddenly, my finger accidentally pressed the on button and the device started vibrating loudly. 

    I gasped and covered my mouth again. All of my muscles clenched as an eccentric tingling overwhelmed me between the legs. I found the spot, and I learned that a pleasant vibration really makes a difference. I held the fake cock in place for a minute before I started to press it down harder against what I assume was my prostate gland. I couldn’t fight the groan that escaped my lips.  

    It was another minute before I started to pump the vibrator in and out, pushing against that sweet spot repeatedly. I was careful not to push too hard, knowing that I was sticking a foreign object inside of my body and pressing it against an organ. I didn’t want to rupture anything. I didn’t want to make any humiliating visits to the hospital. But I also didn’t want to stop. I wanted that pleasure to continue—so I sunk down further and took a big breath of air into my lungs.  

    My cock was hard in my panties, stretching them thin. I gently ran the tip of my finger along the base of my shaft. When my fingertip reached the tip of my cock, a warm shudder ran through my body. It felt so good. I wanted to grab my cock and beat it senselessly, until I was covered in my own cum, but more than anything, I wanted this amazing pleasure to last as long as possible, so I resisted the urge to beat myself off. I just kept plunging the vibrator, fucking myself with a toy I bought for my ex-girlfriend.  

    Now I had the urge to squeal like a pig. I bit down hard on my tongue to suppress the urge, but it kept getting stronger. I brought my feet right up to my bum and I clenched my anal muscles tight, hugging the beautiful vibrator. I wondered if this was close to what women felt when they had their orgasms. It was so much more than a normal male ejaculation. It was twice as strong and lasting way longer. My cock was twitching and I felt like I was about to piss everywhere. I clenched as hard as I could, worried I really was going to piss on myself. The tingling was so strong. I knew that I should probably stop myself before I made a big mess, but I didn’t want that pleasure to end. 

    I was pumping myself quickly now, pulling that toy in and out rapidly, pounding it down against my prostate with firm penetrations. “Oh God,” I groaned. And then the pleasure reached its climax. I squirmed and moaned. I could feel hot wetness around my crotch. I looked down and saw a big wet spot developing around the tip of my dick. I was worried I was pissing, and then I saw the long globs of cum dribbling down my thighs, escaping my panties. There was no pee, but a lot of cum.  

    I slid down onto my back and I let go off the vibrator. I was sweaty and out of breath, still partially in my state of euphoric bliss. I stared up at the ceiling and remained still for the next fifteen minutes. Then I got up to clean the cum off of my thighs. I gave myself a scare when I looked in the bathroom window, forgetting that I was still dolled up and in a skimpy dress and blonde wig. My cheeks were dark red from my self-humiliation.  

    I took a deep breath and got on with my cleaning. I couldn’t quite figure out why I decided to fuck myself in the ass. I could have played a card game with myself or read a book or a magazine. Why did my mind go straight to anal play? And why did I enjoy it so much? I tried to push those questions out from my mind.  

    Still in my dress and makeup, I picked a book out from the small selection in the camper and I read by the small LED light until I was too tired to keep my eyes open.  

    




 

    [bookmark: WILDTEMPTATIONS7]CHAPTER VII 

    It was a beautiful morning when I stepped out from my camper and stretched my arms into the air. I walked casually over to the far edge of the campsite and then I pulled out my cock and started to pee.  

    With my eyes still mostly closed, I took a deep breath of the fresh desert air. The morning sun was nice on my skin. Then I looked down as my pee neared the end of its stream, and I saw that I was still wearing the black satin nightie I put on before dozing off.  

    I quickly wrangled my cock back into my panties and I looked back swiftly to make sure the camp owner wasn’t watching. His trailer was dark and silent, and his curtains appeared to be closed. My heart was suddenly racing. I’d forgotten that I was still pretending to be a girl. I’d forgotten about the whole chain of events that led to that very moment, but it was all coming back to me now.  

    I quickly tried to pull down the tiny skirt of the nightie to cover my ass, which was completely exposed—even though no one was there to see. I carefully jogged back to my camper before I was caught in the skimpy nighttime attire. 

    The night before, I decided to put on the nightie instead of my usual sleeping t-shirt and sweatpants, just in case he came to my door for any reason. I didn’t want to risk giving up my identity and losing the only refuge I had left. I wasn’t going to take any chances. And unfortunately, the only nighttime attire that Tasha had in the camper was from the intimate section of Victoria’s Secret.  

    It took ten minutes before my heart stopped pounding. I looked out the small window of my camper at his little trailer. The windows were still dark and it still wasn’t moving. He probably didn’t see me, right? My identity was surely still safe… 

    I wasn’t at a site with a power hook-up, so I had no way to heat up water for coffee—though I did have some firewood I could use to make a fire. I looked back out the window at the site’s fire pit. My heart stuttered at the thought of going back out there, but I was going to have to get used to the idea of being out in the open eventually. So I grabbed a small stack of firewood, some kindling, and a lighter, and then I awkwardly stepped back out into the morning sun. 

    I kept looking over at his silent camper as I got my fire going. I pulled out one of my folding chairs and placed it down facing the impressive view of the desert—but turned just enough that I could keep an eye on his trailer door. It only took a few minutes before I had the water boiling for my coffee. I used a French press to make a single cup. The caffeine was much needed.  

    I looked back out at the view with my steaming mug in my hand. That warm breeze was still flowing through the air, still teasing up my bare legs. It was a feeling that I was starting to like. It was a shame that I wasn’t Scottish, so I couldn’t wear a skirt all the time.  

    I heard his door open and I looked over quickly. He was stepping down from his little trailer. He looked at me and waved, and instead of waving back, I looked away swiftly. I instantly felt like an idiot, so I forced myself to look back at him with a smile, but I could feel that my smile was far from convincing. He was no longer looking my way. He probably thought that I was some ungrateful bitch. Why didn’t I just wave back? Why didn’t I return the smile right away? Why did I look away like some morbidly shy preteen boy?  

    He was pumping water now at a nearby pump. He made it look easy, pulling that big metal level up as if it weighed nothing and then pushing it down, hardly flexing his muscles. Those pumps weren’t easy to use. Then again, I apparently had the body of a ditsy little slut, so maybe my idea of difficult was a bit skewed.  

    I found myself watching him when he wasn’t looking. I was trying to figure him out—trying to figure out why a young, handsome guy would want to live on a campsite in the middle of nowhere. I could see that he had a nice face under that scruff—he just needed a little bit of cleaning up. He had thick muscles and that kind of deep voice that so many girls go crazy over, so why wasn’t he living in a city and eating up all the pussy he could get? Why was he wasting his glory years in the desert, living in a trailer, making twenty bucks here and there if he was lucky?  

    He looked over at me and I looked away quickly. My cheeks became warm and red, but I wasn’t sure why. I wanted to run back into my trailer to hide, but I didn’t want to look suspicious. Then I started feeling awkward about looking away so abruptly, so I slowly turned and looked back at him. He was still looking in my direction, so I forced a big smile. “Hey there,” I said in my girly voice, which I hadn’t used in a dozen hours. Luckily it came out properly.  

    He nodded his head and then returned to his duties. My heart stuttered. Once he finished pumping a bunch of water into a series of buckets, he moved onto chopping wood that he had piled up next to his trailer. He was working hard while I was doing absolutely nothing. I felt guilty, sitting there on his property on his dime. So while he was wiping sweat from his forehead, I decided to ask, “Is there anything I can do? You know—to repay you for letting me stay here?”  

    He looked up and me and stared into my eyes for a long moment. Then he shook his head before returning to chopping wood. He wasn’t the chattiest man, but maybe that was a good thing. Maybe it was best that I stayed out of his way and kept my mouth shut. So that’s what I did, turning back to face the sunrise over the scenic desert. But that guilt was still swirling in my stomach. I still felt like I owed him something. And for some reason, I felt the urge to speak to him again, this time while he was having a sip from his water bottle. 

    “So have you been here long?” I asked from across the small campsite.  

    He looked at me for a moment before nodding his head. “Two years,” he said. 

    “Do you like it here?” I asked. 

    He waited a moment before shrugging his shoulders.  

    “It’s very pretty,” I said.  

    He shrugged his shoulders again. I was getting the feeling that he didn’t want to talk to me. But for some reason, I just kept going. “So do you have a girlfriend or a wife?” I asked. 

    This time he didn’t look up at me, but I could see his cheeks turning a shade of pink. “Nah,” he said. And then it started to occur to me that he wasn’t trying to be standoffish, but he was possibly just shy. He thought he was talking to a young, pretty woman in a tiny dress. I probably would have been shy in his position as well—especially if I was oblivious to the fact the girl was actually a boy in disguise.  

    “You’re a good looking guy. What are you doing single?” I asked. 

    And then his face became even redder. “Just don’t have time for that stuff, I guess,” he said with an awkward laugh. Then he walked around to the back of his trailer and he didn’t emerge. Maybe I scared him off, or maybe he really didn’t want to talk to me.  

    So after I was finished my coffee, I went into my trailer to get myself washed up. I cleaned my face and I cleaned my hair underneath my wig. Then I just had to spend the next two hours getting dolled up again because it was the only way I could leave my trailer, which was starting to get uncomfortably hot in that desert sunshine.  

    Today, I attempted a new look: a cat eye look with smoky eye shadow. It was a style that Tasha often wore, but it always looked a bit awkward on her because she had small, beady eyes. But I had big, flashing eyes—and I thought I pulled the look off pretty well.  

    I spent far too long trying on different outfits. It was a soft pink skirt and white bodysuit combination that ended up being my outfit of choice for the day. I was adjusting the skirt when I heard the rumble of big vehicles approaching. I went to my little trailer window and I looked out to see a giant cloud of dust rising up behind a caravan of RVs and camper trailers. I ducked down low while I watched, though I wasn’t sure why. The campers all slowed down to a stop, except for one long RV, which pulled onto the campground, right up to the site owner’s trailer.  

    The world’s most stereotypical suburb-barbecuing father stepped out from the driver’s seat. His armpits and collar were dark with sweat as he reached his arms into the air, as if he was stretching his body for the first time in twelve hours. He looked around with his hands planted firmly on his hips, and then he walked up to the door of the trailer.  

    “Anyone home?” he called out. Judging by his accent, he was from the Midwest.  

    It was a moment later when the door opened and my scruffy friend stepped out. He looked at the caravan of trailers and then down at the man. “What can I do for you?” I was hardly able to hear from where I sat crouched in my trailer.  

    “I’d like to rent the whole site. Big family reunion—we’re all here to see the Grand Canyon and need a place to stay for the next three nights—maybe four.”  

    The scruffy site owner looked around. “We’ve only got four sites open. Can you squeeze into four?”  

    “Sorry. We would need all of ‘em—all six sites. You wouldn’t mind just moving your trailer for a few days, would you? We can pay a premium. I know, I know: we should have booked. I don’t know why we didn’t book. We just thought we would be able to roll in and find six sites together. I guess that was silly thinking. But you don’t mind, do you? Like I said—we’re willing to pay a premium.” 

    The site owner shook his head. “Sorry,” he said. “We’ve only got the four sites. I could maybe move my trailer up the road, but that only gives you five.”  

    “Just ask this guy here to go somewhere else for the week,” the suburban father said, motioning towards my trailer. I ducked down suddenly, even though nobody looked my way. “We found lots of single sites open at other campgrounds.”  

    “That’s a lady,” the site owner said, as if it made a difference—and maybe it did. “I can’t ask her to leave. That wouldn’t be fair.” 

    “C’mon, man. I’m willing to pay you extra—double even: four nights, all of your sites.”  

    The site owner hesitated as I rose back up to look through the window.  

    “Nothing I can do to help you,” the site owner said. “Unless you want to squeeze in tight—I don’t think the lady there would mind.”  

    “Is it not your site?” the man asked. 

    The owner shrugged his shoulders. “Yeah.”  

    “Then you can do what you want. Just politely ask her to go. We’re willing to pay—a thousand bucks for the week. Just give us the site.”  

    The owner hesitated again. That was probably more money than he made in two months running that tiny campsite. So why wasn’t he taking the offer? Why was he fighting on my behalf, seeing as I wasn’t even paying him a dime? “There’s just nothing I can do.”  

    “You’re kidding me,” the man said. “Fifteen hundred—that’s as high as we can go. All the other sites are booked solid. We just want to have our reunion somewhere nice—not at a Wal-Mart parking lot.”  

    “Sorry, fella.”  

    The now red-faced father shook his head. “You’re a fucking idiot. Got the hots on this girl or something? I’m offering you fifteen hundred bucks for four or five days. Take the money, man. Have you ever booked this site out? Do you even care about money? Does that truck just run on happy thoughts and unicorn piss?”  

    “Sorry, fella,” the site owner said again. Then the site became silent. I bit down on my tongue. Maybe this was my cue to step out and volunteer to leave. I could find somewhere else to live for a week, couldn’t I? Maybe I could try my little girly trick with another camp owner. Now I was just overwhelmed with guilt, taking money away from this hardworking young man. And why did I deserve the handout?  

    “You’re a real stupid idiot,” the father said as he walked back towards his RV. “Can you even count? Do you know how much money fifteen hundred dollars is? You’re such a goddamn idiot.” He hopped into his RV and started pulling away, shaking his head the whole time. The caravan took a few minutes to awkwardly back out and turn around to try their luck at the next little pit stop. Once the dust cleared, I stepped out from my trailer. I couldn’t remember a time I felt nearly as guilty.  

    I stepped up to his door and knocked. He answered a moment later. “What can I do for you?” he asked, staring into my eyes with that blank look he always seemed to have on his face.  

    “Why did you do that?” I asked. 

    “Do what?” 

    “Why did you turn those people away? They were offering a lot of money. I can go—I can find somewhere else to live for a week.” 

    “I thought you had no money,” he said.  

    “I don’t have any money. But that’s not your problem. I have my camper. I could just park in the desert.”  

    “Without power how can you run AC? You would burn up before lunchtime.”  

    “Whatever!” I said. “That’s not your problem. Don’t worry about me. Kick me out if you have to.”  

    He kept that blank stare on his face. “Anything else?” he said.  

    And now I really felt like I owed him. But how could I pay him back if I had nothing to give? He wouldn’t let me work for him and I had no money and nothing of value, aside from my truck and my camper.  

    “What do you want?” I asked. I figured I could maybe go into town and find him something. Maybe I could steal it, or maybe I could offer to work temporarily for a storeowner until I could afford whatever he wanted.  

    But he just shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t want anything,” he said.  

    A strange tingling washed over me. My head became light and a lump suddenly rose up into my throat. “Take your cock out,” I said. As soon as those words left my tongue, I felt my face turn white. Did I just say that? Where did those words come from? They were never in my brain, so how did they manifest into real spoken words?  

    “Excuse me?” he said. 

    “I’m going to suck your cock. Take it out,” I said. It almost seemed like some alien had taken over my body and I was stuck watching like an incapacitated prisoner. I could feel my hands shaking and my legs trembling. 

    He was silent. His face was turning red. He looked down at me, and then he looked down at his pants. He wasn’t moving, so I did the work for him. I stepped up to his doorstep and then I sunk down to my knees. I grabbed his fly and I tugged it down, opening up his pants. He wasn’t stopping me—maybe he really wanted it. Maybe he was just too shy to admit that he was excited.  

    I reached into his open fly until I found his flaccid bulge. I had to squirm my fingers through the slot of his boxers until I could feel his warm flesh. Then I pulled the prize out, into the fresh desert air. He was long and thick, his shaft curving slightly to the left as it throbbed in my hand. I looked up into his eyes for a moment and saw that his face was now dark red and his eyes were glowing.  

    And then I looked back down at his shaft. I was holding it with my bare hands. But why? What had possessed me to do this? Had I lost my mind? Was I really this desperate to remain at the campsite?  

    I’d never touched another man’s cock before—it wasn’t even a thought that had ever crossed my mind. But I knew I wasn’t gay—at least I thought that I wasn’t gay. But maybe I was wrong. Maybe, after a week of turmoil, I was starting to learn things about myself that I had no idea about before. 

    I gently pushed back the foreskin of his fat dick. I watched as his bulbous tip emerged, and then I pulled his cock forward, pulling that foreskin back over his fat tip. I could feel his rod throbbing in the palm of my hand. It was a strange feeling, but also strangely satisfying.  

    I leaned forward, closing my eyes as I opened my mouth. I promised a blowjob and now I had to make good to my promise. I slipped his rod into my mouth and I began to suck. I bobbed my head slowly, feeling his heavy girth in my mouth. I couldn’t believe how warm it was. You could drop that cock in a cup to boil water!  

    Now I could feel his foreskin pulling back naturally as his cock grew longer. I could feel those veins thickening against my tongue. I kept my eyes closed as I tried to gather my thoughts. I wanted to convince myself that I was disgusted, but everything about his fat cock was strangely satisfying. Maybe it was no coincidence that I enjoyed being fucked in the ass with dildos. Maybe that was all just part of my apparent gayness. But I still liked women, didn’t I? I spent years with a woman and I never had a problem getting hard with her. I loved watching her tits bounce when I pumped her, and I loved the sound of her feminine moaning whenever she came. So maybe I was bi—because I was loving the feeling of him becoming erect in my mouth.  

    I had him hard now. I was sucking him out in the open—though he could see the long road in case anyone decided to come down. I was a slut, paying for my stay with sexual favours. And worse: I was enjoying it. I didn’t even know his name.  

    He groaned as a tiny drop of sweet pre-cum oozed out the tip of his mighty shaft. I sucked it up and swallowed it. Then I reached up and began to fondle his swelling ball sack. I felt amazingly talented as sucking cock, as if I’d done it a thousand times before. Maybe I was just good because I knew what felt good, seeing as I had a cock of my own. I knew to focus my attention close to the tip. I knew how good it felt when that little spot on the base of the tip is tickled. And I knew just how firmly to pucker my lips, and how quickly to bob my head.  

    He reached down and grabbed my head. My heart stuttered, suddenly worried about my wig. I had a couple of bobby pins holding it in place, but would that be enough?  

    I kept sucking and bobbing. I didn’t think he could get any harder, but somehow he managed. His cock wanted to point up and it was determined to do so. So I had to stand up taller on my knees and tilt my head down, just so I could keep his shaft in my mouth. I kept sucking, bobbing my head faster. He was groaning louder. “Fuck, that feels so good,” he said. 

    I wanted to taste his cum. I wanted him to fill my mouth and I wanted to swallow every drop of it. I knew it was coming. I could feel his shaft swelling and his fingers were starting to shake on top of my head. I was almost tempted to beg for him to come, as if it would make a difference. I didn’t stop sucking. I didn’t stop bobbing my head. 

    Then suddenly, I felt him spray the back of my throat with his thick goo. He groaned loudly, his knees buckling slightly. He trembled all over and I was worried for a moment that he was going to fall over. I pulled the tip of his cock to the tip of my mouth and I caught the final few blasts on the flat of my tongue. Then I let his cock fling upwards while I swallowed his whole load.  

    I stood up slowly, wobbling slightly as my heart fluttered. I looked into his eyes and then I looked away quickly. He wasn’t saying anything and I wasn’t saying anything either. It was almost a whole minute later when I decided to break the awkward silence by asking, “What’s your name?”  

    “Joel,” he said.  

    “I’m Brenna,” I said. 

    He smiled—maybe the first time I’d ever seen him smile.  

    “Nice to meet you, Brenna.”  

    That was the extent of our awkward conversation. I wiped my lips and then I turned to return to my trailer. He went back into his trailer and then I didn’t see him again that day until he went back out near the evening to chop some more wood and to fill some more buckets with well water.  

    




 

    [bookmark: WILDTEMPTATIONS8]CHAPTER VIII 

    It was the next day when I found myself in town. I had to walk because I was trying to save that last bit of gas in my truck for when I really needed it—whenever that was. And it was a long walk in that desert heat.  

    I had a bag full of male clothes, makeup wipes, and makeup. My plan was to find a public bathroom, get changed, try to find some sort of job I could work for a few weeks, and then change back into my feminine guise before heading back to the campsite. But the thought of spending twenty minutes cleaning myself up and then an hour later to get back into my feminine guise was exhausting. Once I was standing in the middle of that small touristy town, with tourists walking around me, oblivious to the fact that I was actually a male, I figured it was probably a more economical use of time to just remain in my Brenna disguise. And then I wouldn’t have to worry about Joel making a trip into town and seeing me as a man.  

    Also, I figured I would have a better chance at landing a job as a girl—and I was right. After doing a full lap around the little town, I only found one ‘HELP WANTED’ sign, and it was for a little diner, which was employed exclusively with women as far as I could tell.  

    It was a 50s style diner, with Coca-Cola signs and a milkshake machine and the girl working behind the counter had an old-fashioned baby blue uniform on, which was actually a little bit sexy in a retro kind of way. “Want a milkshake?” the girl asked me. She was about my age—maybe a couple of years older. She looked happy, even though she was working a seemingly boring job in a seemingly boring little town.  

    “I was actually hoping to ask about the job opening. Is that still available?” 

    She laughed and nodded her head in an exaggerated way. “Of course it is. You live around here? I don’t think I’ve ever seen you before.”  

    “I just moved here. I’m trying something new,” I said. 

    “What’s your name?” 

    “Brenna.”  

    “Well, it’s my daddy’s diner, so it’s up to him. He’ll be out for a couple of hours. But maybe if you want to earn a few bucks right now, you can help me wash some of these dishes while I make a few burgers for these fine folks here.” She reached under the counter and pulled up a baby blue apron before motioning over to the deep sink, which was loaded with dishes. I was shocked by how casual she was about my job application: no interview, no resume, and no deliberation. I put on the apron and slipped in front of the sink. I ran the water warm and then I started washing the dishes. I took my time, trying to wrap my head around what had just happened. I watched as customers came and went. The regulars all seemed so nice. Some of the tourists were a bit short though.  

    But in a way, washing those dishes in that little diner was cathartic. It was relaxing. I felt like I was actually contributing to the world in a tiny way. I wasn’t worried about deadlines and I wasn’t worried about appearances. I could just let my mind wander while I scrubbed plates and bowls and forks and spoons.  

    A man came into the diner and looked at me with narrowed eyes. Before he could say anything, the girl who had given me temporary employment said, “This is Brenna. She wants the waitress job.”  

    “You ever been a waitress before?” the man asked. 

    I shook my head. “Sorry—no.”  

    “It’s really not rocket science. You take orders and then you bring food to people. You okay with twelve bucks an hour to start?”  

    I nodded my head. “That’s fine.”  

    He smiled, nodded his head, and then slipped into the back. I wasn’t sure if I was supposed to leave or continue working. I didn’t bother asking. I just kept scrubbing dishes until there was none left to clean. I wiped down my little area, and then the young woman who hired me slid a hamburger towards me. “Can you take that to table six, please?” So I took the plate to the man sitting at the table with the number six hovering above it. And suddenly, I was a waitress.  

    When I showed up the next morning, they had a cute little baby blue outfit for me. The skirt was a bit short, so I was careful not to do too much bending over. I made just over eighty dollars in wages, and another fifty dollars in tips. I took that money back to the campsite and slipped it all underneath Joel’s door. Then, while I was just about to hop into the shower in my little trailer, there was a knock at my door. 

    With a towel wrapped around my body, I answered the door. “What is it?” I asked. 

    He held the money out. “What’s this for?” he said. 

    “I’m repaying you for letting me stay here,” I said.  

    “You don’t have to,” he said. “It’s not like it’s costing me anything for you to be here.” 

    “What do you mean?” I said. “You had to turn away that whole family the other day.”  

    He shrugged his shoulders. “Just take your money,” he said.  

    “I really want you to have it.”  

    He sighed and shook his head. Then he slipped two twenties out from the wad and placed the rest down on my little kitchen counter. “This is way more than enough,” he said. Then he turned and went back towards his trailer. I grabbed the money and chased after him.  

    “Wait!” I said, holding the money out. “I’d really feel better if you took it! I want to pay you back.” 

    He turned and looked at me. “You paid me back the other day—remember?” It took me a moment to realize he was referring to the blowjob.  

    I stared into his eyes for a moment, and then I said, “Wait. Are you saying you want me to suck your dick again?”  

    His face suddenly became dark red. He shook his head quickly. “No, no,” he said. “I—I’m just saying that was enough. That’s all.” 

    “You don’t have to be so nice to me. You don’t owe me anything.”  

    “Just stop worrying about it.” 

    “I can’t stop worrying about it. I don’t want to be a freeloader. I’ll suck your dick again if that’s what you want.” My stomach turned and gargled. Why was I making that offer? Why was I allowing myself to become such a slut?  

    His face was dark red once again. “Look, if you want to pay me a few bucks a week to stay here, that’s fine. But I really don’t need your money. And I don’t need you to put out for me either. I don’t want you to think that I’m like that.” 

    “Then what’s the point of keeping me around?” I asked. 

    He became silent, looking down at his feet. He didn’t respond to my question, but I figured it out quickly. He liked my company. He just wanted me to stay around so he wouldn’t be lonely. And maybe he had a little crush on me—it certainly was starting to seem that way.  

    “I have something to tell you, Joel,” I said. Even though it was over ninety degrees, I suddenly felt cold. A shiver ran through my body and that increasingly familiar lump suddenly rose up into my throat.  

    “What is it?” he asked. 

    I looked down at the ground. I wanted to tell him the truth so badly, but I didn’t know what to say—partially because I was afraid of him knowing he was sucked off by a biological male, and partially because I didn’t even know what the truth really was. I nearly told him that I was just a man in disguise, but I didn’t even know if that was true anymore. Was I just a man in disguise? Or did I like being a girl? Whenever I had a chance to return to my masculinity, I remained in my girly clothes and makeup. I could have tried applying for that job as a man, but I chose not to. I told myself it was because of convenience, but was that really true? Now that I was being paid, I didn’t need to pretend to be a woman. I could afford a campsite. There was no longer a reason for me to keep that wig on my head and those little dresses on my body, yet there I was, still dolled up and cute.  

    “Well?” he said. 

    “I used to be a man,” I said, biting down hard on the edge of my tongue. “This girl thing—this is new.” I was expecting to feel nothing but terror, coming clean to the man that I tricked and took advantage of. But instead of feeling terror, I felt relief. I suddenly wasn’t carrying around the weight of that giant secret. I felt free—though still a bit worried for Joel’s sake. 

    He was silent, now staring down at me as if he was trying to figure out if it was true. “You weren’t always a lady?” he asked. 

    I shook my head. “Sorry. I wanted to tell you, but—I was worried you would throw me out. And I really didn’t have anywhere else to go.”  

    “So you’ve got a… a cock between your thighs?”  

    I nodded my head. “I’m sorry.”  

    He continued to stare at me with that blank look. Now his face wasn’t red, but instead it was bone white. His lips parted for a moment but the words he wanted to speak didn’t come out. I could almost hear his heart throbbing. Then, suddenly, he said, “Well you make a pretty lady.”  

    My heart skipped a beat. Was he not angry? Was he not going to throw me out or beat me up or scorn me for fooling him? “Really?” I asked hesitantly.  

    He nodded his head. “If I’m going to be honest, I haven’t stopped thinking about you since you showed up here.”  

    I blushed. “Really?”  

    He shrugged his shoulders. “But I’m afraid I don’t really believe you. It just seems too… impossible.”  

    I bit down hard on the edge of my tongue. Then I lifted up my skirt to show him my bulge. He stared at it for a moment before reaching down slowly to carefully run his fingers along my shaft. He took a deep breath in. “It’s real?” he said. 

    “Yeah.”  

    Then he pushed his meaty fingers underneath my panties and gently grabbed my flaccid cock. He caressed it and massaged it, staring down at it the whole time. “It’s weird,” he said. 

    “What’s weird?” I felt weird having a man massage my cock.  

    “It feels girly,” he said. “It’s so soft and smooth. Even now that it’s getting hard—it’s still so smooth.”  

    I blushed again. “Well if you keep playing with it, it’s going to get really hard.”  

    “And it works?” he asked. 

    “Of course it works,” I said with a nervous chuckle. I was hard now. He wrapped his beat, strong hand around my cock, making it look small. He squeezed it firmly and began to pump it. His cheeks were still dark red and he was breathing heavily. I laughed again. “What are you doing?” 

    “I want to see it get off.”  

    I awkwardly swallowed that lump in my throat. “You know, if you fuck me in the ass hard enough, it will come.”   

    He looked up into my eyes. His face was lit up. Then he reached down and unzipped his fly. With a single move, he managed to fish out his already-erect penis. It was tall and thick and pulsing. He spun me around and then he tugged down my panties. “I have to see this,” he said, dragging his tip down to my puckering asshole.  

    I bent over as much as I could without falling over. I widened my stance. “Fuck me,” I said. 

    I looked down and saw my skirt being held up by my erection. It was a bit of a strange sight, but it was an arousing sight—and he seemed to like it, which made me feel warm and fuzzy inside. He started pushing. I formed my muscles to relax, and it was a moment before he penetrated me. I gasped and he groaned. He waited a moment before sinking deeper. “It’s so tight,” he growled with his deep voice.  

    “It feels so good,” I said. 

    He sunk deeper and deeper, until his muscular pelvis was pressed against my tush. Then he groaned and started to pump. I trembled all over. The euphoria came quickly. His cock was curved in the perfect way to reach that sweet spot that always ended up making such a big mess.  

    He pumped me faster and faster—harder and harder. I screamed loud, knowing there was no one around for miles to hear me, except for him. His hands moved up and down my sides. Occasionally, he would take his right hand and bring it forward, just to feel the length of my throbbing erection. I could tell that he was tempted to beat me off, but he wanted to see me coming without stimulating my penis. And it was only two minutes later when he got what he wanted. I groaned and managed to say, “It’s happening,” as soon as I felt like I was about to piss myself. 

    He leaned over my shoulder without taking his cock out of me, and he watched as I coated the desert ground with strands of warm cum. I trembled violently, but he held me up. Seconds later, his hot load was filling up my asshole. And in that moment, I knew that I’d ended up where I belonged. I knew that Tasha cheating on me was the best thing that had ever happened to me. I didn’t have much out in that desert, with my trailer and my almost-minimum-wage waitressing job—but I had everything I never knew that I wanted. 

    THE END  

    




 

    [bookmark: HAPPYHALLOWEEN]HAPPY HALLOWEEN 

    Victor can’t wait for the big Halloween party. It will be a night of firsts: his first high school house party, his first drink, and hopefully his first kiss (and maybe more). His friends, Kenny and Joel, are just as excited, but no one has a costume. 

    Kenny suggests that it would be funny to dress up as Katy Leone, the popular female character that half of the girls in the school will be dressed up as. Though he doesn’t expect Joel to take the joking advice and actually show up to the party in a skimpy black bodysuit with cat ears and a cat tail—especially because he’s dressed up as the same character. And now Victor is worried that he won’t get any action hanging around with two men dressed up like skimpy girls—but maybe the three boys will come up with their own fun after a few drinks.  

    




 

    [bookmark: HAPPYHALLOWEEN1]CHAPTER I 

    It was Halloween night, 2015. It was one of those perfect Halloweens that fell right on a warm Friday night.  

    I was still in high school, eight months away from graduation. I didn’t know what I wanted to take in college, but I was trying not to worry too much about it (or my slipping grades). It was the end of my youth, and I didn’t want to waste it worrying about the future.  

    For the past two months, my father had been hounding me about my future. “Well what are you going to do? You can’t just sit here and play video games for the rest of your life,” he had said to me on many occasions.  

    My mother, on the other hand, seemed more concerned about my single status. “Don’t you have a girlfriend? You really need a girlfriend.” I guess she thought that a girlfriend would pull me away from video games and inspire me to get a part time job or something—who knows? 

    “I’m not worrying about that stuff right now,” I tried to tell my parents. “I’ll be an adult next year—can’t I worry about this stuff then?” 

    “You’re eighteen! You already are an adult!” my father said.  

    I sighed. “But I’m still in school. Doesn’t that count for anything?” 

    “No.”  

    My parents were hard on me, but they hadn’t dropped the hammer on me just yet. My dad kept hinting that he was going to start charging me rent. I would come home from school and find job listings open on my computer. It was a week before Halloween when I started to find brochures for our local trade school, as if my dad was already starting to give up on my college hopes.  

    Sometimes I would save my lunch money up for a few days in a row so that I would have enough money to go out to the movies—sometimes with my friends and sometimes by myself, just to get away from my parents and the constant reminders that my carefree youth was coming to an end. 

    But I didn’t have it nearly as bad as Kenny. Kenny’s parents had already forced him to get a part time job at a burger joint. They were already charging him rent, even though he hadn’t even graduated high school yet. I used to hang out with Kenny every weekend, and every day after school, but now I almost never saw him unless we were in class together. He was always studying under his parents’ relentless rule.  

    And then there was Joel. Joel’s parents were doctors and they wanted the same from him. So they had him studying at all hours of the day. They’d even hired very expensive tutors to practically live in the house, so that he was in a constant learning environment. I went over one afternoon and it felt just like being at school. “I don’t envy you,” I said to him. 

    “Just kill me. When I’m asleep tonight, come into my room and kill me,” Joel said. He had a 96% grade average, but his parents apparently didn’t think that was good enough.  

    So maybe I didn’t have it quite so bad. But that didn’t mean that my youth should be forced away from me so suddenly. My parents should have been giving me some sympathy and some space instead of hovering over me constantly. So I was shocked when they told me that I could go to Jack Bradley’s big Halloween party. I was even more shocked when both Joel and Kenny told me that their parents were letting them go to the big Halloween bash.  

    “This is going to be epic,” Joel said the day before the party. He was practically trembling with excitement. “I can’t remember the last time my parents let me go out—never mind to a party!” 

    “Do they know that there’s going to be tons of booze and horny chicks?” Kenny asked. 

    “I’m guessing they have no idea,” I said. “Unless you told them. I sure as hell didn’t tell them.” 

    My parents knew that the party didn’t start until late, and they knew that I wouldn’t be home until the middle of the night—but they were still letting me go. I could hardly believe it. I couldn’t help but think that it was just my mom hoping that I would find myself a girlfriend at the party. And maybe my dad was just in a good mood—who knows?  

    “I don’t have a costume. I need to find a costume!” Joel said. One of the party rules was that everyone had to dress up. In Jack’s e-mail, he wrote, ‘Especially the girls.’  

    “What are you going to dress up as?” I asked. 

    “I have no idea. All the stores are probably sold out.” 

    “Don’t you have any old costumes?”  

    “You could steal a costume from your sister,” Kenny joked. We both laughed.  

    “I might have to,” Joel said.  

    Then Kenny said, “It would actually be kind of funny to dress up like a chick. All the girls are going to be dressing up as that character from that stupid movie—the one with the whiskers and the cat ears.”  

    “Katy Leone?” I said. I knew the movie—it had been out for a couple of months and it was still wildly popular. The girl in the flick wore cat ears and a cat tail, and had whiskers drawn on her cheeks. I think she had superpowers—I never saw the movie.  

    “Yeah—wouldn’t that be funny?” Kenny said. 

    I shrugged my shoulders. “Maybe. I’m just going to put my vampire teeth in and wear that cape, like I do every year.”  

    Joel was trembling with excitement. This was probably his one and only chance to leave his responsibilities behind for the next twelve years, while he trained to become a doctor. I still couldn’t believe his parents were letting him off of their short leash.  

    I went home that night to make sure I still had my black and red Dracula cape, and my pointy rubber vampire fangs. I found the silly outfit in a small box in the back of my storage room. I even found a case of beer that had been left behind by one of my dad’s friends in the summer when they were working on some engine in the garage together. I set that case of beer aside, along with my Dracula outfit, and I was set for the party.  

    I was nervous. I’d never been to a booze-fuelled house party before. I’d never even had an entire beer before—just a few sips on special occasions, when my dad was feeling especially nice. I didn’t know what it was like to be drunk, and I wondered if I would even get drunk.  

    And then I started thinking about all the girls that would be at the party, in their skimpy little outfits. I hoped there would be lots of Katy Leone doppelgangers—she was a sexy character. I was also hoping there would be some skimpy nurses, half-naked vampire girls, and maybe a sexy succubus or two.  

    Maybe I would even lose my virginity at the party.  

    




 

    [bookmark: HAPPYHALLOWEEN2]CHAPTER II 

    The party started at nine, but I made a point of showing up thirty minutes late, so that I wouldn’t be the first to arrive. I was surprised by how rocking the house was when I pulled up on my bike and tied it to a nearby post. The music was booming and there were dozens of high school students moving in and out of the flashing house.  

    My heart soared in my chest. This was it: the night I’d been waiting for. After tonight, it would be back to hearing my dad’s constant judgements and ‘recommendations’. My father probably wouldn’t let me go to another house party until I got my grades way up, which was probably never going to happen. So I knew I needed to make the most of this night. I couldn’t let myself be shy. I couldn’t be the only guy to leave this house still a virgin.  

    I walked up to the house slowly, reaching into my pocket to grab my vampire fangs. I put them in my mouth before stepping up on to the porch. The door opened suddenly and three girls stepped out. Two of them were dressed up like Katy Leone. They looked at me with big smiles. I didn’t recognize them. I was pretty sure they didn’t go to my school. I looked down at the one girl’s butt, which was almost completely exposed. I would surely remember an ass like that. 

    So that meant Jack had gone ahead and invited people from other schools. I tried to hide the big smile from my face. I was bound to get laid if there were girls from other schools at the party. That meant that the sex would be string-free. The girls wouldn’t have to worry about crossing me in the halls for the rest of the year. The night was just getting better and better, and it hadn’t even started yet.  

    I stepped inside of the house. The music was so loud that the floors were shaking. The place was already littered with plastic red cups, and the air had the strong smell of vodka and whisky. I hardly knew any of the faces dancing and drinking around me. A few feminine gazes turned my way, and then I suddenly because super self-conscious. I looked down at my feet, regretting my costume. It was a costume I’d been wearing since I was eleven, and now it just felt juvenile and stupid. Maybe I should have gone with something more masculine or something more relevant—or something funny, so I had some way of breaking the ice with all of the high school hotties around me. 

    I made my way to the kitchen, sticking close to the wall so that I was out of everyone’s way. I placed my case of beer down on the counter and then I turned to scan the large space for my friends. I had no idea who they would be dressed as. There was a guy wearing a white sheet over his head. Could that be Kenny? Was the guy in the werewolf costume next to him Joel?  

    I looked back at my case of beer, which had been opened and pillaged. There were only a couple of cans left. “Shit,” I said. Apparently the vultures were on high alert. I grabbed both remaining beers and I didn’t let them leave my sight. But I didn’t want to be walking around with two beers like a weirdo, so I opened one and quickly downed it. I nearly gagged as I felt the alcohol sizzling down my throat, but I managed to keep it down. Then my stomach started rumbling. Maybe pounding that beer wasn’t such a great idea.  

    I cracked my new beer and then I continued to hunt down my friends.  

    The house was quickly becoming packed as more and more people showed up to throw down. Someone turned the music up louder, and more people were starting to dance.  

    One particularly drunk girl, dressed of course as Katy Leone, flew back while trying to dance and bumped hard into me. I managed to catch her before she fell. She was a hefty girl with a thick midsection. She said something to me, but I couldn’t understand her drunken slurring, and I couldn’t stand her strawberry and tequila scented breath.  

    I stumbled back from her and then bumped into another Katy Leone. “I’m sorry,” I said, spinning around quickly.  

    The girl staring at me now looked familiar. She had big flashing eyes and it was obvious that the long blonde hair on her head was a wig. She laughed suddenly. “Don’t recognize me?” she said with a strange voice. It wasn’t quite feminine but it wasn’t quite masculine. 

    I shook my head slowly. “I’m sorry. Have we met?”  

    “It’s me! Kenny!”  

    And then I suddenly burst into a fit of laughter. It really was Kenny. He actually went through with his silly idea of dressing up like Katy Leone. He’d even put in the effort of shaving his legs and painting his fingernails black, so he would look more convincing.  

    “People actually think that I’m a chick,” he said. “No one’s laughing. I’m kind of regretting the costume.” He looked too convincing. It would have been funny if he’d had some stubble and some leg hair, and maybe a potbelly to push the outrageousness over the top. But instead he had a fit, slender body like a girl, and his skin was soft and smooth like a fashion model.  

    “Have you seen Joel?” I asked.  

    “He texted me that he’s here, but I haven’t been able to find him.” I found myself looking down at Kenny again. His outfit was terrifyingly small on him. There was hardly two inches of fabric between his legs, and I couldn’t quite figure out how he was managing to keep his manhood in place. I forced myself to look away. It didn’t feel right to look at him, even in a joking way.  

    “Hey!” Joel’s familiar voice called out. I looked up and saw that Joel coming towards me. But he didn’t look like Joel. Like Kenny, he was wearing makeup: eyeliner, lipstick, and some blush. He had a black wig on his head and the same tight black Katy Leone bodysuit that Kenny was wearing. Because Joel was shorter, the outfit covered more skin, but it was still tediously revealing, hardly covering much of Joel’s ass at all. “What do you think? Funny, right?” he said, spinning around. 

    “What the hell, man! You stole my idea!” Kenny snapped. 

    Then Joel looked over at Kenny. “Whoa—Kenny? Is that you?”  

    “Yes, it’s me! Dressing up like Katy Leone was my idea you bastard. Now we look like a couple of faggots.”  

    “You literally told me to dress up like this. Yeah, it was your idea—it was your idea for me to dress up like Katy Leone. Idiot.”  

    “I didn’t think you were actually going to do it. Otherwise I wouldn’t have put this stupid bodysuit on.” 

    “Calm down, girls,” I said, chuckling at the outrageousness of the mix-up. Both of my male friends were dressed up like slutty cat girls at the biggest party of the year. I suddenly didn’t feel so stupid in my old Dracula costume.  

    “I need booze,” Kenny said with a heavy sigh. I still couldn’t bring myself to look at him. He was a bit too sexy—I wasn’t proud to admit it, and I certainly wouldn’t dare to admit it out loud. But his legs actually looked like chick legs, and his butt was perkier than most of the girls at the party. 

    But looking at Joel wasn’t much better. Joel’s petite body wasn’t quite as curvy and fertile-looking as Kenny’s, but he still looked like a girl. Even he’d shaved his legs for the sake of the costume. At least Kenny was able to hide his cock away. The bulge between Joel’s legs was just too obvious.  

    We went to the kitchen together. I looked down at my beer and saw that it was empty. There was a case sitting on the counter, and I figured I was entitled to steal a couple, seeing as mine were stolen from me. So I grabbed two beers, and once again I felt silly double fisting cans of beer, so I popped one open and chugged it quickly. I had no idea what it took to become drunk. I’d seen characters in movies down entire bottles of liquor and continue to operate. I’d seen videos of girls doing keg stands, or videos of guys way smaller than me chugging half a dozen beers in less than sixty seconds. So surely I could handle half a dozen over the course of thirty minutes, right? 

    Apparently not. As soon as I dropped that empty can on the counter, I felt the buzzing inside of my body. I went to take a step, and I suddenly felt off-balance. I grabbed onto the edge of the counter as a nausea soared through me. It took all of my willpower to hold back the urge to vomit. Kenny was looking at me with pretty, narrowed eyes. “You okay, Will?” he asked. 

    I nodded my head quickly. “Me? I’m fine.” I faked an awkward laugh. “All good here. Why do you ask?” 

    “You nearly fell on your ass,” he said. 

    “I did? No I didn’t.”  

    Once he was looking away, I looked down at the beer in my hand. Maybe this stuff was stronger than I thought. Or maybe the people in those videos and movies had a much higher tolerance than me—or maybe the cameras were cutting right before they fell flat on their faces.  

    So I sipped my next beer slowly. We migrated back over to the main room to watch the girls dance. I was hoping one of the girls would come up to ask me to dance. I knew that it was my job to initiate the dancing, but I was frozen with terror. I’d never felt so shy around women before, but there was something different about this party. Maybe it was all the skimpy outfits. The girls were intimidating with their legs and butts out for everyone to see. One girl, with very large breasts, was bouncing on the dance floor, and her big rack was desperately trying to escape her tight top. I don’t think that I was the only guy staring with eager eyes.  

    There were lots of cute girls, but I wasn’t able to muster up the courage to talk to any of them—not even after I was onto my sixth beer. It almost seemed like the liquor was making me more self-conscious. It didn’t help that I had two men next to me constantly, who happened to look just like slutty women. Maybe the girls thought that I was already spoken for. Maybe Kenny and Joel were killing my chances. 

     Though it was amazingly entertaining every time one of the guys at the party would come up and hit on one of the feminized boys. Kenny seemed to think it was funny to toy with the guys, putting on a girly voice and seeing how long it took for the guys to clue in. Joel, on the other hand, was quick to use his deepest male voice to say, “Do I look like a fucking girl to you, you asshole?”  

    It was especially funny with Devon Riley came up to hit on Kenny. It took him five minutes to realize he was talking to one of his male classmates. We all started laughing and his face became bone white. He ran off and we didn’t see him again. He either locked himself in the bathroom to empty his guts, or he ran home, hoping we would all forget about the humiliating blunder.  

    So maybe Kenny was right. Maybe dressing up like Katy Leone was a funny idea. Maybe it was worth all of the hilarious memories. I was laughing my head off and experiencing being drunk for the first time in my life—but something was still missing.  

    I had really hoped to lose my virginity at that party. I was really hoping to mingle with girls and then feel my first set of bare tits. I didn’t want the night to end with a few laughs and a hard buzz. I wanted more than that, but my low self-esteem wouldn’t let me move within twenty feet of a cute girl. I was starting to think that this was it for me—this was the extent of my last night of freedom, before my father took the reigns and put me at his mercy of adulthood.  

    




 

    [bookmark: HAPPYHALLOWEEN3]CHAPTER III 

    It was getting late—almost midnight—and I still hadn’t even talked to a girl. The party was starting to thin out as the bedrooms upstairs were starting to fill up. The lights seemed dimmer and the music seemed louder. Conversation was nearly impossible over the booming music. The smell of weed was strong in the house, and I think I even smoked my first joint with a group of guys I had never met before. 

    And I say ‘I think’ because the night was becoming a blur. The alcohol had hit me suddenly and my timeline became suddenly blurry. One moment I would be in one room with Kenny and Joel, and the next moment I would be in another room chatting with different people—then suddenly I would be back with Kenny and Joel, trying to have a conversation I couldn’t even remember starting.  

    I was suddenly in the line for the bathroom. A girl I knew was inside, throwing up, and another girl was angrily pounding on the door. “Go outside to barf! We need to use this bathroom!” I don’t know how long I stayed in that line before I ended up in the back corner of the yard, peeing on someone’s rose bushes (maybe they belonged to Jack’s parents, or maybe they were the neighbours flowers). Then suddenly, once again, I was back with Kenny and Joel, in the main room. I had to cover my ears because the booming dance music was so loud.  

    I scanned around at the remaining girls—the ones that hadn’t been picked off by other guys (though some of them already had been, and their romps were finished). “I really want to get laid,” Kenny said as he adjusted the top of his slutty black bodysuit. He probably should have thought of that before wearing a girl costume as a joke.  

    I laughed. “Well I have bad news for you: unless you can find a bisexual chick here, it’s probably not going to happen.”  

    “Who says chick anymore? Did I just go back in time to the 90s?” he asked. 

    Joel, standing to the side with a beer in his hand, started laughing—even though I was pretty sure he was too far away to be able to hear our conversation. “What’s funny?” I yelled over the music, to see if he was laughing at Kenny’s joke or something else entirely. 

    “What?” he yelled back. 

    “I said: what are you laughing about?” I yelled it as loud as I could. 

    He cupped his hand against his ear, leaned forward, and shook his head. I just waved him off—it wasn’t important.  

    Then I looked over and saw that Kenny was pointing up at the ceiling. “It’s probably quieter upstairs,” he yelled less than a foot from my ear. He started towards the stairs and then waved for us to follow him. There was no sense in staying on that main floor. We weren’t successful in getting any female attention, after all, and we weren’t looking to do any dancing. So we climbed the stairs and found ourselves in the middle of a long, empty hallway. The music was still loud here, but at least we could hear ourselves. 

    “This party kind of sucks,” Kenny said. 

    Joel’s eyes narrowed and he threw his head back. “What? Are you kidding? This is awesome.” 

    “Why?” Kenny asked. 

    Joel shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know—there’s no homework or tutors here, so it’s awesome. That’s enough for me.”  

    Kenny sighed. “Well we should be drowning in pussy right now, but we made the mistake of wearing these stupid Katy Leone costumes. This was the biggest mistake ever.”  

    “But it’s funny,” Joel said, chuckling to himself. It was obvious that he was drunk. We were all drunk. 

    “It stopped being funny about two hours ago,” Kenny said.  

    One of the bedroom doors opened. A young man ran out with a young woman close behind him. They looked at us, giggled, and then ran past, towards the stairs. Kenny peeked into the room. “Maybe there’s some clothes we can change into in here,” he said. He went into the room and we followed. Joel and I stood by the end of what looked like a guest bed while Kenny zipped towards the closet and started digging around for clothes. But there were only women’s clothes in the closet: fancy dresses and expensive shoes. “Damnit,” he groaned.  

    The light in that room was even dimmer than downstairs. The light on the ceiling was burnt out and the entire room was being lit by a small table lamp in the corner, and someone had draped a piece of red fabric over it, making it look like a brothel you might see in a movie.  

    “I can’t believe we’re not even getting laid tonight,” Kenny said, repeating himself in his state of frustration. 

    Then Joel jumped on the bed and struck a Venus pose, with one knee up and his head cradled on his hand. “You want to get laid, beautiful?” he said, and then he started laughing. I laughed as well—though in retrospect, the joke wasn’t that funny. But when you’re a drunk teenager, everything seems hilarious.  

    “Careful,” Kenny said. “At this point, I’m nearly horny enough to go for it.” We all laughed. 

    Joel took his hand and slowly ran it down from the top of his chest to his crotch. “You want to roll with me, Katy Leone?” he said in an impressively female voice. Then he reached his hand out like a cat and made a purring sound. 

    “Wow—you can actually do the voice,” Kenny said.  

    “Of course I can—because I’m Katy Leone,” he said, flipping himself onto his hands and knees, with his tail facing Kenny. He waved his bum gently in the air, adding to the joke. I was still laughing, though I couldn’t figure out why.  

    Kenny stepped up to Joel with a sexy strut, playing along with Joel’s silly little game. He reached out and put his hands on Joel’s bare hips. “Careful what you wish for, Katy Leone.” That was a quote from the movie. Even Kenny’s voice wasn’t too bad, considering his natural voice was considerably deeper than Joel’s.  

    He moved his hands up and down Joel’s thighs. Joel continued to sway him bum in the air. Kenny brought his hands back up, this time rubbing them over Joel’s perky bum. They both giggled. My heart stuttered as a nervousness buzzed through me. I quickly finished the last half of the beer that was in my hand, and then I said, “I dare you to actually do it.”  

    The room became silent. Kenny broke the silence with a giggle, and then Joel giggled in response—though they both sounded nervous. “Is it gay if he’s dressed like a girl?” Kenny said.  

    “No homo,” I said.  

    “Quit calling me ‘he’,” Joel said with his impressive female voice before snickering again.  

    I went to take a sip from my empty beer. As I brought the empty can up to my lips, I noticed my hand was trembling violently. I took a deep breath in, and then I realized my pants were starting to feel tight around my crotch. Was I getting aroused? Was I really daring my friends to fuck in front of me, while dressed up like girls?  

    Kenny slipped a finger underneath the small strip of fabric covering Joel’s asshole. He pulled it aside, exposing Joel’s hole. “Did you shave your hole?”  

    “I’m in character,” Joel said.  

    Kenny gently ran the tip of his thumb over Joel’s asshole. Joel didn’t flinch. Instead, he took a deep breath in and curved his back downwards, sticking his butt up into the air. Kenny ran his thumb over that hole again. Then he bent forward, putting his face up against Joel’s ass. He took a big lick, using his hands to keep Joel’s cheeks spread wide. Then he leaned back and laughed, as if it was a joke. Joel giggled as well, but it was obvious the laughter was all just nerves.  

    I tried to take another swig from my empty can. I should have just put it down, but I needed something to occupy my hands. I walked carefully over to the door and made sure it was closed completely. I even pressed in the little lock button, just in case anyone tried to come in.  

    Then I noticed the bottle of perfume sitting on top of the dresser. I walked over and grabbed it, and then I brought it over to my friends on the bed. “Maybe this will help,” I said, and then I gave them each a couple of spritzes. As I was stood close, I looked down and noticed the erect bulge between Kenny’s thighs. I couldn’t understand how the tiny black bodysuit was holding it in. I looked away quickly, pretending not to notice.  

    Was Kenny actually into this? Was Joel into this? Was I into it? Were they really going to do it? Was I about to watch my friends fuck?  

    “Give it another lick, beautiful,” Joel said in his girly voice. 

    “Is that a dare?” Kenny asked. His face was dark red.  

    “It’s a double dare.”  

    Kenny giggled and then bent over again, spreading those cheeks with both of his hands. He touched the tip of his tongue up to Joel’s puckering asshole, and then he started to move it up and down. I watched as his face became redder and redder. I was still standing close. So as a joke, I swiftly slapped Kenny on the bare ass, making him perk up. “Hey now!” he said.  

    I laughed, and then I bit down on the corner of my bottom lip. My heart was stammering and my stomach was turning. Was this wrong? Were we getting carried away? Was this something we were going to regret in the morning? Was this something we were only doing because we were drunk? Would we even remember any of this?  

    I took a step back. Kenny planted his face back into Joel’s ass and he continued to eat out that asshole. Joel giggled a little bit, but it wasn’t long before the room became silent. That silence persisted for a minute, and then Joel cut the silence with a soft moan. “Shit,” he muttered, still using that girly voice.  

    And Kenny wasn’t stopping: still spreading those cheeks and digging in deep with his tongue.  

    I don’t know why, but I reached into my back pocket and grabbed my phone. I held it up and started recording a video. I tried to make myself laugh, but I suddenly didn’t feel amused. I just held my phone up and recorded Kenny eating out Joel’s asshole.  

    And then I got an idea. I put my phone back into my pocket and I carefully stepped forward, towards the other end of the bed where Joel’s face was currently moaning. I stopped right at the end of the bed and then I undid my belt. With a pounding heart, I reached into my fly and pulled out my erection. I could feel my face burning hot with embarrassment. I had no idea whether or not I was about to be rejected, but for some reason I couldn’t help myself. I leaned forward, and Joel tilted his head up and opened his mouth for me. I gently slid my cock onto his warm wet tongue, and then I closed my eyes and took a deep breath as his lips pressed around my girth. He was sucking my cock. 

    I opened my eyes to watch as his brunette head bobbed up and down the length of my shaft. It felt good. I could feel his tongue moving around while his lips massaged my length. It was so warm and so wet—and he seemed to like it.  

    I had a great view from my new position: right down Joel’s curved back I could see Kenny’s pretty, dolled up face. His eyeliner-thick eyes were closed, and he looked so peaceful as his head gently bobbed up and down, still digging his tongue deep into his friend’s butthole.  

    My heart continued to stutter as it pounded ferociously fast. My legs and hands were trembling, but I didn’t move. I kept trying to tell myself that this wasn’t gay. They both looked like convincing girls. It’s not like we would have been doing this if we were all dressed up like Dracula. But what about Joel? Joel couldn’t see Katy Leone behind him, but he could see me in front of him, and I wasn’t dressed up like a slutty girl. Was Joel gay? Had he always been gay, or was this just drunken experimentation? Would we all laugh about it later, or was this going to be the dark elephant in the room for the rest of our senior year?  

    But my God, did he ever look like a girl—especially now, with his bum up in the air. That bodysuit framed his curved beautifully. It was hard to see him as a man, even though I knew it was true. The more I stared at him, the more I saw her.  

    I pulled my cock out from her mouth. I reached down and grabbed her hair, and then I mashed the whole length of my erection up against her face, rubbing my shaft up the side of her nose, then running my throbbing tip down from her forehead and back to her lips. I pressed my cock back into her mouth and she continued to suck. She loved my cock, and I loved her mouth.  

    I looked up at Kenny, who was now leaning back, wiping the saliva off of his lips. He looked into my eyes for a brief moment, and then we both looked away nervously. Eye contact wasn’t welcome in that room on that particular night. And maybe eye contact would never be welcomed again between the three of us.  

    




 

    [bookmark: HAPPYHALLOWEEN4]CHAPTER IV 

    I watched through the corner of my eye as Kenny reached down to fish his erection out from his tight black bodysuit. Once he got it out, it flipped up and slapped against his abdomen. He was big—bigger than me by at least two inches. I couldn’t help but take a quick glance while it was out in the open, throbbing as it begged to be inside of a warm body.  

    I watched it disappear from my vantage point as he aimed it down at the hole he’d spent the last ten minutes lubricating with his tongue. Then I watched as Joel’s bum swayed gently, as if she was trying to help Kenny penetrate. She moaned and groaned, but she never stopped sucking my cock.  

    “It’s too tight,” Kenny said in a soft, almost feminine voice.  

    “Keep pushing,” Joel said, muffled by my cock.  

    “I am pushing,” Kenny said. “You’re just too tight.”  

    I carefully slipped my cock out from Joel’s mouth. Then I climbed up onto the bed and walked on my knees towards the anal action. I looked down at Kenny’s cock and Joel’s asshole. Kenny showed me the problem, pressing the tip of his shaft against Joel’s wet, tight hole. And he was right: it did seem impossible. But maybe Kenny just needed a bit of help.  

    I spat into my hand and then I reached down to rub my spit on Kenny’s throbbing tip. I couldn’t believe how hard and warm he was. His body tensed up as I grabbed his shaft and aimed it down at that tight asshole. I shimmied and squirmed it against that back door until I managed to get the tip of his tip through. Then I grabbed his shaft from the based with a tightly clenched fist and I awkwardly jammed it forward. Kenny groaned—the feeling of me jamming his cock into such a tight hole was probably uncomfortable, but I knew that it would feel good once he was inside.  

    Once Kenny had his whole tip in, I let go of the hot rod. I remained with my gaze on the action as Kenny pushed his cock forward, sinking it into Joel’s body. Joel groaned as that shaft disappeared into her asshole. I couldn’t believe how well she was taking it. I put my hand on her ass, giving her a gentle rub in my attempt to comfort her while her hole stretched painfully wide.  

    “How does it feel?” I asked. 

    She nodded her head. “Good,” she said.   

    Kenny sunk deeper and deeper. I stayed in my place, watching with fixed eyes. My cock twitched once Kenny’s pelvis pressed against her bum. “Oh God, I can feel all of it,” she said, letting her head drop down. A loud groan escaped her lips.  

    “It feels weird,” Kenny said. “It’s so tight.”  

    “Fuck her,” I said.  

    And then I watched as that cock emerged from that asshole—but only for a brief second before he plunged it back down. Joel moaned. I put a hand on her back and rubbed gently. “You’re doing good,” I said. With my other hand, I started to gently massage the length of my own cock.  

    Kenny slammed his cock into her ass over and over—slowly at first, but picking up speed quickly. I couldn’t believe how well Joel was taking it, as if she’d done it before. And maybe she had. Maybe this wasn’t the first time she’d put on a skimpy girl’s outfit and taken a cock in the ass. Maybe this was a regular occurrence for her. Or maybe she just played with dildos at home, and now she was finally living out some sort of gay fantasy. Though was it gay? Or was it just harmless experimentation?  

    Kenny grabbed her hips firmly. He moaned a strangely feminine moan. I looked over at him, and then I found myself perplexed by her beauty. She was tall and curvy, and that long blonde hair looked so good on her. Like Joel, she really didn’t look like a boy. Aside from that long cock, there was nothing masculine about her. Hell—had she been a real girl, she would have been way out of my league. It was no surprise that guys were hitting on her constantly downstairs.  

    I reached out and put a hand on her ass. I caressed it firmly, inching my fingers closer to her butt crack. I slipped my finger under the fabric of her body suit and I gave her little asshole a quick feel. It was tight. Her bum clenched the moment I touched it, as if to tell me it was off-limits. And maybe that was for the best. Maybe this had already gotten out of hand enough. So I pulled my hand away, and I continued to watch while my friends fucked.  

    Joel was squirming. Her body was trembling and her head was rolling from side to side. Her face was flushed, as if she was really enjoying every second of Kenny’s cock. And did it really feel good? Or was she just acting in character? I walked back around so I could see her face. Her eyes were closed and her lips were permanently parted as moans and groans and whimpers kept escaping. I reached out and stuck a finger into her mouth. She instantly closed her lips around my finger and started to suck. I pulled that finger out and then I rubbed her saliva onto my shaft, which was rock hard and throbbing mercilessly as I stroked it.  

    “Fuck, I’m going to come,” Kenny said.  

    “Come in me,” said Joel, pushing her bum back with each hard penetration. I moved back over to the main action. I watched as Kenny’s nails sunk into Joel’s skin, and then I listened as Kenny groaned loudly. She suddenly thrust herself forward with one last loud groan, and then Joel gasped sharply.  

    Kenny pulled out a moment later. A drop of cum oozed out the tip of her cock. Then Joel’s asshole puckered and I could see the big creampie about to ooze out. I had the urge to touch it. I reached out and pressed my fingers against that red, stretched hole, blocking that cum from oozing out. I felt the hot stickiness pooling against my hand, and then I felt my climax approaching. 

    “Shit, I’m going to come too,” I said.  

    I was shocked when Kenny dropped down to her hands and knees and tilted her chin up in front of me, as if she wanted me to come on her face. Joel did the same thing, turning around, pressing her shoulder up tight to Kenny’s shoulder so that they could both receive a coating. I squeezed my shaft tight as that cumshot approached. I groaned and trembled, and then I blasted their pretty, dolled up faces. Kenny kept her lips shut tight, but Joel kept her mouth wide open. I put two shots on Kenny’s face, and then two shots into Joel’s mouth. Then I alternated one and one. My aim got worse and worse with each blast. Cum was ending up everywhere, but neither of my girls seemed to mind.  

    I groaned and stumbled back, pulling my pants back up to cover my erection up. The girls both awkwardly stumbled up to their feet. The room was now completely silent. Kenny found some tissues, which he used to clean up his face. They both got their cocks back into their little bodysuits, and that horrible silence continued.  

    Then Kenny finally broke the silence by saying, “Man, I feel so drunk.” It almost seemed like he was trying to set himself up for the rest of the year, so he could pretend like he didn’t remember the little Halloween romp upstairs in Jack Bradley’s house.  

    “I should be getting home,” I said. The rest of that night was a blur. On my way out, I took a big shot of whiskey out of a regular drinking glass. It was possibly a triple or even a quadruple shot. It hit me fast, and the next thing I knew, I was home, in my bathroom, hugging the toilet bowl as I emptied the contents of my stomach. When I started to doze off on that bathroom floor, I hoped that I would wake up in the morning with no recollection of what happened in that spare bedroom. And I hoped that the other guys would have similar amnesia, so life could continue normally.  

    Sadly, when I woke up, I remembered everything that happened in that room with perfect clarity. I could replay every second in my mind. In my head, I could almost hear the sound of Joel moaning while Kenny’s cock plunged in and out of his tight asshole. I could almost feel Kenny’s massive shaft throbbing in my hand. And in case that wasn’t bad enough, my head was pounding and I had a feeling I would be spending the day throwing up in the toilet.  

    




 

    [bookmark: HAPPYHALLOWEEN5]CHAPTER V 

    I was terrified as I walked up to school on that next Monday morning. Joel and Kenny were both in my first period class, and I hadn’t spoken to either of them since the incident—not even in our group message stream, which we normally chatted in all day long every day.  

    I was slow as I made my way to my locker, looking around carefully at the many faces I recognized from the party that night. Little groups of students were already forming along the hallway as people gossiped about events that unfolded on that fateful high school night. While I was stashing my bag away in my locker, I overheard a group of girls talking about walking in on Jack Bradley with Karla Jenkins—a girl who weighed almost three times as much as Jack, even though she was at least six inches shorter. “Apparently he likes fatties,” one of the girls hushed, but not quite quiet enough that I couldn’t hear.  

    “That’s too bad. I thought he was kind of cute,” said another girl. 

    “Ew!” the other girls said—even though Jack Bradley had always been quite popular with the school’s female population up until that point.  

    I walked by another group of gossipers. They were listing all of the couples that hooked up, based on who they saw coming out of bedrooms together. My heart stuttered. When I came out of the bedroom, there were students standing in the hallway. One of them even looked at me. Did he take note? Was I going to make that embarrassing list, with my name attached to Kenny and Joel? It was bad enough that I knew the homosexual threesome happened—I definitely didn’t need the rest of the school knowing about the risky romp.  

    When I walked into my first class, Kenny and Joel were already there, sitting next to each other, but they weren’t talking. There were seats open all over the room, and I wanted to take a far away seat badly, but I knew that would just be me admitting that I remembered the threesome. So I awkwardly took a seat next to Kenny, as if nothing had happened. I looked over at him and smiled. He smiled back before looking down at his textbook. It was obvious that he remembered the romp. Joel wouldn’t even look at me—instead opting to pretend as though he didn’t notice me sitting down. The tension was horrible. Downing that thick shot of liquor at the end of the night was apparently just a convenient way to waste my whole weekend.  

    For once, it was a massive relief when the teacher showed up early and started his lecture immediately. It was the perfect excuse to be silent. It should have been the perfect distraction, but it was hard to focus on anything he was saying, with the memory of that Halloween night still flashing through my mind.  

    When class was over, I made a point of taking a long time to pack my bag. I moved slowly until Joel and Kenny were both gone, then I sprung up to my feet and happily went to my next class, knowing Kenny and Joel would be on the other side of the school until third period.  

    Was this just a taste of the rest of the school year? Was this awkwardness going to go away? Was it just temporary?  

    At lunchtime, I decided to take my packed meal out to the front of the school, so I could eat alone on one of the benches, knowing Kenny and Joel always ate in the cafeteria. Though I immediately turned around when I saw Joel sitting on one of those benches with a sandwich in his hand. Apparently I wasn’t the only one who had the idea of slipping away. So I found an empty classroom and I ate alone like a total loser. But at least there was no awkward silence.  

    The next class we had together was just as silent. And then the next day was just as silent—and the day after that, and the day after that. By the end of the week, we were no longer sitting together. It had become painfully obvious that we all remembered every moment in that bedroom together, and those memories weren’t going to go away as long as we kept sitting together and pretending like nothing happened.  

    It was a relief when the weekend came. I looked at our group chat and saw that it was still empty; the last message, from Kenny, had been sent just before the night of that big party, which was now over a week in the past. And I found myself wondering if it was worth it. Was that hour in that bedroom worth the ending of our friendship? I liked hanging out with Joel and Kenny. They were my only close friends, and now we weren’t even close enough to say hello in passing. And all for what? A blowjob and a messy facial? Kenny technically lost his virginity in that room, and Joel maybe lost his as well, depending on how you define a man’s virginity. But me? I was still a virgin, unless jerking off onto two men counts as losing your virginity… I certainly didn’t think so. I liked to think that I still had mine to give to a real woman. 

    But now I had a problem. Whenever I went to jerk off, after my parents went to bed, I couldn’t get it up to normal porn. Watching a man fucking a woman just wouldn’t do it for me. I kept finding myself closing my eyes and remembering the events that unfolded in that bedroom. I remembered the feeling of Kenny’s throbbing cock in my hand, and I remembered their pretty faces as I coated them with cum. After beating my cock without avail for fifteen straight minutes, I would surrender and end up on some trap porn website, watching girls with big cocks riding big strong men or other women with big cocks—and then I would get off in a matter of seconds.  

    But where had this new fetish come from? I’d never fantasized about cocks before. In fact, before that night, I’d always tried my hardest to find porn without men: lesbian porn, or porn that kept the man’s face framed out whenever possible. I always wanted to focus on the girl—but now I couldn’t focus on the girl unless she had a bouncing erection between her thighs (or a floppy flaccid cock could do the trick).  

    I would get off and then find myself in a state of panic, worried that our Halloween romp had made me gay. Or was I always gay, and now it was just coming out? Is that how it worked? I didn’t want to be gay. I liked girls and my heart still stuttered every time I walked past the Victoria’s Secret in the mall, with the big posters of the beautiful young women in skimpy lingerie. But now when I walked by those big posters, I imagined them with big shafts stowed away in their lacy bottoms. Was my mind degenerating?  

    It was Monday morning again, and that dread was once again churning in my gut as I made my way to my first class. I sat in the far corner, away from both Kenny and Joel, but that horrible tension was still there, even once the teacher started talking. I knew that our threesome was still on their minds, and I figured they knew it was on my mind as well. And as long as it was still a thought in our heads, it didn’t matter how far apart we were sitting from one another.  

    That Monday, I went to my usual empty classroom to eat lunch. But the debate team, who had a big debate coming up that afternoon, was using the room. They all looked at me when I walked through that door, and they kept staring at me until I backed myself out. I needed to find somewhere else to eat my lunch in solitude. So I wandered the halls looking for another empty and unlocked classroom.  

    At the far end of the school, I found the drama room, which was unlocked. I carefully slipped inside and looked around. The room was empty. The only chair in the space was up on the stage, so I climbed up, pulled the chair to the far back of the little stage, and I ate my lunch alone. I felt even more pathetic now than in my usual empty classroom—at least that room had windows, whereas this room was dimly lit and windowless. I felt a bit like some sort of troll.  

    I was half done my sandwich when the door to the drama storage room suddenly opened. I became still and quiet, swallowing the mouthful of food in my mouth but not taking another. A girl walked out from the back room. She was wearing a dark green bodysuit and a black skirt, which did very little to cover her round, perky bum. She went straight across the room without noticing me. She grabbed a blonde wig off of a small rack and then she turned to the mirror as she got the wig onto her head. A few seconds later she noticed me in the mirror reflection. She spun around quickly with a gasp, and that’s when I realized I was looking at Kenny.  

    My mouth fell open and a sort of whimper slipped out. “K—Kenny?” I said, not quite sure my vision was being honest with me.  

    “What are you doing here?” he hushed. 

    “I’m eating my lunch. What the hell are you doing here?” I asked. 

    “Don’t tell anyone about this,” he said.  

    “How long have you been doing this?”  

    He stared at me with his wide eyes. In that moment, I realized we were talking for the first time since that night. “Just don’t tell anyone about this,” he said again.  

    “Are you just dressing up for fun?” I asked. 

    “Knock it off, Vic,” he said.  

    “Knock what off? You’re the one dressed up like a girl.”  

    He was silent for a moment, and then he took a step towards me. “It’s none of your business, okay? I’m just… It’s none of your business.” 

    “Look—I don’t care what you do. I just came here to eat. I can leave and find somewhere else.” I stood up and climbed down from the stage. And then I looked down at Kenny’s body, which was framed nicely in that green bodysuit and black skirt.  

    “What are you staring at?” he asked. 

    “Nothing,” I said, looking away quickly. I wasn’t even sure how long I’d been staring. I’d zoned out completely, remembering the black bodysuit from that fateful night.  

    “Do you have the hots for me or something?” he asked. 

    “Your body is all shaved,” I said. 

    “Yeah—I shaved it for the costume last week.” 

    “That was last week. It’s still shaved. You’ve shaved again.” 

    He bit down on his glossy lip. “You want to make something of it?” he said.  

    My heart trembled as I tried to take a deep breath in. My head was suddenly spinning and I felt like I was right back in that spare room above that Halloween party. “Suck me off,” I said quietly.  

    “What?” he said with wide eyes and a pale face. 

    “Suck my cock like a girl. And if you’re going to talk, use a girl voice,” I said. My voice cracked and trembled. What the hell was I doing? Was I really asking my friend to drop to his knees and suck my cock? Had I completely lost my mind?  

    He stared at me with his big, liner-lined eyes, and then he looked down at my crotch. He slowly sunk down to his knees, maintaining impressive balance in the tall heels he was wearing (which made him much taller than me, seeing as he was already taller than me). He put his hands on my hips and continued to stare at my crotch, as if he was waiting for me to do my part. 

    So I reached down and unzipped my fly. I didn’t bother with my belt, and I didn’t bother pulling down my pants. I wanted the easiest escape possible for when I finally came to my senses. I reached into my open fly, through the slit in my boxers, and I fished out my semi-erect penis. Once my hands were out of the picture, Kenny took over. He slipped his gentle fingers under my shaft, held me up, and sunk me into his mouth. He started sucking—and there wasn’t much hesitation between the moment I made the suggestion and this moment now.  

    I was tempted to close my eyes and tilt my head back, but I didn’t want to miss the show down below. Kenny was hot with that blonde wig—which wasn’t too different from the one he wore at the Halloween party. There was a seriously feminine way in which he bobbed his head—with elegance and rhythm. I could hear him slurping my shaft, and I could feel his tongue exploring from the base of my cock all the way up to my tip. It didn’t take much to get me rock hard, pressing against the roof of his mouth.  

    I ran my fingers carefully through his blonde hair, and then I gently caressed the side of his face. I got to feel my cock bulging out against his cheek. God, did it feel good. He seemed to know just how hard to suck and just how fast to bob his head—and I suppose that made sense, seeing as he had a cock of his own. “Just like that,” I groaned. I bit down on the side of my tongue as I tried to figure out if I should try to will away my approaching orgasm or just freely burst in his mouth, seeing as lunchtime would be over soon, and there was probably a class in that very room as soon as the bell rang.  

    I looked down his body, at his adorable outfit. That bodysuit was made for his slender figure, and that skirt helped to make his ass look incredible. I wanted to reach down and pull that skirt up, so I could see all of that amazing, round ass. I wanted to stick my fingers into his asshole and I wanted to pump him until he filled his tight panties with cum. But time was running out, and I was already feeling that incredible buzzing between my thighs.  

    “I’m going to come,” I said. 

    “Come on my face,” Kenny said, suddenly pulling my cock out from his mouth. He clenched his fist tightly around it and started beating it, with my tip pointed right at his upper lip. 

    “But I’ll make a mess—are you sure?” I said, trying to strain to hold the orgasm back. 

    “I have to wash my face anyway. Just come on my fucking face.”  

    I strained and clenched and groaned, but none of it was enough to delay that amazing orgasm. I cried out, slapping a hand to my mouth, and then I watched as my cum splattered on his beautiful visage. He closed his eyes milliseconds before I coated his eyelids. He opened his mouth so he could get a quick taste, and the rest coated his cheeks and chin. To get the last drop out from my cock, he squeezed my tightly and pulled firmly towards my tip. Once that drop came out, he licked it up with the tip of his tongue. As soon as he let go, I snatched my cock and hid it back in my pants, suddenly terrified someone was going to walk through that unlocked door.  

    “I should go,” I said. 

    I watched as he stood up, only able to open one eye as the other was smeared shut with cum. “I should get cleaned up,” he said. And we said nothing else as we parted ways. I slipped out from that room carefully, and was relieved to see that the hallway was still empty. I decided to take the long way around the school to my locker, just to avoid any possible association with the boy wiping cum off of his face in the drama room.  

    Once I was at my locker, my heart started to pound aggressively. I’d just gotten a blowjob from my friend, and this time I couldn’t blame it on the booze.  

    




 

    [bookmark: HAPPYHALLOWEEN6]CHAPTER VI 

    My last class of the day was always my least favourite, but now it was especially bad because Mrs. Porter insisted on assigned seating, unlike all of my other classes where students could sit wherever they wanted to sit. And it wouldn’t have been so bad had my assigned seat not been right next to Joel.  

    We hadn’t spoken since the incident at the Halloween party. Though I’d seen Joel talking to Kenny in the hallway, and my mind assumed that they were talking about what happened in the drama room. Did Kenny tell Joel? Did he rat me out? Had they worked their awkwardness out, and now I was the odd man out? When I went to sit down next to Joel in that final class of the day, he gave me a quick look, which made my heart tremble. That look suggested a lot—as if he really knew what we’d done in that drama room during the lunch hour.  

    Joel looked away quickly and said nothing. We apparently both still had some sexual secrets that we each knew were very taboo, and I had no idea how to address them—or if we were supposed to address them at all. I wanted to ask if he’d talked to Kenny about it, but I was too afraid of resurrecting sleeping demons—though I wasn’t so sure they were sleeping at all. 

    It was halfway through the class when I felt a buzzing in my pocket. I carefully slipped my phone out and saw that Kenny was sending me a message. I opened the message, using my hand to cup the screen so that no one around me could snoop. ‘Should we just talk about this?’ the message read. ‘Or is this going to be weird forever?’ 

    ‘I don’t know,’ I wrote back. My heart fluttered into the pit of my stomach. Why did he want to talk about it? Why couldn’t he just forget about it so that I could forget about it, and then we could just never talk about it again? Why wasn’t that a possibility?  

    ‘I don’t know what’s wrong with me. I just really like dressing up, and I really liked sucking your cock.’  

    I stared at my phone, trying desperately to think of something to say back. For a moment, I was flattered. I could feel my cheeks turning red. Then I remembered that I was talking to my male friend and not a woman at all. Now my face was turning white. I felt sick. Why was this the time he picked to address this issue? Why couldn’t this wait for another day? ‘Let’s just forget about it,’ I wrote. 

    ‘Joel wants to talk about it. We need to talk about this at some point.’ 

    ‘No we don’t,’ I wrote. 

    ‘We all fucked. It’s not a big deal unless we make it into a big deal. So let’s just meet up after school and talk about it.’  

    “Victor,” Mrs. Porter snapped. I looked up quickly and saw that she was looking at me with unimpressed eyes. I saw that the whiteboard behind her was covered in mathematical gibberish. I was already failing her class in a big way. In fact, it was my failing grade in her class that was pulling my whole average down enough that there was a chance I wouldn’t make it into a half-decent college. “Bring that phone to me.”  

    I closed my chat app and awkwardly walked my phone up to the teacher. I handed it to her slowly, expecting her to place it in her ‘phone bin’ where she kept confiscated phones until the end of the day. But instead she placed it down on her desk, directly in front of her, and then she waved me away, back to my desk. I hesitated, staring down at my phone with terror churning in my stomach. Was she going to look at my phone? Could she legally look at my phone? Why didn’t I have a password on my phone? Was I insane? “Well? Go on back to your desk,” she said. 

    I moved slowly and my heart pounded quickly. I’d just handed humiliating evidence over to my teacher. I sat down carefully in my chair and then I looked over at Kenny. He was looking at me with wide eyes of his own.  

    Mrs. Porter continued her lecture, though it was hard to focus knowing that my phone was in her possession, along with the most humiliating string of text messages imaginable. At least I didn’t send Kenny any pictures of my erect cock… 

    “For the rest of the class, I want you to finish section eight of your blue workbooks,” she said. Then she walked over to her desk and settled into her comfy office chair. After stretching out her arms and back, she reached for my phone. I watched as she swiped the screen and then I watched as she thumbed through all of my apps. I was frozen with terror, on the verge of vomiting all over my desk. I wanted to run up and snatch that phone from her hands. Why was I letting her look through it? Math class was already horrible enough—this certainly wasn’t going to make it any better.  

    I looked back over at Kenny and saw that his face was completely white. Then I looked over at Joel and saw that he was a slight shade of green, as if Kenny had messaged him to let him know what was happening.  

    Mrs. Porter got up and walked up to Kenny’s desk. She took his phone from him, and then she did the same to Joel. She had no reason to confiscate the phones, but the boys didn’t put up a fight. They just let her collect her evidence, and I knew it was all my fault.  

    It was only a minute later when Mrs. Porter said, “Victor, I’d like you to stay after class—and Kenny and Joel too.”  

    Now when I looked over at Kenny, his eyes were closed. He slowly lowered his face to his desk in complete defeat. Mrs. Porter must have read the text messages. And now she was going to make that afternoon the complete definition of hell on earth.  

    




 

    [bookmark: HAPPYHALLOWEEN7]CHAPTER VII 

    We remained in our seats after the bell rang. The other students were slow to filter out of the room—or maybe it just seemed that way because time seemed to be moving in super slow motion. My heart was racing and stuttering and sinking lower into my stomach. I was too afraid to look back over at Kenny. I hated seeing the horror on his face, knowing that my inability to keep my phone hidden under my desk was the reason for his torment.  

    Once the other students were gone, Mrs. Porter walked over to the door and closed it. Then she casually sauntered back over to her desk to sit down. She picked up my phone again and then stared at it, as if she was reading through our messages once again. Then she looked up with a little smile and said, “So what’s going on here? Is this the reason we’ve been so distracted in class lately?”  

    We were all silent. We knew she was talking about our taboo behaviour—our silence was evidence of that.  

    She waited a moment before saying, “You know, this sort of behaviour in school is wrong. It’s also grounds for expulsion.”  

    We remained silent.  

    “These messages here—I’ll have to show them to the principal, and then to your parents. If the principal is feeling generous, there will definitely be counselling—each of you alone with the counsellor, and then together with your parents.” 

    “Please don’t show any of that to my parents,” Joel said suddenly, rising up from his seat. “It won’t happen again. I can’t be expelled. My parents would literally kill me!”  

    Mrs. Porter smiled, as if she finally got the rise she was looking for. “So what are we going to do then? How can we make it so this is no longer in the way of our studies?” She slowly scanned our humiliated faces. I had no idea what was on Kenny’s phone or Joel’s phone—but it was in that moment that I remembered I filmed some of the action between Joel and Kenny at that Halloween party, and that video was still there. I’m sure she’d watched it while the rest of the class was filling out workbooks. “No ideas?” she said. 

    “It won’t happen again,” Kenny said with a broken voice.  

    Mrs. Porter laughed, and then she shook her head. “Kenny, why don’t you come and talk to me outside for a moment.” She got up and walked over to the door. She let herself out, leaving the door open behind her. Kenny was slow to get up. His face was still white as he slowly made his way to that door. He didn’t look back at us before he slipped out. 

    Then the door closed. I was alone with Joel, but I was still too afraid to look over and make eye contact with him. The seconds ticked by slowly. The silence in that room was horrible. I wanted to just clear the air, but I didn’t know how. I didn’t know how to make that horrible tension go away.  

    It was a long five minutes later when Mrs. Porter returned. Kenny was nowhere to be seen. She closed the door and went back to her desk. Did Kenny talk his way out of trouble? Did he come up with the perfect sequence of words to get him off the hook? I stared at that door, waiting for it to open, but it remained closed. Then Mrs. Porter spoke. “Joel—do you have anything to tell me?”  

    Joel shook his head quickly. “It won’t happen again. I’ll stay every day after class to make it up. Just please don’t tell my parents. I need to ace this class if I want to have a chance at an Ivy League school. Please don’t expel me.”  

    Mrs. Porter stood back up. She walked over to the door, and then she pointed at Joel. “Come talk to me outside, please.” Joel sprung to his feet and scurried out to the hall for his chance to get himself off the hook. Mrs. Porter closed the door so that I couldn’t eavesdrop. Now I was alone with my swirling stomach and my horrible humiliating. I looked up at the clock and I watched as it ticked slowly—one tick seemingly every ten seconds. My head was light, as if I was about to faint. I looked down at my desk and I tried processing what was happening. It just didn’t seem real. 

    It was another five minutes before Mrs. Porter returned, this time without Joel. She closed the door and casually sauntered over to her seat. She sat down with a big smile on her face, and then she looked into my eyes. I looked away quickly, knowing that she knew the whole story. Surely my friends had fed all of the little details to her.  

    “So Victor. Things aren’t looking so good for you, are they?” she said. 

    “I’m sorry,” I said. Though I wasn’t sure what I was apologizing for.  

    “Your grade is abysmal, and it’s dropped considerably over the past two weeks. It’s my understanding that your other grades are okay.” 

    “I’ve just had a hard time focussing lately,” I said. “But I can fix it. I’ll turn my grades around.”  

    “When?” she said. “Because we’re halfway through the semester.”  

    “I’ll study harder. I’ll stay after class. Just please don’t tell my parents about this stuff with Kenny and Joel. It was all just a mistake. We were at a party and we all had too much to drink—everyone was doing it, not just us—drinking, I mean. I’d never had a drink before. I didn’t know what it could do. It really won’t happen again.”  

    “I’m willing to erase the grades from your last test, and your last three quizzes—all of which you failed miserably,” she said. “But I need to know that you won’t be coming into class distracted again. And for that to happen, you need to come to terms with this Kenny and Joel business.”  

    “Put me in the morning class,” I said. “I’ll have my first period switched to last period—then they won’t be here to distract me.”  

    She shook her head. “I don’t think it’s their presence that’s distracting you.”  

    “I’ll do anything,” I said. I didn’t love the idea of failing her class and losing my shot at getting into college next year—but I hated the idea of my parents finding out that I’d had sex with my two best friends.  

    “The only way you’re going to rid yourself of this distraction is by facing it head on. You need to work it out with Kenny and Joel.”  

    There was a lump in my throat now. “Okay,” I said. “I can do that. I’ll talk to them. We’ll put it behind us. We’ll never talk about it again.”  

    She shook her head again. “That’s not going to solve this problem, Victor.”  

    “Then what?” I said.  

    Suddenly, there was a knock at the classroom door. Mrs. Porter smiled as she rose to her feet. She looked into my eyes and then she walked over to the door, grabbing the handle slowly. She pulled the door open and Kenny took a step into the room, now dolled up with makeup, a blonde wig, and a little red dress, which I recognized from a recent school play. His cheeks were red, but I don’t think that was rouge.  

    Then Joel stepped in, also dolled up. His hair was long and black and straight, and so was his dress. The only colour on Joel was in his red cheeks. Both boys were staring down at the floor, looking humiliated. Mrs. Porter closed the door.  

    “Now is your chance to work through this,” she said. “I want the three of you to do everything I say. Failure to follow my commands and I’ll be sure to direct this issue to the principal, and to your parents. Understand?”  

    I shook my head, and the other guys did the same.  

    “Okay, Joel—you get to start. Be completely honest with your friends. Tell them everything you told me.”  

    Joel closed his pretty eyes for a moment. He took a deep breath and then he nodded his head. “I like dressing up like a girl,” he said in his girly voice. I wondered if Mrs. Porter told him to use the voice, or if that was a voluntary decision. “I’ve been putting on my sister’s clothes for years, and when Kenny made that joke about dressing up like Katy Leone for Halloween, I thought it would be a good excuse to dress up like a girl. I just pretended like I thought it was funny.”  

    “Good,” Mrs. Porter said. “And what else?”  

    “At home, I like to play with dildos. After I had a couple of drinks at that party, I was already trying to figure out how I could get the two of you to fuck me. So I guess I kind of set you guys up. I think I’m gay—or at least I’m a bisexual.”  

    Mrs. Porter looked at me and asked, “Victor—how does that make you feel?” 

    I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know.”  

    “Not good enough,” Mrs. Porter said, raising one eyebrow.  

    I cleared my throat and tried to think of how Joel’s admission made me feel. “I guess I’m just confused as to why you kept that a secret from us. I mean—yeah, we probably would have made fun of you a little bit, but just jokingly. We would still be your friends.”  

    A small smile appeared on Joel’s face. He bit down on his bottom lip, and I had to admit that he looked cute.  

    “Now Kenny—tell your friends what’s been on your mind.”  

    He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t really know.” He was using a soft, girly voice as well. Mrs. Porter must have instructed the guys to do so.  

    “Would you rather tell the principal?” Mrs. Porter asked. I bit down on my tongue, tempted to slap Kenny’s pretty face so that this wouldn’t become a public issue.  

    He cleared his throat. “When I put on that Katy Leone costume for the Halloween party, it made me feel… good. It was just supposed to be a joke, but I really liked it. And then guys kept hitting on me at the party, and I liked that too. The morning after the party, I put on my sister’s clothes and makeup and that same Katy Leone wig, and I made a Tinder account as a girl. I spent the whole weekend talking to guys while pretending to be a girl, and I just felt so good. I’ve been wearing panties under my jeans ever since the party—I don’t really know why. After school, I’ve been going to the mall and getting changed in the bathroom. I just walk around the mall by myself, dressed up like a girl. I don’t know… I guess I want to be a girl.”  

    Mrs. Porter looked at me. “Victor, how does that make you feel?”  

    I bit down hard on my tongue. “I don’t know. You look like a girl—and you’re pretty. So I guess why not?” 

    “I don’t want to be made fun of. And I wouldn’t know how to tell my family,” he said in that gentle tone.  

    “I won’t make fun of you any more than I already do,” I said. He cracked a smile—or I should say, she cracked a smile. “And when you’re ready to tell your family, I can be there with you.”  

    “Really?” she said. Her eyes were glowing. 

    I shrugged my shoulders. “I’m sure it will be fine, especially if they see you like this.”  

    “Victor,” Mrs. Porter said. “Get up and show Kenny that you really mean it when you say that she’s pretty.”  

    I remained sitting for a moment, trying to wrap my head around what Mrs. Porter could be asking me to do. Then I stood up and took a few steps towards Kenny, who was standing with her precious hands clasped at her waist. I looked down her body and said, “You’re very pretty.”  

    “I said to show Kenny that she’s pretty, not to tell her.”  

    I stared into her eyes for a moment, and then I showed her the only way I could think to show her: by leaning forward and kissing her gently on the lips.  

    “Good,” Mrs. Porter said. “Now I want you to really prove it. Feel her body, and make her feel like a real woman.”  

    My heart fluttered and coughed. I lifted my hands up and saw that they were trembling. Then I put them on her sides and gently moved them up and down. Her body felt soft and warm. She had a slight smile on her beautiful face. I slid my hands down slowly to her hips, and then I carefully felt her tight ass.  

    “Kenny,” Mrs. Porter said, “check to see if he’s telling the truth.”  

    “How?” Kenny said, letting a soft whimper escape her glossy lips.  

    “Feel his cock. If he’s telling the truth, you’ll feel it.”  

    Kenny looked down at my crotch. She reached down slowly with her gentle hand and she placed it over my package. She gently squeezed, making me tense up. “I can feel him throbbing,” she said.  

    “Good. Now Joel, I want you to get on your knees to suck Kenny’s cock. Victor, I want you to make Kenny feel like a real woman by sticking your erection deep inside of her.” There was a mutual hesitation and silence in the room. But strangely, that awkward tension was gone. That moment was strangely relieving. It was nice that we’d all finally come clean. I no longer felt ashamed about what we’d done. If anything, I was proud of it. That little Halloween romp had set the wheels of honesty in motion. Joel had finally come out, and now Kenny was embracing her true self.  

    Joel sunk down to his knees and gently lifted up the red skirt of Kenny’s dress. He fished out her cock and immediately plunged it into his mouth. He let out an elated sigh, like a man drinking water for the first time in two days of desert heat. Kenny’s body tensed up and shuddered in an elated way. “Shit,” she said.  

    And there I was, standing behind Kenny, running my hands up and down her sides, feeling her impressive curves. I pulled that skirt up and then I pulled her panties aside to reveal that tight asshole. It seemed weird with our teacher watching, but that didn’t make me want to plunge my cock into that ass any less. I used both of my hands to spread Kenny’s cheeks, so I could watch that hole pucker and beg for me to stuff it. Then I unzipped my fly and pulled out my already-throbbing erection. I ran my fat tip from the top of her butt crack, down to her little hole. Then I spat into my hand and spread it all over my shaft.  

    I plunged myself deep into her body, making her moan loudly. I held her hips tightly as I started to pump. Kenny reached up and ran her hands through her hair before bending over and planting those same hands down on Mrs. Porter’s desk. I used my feet to nudge her heeled stance wider, and then I kept fucking her tight asshole.  

    She had Joel’s head pinned against the desk, but Joel didn’t seem to mind—he didn’t even mind when I was pounding Kenny’s ass hard, making Kenny’s pelvis slam into his face.  

    I could feel beads of hot sweat forming on the back of my neck. I felt so free and so relaxed. I was excited to see where these new revelations might lead us. For the first time in so long, I had a mental image of my future. I saw myself in a good college, and my father was happy, and I had Kenny all dolled up at my side, making my mother happy. Every night, Kenny and I would fuck before going to sleep. Sometimes Joel would show up to be the third man in, which we always enjoyed.  

    And so what if that fantasy was gay? So what if it wasn’t socially acceptable? It wasn’t anyone’s business but our own.  

    Kenny cried out in a state of absolute pleasure. “I’m going to come,” she said. It was ten seconds later when I heard Joel let out a muffled groan. Kenny was coming in Joel’s mouth. Joel’s eyes rolled into the back of his head as if he loved everything about it. He pulled himself back and took a deep breath, letting Kenny’s cock flip up and slap her in the abdomen. A long strand of cum connected Joel’s lips with Kenny’s throbbing tip. It was a hot sight: hot enough to make me cum deep in Kenny’s asshole.  

    And just like that, that horribly awkward tension was gone. I didn’t feel like we’d all made a big mistake, like I felt after the Halloween party. And to make things even better, Mrs. Porter was erasing my recent failures to give me a shot at saving my grades. I couldn’t wait for Kenny to come out to the whole school, so she could start transitioning properly. I couldn’t wait to learn her new name and to introduce her to my parents.  

    Halloween 2015 was truly a happy Halloween.  

    THE END  

    




 

    [bookmark: SISSYPAYBACK]SISSY PAYBACK 

    Chris makes a big mistake one night after a party when he sleeps with his best friend’s girlfriend, on the same bed his best friend is passed out on. Chris has always suspected that Karina cheats on Rob with lots of guys, so he doesn’t think it’s a big deal. 

    Two weeks later, Rob and Karina break up. Rob shows up on Chris’s doorstep, needing a place to stay. Apparently he finally caught Karina cheating. He’s depressed and angry. He wants revenge on his evil ex-girlfriend, so Rob suggests finding a girl willing to put out and take a few pictures. They try their luck at a few local clubs, but Rob can’t seem to find a girl willing to help him get his payback. Chris, still feeling guilty about what he did with Karina, makes an offer that involves a wig, some makeup, and some tight lingerie.  

    




 

    [bookmark: SISSYPAYBACK1]CHAPTER I 

    I’d never liked Rob’s girlfriend, Karina. In fact, the first impression I got of her when we first met hadn’t changed after four years: I still thought she was a smug little bitch. She was also arrogant, rude, callous, and I was about to learn that she was also a trashy slut. Though maybe I wasn’t so much better.  

    It was a cool November night—or maybe it was morning by that point. I had thrown a party at my house, and there were still a few stragglers finishing their drinks before heading out. I was starting the long process of cleaning up all of the glasses and beer cans when I found Rob drinking alone in my guest bedroom. He looked at me with a big smile and said, “Hey! You’re still here!” 

    “Of course I’m still here, Rob, it’s my house. What the hell are you doing in here?” I could that he was drunk. His face was red and even as he swayed gently from side to side on the edge of my guest bed. “Why aren’t you home? I thought you left hours ago.”  

    “I was supposed to go, but I don’t want to go,” he said, slurring his words slightly. 

    “Why? What’s wrong?” 

    He scoffed in an exaggerated and drunken sort of way. “I just don’t need any of that tonight,” he said, and I knew he was referring to Karina, who had just moved into his apartment a few months before. But I was surprised to hear him admitting that they were having issues, even though it had been obvious for some time. Whenever she would call, he would take his phone into another room before answering. Whenever he came back from taking a call from Karina, he would look like a zombie, with all of the joy sucked out of him—as if they were constantly fighting.  

    I walked into the room and sat down on the edge of the bed. “Well what are you going to do?” 

    He shrugged his shoulders. “What can I do?” he said sarcastically, as if he had no options. 

    “Well—have you thought about leaving her? Why don’t you find someone else? There are lots of girls out there.”  

    He laughed and shook his head. “I can’t leave her. I just—I couldn’t do that to her?” 

    “Why?” I asked. 

    He sighed and his smile vanished. “You just don’t get it, Chris. You aren’t in a relationship. It’s not that simple.” It was hard to understand what he was saying at all. He suddenly slapped his hand to his mouth and I heard his stomach grumble. I didn’t want vomit on my guest bed, so I pulled him up to his feet by sticking my arm underneath his. He nearly collapsed—his legs hardly doing any work to keep him upright. I noticed the pile of beer cans on the floor. Did he drink all of those? How was he even conscious?  

    I quickly pulled him towards the bathroom. He collapsed over my toilet and started to empty his guts. I looked away. “I’ll get you a water.” I got him a glass and forced him to chug it. Then his eyes closed and he fell asleep hugging my toilet bowl. I tried to nudge him awake, but he wouldn’t open his eyes. So I continued cleaning my house, checking in on him every few minutes, to make sure he was still breathing.  

    While I was cleaning the guest room, I heard a song. It took a moment before I realized it was a phone ringtone. I stuck my hand underneath the guest room pillows and I pulled out Rob’s cellphone. He was getting a call from Karina. I didn’t answer, and then she called again a minute later—then a minute after that.  

    Finally, I decided to answer the phone. “Where the hell are you, Rob? Why aren’t you picking up your phone?” she said a moment after the call was connected. 

    “Hey, Karina. This is Chris. Rob is—uh—unavailable at the moment.” 

    “What do you mean unavailable? Who’s he with? Go get him. Is he with that blonde girl? I saw him cruising her Facebook page like a total pervert.” I had no idea who she was referring to. 

    “He’s with the toilet bowl. He had a bit too much to drink. I got him to drink a glass of water before he went black.” I’d always hated Karina (and I suspected that she hated me) but I never let it show—at least I always tried to keep it from showing. But sometimes I was so careful to tread on eggshells around her that I felt like I sounded like a condescending asshole: speaking softly and slowly with lots of fake smiles.  

    She sighed. “Of course. I guess I’ll come get him.”  

    “You don’t have to do that,” I said, checking the time and seeing that it was almost 3:00 AM. “He can sleep on my bathroom floor and then drive himself home in the morning.”  

    “We’ve got brunch with my parents tomorrow—I’m not letting the prick get out of it again. I’ll be there in fifteen minutes.” I really didn’t like the idea of having to keep an eye on Rob all night long—but I absolutely hated the thought of spending five minutes with Karina, especially while she was in a terrible mood.  

    I kept cleaning until there was a knock at my door. Now, my house had emptied out, save for Rob in the bathroom. I bit down on the edge of my tongue as I went to the door. And then I put on my best fake smile as I opened the door to let her inside. She didn’t wait for an invitation in—she just brushed past me with thinly pressed lips and shoulders up to her ears. “Where is the son of a bitch? He promised me he wouldn’t get hammered again—and what does he do?”  

    “He’s just down the hall and to the left—in the bathroom.” I kept my distance from her. Sure, she was only 5’1” and maybe one hundred pounds, but she still scared the hell out of me. She already had her gentle little hands clenched into tight fists. I followed her carefully as she approached the bathroom. I wanted to be close just in case she decided to murder my best friend.  

    When she saw him, she shook her head and sighed.  

    “I thought he left a few hours ago. But I guess he was still here, drinking. I would have cut him off had I known,” I said, hoping to wriggle my way into her good books—even just a tiny bit. 

    “What a pathetic loser,” she said. She walked up to him and gave him a hard shove. “Get up, Rob. We need to go.” He didn’t budge, but he did let out a loud snore. “Rob! Wake up! Quit being such a waste of life and get yourself up!” But he didn’t move.  

    Then Karina turned and looked at me. “Was he with a girl? Who was he drinking with?”  

    I shook my head. “He was alone as far as I know.”  

    “Do you have his phone? Let me see it.” 

    I handed it to her, and then I watched as she unlocked it and started checking his messages. She scoffed again. “He was texting that blonde cunt,” she said. “Talk about a downgrade.” I peeked over her shoulder and saw that the ‘blonde cunt’ she was referring to was one of Rob’s classmates. They were texting about an assignment. I decided not to chime in, even though I wanted to defend my best friend. “Was she here?” she asked. 

    “No,” I said.  

    “I don’t know why he’s so obsessed with her. I’m pretty sure she wears that perfume you buy for preteen girls—and she wears so much of it. She’s probably a massive slut.” 

    “Well she wasn’t here,” I said.  

    “Where did you find him?” she asked me. 

    I was slow to respond, worried I was doing a massive disservice to my buddy. “Um, over in the guest room.” 

    “Show me,” she said. 

    So I walked her over to the guest room. She immediately went to the bed and planted her face down to smell the sheets. She looked insane—but that’s also when I noticed her outfit: a tiny black clubbing dress, which stopped covering her tush the moment she bent over. Under that dress she was wearing a red thong, which hardly did anything to cover her puffy pussy lips. I saw that she was hairy—her soft pubic hair spilling out around her tight thong. When she stood up and looked back at me, I snapped my gaze up, but I felt my face turning red. But now I couldn’t help but notice the low-cut top of her dress, showing off the cleavage of her small tits. She had a childish body and a pair of B-cup breasts, which never needed a bra. And because she never wore a bra, her nipples were always pressing against her tight outfits—and now, her outfit was especially tight. I tried my hardest not to look at her chest. She was the devil, after all. 

    “You swear that cunt wasn’t here?” Karina asked, looking into my eyes. And for the first time ever, I noticed that she had big, pretty eyes. Maybe I could see what Rob saw in her—at least physically. Maybe he just didn’t care about conversation or his mental well-being. Maybe he just wanted to be with a hottie. And now I was starting to wonder if she was an animal in bed. Surely she must be, given her complete lack of other redeeming characteristics.  

    “She wasn’t here,” I said.  

    She took a step towards me, getting close. She narrowed her big eyes and stared deep into my soul, making me tremble slightly. She had to stand on her tiptoes and tilt her head up, but somehow she was still intimidating. “You aren’t just covering for him, are you?”  

    I shook my head. “I wouldn’t do that,” I said.  

    “Why not? Don’t you like your friend?” Now it seemed like she was testing me like a human lie detector. I bit down hard on the edge of my tongue and forced an uncomfortable smile.  

    “I don’t like lying,” I said.  

    “No one likes lying, but sometimes you have to do it,” she said. The comment made me uncomfortable. I could see right down her top as I looked down into her eyes. It was hard not to look. I could almost see her nipples—definitely her areolas. She was young and tight and she smelled so pretty.  

    “Are you staring at my tits?” she said. 

    I shook my head quickly. “Was I? No—I wasn’t.” I could feel my face becoming dark red. 

    “Oh my God, you want to fuck me. You’re a perv, too.”  

    “No, I don’t,” I said. My voice cracked slightly.  

    “You don’t? You don’t think I’m pretty or something?”  

    “No—I think you’re very pretty. Rob is lucky to have you. I just—I wasn’t thinking about that.”  

    “So you do want to fuck me, but that’s not what you were thinking about?” she said. Now she was putting words in my mouth, and I was completely flustered. She was manipulative. I could see how she drove Rob so insane. “If you want to fuck me, be a man and fuck me.” She took a step back and turned around, bending over the bed, showing me her perky ass as she stood up tall on the balls of her feet. My head was spinning now. Was this really happening? Was she just baiting me—or did she really want me to fuck her?  

    I looked back down the hallway. I could see the light from the open bathroom door, and I could hear the occasional snore of my very drunk best friend. Then I looked back at Karina’s tight tush and her red thong, which was mostly hidden between her perky butt cheeks.  

    “Come and fuck me—or are you a pathetic loser like my boyfriend?” she said.  

    I found myself stepping forward. I put my trembling hands on her thighs, then I slid them up, pulling her tight dress up to expose all of her ass—and the butterfly tramp stamp on her lower back. I took her red thong and I gently pulled it down. Her tight ass held onto it until it couldn’t anymore—then it snapped down to expose her tight, hairy pussy. A shudder ran through me. I knew that this wasn’t right—I knew I was betraying my friend. But how could I say no to having sex with a hot young woman?  

    I took a deep breath before using both of my hands to spread her cheeks. Her pussy spread open slightly along with her butthole. I could see a damp glistening inside of her hole; she really wanted it. A moment later, I had my face buried between her thighs. I stuck my tongue into her wet pussy while her tight butt cheeks rubbed against my face. I’d completely lost control of myself. My morals were nowhere to be found. I was betraying my best friend, but I knew that it didn’t matter as long as he never found out about it.  

    Karina moaned loudly—apparently not worried at all about Rob overhearing. When a small gush of warm fluid poured down my chin, I knew she was ready for more than my tongue.  

    I stood up and quickly fished my erection out. I was already throbbing and as hard as concrete. I slapped my cock down between her butt cheeks and I slid myself down until my tip was pressed against her wet cunt. I carefully began to mash myself in, feeling her warm natural lubricant squishing around my cock. Then she reached back and grabbed my shaft, stopping it from going any deeper. She pulled me back and then she raised me up to her butthole. I became frozen as I stared down at my tip, which was now being mashed into her tight back door.  

    “Rob is too much of a pussy to fuck me in the ass,” she said. “Well? What are you waiting for? Stick your big cock in me.” 

    I spread her cheeks wide and pushed my tip hard into her hole. And after a moment, it finally penetrated. She gasped and moaned and I was unable to look away from her suddenly gaping hole consuming my long shaft. I pushed in deeper and deeper, and she didn’t clench or resist at all. I could feel her gushy insides along the length of my cock. It was so warm and so tight. I pushed slowly until I had nothing left to push. She had every inch of my eight-inch cock inside of her ass.  

    “Fuck me,” she demanded. 

    So I started pumping her, clutching her thighs firmly with both hands. It felt so good. I was worried that I was going to end up coming in under a minute and then she would mock me because of it. So I bit down hard on the edge of my tongue and I tried to remind myself that I was fucking my best friend’s girlfriend. I thought the shame and embarrassment might make me last longer—though I’m not sure it was truly registering. Sure, I felt guilty, but the pleasure was so amazing that I couldn’t seem to bring myself to care. If I was really so ashamed, I would have pulled out and walked away—and I certainly wasn’t doing that.  

    I suddenly heard a thud behind me. Karina heard it as well. We both turned our heads at the same time to look towards the doorway.  

    Rob was standing there, leaning against the doorframe, staring right at us. I was frozen, with my cock entirely in Karina’s asshole. I opened my mouth to say something, but I couldn’t think of any words. We were caught, and now I was about to lose my best friend.  

    “Have you seen my phone?” he asked, still slurring.  

    I shook my head, but I still wasn’t able to respond. I couldn’t push any words past the lump in my throat.  

    He stumbled forward, and then he fell onto the bed face-first, right next to us. A moment later, he was snoring again. Karina slowly looked into my eyes. Her eyes were wide and full of fear. But she apparently wasn’t terrified enough. “Keep fucking me,” she said. 

    I was slow to react, terrified Rob would wake up next to us and clue into what was happening. But I also didn’t want to miss the opportunity to finish fucking a hot young woman in the asshole. So I kept thrusting. I had to close my eyes so that I wouldn’t be able to see Rob through my peripheral vision. I pumped Karina harder and harder and harder. The tingling between my legs grew stronger and stronger—until I just couldn’t hold back any longer. I shoved myself in deep and I unloaded everything I had. She moaned and screamed wildly, but it wasn’t enough to wake up Rob.  

    As I pulled out of that tight asshole, which was now red and stretched and oozing out my white load, guilt filled my stomach. I knew that Karina wasn’t right for Rob, but that didn’t give me the authority to go ahead and fuck her. And if she was fucking me, God knows who else was fucking behind his back.  

    But I knew I had to remain quiet about it. Rob could never know that I fucked his girlfriend in the ass while he was passed out just a foot away. I now had a secret I would have to keep from Rob for the rest of my life—even if they ended up splitting.  

    “Help me drag him out to my car,” Karina said as she pulled her red thong back up.  

    I quickly did up my belt and then I helped the tiny Karina haul her boyfriend out to her car. She was silent as she got into her car. 

    I stopped her before she took off. “Wait,” I said. “Shouldn’t we talk about what just happened?”  

    She narrowed her eyes and shook her head. “What’s to talk about? You fucked me and now we’re never going to talk about it again. And if you ever tell Rob, I’ll make your life a living hell. Got it?”  

    I nodded my head, feeling that intimidation that I always seemed to feel around her. She put her car into drive and pulled away with her blacked out boyfriend in the backseat.  

    




 

    [bookmark: SISSYPAYBACK2]CHAPTER II 

    It was a month later when there was a knock at my door. It was late on a weekday night, so my first assumption was that one of my neighbours was coming to let me know that I accidentally left my garage door open. I was surprised to see Rob standing on my doorstep with tears swelling in his eyes. “She cheated on me,” he said before I could even say hello.  

    My heart swirled down into the pit of my stomach. There were two possibilities in my head: either Rob found out that I fucked Karina, or he found out that Karina fucked someone else; both possibilities were bad for me. The first possibility was bad for obvious reasons—especially because Rob was nearly twice my size, with arms as thick as my legs. The latter possibility was bad because Karina was an evil woman, and if Rob decided to split up with her, she would almost certainly tell him about our romp, just because it was the obviously evil thing to do.  

    “A—Are you okay?” I asked, making sure I had a good grip on the door in case he came at me and I needed to slam it shut. 

    He shook his head. “I came home early from work and she was with this guy. He—He was inside of her, and she was moaning.”  

    “It’s okay, man. I don’t need the details,” I said. I moved aside to let him into my house, assuming he had nowhere else to go.  

    “The guy looked back and saw me, but he didn’t stop. He kept fucking her. He said he was almost done, and then he came a few seconds later. I went into the other room to cry, and then Karina came in and told me to stop being a baby. She told me that it was my fault for not being around enough.” He sat down on my couch and then stared blankly at my hardwood floor. “She said that I don’t know how to pleasure her, and that I should be happy that she’s still with me.”  

    “That’s awful,” I said. And for some reason, I found myself remembering what Karina told me: that Rob refused to stick his cock in her ass, even though it was obviously what she liked the most. This man Rob caught with Karina probably had his big dick in her ass as well. “But maybe it’s for the best—find another girl.” 

    “But I love Karina. I’ve loved her since the day I met her.”  

    “It’ll take some time to get over her,” I said. “Want me to make you a coffee or something?”  

    He shook his head slowly. “I just don’t understand why she did it.”  

    “How’s about a tea? I’ll make a tea. Turn on the Xbox. We can play some Call of Duty to get your mind off of her. Okay?” I got up and zipped over to the kitchen. I wanted to get him off the topic before I made the giant mistake of telling him that I’d also been with Karina. For some reason I had the urge to tell him, as if it would help him make up his mind about leaving her. But I knew I couldn’t let that secret slip. I knew it would only drive him away from me.  

    He didn’t turn on the Xbox. Instead, he continued to stare blankly at the floor. I just wanted the subject to change. I didn’t want to be the friend who had to have this chat. Why couldn’t he just dump her and be done with her?  

    My phone buzzed while I was in the kitchen making a pot of tea. I slipped out my phone and saw that I had a message from Karina. “Is my boyfriend at your house?” I stared at the message for a minute. I didn’t want her coming over and bringing this fight into my place—that was a sure-fire way to have my secret revealed to Rob. So I lied when I replied to Karina. “No, he’s not here. Why?”  

    “Do you know where that blonde slut lives by any chance?” she wrote.  

    “Sorry—I don’t know,” I wrote. Then I looked back up at Rob. He was still staring at the floor with defeat on his face.  

    “I just don’t know why she did it,” he said.  

    My phone buzzed again. “Do you know her phone number? Can you find it somehow?”  

    I quickly replied. “I really don’t know, and I’m just heading to bed. Sorry, Karina. I’m sure he’s not out with her though.”  

    My phone buzzed again, but this time I just turned my phone off instead of continuing the conversation. I brought a couple mugs of tea over to the living area. I took a seat right next to Rob. “It’ll be okay,” I said. I wasn’t good at consoling people.  

    “Do you think she’s cheated before? Or do you think this is a one-time thing? If it was just a one-time thing, I think I can change. I can get over this. People make mistakes—right?”  

    And once again, I was tempted to tell him what happened. I bit down on my lip and shrugged my shoulders. “I guess you could give her another chance—or you could move on before you invest any more time into her.”  

    He stared into my eyes, and I was worried he would be able to see the deceit on my face. I forced a smile. “Let’s play Call of Duty,” I said. 

    “I don’t want to play Call of Duty,” he said.  

    “Then what do you want to do? You shouldn’t just sit here and dwell. You’ll drive yourself crazy.”  

    “I don’t know what I want to do. I want to be with her. Why can’t I go back in time and just come home at a normal time? Why did I have to see that?”  

    “Why would you want to be oblivious? Ignorance isn’t really bliss, Rob.” 

    He looked back at the ground. “If we split up, she’ll have a new boyfriend by the end of the week—and I don’t know if I’ll ever have a new girlfriend. She’ll make a point of rubbing it in my face. I just know her so well—I know exactly what she’ll do. She’ll send me pictures and say it was by mistake, and then she’ll pretend like she feels bad for me. She knows how to get under my skin. She knows how to drive me crazy.”  

    “Then just forget about her. Move on before she has a chance to get under your skin. What time is it? I bet there are still some cuties hanging around the bars. Let’s go find you a girl to take home tonight. You can bring her here. The moment you spend five minutes with another girl, you’ll forget all about Karina—I promise.”  

    I was expecting him to shrug my suggestion away, so I was surprised when he looked up with glowing eyes. “Really? You’d help me pick up a girl tonight?” Then he looked back down at the floor. “No—I couldn’t do that. We haven’t officially split up yet. That would just be cheating.”  

    “I think you officially split up when she had sex with another man, Rob,” I said. Then he looked at me with those painful eyes, and I suddenly felt guilty for the words I’d chosen and for the actions I’d made with his girlfriend.  

    “Maybe you’re right. Maybe it’s already over. Do you think we could find a girl who would want to be with me? Do you think I still have a shot?” 

    “Rob—you’re one of the best looking guys I know. Girls are always asking about you. Whenever we’ve gone to a bar, girls are always ogling you. It might take you some time to recover emotionally for another relationship, but you certainly won’t have any issues finding a girl who will want you to fuck the living hell out of her.”  

    He cracked a small smile. And I couldn’t help but think that I was conquering my guilt. If I could just help Rob get over Karina, then I would be absolved of my wrongdoing. “I’ll put on my shoes and we’ll head out right now.”  

    




 

    [bookmark: SISSYPAYBACK3]CHAPTER III 

    I wasn’t a big fan of clubs, but I knew that’s where we were most likely to find a girl willing to put out for Rob. We had to wait in a small line to get in. The club was surprisingly busy for a weekday night. The girls were already drunk when we walked in, and we were already getting eyed up by a group of young women as we approached the bar.  

    Rob was lacking his usual confidence, but I knew the liquor would help. He’d always been a jolly drunk: he was the life of every party I’d ever been to. I waved down the bartender and ordered a couple of shots and a couple of beers. While the bartender was preparing our drinks, I slipped away to use the bathroom. “I’ll be thirty seconds,” I said. And I really was quick. But by the time I was back, Rob was chugging down the last of the second beer. Both shot glasses were empty, sitting next to an empty pint glass.  

    “Shit—Did you drink all of that?” I asked. 

    “Sorry,” I said. “I just needed something to get my mind off of Karina.”  

    So I ordered another shot and another beer. Rob threw his arm up and ordered himself another shot and another beer as well. 

    “Be sure to pace yourself, man. Have you eaten anything today even?” I asked. 

    “Not since breakfast,” he said. He pounded the shot back and instantly started chugging back the beer like a desperate alcoholic. My nerves tingled. I suddenly had a very bad feeling about this whole situation.  

    “Let’s go scope out the girls here,” I said, hoping to pull him away from that bar. I looked over a minute later and saw that his new beer was already empty. His cheeks were red and his eyes were sparkling. He was already drunk, and I suppose that’s exactly what he wanted.  

    We got a table near the middle of the room. I pointed out a number of girls who appeared to be single and looking to mingle. Rob was strangely shy. I’d never seen him act shy before—especially under the influence of alcohol.  

    There was one girl who I could tell he was into. She had short black hair and straight cut bangs. She was dancing alone, swaying from side to side with a big smile on her pink-cheeked face. “Go dance with her,” I said to Rob. 

    His face became red. “I don’t know. She probably just wants to dance alone.” 

    “Literally no one in the world wants to dance alone. Just go and dance with her, then buy her a drink. Be like the old Rob—go get her!”  

    I gave him a little shove. He stepped slowly off of his chair and then he stretched out his back. “I guess I could give it a shot,” he said. He moved slowly towards her, still holding his empty pint glass. I thought about telling him to put the glass down, but I didn’t want to kill his momentum. I watched as he stepped onto the dance floor. He started to dance awkwardly as he approached her from behind. 

    She spun around and saw him coming towards her. His moves were clunky and strange, but she didn’t seem to mind. She smiled and continued to dance. And suddenly, with no effort at all, they were dancing together. It was a good start—a solid step in the right direction. He just needed to spend a bit of time with other girls, to realize that Karina was really nothing special. I knew he would make that realization quickly.  

    I casually sat back and sipped my beer, turning my attention towards the television screen across the club, which was playing the hockey game, unlike all the other screens, which were playing some strange motion art project. I zoned out for a moment, remembering that I had to work in the morning, and it was almost the morning now. Then I looked back towards the dance floor and saw that Rob and the girl were gone. I looked around and spotted them at the bar. Rob was doing another shot and the girl was watching. I groaned, wishing I could somehow tell Rob to cool it with the alcohol consumption.  

    Then I saw him put his hand on her lower back. He rubbed gently, and she seemed into it, inching herself closer to him. I decided to make my way towards them, so I could do a bit of eavesdropping. I was happy for my friend—and I was especially happy because Karina was on her way to being nothing more than a distant memory. Soon, I wouldn’t have to worry about my dirty little secret getting out. 

    I got close and took a seat at a table just ten feet away from Rob and the dark-haired beauty. That’s when I heard Rob say, “You just remind me of how my girlfriend was when we first met.”  

    I planted my face into my hands. Why did he say that? What was he thinking?  

    He tried to correct himself, but he wasn’t making his position any better. “I mean my ex-girlfriend. Well, she’s not technically my ex yet, but she will be. At least I think she will be.”  

    I shook my head. My body was aching with sympathy pains. What was wrong with his stupid mouth? The girl was throwing herself at him and he had to find a way to ruin it. I looked over and watched as the girl took her free drink and walked away, leaving Rob alone at the bar.  

    I stepped in quickly. “Maybe don’t mention Karina again,” I said. “Let’s find another girl—and remember: no talk about girlfriends or ex-girlfriends.”  

    Rob looked upset. His smile was gone and his gaze was suddenly inward. I don’t think he’d ever been rejected before. I don’t think he knew until that very moment what it was like to have low confidence. “Don’t worry, dude. There are lots of girls here,” I said. 

    He nodded his head slowly. Then I pointed out a nearby blonde. “Right there—go and talk to her. I think that girl wants to dance. She’s been eyeing the dance floor for the last ten minutes. Go dance with her.”  

    Rob stood up slowly. He dragged his feet towards the girl. I couldn’t hear their short conversation, but I didn’t need to hear their words to know that she was rejecting him. He turned around slowly and dragged his feet back towards me.  

    His confidence was ruined. It was obvious from his slumped posture and his sunken eyes. He had his chance and he ruined it by bringing Karina into the conversation. Now, his night was over. “Let’s go back to my place. You can sleep in my guest room,” I said. I instantly remembered fucking Karina on my guest bed. I hadn’t changed the sheets since then. 

    “Thanks, Chris. You’re a good friend,” Rob said, patting me on the shoulder. I wanted to tell him that I wasn’t, but instead I just forced a smile.  

    




 

    [bookmark: SISSYPAYBACK4]CHAPTER IV 

    Karina was furious when Rob didn’t come home that night. Rob’s phone buzzed throughout the night, but he wasn’t answering her text messages. I didn’t have to look at his phone to know that she was accusing him of being out with another woman—not that it was any of her business at this point.  

    Rob was asleep when I got up for work. When I got home eight hours later, he was still in bed, staring blankly at the ceiling of my guest room. “You okay?” I asked. “Bad hangover?”  

    “No, I’m fine,” he said. There was very little emotion in his voice. My heart churned with guilt, even though I knew it wasn’t really my fault. Karina was sleeping around—if she hadn’t slept with me, she would have found someone else to sleep with, just like she did a few weeks later. So why should I feel any guilt?  

    “Want to go to the bar again? We can shake off some of yesterday’s bad luck.” 

    He shrugged his shoulders. So I just decided to leave him alone for a while. I made dinner, had a shower, watched some television, played some games, and then I started to worry that he was still in bed, still doing nothing. So I went back into the guest room again. “I think we should go to the club. What do you think?” I said. 

    He remained still for a moment, and then he sat up slowly. He took a deep breath and then he said, “Fine, let’s go.”  

    So we went to the bar. We started with a few drinks, which he downed quickly. Then he started scoping out girls. I tried my best to convince him to talk to a particularly beautiful redhead, but he had no desire to. He just wanted to stare blankly at the table. “This funk is just temporary,” I said. “In a week or two, you’ll feel better than ever. Just believe me.”  

    “I just hate her so much,” he said, taking me by surprise. 

    “What do you mean?”  

    “She cheated on me. How could she do that to me? She knew that my mom cheated on my dad—and then she cheated on me. And she had the balls to tell me that it was my fault? Fuck, I just hate her so much.” His hand was clenched into a fist. His anger was a step in the right direction, but I was worried about what he was going to do with it. The last thing I wanted was for my friend to go off and kill Karina. Sure, I hated her guts and I didn’t want her leaking my secret, but I didn’t want her dead. 

    “Well the best revenge would be to get over her quickly,” I said.  

    “Do you really think she would care?” he asked. He was looking into my eyes, and it took me a moment to realize that he was asking the question honestly. He really wanted to know my opinion on whether or not Karina would care if he moved on.  

    “I’m sure she would care.”  

    Then I watched as Rob smirked. “I could sleep with a girl and send her a picture: payback pictures. That’s what I should do, rather than giving her the satisfaction. She’s probably so satisfied right now, knowing that she broke me. She doesn’t deserve the satisfaction.” His fists clenched tighter.  

    I smiled and nodded. “Maybe don’t send her the photos. Maybe just move on and forget about her. The best way to get some payback would be to forget about her completely. That would really drive her man. If you send her photos, she’ll know that you’re still thinking about her.” I didn’t want her needing a reason to tell Rob that I slept with her. I didn’t need for her to have a reason to get some payback of her own.  

    Rob looked around. He spotted the redhead and his eyes grew wide. “Karina hated redheads,” he said. “So she would be perfect.” 

    I laughed nervously. I knew that Rob was handsome and muscular enough to pick up any girl he wanted. So if he really wanted to get this cruel payback, it wouldn’t be difficult.  

    I watched as he stood up and approached the girl. My heart began to pound. I felt like I had to stop him. I should have never slept with his girlfriend—what was I thinking? I knew that she was crazy, and I should have known that she would just use our romp as ammunition in her little war with Rob.  

    Rob stood close to the redhead as he talked to her. He stepped in even closer and put his hand on her arm. He was smiling confidently, but he still had that terrifying look in his eyes. His thirst for revenge was obvious and frightening. I stepped closer, hoping to pull him away from the girl and talk him out of his vengeful idea. Then, before I could even get within earshot, the girl reached up and slapped him across the face. His head spun to the side and then he froze as she stormed off. Heads turned to look at the pathetic man, standing with his head corked to the side. His eyes were closed, as if he was trying to will away the humiliation.  

    I felt bad for him, but a part of me was happy that his plot for vengeance had been foiled. “You okay?” I asked, tapping his shoulder gently.  

    “I’m fine. I just picked the wrong girl.”  

    Fifteen minutes later, another girl slapped him across the face and stormed off. “What are you saying to these girls?” I asked. 

    He shrugged his shoulders. “I’m just complimenting them and making a move. You can’t always win.” He tried again and again that night, and he was relentlessly turned down. Finally, around midnight, I convinced him to call it quits for the night. “I just need a few pictures. Why won’t these girls just pose for a few pictures for me? They don’t have to even put out if they don’t want to.” 

    “Girls are complicated, I guess,” I said. 

    He faked an awkward laugh. “It’s too bad you can’t just put on a dress and we can fake some pictures to send to Karina,” he said. 

    “Don’t worry. We’ll find someone to help us,” I said.  

    We went back to my place and I went to bed because I had to be up in five hours for work. 

    But I was only asleep for two hours before a faint noise woke me up. I slowly opened my eyes as I noticed the sound of whimpering. I got up and pressed my ear against the wall between my room and the guest room. I could hear him crying. And once again, that guilt filled my gut, making me nauseous and light headed. Was this partly my fault? Had I not slept with Karina that night, would anything be different? Or was it possible I just accelerated the end of their relationship? Could I have done Rob a giant favor by plugging his girlfriend’s asshole with my cock?  

    Regardless of whether I was to blame for Rob’s current torment, I knew that I needed to be a part of the solution. If he wanted to get his revenge, then maybe I needed to help him get his revenge, however he wanted to get it, as long as he wasn’t committing any crimes.  

    As I was dozing off, I had an idea to help, which didn’t involve Rob being slapped in the face by a myriad of women and slowly chipping away at his confidence.  

    




 

    [bookmark: SISSYPAYBACK5]CHAPTER V 

    I don’t really know why I decided I would help Rob get his payback. I knew that I was putting myself at risk in more ways than one—but I guess I thought that the universe would bless me with some sort of karmic retribution. Maybe Karina would leave me out of her vengeance—or maybe she wouldn’t even care if Rob sent her a set of payback pictures. Maybe Rob just needed to get a little bit of venting out of his system.  

    On the way home from work I stopped at an adult store. I’d seen the store many times from the road but I’d never been inside. I wasn’t expecting the space to be so big. One side of the store was a mass of pink and flesh tone, filled with DVDs and magazines: shelves that reached from the floor all the way to the tall ceilings. The middle of the store was a selection of sex toys: some more practical than others. You had your garden-variety vibrators, and then you had your life-sized rubber fists. Which hole were those supposed to go in? Or were they just joke gifts for bachelorette parties?  

    Finally, at the back of the store were the lingerie, heels, and wigs. I immediately recognized a few of the skimpy outfits: the prostitute who stood down the street from my office must have shopped here.  

    I awkwardly walked across the heavily sexualized place towards those outfits. The options seemed endless. Everything was sealed in small plastic bags. They had just about everything I could think of. I even jokingly thought about a sexy werewolf costume, and then I found it further down the shelf. I giggled and then someone tapped on my shoulder, making me jump. “Jesus!” I yelped. Apparently I was on edge. 

    A tiny woman who couldn’t have been older than nineteen was standing in a tiny dress. She stared up at me with a big smile on her face. “Dressing up?” she said. 

    I shook my head and quickly spurted out my pre-planned speech. “I’m here to buy something for my wife. She’s, uh, about my size. Sometimes she even wears my shoes.” I bit down on my tongue. I hadn’t planned on spurting out all of that information at once in such an unnatural way. Now it was probably even more obvious that I was looking for a costume for myself.  

    The tiny woman giggled—surely at my expense—and then she motioned towards the large number of outfits. “Well, all of these come in every size. I would say that you—I mean your wife—would be a medium.”  

    I bit down harder on my tongue, hoping the pain would stop my face from turning dark red. “Right. Perfect. I mean, she’s a bit smaller than me—maybe an inch shorter and five pounds lighter. But that won’t make a difference, right?” I don’t know why I cared what this stranger though. I knew I would never see her again, and I’m sure she’d met crazier people than me. Hell, she’d probably met crazier people within the last few hours. There was a reason she immediately assumed I was there as a cross-dresser… 

    But I wasn’t a cross-dresser. I was just going to help a buddy out. I would put the outfit on for fifteen minutes, and then I would toss it in the garbage.  

    “Our more contemporary styles are over here,” the girl said, leading me around a corner to another wall of skimpy outfits. “This one here is very popular with women right now. It even comes with the wig.” She pulled the outfit off of the wall and handed it to me. 

    The title of the package was ‘Russian Beauty’. It included a lacy black bra, high-waisted strappy panties, a sheer black kimono, and a jet-black wig, cut into a bob with straight bangs. The model on the package looked sexy in the picture—and she had a flat chest, unlike ninety-nine percent of the other models, who had massive fake breasts.  

    I stared at the package for a long moment, trying to decide if I would be able to pull it off—at least for the sake of a few photos. I had a slender body—not too different from the model in the picture.  

    “We have a little makeup kit that would go well with this outfit,” the shop girl said, zipping away and then returning with a little box. “It has the same eyelashes as the girl in the picture.” She handed me the box and I stared at it. My plan was to not get my face in any pictures, but maybe it would be a safe bet to apply a touch of makeup before the shoot—just in case my face snuck into some background mirror reflection or something. Also, the little makeup kit was only fifteen dollars.  

    “Thank you,” I said. I had to bite down on my tongue again, this time to fight away the humiliation. My tongue was starting to hurt. I remembered that I still hadn’t told Rob about this plan. I still had no idea if he would be into it. In fact, he might even be offended, thinking that I was trying to pity him after two nights of complete rejection. I could only hope that he would understand that I was just trying to help. “I’ll take all of it.”  

    On our way to the counter, she stopped and grabbed a pair of black heels. “These are on sale, and they’ll match your outfit.”  

    “My wife’s outfit,” I said, even though I knew my cover was already blown. I took the heels, which were very tall. I wondered if I would be able to stand in them—even just for a couple of pictures.  

    As I was checking out, the girl slipped a little bottle into my bag. “For spending over forty dollars, you get a promotional perfume,” she said. 

    “Oh—that’s okay. I don’t need it,” I said.  

    She shrugged her shoulders. “It will help to get everyone in the mood,” she said. The comment made my arms and legs tingle. What did she mean? Did she still think that the outfit was for me? Was she assuming that there was no wife in my life? I noticed she was looking at my hand, and that’s when I realized I wasn’t wearing a wedding ring. I bit down on my tongue one last time so that I could force an awkward smile. Why didn’t I go with girlfriend? Why did I have to create a fictional wife?  

    I took my bag and left the store without saying another word to the cute little shopkeeper. Now it was time to head home and get Rob on board with this crazy scheme.  

    He was sitting on the couch when I walked in. His eyes were heavy and he was staring at the television, which wasn’t even turned on. He was still in his pyjamas. “How are you feeling?” I asked, slipping that pink bag behind my back—not quite ready to reveal my plan to him yet.  

    He looked at me slowly before saying. “Fine.”  

    “Did you eat anything?” I asked. 

    “I had some crackers, I think. Or maybe that was yesterday.”  

    “You should eat,” I said. “We can order Chinese. You love Chinese, right?”  

    He shrugged his shoulders. I hated seeing him so depressed. His eyes appeared to be red, as if he’d been crying. But why was he taking the breakup so hard today? Was it some sort of anniversary?  

    I decided not to suggest my plan to him right there. Instead, I slipped away and took my little pink bag up to my bedroom to hide it until a better time popped up. And that’s when I noticed the open laptop sitting on the guest bed across the hall. I looked around and then snuck over to see what he’d been looking at. 

    Karina’s Instagram was open, and her latest picture was of her hugging another man. The caption simply read, ‘Take that.’ My heart swelled for Rob. Now I knew why he was so broken. She moved on so easily. The little confidence he had left was probably shattered now.  

    I had to do it. I had to give him the gift of revenge. It was all I could do—and it was the only way I could think to right the wrong of sleeping with his now ex-girlfriend. So I took that little pink bag and I went back downstairs. “Hey Rob,” I said. My hands were trembling and I knew that I was taking a big gamble. He looked back at me as I held up the pink bag. “I have an idea.”  

    




 

    [bookmark: SISSYPAYBACK6]CHAPTER VI 

    To be honest, I was shocked when Rob agreed to my sissy payback idea. He seemed to think it was a good idea, but he had a few stipulations he wanted to add. “You have to shave everything. And we can’t do it here in your house. She knows your house too well. We can go to my parents’ house—they’re away until Monday.”  

    A part of me was hoping that he would shut my idea down, but I would still get the karma points for putting in the effort. It was the karma I was after, after all, and not an evening of sissy cross-dressing. But I couldn’t be upset—it was my idea. So now I had to go through with it. 

    I spent the next two hours in the bathroom getting ready. I started with a shower, slowly shaving all of the hair off of my legs, crotch, chest, armpits, and even my arms. I rubbed moisturizer all over my body once I was out of the shower to prevent razor burn.  

    I did up my face while my hair dried. I carefully put the fake eyelashes over my natural eyelashes (which took a few tries) and then I used the small eyeliner pen to draw dark lines on my upper eyelids. I had to tweeze a few eyebrow hairs to make my brows look more feminine, which I wasn’t terribly happy about. I could only hope that no one at work noticed my newly shaped eyebrows. I used a touch of eyebrow filler to match the look on the cover of my lingerie set.  

    For my lips, I used a bit of gloss, and for my skin I used a bit of concealer and a touch of blush. I didn’t really know what I was doing, so I didn’t want to overdo it.  

    My face still looked masculine, which was a surprising relief. It was nice to know that I couldn’t just become a woman with a bit of makeup and some fake eyelashes. So I had a smile on my face—until I put on my wig. Suddenly, everything changed. The straight bangs and curved sides apparently masked my masculine features, making my face shape appear softer and more feminine.  

    I spent a few minutes staring at myself in the mirror, trying to figure out how it was possible, or if my eyes were just playing tricks on me. I was tired, after all—after two nights of staying up late and consuming lots of alcohol. Maybe that was all just catching up with me. Maybe I really looked ridiculous and I just couldn’t see it.  

    My masculinity vaporized even more when I put the choker on to cover the slight lump of my Adam’s apple. And then, once I had my lingerie on, that masculinity was nowhere to be seen. I had to stuff a bit of toilet paper into the cups of my top—otherwise it all fit perfectly. The black straps on my shoulders make my figure appear smaller, and the straps around my hips showed off curves I didn’t know I had. I stared into the mirror and watched as my face turned red with embarrassment, even though I hadn’t showed myself off to Rob yet.  

    But in my humiliation, there was a bit of relief. I was far from recognizable. Even if my face slipped into a shot or two, Karina would have no idea who I was.  

    It was a long, awkward drive to Rob’s house. I sat in the backseat because his front windows weren’t tinted. I had a jacket on over my skimpy lingerie, but my bare legs were still exposed. Every time we pulled up to a red light, I would sink down in my seat, as low as I could go, worried someone would look over and see me through that tinted window. It was bad enough when Rob would check his rear-view mirror and our eyes would meet.  

      

    I laughed at one point, wondering if this was how prostitutes felt when being driven by their clients. I kept catching my own reflection in the tinted window next to me: I really did look like a hooker. And in that muddied reflection, I was actually kind of hot—and I suppose for the sake of this particular scheme, that was a good thing.  

    We pulled into the alleyway behind his parents’ house, and we parked in his back driveway. I looked around before getting out of the car. Some of the lights were on in the neighbouring houses. What if someone looked down as we walked into the house? What difference did it make? I had to remind myself that I wasn’t recognizable—and even if I was, none of Rob’s parents’ neighbours knew who I was.  

    I kept catching whiffs of myself. I don’t really know why I put on that perfume before leaving the house. I thought it would somehow get me into the right mind-set for our little photo-shoot. Or maybe I thought it would help to get Rob into the right mind-set—or maybe I was just worried we would run into someone and then perfume would help to convince them that I was a real woman, so they wouldn’t figure out my identity or think that Rob was taking a tranny home to fuck. But now, as I stood in Rob’s living room while Rob went and closed all of the curtains, that smell was tormenting me: reminding me that I was dressed up in skimpy lingerie for a photo-shoot, so that my sissy photos could be sent to a crazy woman.  

    Once the curtains were closed, Rob flicked on a few lamps, making the room bright with warm lamplight. “I think we’ll get the shots in here,” he said. “My dad turned my old bedroom into a poker room, and the idea of using my parents bedroom is just creepy.”  

    “Sure,” I said awkwardly with a quiet voice.  

    “I guess we’ll just use my phone to take the photos?”  

    “Whatever works,” I said.  

    The room became silent. The tension was making my stomach ache. After a minute or terrible silence, Rob said, “Why don’t we have a couple of drinks first?” He went straight to his parents’ liquor cabinet and pulled out a bottle of Jameson whiskey. He took down two glasses and poured deep shots. He handed one to me. I downed it faster than him for once in my life. Then he poured two more, which we sipped over the next few minutes while we waited for that first gulp to do its work.  

    “Climb up onto the couch, with your knees on the cushions and your back to me,” he finally said, pointing at his parents’ big brown couch. I looked at that couch for a moment while trying to think of reasons not to go through with my own idea. But I could think of nothing, so I carefully stepped towards the couch in my tall heels. I climbed up and grasped the back of the couch. The strappy lingerie and sheer kimono did nothing to hide my butt. I had to reach around and pick my panties out from my ass crack, so it would look like I was wearing something. Then I pulled my cock and ball sack forward, to make sure they were out of Rob’s picture. Then I heard his camera phone snap a photo. My heart skipped a beat and I closed my eyes tight. He snapped another photo.  

    “I think that’s a good one,” he said. “Now look back at me.” 

    “I don’t think we should show my face,” I said. 

    “Why not?”  

    “What if she recognizes me?”  

    “She won’t. I just want to get the side of your face—not the whole thing.”  

    So I turned my head slightly—just enough that I could see him holding up that camera. He told me to straighten my back and perk up my bum, so I followed the command. My heart skipped another beat as he snapped another picture.  

    “Cool,” he said. “That’s actually kind of hot.” He walked around to show me the picture. I laughed awkwardly—because he was right: I did look kind of hot. My butt was surprisingly round and my body had some nice curves. That photo could have been in a magazine had it been taken with a better camera.  

    “So is that it?” I asked. “Think that’s enough.”  

    “I mean—I don’t know,” he said. “I suppose I should get into a shot, otherwise she might think I just found these pictures on the Internet.”  

    “Has she never been to your parents’ house before?” I asked. 

    He shook his head. “There’s a mirror over here. Let’s get a selfie.” I climbed off of the couch and walked over to the mirror with him. While he wasn’t look, I reached down and stuffed my cock and ball sack between my legs, and I made sure the thin strip of black satin was adequately covering my crotch. I stood next to Rob and stared into the mirror. My heart was suddenly filled with dread, seeing a full-body reflection of myself for the first time. I really did look convincing, but I could still see a glimmer of myself—and there was a chance Karina would see that same glimmer.  

    Rob reached out his arm. “You’ll have to come in close,” he said. 

    “We can’t get my face in this one,” I said. I couldn’t stop looking into my eyes, which were still my eyes.  

    “Pretend to be kissing my neck. Wrap your arms around me.”  

    I followed his command, burying my face between his shoulder and his face, with my arms around his body. Then I heard him snap a few shots. “There,” he said. “I think that will work.”  

    I pulled myself away quickly, wiping the smell of his cologne off of my face. I’m not even sure why he put on cologne. Maybe the same reason I put on perfume… 

    “That’s all you need?” I said.  

    He was silent for a moment. He stared down at his phone, flicking through the few shots he took. Then he looked at me and said, “Well, there’s maybe one more shot I wouldn’t mind getting—a shot that would really get to her.”  

    “Let’s just get it while I have all of this makeup and stuff on,” I said.  

    “It will be kind of awkward, but just for a minute,” he said. 

    “It’s fine. Let’s just do it.”  

    “Okay. Get down on your knees in front of me. And then just close your eyes. I’m going to pull down my pants—but don’t look. We’ll make it look like you’re giving me a blowjob, but she’ll just see the back of your head.”  

    My heart stuttered and my stomach rolled, but the shot was a good idea. So I carefully lowered myself to my knees and then I shut my eyes firmly. I listened as he undid his belt and unzipped his fly. Then I heard his pants hit the floor. “Stand up just a bit taller,” he said. So I stood up taller. “Now lean a bit closer.” So I leaned a bit closer. 

    Then I had the urge to take a peek. I don’t know why I did it or what came over me, but I opened my eyes just slightly: just enough to see his long, thick cock dangling an inch from my lips. His pubic hair was dark and dense. I shut my eyes quickly. 

    I heard him snap a few photos.  

    My heart clenched and fluttered. Then, without opening my eyes, I said, “Do you want to get an angle looking down really quick, of me with it in my mouth—just really quickly, while it’s flaccid.”  

    He was silent. My heart plunged into my stomach. Why did I make that offer? What the hell was I thinking? I didn’t want his cock anywhere near my mouth, never mind in my mouth! And I assumed he didn’t want his cock anywhere near my mouth—so I was shocked when he said, “Okay, just open your mouth for a second. And whatever you do, don’t bite down.” He laughed nervously. I kept my eyes closed as I slowly parted my lips. The room became silent for a moment, then I suddenly felt something warm and soft touch the flat of my tongue. I jumped slightly but managed to remain in place. I felt his shaft slide towards the back of my throat. “Okay, close your lips around it and I’ll get a quick photo.” I followed the command, and then I heard him snapping the photos. 

    I could feel his shaft throbbing while my nose was nestled into his soft pubic mane. I was pretty sure his cock was getting bigger and harder in my mouth. Was he aroused? Was it just a natural repercussion of having his cock in my mouth, or was he actually into me? I opened my mouth suddenly and leaned my head back. Then I turned away and rose to my feet. “Did you get it?” I asked nervously. I could feel redness filling my cheeks.  

    He quickly pulled his boxers back up. His face was surprisingly redder than mine. He looked at his phone for a moment, and then he said, “I think those are perfect. It really looks like you’re blowing me.” He turned his screen towards me. And it really did look like I was sucking him off.  

    “So is that it? Are we done? Should I go wash the makeup off?” I said. I was too afraid to look him in the eye.  

    He was silent again. He looked down my body and then he looked back at the couch. “Well, maybe we can just get a few more to be safe. I have a couple more ideas that will really drive Karina crazy.” 

    “Okay, sure,” I said. My heart was pounding. Now I just wanted this evening to be done with. I wanted those pictures to be sent to Karina so that I could never think about them again. I wanted Rob to feel vindicated so that I would never have to see him so depressed again.  

    “Get back on the couch, on your hands and knees this time.”  

    I went back to the couch, climbing up carefully. My legs were trembling, making it even harder to balance in my tall heels. I reached between my legs again to make sure my skimpy lingerie properly contained my package. Then Rob climbed up behind me. “Just don’t look back—okay?” he said. 

    “Okay,” I replied. I stared down at the couch cushions. The room became silent again. The couch wobbled slightly as he wriggled out from his boxers. Then the couch became still, but nothing was happening. I was tempted to look back, but I fought back the urge. And that’s when I saw a mirror far across the room. I could see myself, on my hands and knees, and I could see Rob behind me, with his cock in his hand. He was stroking himself, getting himself erect. I looked away from that mirror with a quick snap. A lump was suddenly clogging up my throat.  

    Then I heard him snapping more shots. I assumed he was getting shots with his erection hovering over my perky ass. I tried to perk it up even more, curving my back down and tilting my head back, to make my curves more appealing.  

    “You can touch it to me, if that helps,” I said softly. 

    He didn’t respond. Instead, after a silent moment, I felt his warm shaft press up vertically between my butt cheeks. He snapped another photo.  

    “Can I pull your panties down a bit?” he asked. 

    “Let me do it,” I said. I had to make sure that nothing was nudged out of place. I carefully shimmied my panties down to the bottom of my ass, exposing my asshole, but still holding my ball sack and cock where they needed to be. Then I planted my hands back down. He pressed his cock between my cheeks again, this time sliding his tip to my taint, where my pussy should have been. He snapped some more photos.  

    “Will she recognize your cock?” I asked. 

    “Yeah,” he said. “And the tattoo on my wrist.” I forgot that he had a small Chinese symbol tattooed on his wrist. I couldn’t remember what it meant—not that it mattered. “Do you think she’ll be able to tell that these pictures were staged?” 

    “I don’t know,” I said.  

    “Can you think of any ways to make them look more real?” he asked.  

    “What do you mean by real?” 

    He was quiet for a moment. “Like, as if we actually fucked.”  

    That lump filled my throat again. I tried my best to will it away, but my efforts were futile. “I don’t know. What if you just put your tip in me—just enough to make it look like you’re penetrating me.”  

    That horrible silence returned. “You wouldn’t mind?”  

    “Just the tip,” I said.  

    And once again, that silence was back. After a few seconds, I heard the sound of saliva squishing between an erection and a set of thick fingers. I looked up at that mirror and saw him pumping his shaft, getting it moist. Then I closed my eyes again, a mere moment before I felt that tip press up against my asshole. “Ready?” he asked. 

    I nodded my head. Then he started to push into me. I could feel the warm, wet pressure. It was a strange feeling. “You have to stop clenching, or it won’t go in,” he said. I bit down on my sore tongue and then I forced my muscles to relax. And then I felt a sudden thrust into me. I gasped and turned my head to look back, to make sure he hadn’t just pierced me with a two-foot pole. But he didn’t have his whole cock inside of me—just his tip, as promised.  

    “Shit,” he muttered.  

    “What is it?” I asked. 

    He shook his head. “Nothing. It’s just… it’s really tight.”  

    “It feels weird,” I said. “Did you get your picture?”  

    “I’m getting it now.” He held up his phone and then he snapped a few photos. “I think I need to push it in deeper so it looks more real.”  

    “Okay,” I said. 

    “You don’t mind?” 

    “No—just do it.”  

    I closed my eyes and felt him pushing. I heard him grunt, and then I felt his rigid shaft sliding in deeper. I groaned and squirmed. I had to focus hard to keep my muscles relaxed, so I wouldn’t clench and expel him from my asshole.  

    He snapped a few more photos. “She’s going to hate this,” he said. “She always wanted me to fuck her in the ass.”  

    I suddenly remembered my time with Karina, sticking my cock into her ass. I remembered her moaning and trembling and screaming out in pleasure. Now, I was in her place, but I wasn’t feeling the same ecstasy. But was it possible? Could a man feel that intense pleasure from taking a cock in the ass? If I told Rob to start pumping me, would I end up having the same intense orgasm she had on my guest bed?  

    “You can go deeper if you want. I think I can take it,” I said.  

    He pushed in deeper. I tried not to groan, but I ended up letting a little one slip. I could feel him throbbing inside of me—but it didn’t hurt like I thought it would.  

    “If I’m already this deep, would you be against me getting a ten second video?” he said. “I think that would be more than enough proof that we really did it.”  

    “Okay. Do it,” I said. I planted my face down on the couch cushion and I prepared myself for the worst, drawing a deep breath of air into my lungs. I heard the dinging of his phone as he pressed record. Then he started to pull his shaft back. I figured it was my cue to let out a sissy moan, to really sell the video, so I made my best feminine sound.  

    He pushed his cock into me and pulled it out again. Then I felt his hand slap against my butt cheek before rubbing it firmly. He groaned and I felt his cock swell. He pumped me about five times before stopping the video. Then he pulled his shaft out of me, leaving me with a strange empty feeling. “Did you get what you need?” I asked. My voice cracked slightly. There was a strange pleasant buzzing between my legs.  

    “I think so,” he said.  

    “Do you think you could come?” I asked. “Maybe you could get a video like you just got out, but it ends with you pulling out and coming.” I closed my eyes again in an attempt to fight off the humiliation. Was I seriously asking my friend to fuck me in the ass and come on my back?  

    “I think I could—as long as you don’t mind,” he said.  

    I shrugged my shoulders. “May as well while I’m still in this outfit.”  

    “Okay,” he said. He stroked his cock for a moment before turning the tip down to my hole again. I relaxed my muscles so that he could push it into me. Then I bit down on my tongue as he started recording the fucking. He grunted with each penetration. He was sinking his cock in deep—and he had to, to sell the video. Though at this point, there was no illusion to sell: now he was really fucking me. Now, the only challenge was to stop myself from letting any obviously masculine sounds slip out from my mouth.  

    That tingling was growing stronger. I could feel my cock swelling in my tight panties. I was worried that it was going to slip out from that thin satin grasp and fall into the video, so I reached down and grabbed my cock, holding it firmly while keeping myself impressively balanced on one hand.  

    It was strange, feeling my friend’s hairy pelvis slapping against my ass, and feeling his veiny shaft exploring the inside of my body. I’d never had a gay thought before in my life, but now I was having gay sex with my best friend. But it wasn’t really sex—it was just a performance for the video, right? It’s not like we were actually being intimate together. 

    Though if we weren’t being intimate, why was his cock so hard? Why was it swelling up and about to burst? Why was my own cock tingling with an intense pleasure that I’d never felt before? Why did I want to scream his name out loud?  

    “Fuck me harder,” I groaned. And then shut my mouth, worried I was about to incriminate myself in the video. But the words came out with a surprisingly feminine twang. Maybe I was really starting to get into this character. Maybe I this cross-dressing thing was more fitting than I thought.  

    I groaned and tightened the grip I had on my package. That tingling was intense now, unlike anything I’d ever felt before. My legs were trembling, and then suddenly I felt something wet. I looked down and saw globs of white goo oozing out from between my fingers. The palm of my hand was hot and wet and full of cum, and my cock was still ejaculating. I watched as that cum dripped down onto the couch cushions. “Fuck,” I muttered with a mixture of elation and humiliation.  

    “Fuck, I’m going to come,” he groaned. He pumped me faster, making that pleasure even more intense for just a few more seconds. Then he pulled his thick cock out from my body and slapped it down against my lower back. I could feel each shot of hot cum streaking across my bare skin. A few shots nearly reached the back of my neck. I squirmed and moaned and allowed my asshole to pucker, as if it was begging for more. I finally had to plant my cum-covered hand down so I wouldn’t topple over. The couch was already covered in my cum, so it’s not like I was making much more of a mess.  

    Then I heard the sound of Rob ending his recording. He put his phone down and then he stumbled back. “I’ll, uh, get a towel to clean you off.”  

    “Thanks,” I said, remaining still while he fetched a towel. I looked down at my own pile of cum. I was worried about what he would think when he saw it.  

    When he came back, I watched his eyes move to that small white puddle. “Was that you?” he asked. 

    “I’m sorry. It just happened.” I felt my face becoming a shade of dark purple. 

    “It’s okay,” he said. “I’ll clean it up. And then we should get back to your place.”  

    “Okay,” I said. I got up and put my coat on over my little outfit. I left the wig and makeup on, seeing as I had no male clothes to change into at the moment. I didn’t want to be half transformed, in case we ended up being pulled over by a cop or spotted by some pedestrian crossing the road.  

    




 

    [bookmark: SISSYPAYBACK7]CHAPTER VII 

    “When are you going to send that stuff to Karina?” I asked once I stepped out from the bathroom after taking a shower at my house.  

    Rob was staring down at his phone. He looked up at me slowly, and I couldn’t help but notice him looking down at my legs, which were still hairless, and would be for a few more weeks. “I already sent her the message.”  

    “Can I see what pictures you picked?” I asked. 

    He opened up his chat window and then he handed me the phone. And there I was, all dolled up, posing for the camera. I scrolled down and saw that video. I awkwardly pressed the play button with the volume muted, and then I stood as I watched Rob’s fat cock plunging in and out from my asshole. I quickly skimmed to the end, watching the part where he pulled out and coated my back. I didn’t realize how much cum he produced until I watched that video. I handed the phone back. 

    “I’m just waiting for her to reply,” he said. “It says she already saw the message.”  

    “Do you feel better?” I asked.  

    He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t really know what I’m feeling,” he said. His comment made my heart tremble. I also didn’t know what I was feeling, so I could only imagine his emotions were similar to mine. Our photo-shoot romp shouldn’t have been so much fun, and it shouldn’t have felt so good. While I was taking a shower, I found myself trying to think of a reason to do it again—some way to convince him that he needed more pictures and more videos. But I pushed those thoughts away. They didn’t belong in my head, so why were they there?  

    Rob spent the rest of that night staring at his phone, waiting for that reply. But it didn’t seem like any progress had been made. Would Karina’s reply really make him feel better? Now, he seemed just as obsessed with her as before—maybe even more so. And I certainly didn’t want to think that I went through all of that humiliation for nothing. Now I had thoughts in my head that didn’t belong there, and it was possible I’d put them there for no reason at all.  

    It was the middle of the night when my phone started buzzing, waking me up. I rolled over and squinted as I looked at the bright screen. I was getting a call from Karina. I froze as I stared at that screen, hoping that I would wake up and realize I was just having a nightmare. ‘MISSED CALL’ appeared on my screen for a short moment, then she called again, apparently desperate to get through to me.  

    I panicked and clicked the green button to answer the call. Then I slowly brought the phone to my ear. “H—Hello?” I said, trying to act cool and casual.  

    “Hey Chris,” she said. 

    “What time is it? Why are you calling?”  

    “Is Rob there? I haven’t seen him in days, and I got this disturbing message from him. It’s really important that I talk to him.”  

    I paused for a moment. My head was spinning with anxiety, but I had no idea what any of it meant. “He’s—uh—he’s not here,” I said. “Sorry.”  

    “Well then do you mind if I swing by. I need to talk to someone about this, and you’re the only person picking up the phone.”  

    “I have to work in a few hours, Karina. I’m sorry. Can it wait until tomorrow?”  

    “When are you done work tomorrow?” she asked. 

    “Two,” I said. My heart was fluttering up in my throat.  

    “I guess it can wait. But I just need to talk to someone. It’s very important.” I knew that she had lots of friends—so why did she want to talk to me? I was tempted to shut her down and to tell her not to call me anymore, but I didn’t want to give her a reason to tell Rob what we did that night he was blackout drunk.  

    So I politely hung up the phone, with plans to meet her at her apartment as soon as my shift at work was finished. And naturally, I didn’t get another minute of sleep that night. After I put that phone down, I was wide-awake, staring blankly at my ceiling, wondering what she wanted to talk about, and why she wanted to talk to me. I wondered if she ever messaged Rob back, or if he was still waiting for that reply. And was I supposed to tell Rob that I was going to meet with her? Or was that supposed to remain a secret between Karina and I—another secret?  

    Luckily work was slow the next day, because I could hardly focus for five minutes at a time before either thinking about Karina or about the fact that I put on a disguise and allowed my best friend to fuck me in the ass until he came all over me. It didn’t help that my bum was a bit tender now, twelve hours after our awkward fuck.  

    I watched the clock constantly as it ticked towards the end of my shift. I wanted it to tick slower so that I had more time to mentally prepare myself for my meeting with Karina, but at the same time I wanted it to move faster so I could get this horrible meeting over with. That shift seemed to stretch out over an eternity, but by the end of it, I was no closer to feeling prepared to meet with her face-to-face.  

    My hands were trembling as I drove to her apartment. I walked slowly up to her apartment door, trying to control my breathing, hoping I could settle down my heart rate before it was time to meet my fate. I still had absolutely no idea what she wanted to talk about. 

    She answered the door quickly, stepping aside immediately to let me in. She was wearing a tiny denim dress with big round buttons extending from the low cut top all the way to the base of the short skirt. She brushed past me and went straight to her kitchenette. “Can I get you a drink? Tea? Coffee?” 

    “I’m okay. I actually don’t have long, so if you want to get right to whatever you wanted to talk about, that would be great,” I said, leaving my shoes on as I remained near her door.  

    She looked up at me. “But I really want to talk—I don’t just want to tell you something. We can’t have a meaningful conversation if we don’t sit down and relax first—can we?”  

    I fought back the urge to bite my tongue. “I don’t know,” I said.  

    “So have you seen Rob lately? Is he doing okay?” 

    “I haven’t seen him in weeks,” I lied. 

    “Really? Then where is he? I called all of his other friends and they said they haven’t seen him. I think someone’s lying to me.” She appeared to be genuinely worried, sitting down on the couch with both hands clasped around a mug of hot coffee. Her skin seemed paler than usual.  

    “I tried texting him today, but I didn’t hear anything back,” I said, lying again.  

    “You’ve really heard nothing from him?” she asked. 

    I shook my head. Then she let a tiny smirk slip, but only for a second—or maybe it was just in my head. Maybe there was no smirk. Maybe that was just her trying to dampen her dry lips. “I got this strange message from him last night. He was with a girl. Tell me—do you recognize this girl?” She flicked through her phone, and then she turned her screen to me, showing me the photo of Rob and I together, with my face buried against his shoulder. 

    “Do you have a picture of her face?” I asked, pushing the words past the horrible lump in my throat.  

    “Just this one,” she said, taking the phone back and flipping to another picture. She turned her screen to me, showing me the shot of me on my knees, with my back to the camera. Only a sliver of my face was visible, but it was enough to make my gut turn. “Hm—I don’t know her. Why did he send those to you?”  

    “Well, I’m not sure if you heard, but we split up,” she said. “I posted a photo of me with a friend of mine. I’m guessing Rob thought the guy was more than my friend, so he picked up some hoe for revenge.” She put her phone down.  

    But how could she say that it was just a photo of her with a friend? The caption literally read ‘Take that’. I just smiled and nodded my head.  

    “He didn’t mention any of this to you?” she said. 

    I shook my head. “Like I said: I haven’t seen him in a while.”  

    She nodded her head. “Right. Well that’s really strange, because when I turn on Find My Friends, I can see that his phone is in your house.” She lifted her phone up again and turned it to me. Now my heart was deep in the pit of my stomach. I felt the colour draining from my face. I wanted to laugh the ‘coincidence’ off, but I knew that she had me cornered now. Now I knew why she wanted to meet me in person: so she could come down on me with her evil fury. “And last night, I saw that Rob’s phone moved from your house to his parents house, and then back again—no stopping in between to, say, pick up a chick and then to drop her off again.”  

    Now she was certainly smirking, looking deep into my eyes.  

    “I don’t know what to say,” I said. 

    “Well, you can start by admitting that Rob is at your house. Unfortunately, he’s too stupid to take me off his Find My Friends app.”  

    “Okay, fine. He’s at my house. He’s been a miserable wreck. And that photo of you with your friend—by the way—was obviously an attack on Rob.”  

    “Mind your business,” she snapped. Her eyes narrowed, and I felt strangely intimidated, as I always seemed to in her tiny presence.  

    “Now, my question is, who is the girl and where did she come from. If Rob made no stops between your house and his parents’ house, then that means the girl either met him at your place or at his parents’ place. So I’ll ask you again: who’s the girl?” She held the phone out again, this time showing me the picture of my face buried in Rob’s pubic hair, his cock buried in my mouth.  

    I shook my head slowly. “I—I don’t know,” I said.  

    She nodded her head with that big grin. “Right. Did I mention that your eyebrows are very pretty today? I really like the way you’ve shaped them.”  

    Now I was nauseous, on the verge of throwing up. I was caught. I had no idea how much she knew, so I couldn’t even begin to formulate a lie. So I just remained silent. She walked closer to me, putting her hands gently on my hips.  

    “C’mon, Chris. Tell me what you know. I’ll make it worth your while. You know I have this special talent that you don’t know about. I can make a man cum in less than thirty seconds only using my tongue. Want to see how I do it?”  

    My skin felt cold as she gently moved her hands up and down, staring into my eyes seemingly without blinking. “I need to get going,” I said. But I didn’t have the courage to take a step back. I just remained frozen. 

    “Let me feel that big cock of yours again,” she said in a soft, sexy voice. She pushed her fingers down the front of my jeans, and I did nothing to stop her. I felt her fingertips creep close to my shaft, but then they veered slightly to the side, moving down towards my taint. “I seem to remember you having more hair last time. Am I mistaken?” Her grin grew bigger. She knew Rob fucked me in the ass. But how did she know? Did she just put the pieces together, or was it obvious in the photos?  

    “What do you want from me?” I asked. “I just want Rob to move on so he stops destroying himself. I’m just trying to be a good friend. Is that really so wrong?”  

    She giggled. “Were you trying to be a good friend when you fucked me while he was passed out right next to us?”  

    Now I was silent, unsure of how to respond. “We made a mistake. Mistakes happen,” I said. “You seduced me. You initiated the sex—not me.”  

    “But you could have stopped yourself.”  

    “Whatever—you cheated with other guys too. It’s not like I ruined your relationship.”  

    Now her smirk was gone. She stared into my eyes. “What do you know?” she said. 

    “Rob told me everything—that you cheated on him, and that’s why you split up.”  

    She laughed and shook her head. “You’re such a sweet friend, Chris. So if you’re so innocent, I guess you won’t mind if I tell Rob about what we did, right?”  

    Now my muscles and joints were tense. I stared into her eyes, then I darted my gaze away. “Don’t tell him. Please don’t tell him,” I said.  

    “Despite what you think, you deserve to be punished, Chris. And I’m willing to keep my mouth shut as long as you’re willing to accept the punishment.”  

    “Fine. Whatever. Just don’t tell him what we did.”  

    “I have your punishment all set up in the bedroom. Go ahead, and I’ll meet you in there in thirty minutes.” She pointed to a door across her apartment. My heart stuttered and then I walked towards my fate without any questioning. I just had to face whatever punishment she had for me. I absolutely could no allow Chris to know that I slept with his girlfriend—even if they weren’t together anymore, and even if it had nothing to do with the demise of their relationship.  

    I stepped through the door and saw my fate: a pink satin teddy, a long blonde wig, and a desk covered in makeup. She wanted me to get dolled up for another round of humiliation. I was suddenly lightheaded and on the verge of falling over. I reached to my side and grasped the edge of the dresser. So she knew it was me in those pictures before I even showed up at her apartment. Did Rob tell her? Or was my disguise not as good as I thought it was?  

    




 

    [bookmark: SISSYPAYBACK8]CHAPTER VIII 

    I was a cute blonde, but I was pretty sure I looked better with black hair. The pink teddy was cute though—maybe even cuter than the black two-piece I wore with Rob. It was a bit tight, presumably from Karina’s closet, but it still fit, and it still showed off curves that I didn’t know I had just twenty-four hours before that moment.  

    I didn’t put on much makeup—partly because I was running out of my allotted thirty minutes, and partly because my hands were trembling, making fine details impossible. I somehow managed to draw on some eyeliner, and then I somehow managed to put on a bit of lip-gloss and some concealer. The blonde hair combined with the dark eyeliner really made my eyes pop. On the dresser I found a choker; I wasn’t sure if it was part of the outfit or just a little accessory that was left behind, but I put it on to hide the slight lump of my Adam’s apple.  

    I was stuffing tissue paper into my bra when the door opened behind me, making me jump and gasp.  

    Karina was clutching her phone at her side, and she still had that big grin on her face. She looked me up and down before nodding her head. “You make a pretty girl—I’ll give you that.”  

    “Let’s just get this over with. What do you want me to do?” I asked. 

    She waved her finger in the air. “For starters, I want you to speak like a woman. If I hear that boy voice again, I’m telling Rob what we did together.”  

    I shut my mouth immediately. I wasn’t willing to take any risks. At this point, I’d put way too much effort into maintaining my friendship with Rob. I couldn’t let one little mistake ruin everything.  

    “Ask me again,” she said with her chin tilted up. 

    I cleared my throat, and then I did my best girly voice. “What do you want me to do?” 

    “First, I want you to pose for a few pictures—just like you did for Rob.” She held up her phone. That nausea was still swirling in my gut, but I was starting to feel numb throughout the rest of my body. I could only take so much humiliation before it was all the same. “Go ahead: strike a pose.”  

    I awkwardly put my hands on my hips. She snapped a photo. “Well?” she said. “Give me more than that. Be sexy. Show off those curves!”  

    I made a few more poses, moving my body awkwardly, perking up my butt, and trying my best not to look completely dead inside. Karina kept giggling. At one point she even had to put her phone down while she covered her mouth, as if the urge to break into a fit of laughter was strong. “Are you done yet?” I asked in my best girly voice. 

    “No,” she said, suddenly with a straight face. “Get on the bed and lay on your stomach—feet in the air. And point your toes—you’re cuter when you point your toes.”  

    So I continued to follow her commands. It wasn’t long before she started giggling again. Whenever I could, I closed my eyes and attempted to regain control of my humility. I don’t know why I was following Karina’s commands; I had a fairly strong sense that she was just going to send these photos to Rob to shove it in his face that she knew he slept with a man.  

    “Good, now roll onto your back and take your cock out,” she said.  

    I was frozen for a moment. Was I hammering nails into my own coffin? Was I really helping my cause? Slowly, I rolled onto my back and reached my fingers between my legs to fish my cock out from that tight teddy. I closed my eyes as I pulled my semi-erect shaft out. I hated that I was nearly erect. It was the outfit: the soft, tight fabric, rubbing me in all the right places. I felt so sexy in the outfit, and I couldn’t help but get myself turned on.  

    “Now stroke it, slut,” Karina said. She continued snapping photos. I didn’t open my eyes, but I did start stroking myself. Each pump felt so good, but I tried to will that pleasure away—it wasn’t wanted right now. I took a deep breath and let my hips rise off the bed slightly.  

    When I finally opened my eyes, Karina was climbing up on the bed, between my legs. She held her phone close to my now throbbing erection and started snapping photos. She giggled before reaching forward and teasing my tip with the tip of her finger. “You’ve got a big cock for a girl,” she said.  

    A burst of warm elation teased through me, but I fought it back. The last thing I wanted was to come on camera for such an evil woman. But I was starting to worry that my orgasm was inevitable. It had only been a minute of stroking and I could already feel my cock bloating and twitching. A groan slipped out from my lips.  

    Karina brought her finger down to my asshole. She giggled again before pushing that manicured fingertip into my tight hole, making me gasp. She sunk her finger deep then she pulled it out. A moment later, she was pushing two fingers into my hole. Those fingers went deep, and then it was time for three fingers. And now that buzzing was powerful. I was about to come. I had to let go of my cock so I wouldn’t make an embarrassing mess of myself. 

    She didn’t seem to mind me letting go of my shaft while she fingered my asshole. She kept grinning and giggling—and then she tried to stick all five of her fingers into my hole, pushing them in a cone shape. I could feel my hole stretching. I groaned and squirmed and closed my eyes. “Does it hurt?” she asked. 

    I shook my head. “No—it feels good,” I said, though I don’t know why I admitted it.  

    She pushed deeper and deeper. I could feel my hole stretching wider and wider. After a moment it did start to hurt, but I managed to push away the pain. Then suddenly, I felt something strange: she pushed her hand in further, and then suddenly I wasn’t stretched so wide. I looked down and saw her wrist sticking out from my ass—but her hand was gone. I could feel it inside of me, her fingers moving as she explored the inside of my body. “Oh God,” I said, letting my head fall back down on the pillow. I stared up at the ceiling in a state of pleasure and disbelief. She had her whole hand in my asshole!  

    But she wasn’t finished. She kept pushing it deeper, making all of the muscles in my body tense up. She managed to get half of her forearm into my body before she started pumping. Now the euphoria was growing fast, making me squirm and moan. Sure, she had small hands, but it certainly felt like I was being stretched to my maximum capacity.  

    She kept pumping, giggling once again. My cock was throbbing on my abdomen: twitching and swelling. I tried clenching that pleasure away, but it was just too strong now; it was taking over completely. I screamed out and clutched at her bed sheets, and she just kept pumping.  

    Suddenly, my cock started spraying cum all over my chest: one blast after another. The cum was seemingly endless. Where was it all coming from? I looked down at my chest, and it looked like someone spilled a piña colada on me!  

    I let out one last long groan, and then she carefully pulled her arm out from my body, leaving me with the emptiest feeling I’d ever felt. She looked down at her arm with wide, glowing eyes. “You really are a slut,” she said. 

    I nodded my head in agreement, even though I was overwhelmed with humiliation.  

    She hopped up to her feet with a big smile on her face. “Okay. You can go now. Tell Rob I say hi.”  

    “I can’t tell him that I was here,” I said, springing up suddenly. “He can’t know that we talked—and he can’t know about what we did together after that party. Promise me you won’t tell him.” 

    She looked into my eyes. “He already knows,” she said.  

    My heart stuttered. “What do you mean?”  

    “You’re the only other guy I slept with. He saw us together—and he remembers it. That’s why we broke up.”  

    “That’s impossible. He was blacked out.”  

    “Apparently he wasn’t completely blacked out,” she said.  

    “B—But why would he come and stay with me then? Why doesn’t he hate me now?”  

    She shrugged her shoulders. “I guess because you’re his best friend,” she said. 

    I cleaned myself up quickly and then I went straight home. I had to face Rob. I had to see if Karina was telling the truth, or if she was just fucking with me in usual Karina fashion. I parked my car quickly and then I rushed through my front door. Rob was sitting on the couch, watching television. He turned and looked at me. “Why are you all sweaty?” he asked. 

    “I just saw Karina,” I said. I didn’t know what my plan was. I didn’t know what I wanted to say or what I wanted to hear—but I knew I had to clear the air. I couldn’t let this torment clutch at our lives any longer.  

    “Why?” he said. 

    “She wanted me to come over. She told me why you broke up. Is—Is it true?” I asked. 

    He stared at me for a moment, and then he looked down at the ground. “That I remember what happened?” he said. “Yeah—it’s true.”  

    “What about the other guy. You told me you caught her with that other guy,” I said. 

    “It was a lie,” he said. “I didn’t catch her with anyone—except for you, I suppose.”  

    “Why didn’t you say anything?” I asked. 

    “What difference would it have made?” 

    “I could have told you that it didn’t mean anything. It was just a stupid, drunken mistake.”  

    “It’s fine, Chris. You did me a favor in the end. She wasn’t right for me. I couldn’t satisfy her, and she was probably too sassy for me.”  

    “No offense, Rob—but you could have satisfied her. All she wanted was for you to fuck her in the ass. Why didn’t you just fuck her in the ass?”  

    He stared into my eyes. “Because I was afraid I would like it. I thought that I would like it way more than her pussy, and I didn’t like what that meant.”  

    “I don’t understand,” I said, shaking my head.  

    “I’m gay, Chris… Or maybe I’m bisexual—I don’t really know yet. But it turned out to be true: I did like sticking in your ass the other night. It was exactly what I was afraid of. And I liked it when you came. I liked cleaning your cum off of the couch. I even ran my bare fingers through it when you weren’t looking. God—I don’t know why I’m telling you this. I’m so sorry.” 

    I shook my head. “You’re sorry? I’m the one who’s supposed to be sorry. I slept with your girlfriend. It’s been eating me up inside for weeks. And if you knew—I just don’t understand why you came here. You could have gone anywhere, but you came here.”  

    “When you dressed up for me—that wasn’t your idea,” he said.  

    “What are you talking about? It was my idea.”  

    “It was my idea—I put it in your head the night before you went and bought all of that stuff. I kept jokingly suggesting you dress up. Don’t you remember? I wanted to get you to dress up. I don’t really know why—at least, I didn’t know why. But I know why now. I suppose I sort of used you, and I’m sorry for that. You helped me realize that I like it when guys dress up. I don’t know if that’s normal or completely deranged—but it’s what I like, I guess.”  

    I was silent, staring at the floor now, overwhelmed by a mixture of guilt and the strangest sense of relief. “Well, I like getting dressed up. And I guess you helped me realize that.” 

    He smiled and then he bit the corner of his bottom lip. “Do you want to get dressed up now?” he asked nervously.  

    I nodded my head. “Sure—but you’ll have to be gentle. Your ex-girlfriend just got her own payback on me, and let’s just say I’m still a bit sore back there.” 

    He laughed before rising up to his feet. “I’ll go get myself ready,” he said. So we parted ways to get ourselves ready for another night of filthy adult fun.  

    THE END  

    




 

    [bookmark: COUPLESNIGHT]COUPLES NIGHT 

    Jim never thought that things with his cute wife, Kate, were dull—until Steve, the new guy, starts working at his office. Steve is always bragging about the wild romps he has with his wife—stories that are probably even too raunchy for adult websites. Jim doesn’t think much of it until he finds out that Steve has been married longer than him.  

    One day, Jim builds up the courage to ask how Steve keeps things so fresh in—and out of—the bedroom. Steve tells Jim about a mysterious couples counsellor and convinces him to book an appointment, and to tell Kate that it’s a mandatory work thing. When Jim calls the counsellor, he has no idea what he’s getting into—and he has no idea what he’s about to discover about his shy, petite wife.  

    




 

    [bookmark: COUPLESNIGHT1]CHAPTER I 

    Sadly, I was the one who suggested Kate and I go to couples’ counselling.  

    Our marriage wasn’t bad by any means, but the sex had become boring: two quickies per month, missionary-style on the bed. Kate didn’t like taking her clothes off when we fucked because she thought it was too much of a hassle, and she didn’t like it when I talked dirty because she said, “It puts too much pressure on me to talk dirty, and I never know what to say.”  

    For a long time, I just accepted that our days as wild new lovers were behind us, and then I met Steve, the new guy at my office. I was filling up my water bottle in the break room one afternoon when I overheard him talking about how he broke his ankle. “She wanted me to fuck her up on the kitchen island,” he said about his wife. “She started having a convulsing orgasm, and then we both fell off.”  

    “How long have you been married?” I asked, interjecting myself into the conversation. 

    “Eleven years—twelve next month, actually.” That was longer than I’d even been with Kate. Later that afternoon, when I was walking by his desk, I saw that he was on a sex toy website, buying skimpy lingerie and intimidating sex toys. He closed his screen quickly when he noticed me staring. “Sorry—I know I’m not supposed to do this at work, but my wife and I have this thing we do every month, and, well, I forgot the buy the stuff, and the shipping cut-off is in two hours.”  

    I was technically Steve’s boss, and it was technically my responsibility to report what I saw to my manager. But instead, I decided to ask, “What thing do you do once a month?”  

    He grinned. “On the second Friday of every month, we have role playing night. Last week my wife dressed up like Sports Illustrated Kate Upton—we found the exact gold outfit—you know the one. I played the photographer. And let’s just say that we didn’t get many pictures before things got out of control.”  

    Steve was probably too open about his sex life. It was only the next day when I overheard him hitting on one of the girls from the mailroom. I stopped to listen to their conversation from around the corner, where I couldn’t be seen. “You’re my wife’s type,” he whispered to her. “I promise you wouldn’t regret it. You can even keep the lingerie.”  

    “You’re a creep,” the girl said before storming off.  

    But it was just a week later when I heard the rumour from one of my co-workers. Apparently Janine from upstairs went over to Steve’s house that weekend and partied with Steve and his wife.  

    Suddenly, the two quickies I had with Kate each month, clothed on the bed, seemed especially dull. Sure, I agreed with all of my co-workers who thought that Steve was a bit of a creepy pervert, but at least he was getting laid and having fun. I couldn’t even begin to imagine what his life was like—though I agreed that he should have kept his mouth shut about it when he was at the office.  

    Steve came into my office one afternoon to drop off a file. He noticed the picture of Kate on my desk, and then he stopped. “Is that your wife, Jim?” he asked. 

    I nodded my head. “That’s Kate—married eight years ago this month.”  

    “She’s cute,” he said. “I bet the two of you have a lot of fun.” I’m pretty sure I caught him winking.  

    “We do alright,” I said. 

    “I’ll send you a link to something you might be interested in,” he said. Then he left my office, leaving me with a strange feeling churning in my gut. A couple of minutes later, my inbox dinged with a new e-mail from Steve. It was a link to a three hundred dollar sex machine: a large dildo attached to a solid base. I hesitantly clicked on the ‘NOT SAFE FOR WORK’ video after muting my audio. The video started with a nervous young woman taking off her clothes. She carefully got onto the large machine, lining the artificial vertical cock with her tight pussy. A warning came on the screen, which read, ‘Be sure to use lots of lube!’ Then the girl reached down and pressed a button. Suddenly, the cock started moving up and down slowly, thrusting into her body. She giggled at first, and then the machine started picking up pace.  

    Another message came on the screen. ‘Smart sensors carefully listen to your body to find your G-spot!’  

    Within a minute, the girl in the video was moaning and squirming, clutching at her breasts because there was nothing else to grasp at.  

    Then another message came on the screen. ‘This device is guaranteed to make you squirt—even if you’ve never squirted before in your life!’ Suddenly, the girl’s pussy expelled a gush of fluid all over the device’s base. ‘Don’t worry about making a mess. The entire unit is waterproof!’ I quickly closed the video. My heart was racing.  

    I couldn’t even begin to imagine Kate agreeing to ride the crazy machine. The mounted cock was so large, and it moved so quickly. I found myself wondering if Steve had one in his house. Did his wife use it regularly? Did Janine from upstairs use it when she paid them a visit?  

    Later that day, Steve came back into my office. “So did you buy one? They’re on sale—fifty percent off. Believe me: every couple needs one.”  

    I shook my head. “I don’t think my wife would really be into it.” 

    His eyes narrowed and he laughed. “What do you mean? It’s every girl’s dream.”  

    “My wife really doesn’t like that kind of thing. She’s more into… regular stuff.” I felt my cheeks turning red. I didn’t like talking about sex with other people—especially people who had wild sex lives that were beyond what my fantasies could muster up.  

    He stared at me for a moment. “You know, we were like that too a few years ago. Then we saw this great counsellor. I’ll send you her link. Just tell your wife that the company is making all its married employees go.”  

    He sent me the link for Pamela Richards’s website a few minutes later. She was a couple’s counsellor who specialized in sex. My heart stuttered as I read through her testimonials: so many couples claiming that she liberated them sexually. ‘We were only having sex once a year on Valentine’s Day,’ said one testimonial. ‘Now, we have sex every night, and I give my husband a blowjob every morning to wake him up—and I love it more than he does. Thanks Pamela! You’re the best!’  

    I couldn’t even remember the last time I got a blowjob. Kate hated giving them because she was convinced that she was terrible at it, and that I was secretly disappointed whenever she went down on me.  

    I wasn’t going to suggest the counselling to my wife, and then we had sex that night. I tried to go down on her, but she pulled me back up. “I haven’t shaved in a week,” she said. 

    “So what?” I said. “I don’t mind. In fact, I kind of like it like that.”  

    “Don’t be gross,” she said. “Let’s just do it before Jeopardy is on.”  

    While we fucked, I tried pumping her harder and faster than usual. According to that sex machine ad, every girl had the ability to squirt, but I’d never seen Kate squirt. Now, I was wondering if it was just a matter of finding the right angle and pounding with the right amount of force.  

    But while I was fucking her, I noticed that she was looking over at the clock on the wall—apparently more worried about missing Jeopardy than getting off. My heart fluttered down into my stomach. Maybe we did need the counselling. Maybe it would be fun to watch Kate ride that crazy sex machine. Maybe it would be fun to fuck her up on the kitchen island. Maybe—though I couldn’t even begin to imagine Kate being into the idea—it would be fun to bring another girl home to tag-team together. I nearly laughed at the thought of Kate with another woman. It was hard enough to imagine Kate being on top, never mind with someone of the same gender.  

    While we were heading back into the living room to watch Jeopardy, I bit my tongue and forced myself to say, “The HR department at my company wants everyone to sign up for couples counselling.”  

    She looked over at me, and I fought the urge to look back to see her reaction. I was terrified that she could see through my lie. I didn’t want her to know that I was bored with our sex life.  

    “I guess it’s part of some mental health awareness thing,” I said.  

    Kate was silent for a minute. Then she said, “Okay.”  

    “I can set it up for this Thursday, so we can just get it over with,” I said. 

    She nodded her head. “Thursday is fine.”  

    I couldn’t tell if she was buying my lie or if she was actually into the idea of seeing a couples’ counsellor.  

    “Great. I’ll set it up. See you Thursday.” I faked an awkward laugh while my heart pounded ferociously into my ribcage. What if this Pamela Richards chick was the real deal? What if my wife did end up being turned into a kinky slut? I found myself smirking, and then I bit my tongue, worried I was going to give myself away.  

    




 

    [bookmark: COUPLESNIGHT2]CHAPTER II 

    My heart was beating faster than a John Bonham drum solo when we walked into Pamela’s office and took a seat in the waiting room. I told Pamela about my lie over the phone when I booked the appointment, and she promised she would stick to my lie—at least at first. “But before we’re done with our sessions, I want you to tell your wife the truth,” she said in her thick British accent. Now I could only hope that she was being honest when she said that she would play along with my HR department lie.  

    She stepped out from her counselling room. She was an older woman, with orange and grey hair and small glasses teetering on the tip of her nose. “Jim and Kate?” she said as the previous couple skirted quickly to the exit, holding hands as if they couldn’t wait to get home to fuck. Kate’s head turned to watch the couple, until they were gone. Then her gaze snapped back to Pamela. We got up and went into the room.  

    It was a large room, and it was mostly empty, save for the couch and Pamela’s big, comfy chair. I was relieved to see that the room wasn’t filled with sex toys and Kama Sutra books. On the surface, it looked like a normal counselling office—not so different from the one that was two floors below my office at my work—the one I would have been sent to had the HR department actually required all married employees to receive couples counselling.  

    I took a seat next to Kate and awkwardly put my arm over her shoulders, to show Pamela that we were a happy couple. I noticed Pamela looked at my arm, and suddenly I felt stupid. Maybe I was laying it on a little bit thick.  

    “So the office sent you here, did they?” she asked as she took her seat in her big comfy sofa chair.  

    “That’s right,” I said, nodding my head quickly.  

    She nodded her head slowly, looking from me to Kate and then back again. My heart fluttered again.  

    “So are there any issues in particular that the two of you want to talk about?” she asked, now looking into my eyes with a slight smirk on her face, as if she was deriving some sort of pleasure out of the moment. Maybe it was obvious that I was terrified. She almost certainly understood how much power she currently had over me. It would be easy for her to spill the beans and get me into a lot of trouble with my wife.  

    I looked over at Kate. “Honey? Any issues you want to talk about specifically?” I said. 

    She shrugged her shoulders. “I think things have been pretty good,” she said casually.  

    Pamela asked for some backstory. She asked how long we’d been married, if we had kids, what we did for jobs, and then she dropped the big question: “How’s the sex life?”  

    I looked over at Kate again, letting her answer the question. Kate shrugged her shoulders. “It’s fine,” she said. I had to bite down on my tongue. How could she say our sex life was fine? It was so far from fine! I couldn’t even remember the last time she had an orgasm.  

    Pamela looked at me with that slow head turn. “Jim—do you agree?” she asked. 

    I nodded my head slowly. I had to decide between potentially elevating my sex life and siding with my wife. “It’s fine,” I said, going with the latter option.  

    Pamela nodded her head. The room became silent. Now Pamela was probably confused as to why I scheduled this meeting. She was a sex expert, and we just told her that we were perfectly find in the sex department. So what exactly was I paying for? What was the point of this wasted afternoon?  

    “Describe it to me,” Pamela said, suddenly breaking the silence. 

    “Describe what?” Kate said. 

    “Your sex. Run me through it, as if you were broadcasting a sports game.”  

    I looked over at Kate. Her cheeks were now a shade of pink. “Well… Um… We usually start by going up to the bedroom. I’ll get on the bed while, uh, Jim gets undressed. Then he gets on top of me and he’ll, uh, kiss my neck. Then—I don’t know—we get to it. We don’t have a lot of time for foreplay these days, unless it’s a special occasion, like Valentine’s Day. But it’s fine—I’ve never liked foreplay much anyway.” She laughed nervously and made a big smile. “It’s normal—that’s all.”  

    Pamela nodded her head. “When Jim gets onto the bed, is he already erect?”  

    Now I felt my face turning red. I bit down hard on the side of my tongue and tried to keep a straight face. 

    Kate squirmed slightly. “Is he erect? Well… No, not usually right away. He usually has to—you know—stroke it for a minute before he puts it in me.”  

    “Don’t you suck it for him?”  

    My heart fluttered. Now I was too afraid to look over at Kate. I could feel her discomfort radiating off of her body. I had a feeling I was going to get an earful once our session was over.  

    “Suck it? Well… sometimes. Not always.”  

    I cleared my throat and shook my head—I just couldn’t help it. “No offense, honey, but the last time you sucked it was probably our honeymoon.”  

    Kate looked into my eyes. Her eyes were wide and her skin was pale. Now I felt sick with guilt, like I’d set her up to be attacked. I looked away quickly, and then she said, “That’s not true. I’ve sucked it since then. There was that time at the hotel, when we were in New York for that work thing. Remember?”  

    I nodded my head. “Sure. I remember.”  

    “When was that?” Pamela asked. 

    Kate was silent for a moment. “Um, about four years ago,” she said.  

    “And Jim, when was the last time you ate out your wife?”  

    That nausea growled in my stomach. I closed my eyes and tried to will away the intense regret that was surging through my body. I don’t know what I thought Pamela would say to us. I’m not even sure what I expected to get out of this meeting.  

    “I don’t really like that,” Kate said for me. “He offers all the time, but it’s just weird. It’s not where a tongue belongs, if you know what I mean.”  

    “I don’t know what you mean,” Pamela said calmly. “Tell me what you mean.”  

    Kate shrugged her shoulders. Her face was dark red with embarrassment once again. “My parents always told me that sex was for babies. And I know that it’s 2019, and that’s not really the case anymore—but we’re not teenagers anymore either. We’re adults. We have stuff to do, and we can’t just be wasting time going down on each other.” 

    “Tell me about what you have to do. What do you do after you have sex?” Pamela asked. 

    And that nasty silence returned, but just for a moment. “We watch Jeopardy reruns,” Kate said with defeat in her voice. Pamela picked up a pen and a notepad and scribbled something down.  

    After another long silence, Pamela said, “I watch Jeopardy too.” And then that silence returned. She looked up at me with that slight smile on her face. “Jim—describe your fondest sexual experience to me. Maybe it was your honeymoon or your wedding night, or maybe it was the first time you and Kate had sex—or maybe just one drunken night a long time ago. Tell me about it.”  

    So I awkwardly told her about the sex we had two nights before our wedding. Kate had been nervous and overwhelmed about the upcoming wedding, and she ended up having a bit too much to drink while trying to relax. We ended up fucking for hours in various rooms of the house. She was so drunk that she insisted on eating out my asshole, which actually felt kind of nice in a weird way—but I didn’t tell that part to Pamela.  

    Once my story was finished, Pamela asked the same question. I was surprised when Kate described that night in New York City, where she sucked my cock until I came on her face: the only time in our entire relationship that I came on her face. But that night, I didn’t even penetrate her. After I finished, I fingered her on the sofa while waiting for my cock to get stiff and ready again, and she ended up coming three times, so penetration no longer seemed necessary.  

    Pamela’s grin grew bigger. She scribbled something else down on her notepad. Then she looked up at us. “Who’s better at Jeopardy? Jim or Kate?”  

    Kate looked at me. “Jim gets all the math and science and book questions—which is most of them—and then I get all the pop culture questions.”  

    Pamela laughed while nodding her head. “Tonight, you’re going to play a game while watching Jeopardy,” she said. “You’re going to be playing against each other and together. When one of you gets a question right, the other one has to take off a piece of clothing. Whoever gets naked first has to go down on the other person, until they come. Just like that night in New York City, I don’t want any penetration—unless you really can’t help yourselves, in which case I urge you to go for it. Do you think you can do that for me?”  

    We both nodded our heads slowly after an awkward moment of silence. Pamela scribbled something else down. Then she looked back up at us. “How shy are the two of you?”  

    We both shrugged our shoulders.  

    “I would like it if you filmed yourselves during the game of Jeopardy tonight—just on a phone, or a camcorder if you have one. And then I want you to bring that tape in to show me.”  

    I could feel Kate’s body tensing up. I’d jokingly suggested making an amateur porno with her before, and the mere suggestion had always been enough to make her horribly uncomfortable—sometimes even ending the chance of intercourse altogether.  

    “Okay,” Kate said with a coy voice. I was shocked to hear her say it—though I wasn’t sure I believed her. I had a feeling that we would get into the car and she would immediately say, ‘We’re never going back to see that crazy woman!’ I had a feeling there wasn’t going to be any Strip Jeopardy, and no penetration-free pleasure time. I even had a feeling that Kate was going to contact my manager to complain about the mandatory couples counseling, which she still didn’t know that I made up… Unless she was clueing in now that I actually brought her to see a sex expert by my own decision.  

    “Okay, then that’s all for today. I’ll see you two on Friday,” Pamela said, standing up with a big smile on her face. We both stood up and awkwardly shuffled out of the room. We weren’t like the couple that left before us. We weren’t holding hands and sprinting off to the car so we could fuck in the backseat. We weren’t even talking as we left the building and slowly made our way to our car like a couple of confused zombies. I was too afraid to look Kate in the eye, to see her reaction to the whole counseling ordeal.  

    “So that was weird, huh?” I said, breaking the silence nearly five minutes after we pulled away from Pamela’s office. 

    “Yeah. It was something else,” Kate said, still with that coy voice she was using with Pamela.  

    I put on my best joking voice. “Excited to film ourselves playing Strip Jeopardy?” I laughed, to make sure it was obvious that I was kidding. 

    And then I was shocked when Kate said, “It’s going to be weird, but it might be fun.”  

    I suddenly became silent, biting down on my tongue. Were we actually going to play? Was Kate actually interested in trying out Pamela’s kinky sex advice?  

    I cleared my throat. “It might be,” I said. “I guess we’ll see.”  

    




 

    [bookmark: COUPLESNIGHT3]CHAPTER III 

    I kept checking my watch as Jeopardy approached. It was ten minutes before the start of the show when Kate got up and went to the bathroom. She was in that bathroom for a while, as if she didn’t actually have to use the potty, but instead had to mentally prepare for the thirty minutes she would have to spend being intimate with me.  

    I changed the channel so the show would start right away. Then I took my phone and stood it up on the kitchen table, camera pointed towards the couch where we would be ‘watching’ the trivia show. My heart was pounding as if I was about to have sex with a complete stranger. I knew it was just going to be another night with my wife, so why was I so nervous?  

    The intro jingle came on. I looked back, down the hallway, and then I called for Kate. “Should I pause it?”  

    “No—I’ll be out in one second!” she called back. I still had no idea what she was doing.  

    I looked back at the screen. The little jingle came to an end, and now Alex Trebek was on the screen, introducing the show. My heart fluttered and I took a deep breath. What exactly was I nervous about? Getting my cock sucked? Having to eat out my wife’s fuckhole? Or being on camera so an almost complete stranger could watch me being awkwardly intimate with my wife?  

    Alex Trebek was now introducing the contestants. Kate still was nowhere to be seen. “Are you sure you don’t want me to pause it?” I called out. 

    Then I heard the door open. I looked back and saw Kate coming towards me. She was wearing a baggy sweater and a pair of grey sweatpants—not exactly the sexiest outfit. “Before you sit down, just press record on the phone,” I said, pointing at the phone on the kitchen table. She said nothing as she pressed that button and then took a seat next to me—just in time for the first question.  

    It was a political question. Neither of us knew the answer. Usually we would spout out random guesses, but tonight we were both silent, waiting until there was a question we knew for sure.  

    The girl who answered correctly chose the literature category next. I took a deep breath. Literature was my category. “The fictional ship in this book is called…” Before Alex could even finish the question, Kate said, “Moby Dick!” It was an easy question, but she beat me to it fairly.  

    I laughed nervously. “I guess I have to take off a piece of clothing,” I said. I reached down and pulled off a sock.  

    While I was putting the sock down on the side table, Kate beat me to the next answer, shouting it out before Alex could even finish the question, and before I could even clue in that a question was being read. And she was right, so my other sock came off.  

    I got the next answer right, so Kate had to take a sock off. Then I easily got the next one, which was a Daily Double. We argued for a minute as to whether she should have to take off more than just a sock under the circumstances.  

    Then the category shifted over to pop culture. Now all of the answers were about Kim Kardashian and The Real Housewives of some city or another. Kate fired off the answers, getting me quickly down to just my boxer shorts. I felt awkwardly aware of the camera now. Pamela would be watching this footage: staring at my naked body and judging me. I felt the strangest urge to cover my chest with my forearm.  

    I got the next question right, so Kate reached down and slipped her sweatpants off, tossing them aside on the floor. She let out a little giggle, as if she was having fun with the little game. And if nothing else, it was fun—something silly and fun that we could do together. Maybe our relationship really wasn’t so bad. Maybe the sex was a bit dull, but we still loved each other—right?  

    I looked down at Kate’s bare legs. Those legs used to drive me wild. Now, I was so used to seeing them that they did nothing to elicit any sort of response inside of my body. During the warm months, she would lounge around the house in nothing but a t-shirt and panties, so I was more familiar with those legs than my own legs.  

    “This province of Russia is nestled between Lithuania and Poland,” Alex said. 

    “Kaliningrad!” I shouted out.  

    Kate’s face turned a surprising shade of pink as the show went to commercial break. I stared at her for a moment and then I said, “Well? Are you going to take the sweater off or what?”  

    She reached for the base of her sweater with both hands, and then she slowly pulled it up, revealing her pink lace clad body. She was wearing a tight lingerie one-piece that I’d never seen before. It hugged her curves and pushed up her tits. I suddenly caught a whiff of a perfume I didn’t recognize. It was youthful and sexy, like one of the cheap perfumes they sell at mall lingerie stores. The removal of the sweater also revealed a black lace choker around my wife’s throat.  

    My lips parted. I couldn’t remember the last time I saw my wife in lingerie. And when did she buy this lingerie? Was it new? It looked new. I was pretty sure I’d never seen it before. “W—What are you wearing?” I asked. 

    She shrugged her shoulders. “Lingerie,” she said. 

    “Where did you get it?”  

    “I’ve had it for a while. I’ve just never had a chance to wear it,” she said.  

    “I like it,” I said. And once again, I was overly conscious of that recording camera on the kitchen table. I looked back at the screen quickly as the show came back on.  

    The questions started up right away. The category went back to pop culture. I fought back the urge to curse, knowing I was just two questions away from losing and having to eat my wife out. But surprisingly, I managed to answer the next question, which was about Paris Hilton. I looked over at my wife, who now only had a choker and that lingerie one-piece on. “I guess the choker is coming off,” I said. 

    “Don’t you like it?”  

    “I really like it. It’s hot. But that’s just the rules,” I said. 

    She grinned. “Can’t we just say that I’m naked now?” she said with pink cheeks. She pulled the cups of her top down so that her breasts were out in the open. Then she rose to her cute bare feet. She stepped in front of me and slowly sunk down to her knees. “I guess you win,” she said before pulling my boxer shorts down my thighs to expose my semi-erect penis.  

    She lifted it up carefully and started to massage it. My heart skipped a beat. Why wasn’t she hesitating? Did she purposely lose so that she could suck my cock? Surely she knew the answers to that last questions about Paris Hilton… 

    She leaned forward and accepted my cock into her mouth. She started sucking and bobbing her head. I reached out to gently brush her hair back behind her ear. “That feels good,” I said. She didn’t reply. She just kept sucking and bobbing her head. I was rock hard now—the first time in a very long time that I’d gotten hard without having to stroke myself.  

    I melted back into the couch and took a deep breath. I was still hyper-conscious of that recording phone camera. It was embarrassing to think that some strange older woman would be watching it. But at least I was getting some real action, that wasn’t just repetitive missionary sex.  

    I nestled my fingers into Kate’s soft hair. I gently guided her head up and down, making her move more quickly as the buzzing intensity grew between my legs.  

    “Shit,” I muttered. Then I looked down her lingerie-clad body. I found myself thinking about that little outfit again. When could she have bought it? When did she plan on wearing it? It made her ass look so perfect. I wanted to reach down and slap her cheeks hard. I wanted to bury my face between those perky cheeks. “Get up on the couch,” I said, patting on the couch cushion.  

    She climbed up and then went right back to work, sucking my cock while curled up with her knees to her chest. I was able to reach down her petite body, between her legs. I pushed my fingers under her lingerie. Her skin was smooth. Apparently she was shaving in the bathroom before the show started. I started rubbing her clit, which was already wet. After just a minute, my fingers were dripping wet. I couldn’t even remember the last time she got herself wet. We always had to use lubricant for sex—but now I could have shoved anything into that horny cunt without a drop of artificial lubricant. But for now, I settled with a few fingers. 

    She moaned as I plunged my digits into her body. I started fingering her quickly. Her body squirmed and her back curled. Her pretty bum swayed in the air.  

    “Finger me harder,” she said, taking a two second break from my cock. Then she was right back to sucking me: bobbing her head and slurping her tongue up and down my shaft. I groaned as I plunged my fingers faster. I couldn’t believe how wet she was. I found myself rubbing her own thick product all over her plump lips, and then I pushed my fingers back into her. She moaned loudly, coming for the first time in so long. A minute later she came again. She was screaming out in pleasure now, just like that night in New York City—and that may have been the last time she had a real orgasm, until now.  

    The buzzing between my legs was too strong now. I clenched and groaned, but it wasn’t enough to stop myself from coming. “Babe—I’m about to come,” I said, warning her. I knew she would be pissed if I came in her mouth.  

    But shockingly, she didn’t spit out my dick. She just took a deep breath and kept her lips pressed around my shaft. She used her hand to massage my cock, squeezing it tightly to make my orgasm more intense. “Fuck!” I screamed. And then I started coming in her mouth. She moaned with her eyes shut tightly. I pulled my fingers out from her pussy and then I pushed her head down into my crotch. I unloaded a ton of semen into her mouth. Then, while I was still coming the last few blasts, she rose up and pressed her lips against mine. I went to kiss her, and then she spat my cum into my own mouth.  

    “Swallow it,” she said with bright glowing eyes. My heart stammered. My head was spinning too fast to process what was happening. I closed my eyes and pulled my own cum to the back of my throat, and then I swallowed it down.  

    She giggled, and then she reached down and fingered the last drop of cum off of the tip of my cock. She brought it to my mouth and wiped it off on my bottom lip. “That was fun,” she said. She bounced up to her feet and then zipped off to the bathroom to get cleaned up.  

    I remained still, shocked and confused. Did that just happen? Did she just suck the cum out of my cock and then spit it into my mouth? Did I really just swallow it? Was that something Kate was secretly into? Was that the kinky sort of sex she was into?  

    I looked up at the screen and saw that Law & Order was on. Apparently we sucked and fingered each other through Double Jeopardy and Final Jeopardy, and all of the ads in between. The last time we had sex for that long was probably our honeymoon.  

    




 

    [bookmark: COUPLESNIGHT4]CHAPTER IV 

    It was an awkward fifteen minutes in the waiting area of Pamela’s office while Pamela watched our tape alone in her office. It was even more awkward when that door finally opened and she told us to come in. She gave me my phone back as I passed.  

    Kate’s face was possibly redder than mine. Her gaze was set on the floor and an awkward smile was stuck on her face.  

    “So you had some fun with your homework,” Pamela said after a long moment of silence. 

    We both nodded our heads, but we were too embarrassed to say anything.  

    “I liked the lingerie. That was a nice touch,” Pamela said. “Kate—why don’t you tell me about why you like being fingered so much? It seems to me like your biggest orgasms have been accomplished without any penis penetration. That’s very interesting.” 

    Kate shrugged her shoulders. Now her face was dark red.  

    “Do you like cocks?” 

    Kate shrugged her shoulders again, like a shy child on her first day of school. “I like them fine,” she said.  

    “Do you ever think about pussies?” Pamela asked. 

    I had to bite down on the edge of my tongue. Was Pamela suggesting that my wife was secretly a lesbo?  

    Kate shook her head quickly. “What? No—I love my husband.” 

    “I know—I know. Of course. But I’m just asking: do you ever think about pussies? Have you ever thought about touching another woman between the legs?”  

    Kate was silent and still. Her eyes were wide but her gaze was lost. “I don’t feel comfortable with the question,” she said. Why couldn’t she just say ‘no’? If she was straight, then it was an easy question to answer. But if she couldn’t simply say no with ease, then maybe there was more going on. Maybe my wife was secretly a lesbian. Maybe that’s why our sex life had gotten so dull.  

    “When you touch your own pussy, do you pretend as though you’re touching another woman between the legs—or do you pretend like another woman is touching you between the legs?”  

    “I said I don’t want to talk about it,” Kate snapped.  

    Pamela nodded her head with a big grin on her face. “We’ll get back to that question when you’re feeling more comfortable. Jim, what about you? When you masturbate, do you think about other men?”  

    I shook my head quickly. “No—of course not.” 

    “When you stroke your long cock, do you ever close your eyes and pretend like you’re stroking off another man? Or do you pretend like you’re being stroked by another man—maybe a bigger man, with large muscles?”  

    “I said no,” I said. My stomach groaned. This session wasn’t going nearly as well as our last session. I didn’t appreciate the accusation, and I certainly didn’t like Pamela putting my wife on the spot. Though now I couldn’t help but wonder why Kate was acting so awkward.  

    The room became silent. Pamela jotted down some notes, and then she asked us both to describe our dream sexual partner. We were encouraged not to describe each other, but instead the physical qualities of our fantasy partners. I don’t think Kate was mad when I gave my dream girl Mary Elizabeth Winstead’s face with Kate Upton’s body. It was all just for fun.  

    Though I was a bit surprised when Kate went ahead and described her fantasy man as being short and thin, without any body hair. She described him with the body of a young Robert Plant and the face of a young Nikki Sixx, from Motley Crue. Wasn’t that the guy who wore lipstick and mascara? I snuck a glance at my wife, and then I noticed Pamela jotting down more notes as if my wife’s fantasy description was particularly interesting. I don’t think she took any notes while I was describing my very-predictable super-model fantasy.  

    Then, once again, the room became silent. “I want to do an exercise,” Pamela said. “Kate, I want you to get undressed. And Jim, I want you to follow my commands. More than anything, I want you both to relax—Kate especially.”  

    “Take off my clothes?” Kate said with a quiet voice.  

    “Yes, please.” Her voice was so casual, as if she was just asking my wife to take her shoes off, and not her entire wardrobe.  

    But to my surprise, my wife started to disrobe. She pulled off her shirt and then she shimmied down her pants. She closed her eyes after she took off her bra, and then she took a deep breath before sliding her panties down to her ankles, leaving her completely naked on the couch.  

    “Okay, good,” Pamela said. “Now I want you to keep your eyes closed. Think about your fantasy character. Get a good image in your mind.”  

    Kate nodded her head, still with her eyes closed.  

    Pamela ran Kate through some breathing exercises, getting her more and more relaxed, almost as if she was being hypnotised.  

    “Take a deep breath and relax. Imagine you’re in a hotel bedroom. You’re away on a business trip and Jim is far away—hundreds of miles away. Your fantasy character is there with you. You’re naked, and so are they—but don’t worry—you’re not cheating. You’ve got Jim’s permission to fool around for one night.” 

    My stomach turned. I wasn’t so fond of this fantasy role-play. I didn’t want my wife imagining a scenario in which I was totally okay with her sleeping around.  

     “Your fantasy character crawls on top of you. You kiss, and then your character sinks down and starts to kiss your neck. You put your hands on their back—and then you move those hands down to their bum. Explore that body. Let your fingers slip in-between her butt cheeks, and feel that butthole.” My wife didn’t flinch, as if she didn’t notice Pamela’s little ‘her’ slip. Was my wife imagining a woman? Did she go ahead and give her fantasy character a pair of tits and a pussy?  

    “Okay, Jim, now I want you to rub your wife’s pussy for me. Start rubbing. And Kate, I want you to imagine your fantasy character pressing her fingers against your slit. Can you imagine that for me?” 

    I reached over and pressed my fingers against my wife’s cunt. I was shocked to feel that she was already wet. I started rubbing in small circles, teasing her clit and moving my fingers gently into her hole. She let out a small moan.  

    “She’s pushing her fingers deeper into you now,” Pamela said. So I pushed my fingers in deeper. I felt a bit awkward fingering my wife in front of Pamela, but she’d already watched our video, so it’s not like she was seeing anything new. I started plunging my hand back and forth faster, curling my fingers slightly, to massage her G-spot.  

    “Oh God,” Kate groaned. 

    “Okay, Kate. Now, while you’re being stimulated, describe what’s happening for me: what’s happening in your imagination.”  

    “She’s got her other hand on my breast,” Kate said with a drowsy voice. “I’ve got my hand on her breast. She’s got small breasts, but they’re soft. I want to suck her nipple.”  

    “Go ahead and suck it,” said Pamela. 

    Kate let out a whimper. The room became silent. I kept fingering her. Her knees started rising up. She planted her feet up on the couch. “Oh God,” she groaned.  

    “What’s she doing now, Kate?” Pamela asked. 

    “She’s going down on me,” Kate said. 

    Pamela looked at me and then she nodded her head down, motioning for me to go down. So I pulled my fingers out and I sunk down, pressing my face between my wife’s thighs. I stuck out my tongue and started licking her little clit. She moaned again. I felt awkward, knowing that I was currently playing the role of ‘fantasy girl’ in my wife’s imagination.  

    My wife moaned loudly with a heavy groan—a sound I’d never heard her make before. I paused for a moment, terrified of what was being revealed. And then I kept licking, digging my tongue deeper. She put her feet down on my shoulders and curled her toes into my shoulder blades.  

    “Does it feel good, Kate?”  

    “It feels so fucking good,” my wife said. “Oh God, it feels so fucking good!” I’d never heard my wife curse during intercourse. She hated dirty talk, but now she couldn’t seem to help herself. “Don’t stop. Please, don’t fucking stop.”  

    She had both of her hands on her breasts. She squeezed and squirmed and groaned.  

    “Okay, Kate. Now I want you to come out of your fantasy. Slowly open your eyes and return to us in the real world,” Pamela said. 

    Kate moaned for a moment longer, and then her body relaxed down and her eyes peeled open. She took a deep breath and then she looked down at me with glowing, confused eyes. I watched as her face became red while I wiped the moisture off of my lips.  

    The room returned to that awkward silence as Kate realized she’d admitted that she had lesbian fantasies.  

    “I think we made some good progress today,” said Pamela with a big smile on her face. She jotted down a little note and then she shut her notebook and placed it down on the table. “Why don’t we reconvene on Monday, so we can make even more progress?”  

    Kate nodded her head slowly. Her gaze was still lost and her face was still dark red with embarrassment.  

    “Try to have sex every night this weekend. Try new things. Be brave and explore your sexualities.”  

    




 

    [bookmark: COUPLESNIGHT5]CHAPTER V 

    We didn’t talk about our appointment that night. It wasn’t until the next day that I decided to break the awkward silence. “Should we talk about it?” I said. 

    Kate took a minute to reply. “Talk about what?” she asked. 

    “You know.” 

    “What do you want me to say?” she said without looking at me. 

    “I don’t know. Is that something you’re into?” I asked. 

    She shrugged her shoulders. “It’s just a stupid fetish. Everyone has stupid fetishes.”  

    I nodded my head while biting my bottom lip. “Yeah—totally. I’m not judging you. I just want to know everything about you. I mean—we’ve been married for a while now. It’s weird to me that we have secrets.”  

    “It’s not even a secret—just a weird little kink, I guess. I wouldn’t think too much about it,” she said.  

    “Right. Of course,” I said, nodding my head. I’m not sure I made the tension any less awkward by broaching the topic. I excused myself to the use the bathroom, and then once I was alone, I took a deep breath and shook my head.  

    We had sex that night. We met in the bedroom during Jeopardy, though we kept the television off, which I suppose was a step in the right direction. We both got undressed, which was also a step in the right direction—but then we ended up in our usual missionary position on the bed. I kissed her neck while grinding my cock against her pussy, trying to get myself hard without having to touch myself.  

    She was silent and not moving much. It was starting to seem like a usual romp, except for the fact that we were naked. But I didn’t want to reverse our progress—I wanted to keep our intensity going. But what could I do? What move could I make to get her more in the mood?  

    “Why don’t you put the lingerie on again?” I said.  

    She laughed and shrugged her shoulders. “Is that what you want?” she asked. 

    I nodded my head. “Yeah—sure.”  

    She slid out from underneath me. She went to the closet and dug out that lingerie one-piece. She was just about to slip into it when I said in a joking voice, “Want me to put it on instead?”  

    I laughed, and then I noticed that she was staring at me with wide, lost eyes, as if I’d just teased her little fetish. I stopped laughing and the room became terrifyingly silent. I stood up slowly and took the lingerie from her. “It’s not a big deal,” I said. I stepped into the tight one-piece. She didn’t stop me. She just stared at me as I tugged the tight teddy onto my body.  

    I pushed my arms through the armholes. It fit surprisingly well. I did a little spin, laughing nervously. “What do you think?” I asked, half-jokingly, but trying not to offend my wife now that I knew that she was possibly into this.  

    She shrugged her shoulders. “I didn’t think it would fit you.”  

    I climbed up onto the bed, on all fours, with my bum facing her. I swayed my bum in the air and said, “Do what you want to me.” I was still half-joking around, worried about my dignity but also worried about her dignity.  

    She climbed up behind me and put her hands on my bum. She rubbed and then laughed nervously. Then she bent over and pressed her face between my butt cheeks. I felt her nose tickling my butt crack, so I giggled.  

    My face was suddenly warm and my arms were trembling under my weight. She pulled aside the tight lingerie covering my butthole, and then she started licking, teasing my hole without any comment. I tensed up and let out a slight gasp, but I managed to keep my composure. I wanted her to get what she wanted—thought this wasn’t exactly what I had in mind when I booked that first appointment with Pamela Richards. I was hoping that my wife would turn into more of a slut: wearing kinky clothing, spreading her legs more often, wanting to fuck in more rooms in the house—and maybe even in public. I didn’t see myself putting on her lingerie and getting eaten out like a sissy.  

    But I had to admit: it felt good. She moved her tongue gracefully and pushed in surprisingly far. Every now and then she let a moan slip. And at one point, I looked back and saw that she was gently fingering herself while eating me out. Apparently she really did like this—and I wasn’t about to shut down something she enjoyed.  

    “Hold on,” she said. She hopped to her feet and darted over to the nightstand. Then she came back and resumed eating me out. I had no idea what she went to get, until a moment later when she pulled her head back and I felt something thick and dull pressing between my cheeks. It took my brain a moment to realize she was pushing a dildo into me. The tip penetrated me and I heard her gasp with elation.  

    Then I clenched and hopped forward, covering my butthole with my hand. “Whoa,” I said. “I’m not into that. Sorry. I don’t want that.” 

    Her face was dark red—even redder than it was in Pamela’s office when she came out of her state of hypnosis. “I’m so sorry,” she said. 

    “It’s okay. I just—I’m not into that.”  

    She nodded her head. “Okay. That’s fair. Now what do we do?” 

    I fell down onto my back and fished my erection out from my lingerie. I held it up and gently pulled back my foreskin. “Why don’t you ride me?” I asked. “Maybe you can pretend like it’s a strap-on.”  

    “I’m not a lesbian,” she said. 

    “Right—I know. I just thought—I don’t know. You can think whatever you want. I love you no matter what.”  

    She stared at me for a moment, and then she climbed on top of me. It had been a long time since she’d been on top. She always said that she didn’t like me looking up at her from that low angle. She was worried she looked ugly, even though she was just as beautiful as ever.  

    She threw her thigh over me and then grabbed my cock out from my hand. She lined it up with her pussy and then she closed her eyes before sitting down. She groaned as I filled her up. “You’re so hard,” she said.  

    “Really?” I asked. 

    “Yeah. I can feel you throbbing. It sure doesn’t feel like a strap-on.”   

    She started bouncing slowly. She had her eyes closed at first, and then she opened them and looked down at my lingerie-clad body. Suddenly her gaze was fixated on me. Her cheeks were pink and her lips were parted. She picked up her pace. Every time she came down, her pussy made a gushing sound, and that sound was getting louder and louder as she was getting wetter and wetter.  

    Then she spoke. “Grab your tits and squeeze them,” she said.  

    I hesitated for a moment. Then I reached for my non-existent breasts and I started to fondle them, curling my fingers towards my palms as if I was giving myself a massage. She stared with wide-open eyes and parted lips. Another moan slipped out from her mouth. Was I going to have to do this all the time now? Was this going to be the only way we could have sex?  

    And if this was just the start of our counselling, how was it going to end? By the end of the month, would my wife be leaving me for a woman? Was she lying when she said that she wasn’t a lesbian?  

    She was bouncing quickly, massaging my rod with her tight, wet cunt. She groaned and I felt her pussy clenching over and over. Suddenly she screamed out and then her body fell forward. Her hips continued to bounce as she slumped herself over on top of me. She was fucking me quickly, sliding that wet hole up and down with intensity.  

    “Fucking shit! That feels so fucking good!” she cried out.  

    And then she clenched hard and groaned loudly, and my cock erupted inside of her body. I groaned and squeezed her naked body firmly.  

    Then, she did it again. She stood up, covering her pussy with her hand, and she stepped up the bed. She sat down on my face and uncovered her gaping hole. “Open your mouth,” she said. I was slow to follow her command. I didn’t love the thought of eating my own cum again, but I wanted to make her happy. So I parted my lips and then she pushed my seed out. Most of it got into my mouth, but some of it splattered on my lips and nose with a loud queef.  

    “Don’t swallow it,” she commanded, just seconds before I was about to gulp it down. She lowered herself down and pressed her lips against mine. She sucked the cum out from my mouth and then she spat it back in while we made out. It was messy and possibly disgusting. She left me with half, and then she swallowed the other half. “Now swallow it,” she said. I swallowed, and then I turned my head and looked in the mirror, seeing myself in her lingerie, with cum dribbling down my cheek.  

    She kissed me on the forehead, and then she bounced up to her feet. “I’m going to clean myself up,” she said, skipping away to the bathroom. I kept staring at myself in the mirror. Was this the sex life I was looking for? Was this what I was hoping to get out of my wife?  

    




 

    [bookmark: COUPLESNIGHT6]CHAPTER VI 

    Sure, the next day was awkward—especially when I caught Kate on her computer looking at lingerie. Was she shopping for me? Were those outfits going to end up on my body? When she was in the bathroom, I looked at her search history and saw that she’d looked into buying a wig and a pair of black high heels that just happened to be in my size. She didn’t actually purchase anything—it was all just online window-shopping, but it still made me nervous.  

    But even more awkward was Monday afternoon, as we sat in Pamela’s office and described our sexual encounters. Pamela made me talk about how I felt in the lingerie, and then she even asked me if I liked the feeling of having cum in my mouth. I felt so humiliated and awkward. “I just want to make my wife happy,” I said. 

    Pamela nodded her head. “I think we’re making very good progress,” she said. “But we’re not quite there yet. You’re both being much more open, but you’re still not acting as though you’re free. Married couples should be free with one another. There should be no awkward tension—and certainly no secrets. So Jim, why don’t you go ahead and tell Kate something you’ve never told her before.”  

    I bit down on the edge of my tongue. I tried to think of something to say, but I couldn’t think of anything. “Like what?” I asked. 

    “When Kate isn’t around, do you watch porn? Do you masturbate?”  

    “Doesn’t everybody? It’s not like I do it ten times a day like some sort of pervert,” I said. 

    Pamela laughed. “So you masturbate to pornography.”  

    “Sure, sometimes when she’s not in the mood. But I think Kate knows that. Right, Kate?”  

    Kate shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know. It’s not really my business.”  

    “Oh, but it is!” Pamela said. “Now Jim, why don’t you tell Kate about the dirtiest video you’ve ever watched and gotten off to. Something that you think is very embarrassing—something you would be terrified of her finding in your search history, so to speak. Just get it off your chest.”  

    I bit down hard on my tongue, trying to decide whether I should lie or just follow the command and get it over with. I groaned and then I admitted, “I’ve watched some peeing videos. I don’t know—it’s kind of hot when girls go pee—never guys though—that’s gross.”  

    “Peeing?” Kate said.  

    I shrugged my shoulders and pushed my knees tightly together in an attempt to will away the awkward tension that we were apparently not supposed to be feeling. “It’s not like I want you to pee on me,” I said. “I just occasionally watch porn with girls peeing on each other. It’s just… like you said: a weird fetish. It’s not like I’m about to run away with some girl who wants to pee on me, just like you’re not about to run away with a woman.” 

    “I’m not a lesbian, Jim,” she snapped, narrowing her eyes.  

    “I know! I didn’t say that you were. It’s just a fetish. Right?”  

    Kate looked away from me quickly, rolling her eyes. “Whatever,” she said. 

    “It’s okay, Kate. He’s trying to be open with you. It’s actually very common for men to fantasize about women peeing. It’s nothing to be embarrassed about. And it’s also common for straight women to fantasize about being with other women or feminized men—it’s all natural.”  

    We looked at each other. “Sorry,” she said, to my surprise. 

    “It’s fine.”  

    “Do you want me to pee on you?” she asked. 

    “Not if you don’t want to,” I said. “And to be honest—I don’t even know if that is what I want. It’s fine in a video, but in real life there’s a mess and it’s probably not that sanitary.”  

    “I’ve got homework for the two of you,” Pamela said, stealing away the conversation. We both looked to her.  

    “I really don’t need her to pee on me,” I said. 

    She laughed. “No, no—it’s nothing like that. Jim, one of my other clients is a friend of yours.” 

    “Who’s that?” I said, pretending to be oblivious. I knew who she was talking about. 

    “Steve. I believe you’re his manager. He’s been seeing me for some time with his wife. They’re very far along with their progress, and I think it could be good for the two of you to meet up with them to further along your own progress.”  

    I nodded my head. “Sure. I’ll set up a lunch or something for this week.” 

    Pamela shook her head. “No. I’d like for you to have a couple’s night. I’ll talk to Steve today about arranging it. I want the two of you to be open and honest with each other, and with Steve and his wife. I want you to take risks and—if the opportunity comes up—to try new things.”  

    My heart stuttered. I remembered hearing the rumours about Janine being fucked by Steve and his wife. What if Steve and his wife wanted to fuck my wife? What if they wanted to fuck me? I didn’t love the thought of being a cuckold. I couldn’t even begin to understand how I would ever look at my wife again if I let Steve put his cock inside of her—and how would I look at Steve every day at work?  

    “Jim, you look nervous. Tell me about what’s making you worried,” Pamela said. 

    “I have to work with Steve. I’m not sure that this is appropriate,” I said. 

    “You need to separate your work life and your personal life if you ever want to be truly liberated.”  

    I nodded my head slowly as nausea turned in my gut. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. Maybe we would see Steve and his wife doing crazy things and we would realize that we liked our vanilla sex life just fine.  

    “That’s all for today. I’ll see you again after your double date,” Pamela said, shutting her notebook and placing it down on the table.  

    Kate stood up casually, but I hesitated. I’d never told her about Steve and his wild sex life. She didn’t know the story of Janine, or about the crazy sex machine Steve tried to convince me to buy. She had no idea what she was in for. Even I had no idea what I was in for. 

    




 

    [bookmark: COUPLESNIGHT7]CHAPTER VII 

    My wife was so oblivious. As we pulled up to Steve’s house, she had a casual smile on her face, with her purse sitting gently on her lap. I looked over at her and forced a smile. “I hope your friend’s wife can cook because I’m hungry,” Kate said, making her seem even more oblivious. She probably just thought that we were all going to talk—and hopefully that assumption was going to be correct.  

    “Let’s just try to be home before Jeopardy,” I said, straining hard to keep that smile on my face. 

    We stepped out from the car. “You haven’t told me much about your friend. I don’t even think you told me his wife’s name.”  

    “He’s not my friend,” I said. “He’s just a guy from work who happens to have the same counsellor as us.”  

    “Don’t be rude,” Kate said with narrowing eyes. “They have a nice house, though, huh?”  

    It was a surprisingly nice house, considering Steve made fifteen thousand dollars per year less than me. It was a bit further from downtown from us, but it was nearly twice the size. 

    “Maybe we should consider moving to this neighbourhood.” I had a feeling she was going to take that suggestion back as soon as this night was over.  

    I let Kate step up the stairs first. I kept my distance and then my body shuddered as she reached for the doorbell. I groaned and Kate turned around to look at me. “What’s wrong with you?” she asked. 

    “I’m just not feeling great,” I said. “I think I ate something weird at lunch.”  

    The door opened and the sight of Steve’s face made the colour drain from my face. He had on a big, long smile, and he was wearing a purple satin shirt and baggy cotton pants, as if he was dressed to run a Japanese geisha house. “I’m so glad you guys could make it,” he said. 

    I tried to force a smile, but my lips refused to curve. I just stared at my wife as she entered into the house of horrors, and I remained at the bottom of the steps. I wanted to scream out for my wife—to warn her not to go any further or they would turn her into a depraved sex lunatic. But I was too afraid to open my mouth. 

    “Jim—are you coming inside or what?” Steve said, still with that big, horror movie smile on his face. 

    “O—Okay,” I said. I awkwardly took a step. My joints were stiff and my muscles were tense. Those three steps up to his door seemed like a whole flight—like I was one of those horribly obese people on My 600-lb Life.  

    “Come in, come in,” Steve said, stepping aside. I walked into the foyer, where my wife was already standing. I looked around carefully and was surprised to see that the house appeared to be shockingly normal. I was expecting to see a statute of two people fucking in the foyer, with depraved sex art on the walls, and a big sex chair hanging where the chandelier was supposed to be—but instead, I saw some pleasant pictures of flowers, some nice family photos, and a totally standard chandelier from the Home Depot. “Take your shoes off or leave them on—it’s totally fine either way.”  

    My wife left her heels on, so I did the same. I wanted to be ready to run in case things got suddenly weird.  

    “Come on to the kitchen and meet my wife, Stacy,” Steve said. He whisked us through his big, open concept house to his large kitchen. The island alone was bigger than our kitchen. Stacy was standing behind the counter in a tight red dress. She had her blonde hair done up in a fancy up-do, with long fake eyelashes fluttering above her eyes. She was surprisingly pretty, though I don’t know why I was surprised; Steve was a handsome man, so it only made sense that his wife would be attractive. But for some reason, I’d been expecting some meth-addict-looking ghoul, dressed like a crack whore while begging to have her dirty holes plugged.  

    “Have an appetizer,” Stacy said, sliding a large plate of delicious-looking appies towards us. Kate didn’t hesitate, but I was slow to react, worried the food was potentially tainted. As I was reaching for one of the smoked salmon bites, I remembered overhearing Steve telling another employee about the time he fucked his wife in the asshole on his kitchen island. ‘I came inside of her three times before pulling out,’ he claimed—and I couldn’t help but wonder if some of that cum had gotten onto that marble countertop. So I pulled my hand away from the appies. “I think I’ll wait for the main course,” I said. And then I watched the food go into my wife’s mouth. I was tempted to slap it out of her hand, but I was too much of a coward.  

    “So you’ve been seeing Pamela,” Stacy said. “That’s so great. She’s really a miracle worker.”  

    Kate nodded her head and smiled. “I think she’s been really great so far.” I looked at Kate curiously. It was surprising to hear her talking positively about our counselling experience, even though it made sense, seeing as she’d obviously gotten more out of it than me. “She really has a way of getting you to open up.”  

    “Doesn’t she?” Stacy agreed.  

    “Jim,” said Steve. “What do you think of Pamela? She’s pretty hot for an older gal, huh?”  

    My heart stuttered. “Hot?” I said. 

    “Don’t tell me you haven’t fantasized about her just a little bit,” he said with a chuckle. I couldn’t tell if he was kidding—and apparently my wife assumed he was kidding, because she started laughing as if she was in on the joke.  

    I just nodded my head. “She’s something,” I said.  

    “I was happy when she told us that she wanted us all to get together. I think it’s such a great idea,” Steve said. 

    I just nodded my head. I didn’t want to agree, because I didn’t agree. I thought it was a terrible idea. I’d heard too many stories about Steve and his house of questionable acts, and I felt like it was my duty to protect my wife from Steve’s degeneracy. But at the same time, I wanted Pamela’s regimen to work. I wanted to have the sexual excitement that Steve often bragged about at work.  

    “Dinner will be ready in five minutes,” Stacy said. “Steve—why don’t you give Kate and Jim the tour?”  

    “I’d love to,” Steve said. He turned to us and said, “Follow me.”  

    Every time he opened a door, I kept expecting to see rooms filled with bondage and whips and sex chairs—or that large machine that he kept insisting I invest in—but every room was normal. Bedrooms were nicely made and decorated with tasteful artwork and furniture. He even went to open closet doors for us—and none of the closets were filled with questionable costumes. So where was this crazy life that he was always bragging about? Was it all a big lie? Was it not as wild as my brain imagined it to be? 

    The tour ended in their bedroom. They had a nice king-sized bed and two sofa chairs for reading. Their walk-in closet was spacious and clean and well organized. “And that’s our house,” Steve said. “What do you think?” 

    “It’s so lovely,” Kate said. “I was just telling Jim that I want to live in this neighbourhood.” 

    “It’s very affordable,” Steve said. “You guys totally should move. We could be neighbours.”  

    “We still have twelve years left on our mortgage,” I said bluntly.  

    Kate gave me a playful shove. “That doesn’t mean we can’t sell. It’s something to think about.”  

    Maybe Steve’s house was normal—and maybe Steve was more normal than he let on at work—but I still didn’t want to live near him. I still didn’t like the idea of my wife being anywhere near him.  

    Stacy called us down for dinner, so we all went down to the dining area. The dining table was already set and the food smelled delicious. “Eat as much as you want. There’s tons of food,” Stacy said. She waited for us all to sit before she took her seat.  

    And even I had to admit: the food was amazing. I was tempted to ask Stacy to teach Kate how to cook, but I resisted the temptation to ask because I was worried Stacy would actually accept the joking offer and my wife would end up without me in Steve’s house.  

    We ate and ate and ate, and then Stacy zipped away and came back with two different pies. I was stuffed, but I still accepted a small slice of each. Then, Steve said, “So I guess we should talk about what Pamela told us to talk about.”  

    I was just about to scoop the last piece of pie into my mouth, and then I stopped. I looked up at Steve slowly and lowered my fork down. Then I looked over at Kate, who was still seemingly undisturbed, eating the last of her pie with a casual smile on her oblivious face.  

    “The hardest part—for us—of Pamela’s regimen, was learning to be open about our sex life,” Steve said. “I remember being in your position. Pamela sent us to meet with this other couple, and we had a dinner just like this one. It was so awkward telling that couple about what we did behind closed doors. But man, it really felt good to be open about it. It really is a liberating feeling.”  

    My heart stammered. But at the same time, I felt a wave of relief. Was this all that Pamela wanted us to do with Steve? Were we just there to talk? Sure, talking about sex with Steve would be embarrassing, but at least I didn’t have to worry about Steve making a move on my wife, and I didn’t have to awkwardly resist Stacy in front of Kate.  

    Kate wiped her mouth with a napkin. Her cheeks were now almost as red as the cherry pie filling. “So what are we supposed to say?” she asked. 

    “You can say whatever you want—whatever you’re feeling brave enough to say. I have to admit, I’m a bit curious to know what kind of kinky stuff Jim is interested in. He’s always so shy and quiet at work.”  

    Kate giggled while my stomach turned. Apparently she wasn’t nearly as mortified as me. “Jim is a pretty vanilla guy,” she said. Her cheeks became even redder. “I think he likes it when I put on lingerie.”  

    Steve and Stacy both started laughing at my wife’s oblivious innocence. “Is it true, Jim? Do you like it when Kate puts on lingerie?” Steve asked with a big grin on his face. I didn’t appreciate him poking fun at my wife, but I managed to keep my composure. 

    “I like her however she wants to be. But of course I’m not going to say no to some lingerie.”  

    The room became uncomfortably quiet. Then Stacy broke the silence by asking, “How often do you guys have sex?”  

    I had no intention of responding. I assumed Kate would keep her mouth shut as well, so I was surprised when she shrugged and said, “I don’t know. A few times a month. A bit more since we’ve been seeing Pamela.”  

    “Ouch,” Steve said. He started laughing. I looked at him with narrowed eyes. That pleasant night was quickly losing its charm. Then he looked at me. “Don’t you just want to rip her clothes off the moment you come home from work?”  

    I bit down on my tongue. “She’s not always in the mood. She works too, and sometimes she’s tired.” 

    He scoffed, which made my blood a little bit hotter. “If I were you, I wouldn’t be able to keep my hands off of her.”  

    “Watch your mouth,” I snapped. 

    “Jim!” Kate said. “Be nice. I’m so sorry, Steve. He’s just a bit uncomfortable with the sex talk still.” 

    “And you’re not?” I said, turning my gaze to my wife.  

    “Jim, you need to relax. Pamela asked them to talk to us about this.”  

    “It’s just not really any of their business,” I said.  

    “It’s not going to kill you to be a little bit open,” she said. I couldn’t believe the words coming out from her mouth.  

    But I bit my tongue regardless and forced a smile before saying, “Sorry. I didn’t mean to overreact.” I cleared my throat. “I think our sex life is fine. Maybe it could be better, but we have fun together.”  

    Stave and Stacy both nodded their heads politely. I started trying to think of an out. I ran through a number of excuses in my head. Maybe I could lie and say that we left the oven running—or I could say that we had to return some videotapes before the store closed. Are videotape rental houses still a thing?  

    “What’s something about your sex life that you haven’t told anybody before?” Stacy asked my wife.  

    “Everything,” I said. 

    Kate gave me a dirty look, as if to tell me to stop acting like a child. Then she looked back at Stacy and said, “I don’t know. I like it when Jim goes down on me—but sometimes—a lot of the times—I’m afraid to let him go down.” 

    “Why?” Stacy asked.  

    “I don’t know. I guess I’ve always just been afraid to like it.”  

    Stacy smiled. “Afraid to like it? Why?”  

    I’d never had the urge to bury my face in the ground until that moment.  

    “I don’t know. Girls go down on each other. That’s how lesbians pleasure one another. And I’m not a lesbian.”  

    Stacy laughed at my wife’s precious innocence. “Straight couples do it too.” 

    “I know they do. Believe me: I know that it’s weird. But it’s true.”  

    Steve looked at me. “What about you, Jim? When your wife goes down on you, are you worried that you’ll like it?”  

    I bit hard on my tongue and forced a thin-lipped smile. “No, that’s never been an issue for me.” I resisted the urge to call him a mean name. Instead, I said, “Why don’t you tell us something about your sex life that you don’t tell other people.”  

    Steve and Stacy both looked at one another, then they looked back at me. “For months, I’ve been practising to suck my own cock. Just last week I managed to do it. I came in my own mouth while Stacy watched and pleasured herself.” The room became silent. Now Kate’s face was white as she got a taste of exactly what I was afraid of. Steve’s degeneracy was coming out, washing over the room like an arctic breeze seeping through a cracked window.  

    “Is that actually possible?” Kate asked nervously.  

    Steve nodded his head. “It takes some flexibility, but it can be done. And I definitely recommend it, because it feels amazing.”  

    “Do you want to see him do it?” Stacy asked with bright eyes. Her skin wasn’t red or white—she was completely unphased by the fact her husband just admitted to sucking cum out from his own cock.  

    “No,” I said suddenly. “We don’t want to see that.”  

    Steve chuckled. “C’mon, Jim. Don’t be such a prude.” He turned to my wife. “If you want to see, I can show you quickly.”  

    Kate was silent. Her lips were parted and I could see fear glowing in her eyes. “I don’t know. I don’t think it would be appropriate.”  

    Stacy smiled and nodded her head. “All of this might seem uncomfortable now—but just imagine how open you’ll be able to be together if you can learn to be open with strangers. I mean—not that we’re strangers, but we’re not so far off.”  

    Kate nodded her head slowly. Then she looked at me. “Maybe we could just see him do it quickly. She has a good point, after all.”  

    I wanted to grab my wife and shake some sense into her. Why was she submitting to these lunatics? Why wasn’t she grabbing her purse and running to the door? “If that’s what you want, I guess.”  

    Steve smiled. He looked over at his wife. “Darling, why don’t you get me hard so I can start the demonstration?”  

    Stacy laughed as if it was some sort of weird joke. “Sure, sweetie.” They both got up and walked over to the other side of the room. I looked at Kate with wide eyes. She was blushing and biting down on her lip. She shrugged her shoulders, and then I shook my head. We were having an entire conversation—or maybe it was a fight—without using a single word. Then we looked back at our hosts and saw that Steve had his back to us. In front of him, Stacy was on her knees. Her head was bobbing back and forth and we could hear the subtle sound of slurping as she sucked his cock.  

    Steve let out a long sigh. “You know just how to do it, babe.”  

    Stacy stood up, and then Steve pulled down his pants and yanked off his shirt. I looked away quickly from the sight of his surprisingly tanned ass. Kate kept staring. I tried to get her attention by only using my eyes, but she seemed to be transfixed. 

    Then Steve turned around. I didn’t want to look over, but I also didn’t want to create another scene, so I forced my head to turn, and then I saw my co-worker’s long, curved erection. He had no pubic hair and his cock was an impressive length, towering higher than his belly button. “Okay,” he said. “Let’s see if I’ve still got it.” He sat down on the ground and brought his feet to his bum, with his knees in the air. Then he slipped his arms under his knees and bent his body over in an impressive way.  

    I was frozen. I suddenly couldn’t look away. My wife reached slowly under the table and took my hand. I squeezed that hand firmly. Then we watched as Steve managed to get the tip of his cock into his mouth. He started to suck.  

    “See?” Stacy said. “It’s pretty hot, huh?”  

    “It’s definitely something,” Kate said with a quiet voice.  

    “I think that’s enough. We get the idea,” I said. I finally forced myself to look away, but the image of his erect cock in his own mouth remained in my mind, and I had a feeling that it would be stuck there for a long time. It didn’t help that I could see his asshole in the same mental image.  

    Steve uncurled his body and chuckled as he pulled his boxer shorts back up. “Oh, c’mon, Jim. It’s not that big of a deal.”  

    “It’s just not really our cup of tea,” I said. “But thanks for the demonstration. We should probably get going.” 

    “Going?” Stacy said. “You can’t go now!”  

    “We haven’t even gotten to the meat of what Pamela sent you here for,” said Steve with big wide eyes.  

    I looked over at Kate. She was looking at me. We exchanged a nervous glance, and then she shrugged her shoulders, as if to say, ‘Let’s just give them a chance’—as if this night hadn’t already been weird enough. I already didn’t know how I was going to look Steve in the eye on Monday morning, now that I’d seen him sucking his own cock.  

    “Kate, tell us one thing you’re most embarrassed about. Just get it off your chest. It can be anything sex related. Just say it,” said Stacy with a big smile on her face. 

    Kate looked at me then she looked at Stacy then she looked at the ground. She took a deep breath. “The other day, Jim wore my lingerie when we were having sex, and I really liked it.” 

    I closed my eyes and tried not to groan, but a groan slipped out. Why would she tell them that? Didn’t she know that I had to go to work with this man? Could she not tell that Steve was the kind of guy to blab his big mouth around the office? I couldn’t have people knowing I wore my wife’s lingerie! Was she insane? “Kate,” I whispered through clenched teeth. 

    “Don’t be embarrassed, Jim,” said Stacy. 

    “Jim, did you like wearing Kate’s lingerie?” Steve asked. 

    “What kind of question is that?” I snapped. “I did it… as a joke. I just did it as a joke.”  

    “That doesn’t answer my question,” Steve said with high eyebrows.  

    “This is so stupid,” I said. 

    “Jim,” Kate said, as if she was embarrassed. How could she be embarrassed? I was the embarrassed one. I was the one being humiliated!  

    “Jim. Why don’t you come with me, and maybe I can help you relax a little bit,” Stacy said. She had a small grin on her face, as if she was suggesting I go and have sex with her.  

    I hesitated, and then I looked over at my wife. And shockingly, she was motioning me to follow Steve’s wife over to another room. But I didn’t want to be alone with her, and I certainly didn’t want my wife to be alone with Steve of all people. “Well? What are you waiting for?” Kate asked with that embarrassed look on her face.  

    “Can’t we just go home?” I asked—almost begging. 

    “Jim, c’mon. Just try to be open,” Kate said.  

    I couldn’t believe my ears. I looked back at Stacy and then I broke free from my paralysis and followed her up the stairs towards her bedroom. My heart was pounding hard—but it wasn’t until we were inside the bedroom and Stacy closed her bedroom door that my heart started to slam against my ribcage. She turned to me and put her hands on my sides. She looked up into my eye. “You need to relax. We’re not going to make fun of you here,” she said.  

    “That’s very nice of you,” I said, remaining stiff while resisting the urge to push her hands off of me.  

    “Pamela wants you to free your sexuality. You need to trust her, and that means trusting us.”  

    She moved her hands gently down my sides, onto my thighs. She moved them around back, onto my ass, and then she pulled one hand around my front and cupped my crotch. “Tell me why you’re so nervous,” she asked while gently massaging the bulge between my legs. 

    “Well, for starters, my friend’s wife is rubbing my dick and my wife is just downstairs,” I said.  

    “Don’t worry about your wife. Just trust me that I won’t say anything to her,” she said. She closed her grip tighter and rubbed harder. She got her fingers nestled comfortably under my ball sack. Then she let out a soft moan, making my spine tingle.  

    “I don’t want to cheat on my wife,” I said. 

    “It’s not cheating,” Stacy said. “You’re just exploring and experimenting—finding out what arouses you. I’m just here to help your marriage—not to ruin it.” And strangely, her justification seemed to make sense in my head. Maybe I was just letting it make sense because the rubbing felt so good. Or maybe there was some truth in what she was saying. 

    I watched her gentle hands as they unbuckled my belt, and then I watched as she pulled down my fly. She slid my pants down my legs with a strangely hypnotising rhythm, and then she started lifting up my shirt. For some reason, I held my arms into the air so there would be no resistance. And then I thought about my wife downstairs. Was Steve doing the same thing to her? Were these weirdoes using some sort of sexual voodoo on us? Was Steve going to stick his big dick inside of my wife? My stomach groaned, and then Kate said, “You’re tensing up again. Just relax.” I looked down and watched her take my boxers down to my ankles. “You have a nice cock. You should be able to make your wife very happy with it.” She slipped her fingers under my shaft and held it up. 

    It was a strange feeling, having another woman touch my dick for the first time in so many years. Her fingers were soft and warm and small. She closed her grip around my shaft and gently pulled my foreskin back to reveal my throbbing tip. I let out a whimper and my knees trembled—nearly buckling. I felt so guilty, but for some reason I couldn’t stop her. It had been so long since a woman handled my cock with so much lust.  

    I started getting hard—and fast. She kept handling my cock in a way that I wasn’t familiar with: twisting and clutching and massaging. One I was erect, she slid her hand up to my tip and started to rub and pull in all the right spots. I stumbled back and clutched onto the bedframe. My legs were trembling hard now. I could feel buzzing between my legs, as if I was about to come—even though she’d only been rubbing for thirty seconds. I’d heard that Thai massage girls can get guys off in seconds using special rubbing techniques, and I had a feeling Stacy was using one of those techniques now.  

    I groaned, feeling that cumshot coming, and then she let go, leaving me with nothing. I squirmed and bit down on my tongue as my cock twitched, but I didn’t come. I just needed one more second of rubbing—so why did she stop? My heart was pounding and I was breathing quickly. “What the hell? Why did you stop?”  

    “It’s called edging,” she said. “That sexual energy you’re feeling right now—you can turn it into confidence. Let your body reabsorb that energy and redirect it in a positive way.” I had no idea what kind of pseudo-science nonsense she was talking about. But I managed to force a smile through my suddenly overwhelming sense of humiliation.  

    Stacy bent over and picked up my clothes. Instead of handing them to me, she turned around and walked over to her closet. “What are you doing? Give me my clothes,” I said. 

    “You can have them back later. Now, you’re going to do something for your wife.” She opened her closet and stuffed my clothes inside. Then she started digging until she found what she was looking for: a little lacy lingerie one-piece. She tossed it to me, and then she continued casually digging through her closet, looking for something else.  

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

    “Put it on,” she said. 

    “Are you crazy?” I said. “Is this some sort of prank?”  

    “You want your wife to be happy?” she asked. 

    “Of course I do,” I said. 

    “Then put the lingerie on for your wife. And here—put this on, too.” She pulled out a black wig and tossed it to me. Once you’ve got that on, we’ll quickly shave your legs and put on a bit of makeup—it will only take ten minutes.”  

    “I’m not doing this. Give me my clothes back,” I said.  

    “You think you’re the first couple Pamela has sent our way? We do this all the time, Jim. You know that look in your wife’s eyes? I’ve seen it many times before. If you don’t address that look, your relationship is doomed—no offense. I’ve seen men go down the same path you’re going down. You need to make a decision. And if a little embarrassment is stopping you from making the decision you know is right, then I’m very afraid for you and Kate.”  

    I had to bite down hard on my tongue. “If Steve even mentions this at work, I’m going to have him fired and blacklisted from the industry,” I said. “And I mean it.”  

    I awkwardly pulled the tight lingerie onto my naked body. Then I walked over to the mirror and got the wig on my head. It was long with straight-cut bangs that sat just above my eyes. I groaned and my stomach growled. Then I looked back and saw that Stacy was already in the bathroom. “Let’s get those legs shaved up,” she said, waving me over.  

    I looked down at my cock, which was still erect and bulging against that tight lingerie. That ‘sexual energy’ was still pulsing through my veins, making me tremble, as if I’d just chugged three energy drinks in under a minute. I had to take a deep breath to regain control of my nerves. Then I went towards the bathroom to get dolled up. And I still wasn’t sure what I was getting dolled up for.  
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    I felt stupid when Stacy was running a razor up and down my legs. I felt stupid when she was brushing makeup onto my face. But I felt especially stupid when I stepped down the stairs in that tiny lace one-piece, all dolled up and looking like an Asian prostitute with my straight bangs and dark eye shadow.  

    Stacy went thick with my eyeliner—and maybe she had to in order to get me looking feminine. She clipped big hoop earrings to my ears, probably to draw attention away from my masculine features, and she even put a thick black choker around my throat—probably to hide my Adam’s apple. But even I had to admit: all of the small details weren’t for nothing. When she finally turned me towards the mirror, I looked like a chick. I felt my heart plunge into my stomach and I thought for a second that I was being pranked—maybe the mirror was actually a television and I was actually looking at a girl on the screen. So, like a small child, I spent a few seconds trying to trick my reflection.  

    But it was really me. I was looking at a feminized version of myself. And now, as I reached the bottom of those stairs, my wife and my co-worker were also seeing a feminized version of myself. I watched as Kate’s eyes widened, then I looked away quickly. Then I saw a big smirk cross Steve’s face, and I had to fight the urge to tell him to keep his stupid mouth shut. Stacy insisted that I speak in a gentle girly voice, for Kate’s sake. So that’s what I did. “W—What do you think?” I asked.  

    Kate’s face was red. I was happy to see that she was still clothed and still casually sitting on the couch with a glass of wine in her hand. Steve was also dressed, and there were no signs that they’d done anything while I was gone. “You look… nice,” Kate said.  

    “Go sit with Kate,” said Stacy, giving me a light shove. I awkwardly stepped towards my wife. I looked into her eyes and forced a smile, and then her face became even redder. I’m sure my face was just as red—if not redder.  

    I took a seat next to her. Our thighs were touching. Kate tensed up and I heard her draw a swift breath of air into her lungs.  

    “Put your arm around her, Kate,” Steve said with that casual smile still on his face. Kate hesitated, and then she reached her arm over my shoulders. It was weird being embraced by my wife. That was supposed to be my job. I didn’t love the fact that Steve was sitting across from me, able to see between my legs—so I crossed my legs in a feminine way, to block his view of my bulge.  

    I could feel Kate trembling. Her body was warm and tense and nervous. I couldn’t believe that she was more nervous than me—or maybe she was embarrassed. Maybe this was humiliating for her: seeing her husband dressed like a woman in front of other people.  

    “Jim, for the rest of the night, we’re going to refer to you as Janine. Is that okay?” Stacy asked in a calm voice, almost sounding like Pamela.  

    “Okay,” I said. I actually didn’t mind the name Janine.  

    I noticed a small smile cross Kate’s face.  

    “Kate, why don’t you feel Janine’s body? It’s very soft. Explore her as if you’ve never explored her before.”  

    I remained still, and so did Kate—at least for a few seconds. Then she turned to me and looked into my eyes. Her eyes were glowing. “It’s okay. Go ahead,” I said, as if I needed to give her permission. Then she put her hands down gently on my thighs and started to move them up.  

    “You shaved,” she said. 

    I nodded my head. Her hands moved up my sides and then she cupped my breasts: bra pads stuffed into the lingerie cups. She squeezed gently, letting out a nervous giggle, and then she felt my arms.  

    “Feel free to kiss her—on the lips, or on the body,” Stacy said.  

    Kate leaned in and our lips connected. Her kiss was gentle and nervous at first, and then it became firm and passionate. I couldn’t even remember the last time we kissed—aside from the casual pecks we gave each other before work and before bed. She gently pulled my top lip with her teeth, and then she pressed her tongue into my mouth. I put my hands on her sides and I gently rubbed her soft body.  

    And now I was wondering all over again: was Kate a lesbian? Was this her way of finally living out her lesbian fantasies? Would she want to go back to regular Jim after this? Or was I going to have to get dolled up every night.  

    Though maybe I had to admit that it wasn’t so bad. The lingerie was surprisingly comfortable, and I really did look cute in that wig and makeup. I was already starting to think of other looks I could pull off. I couldn’t help but wonder what I would look like with long blonde hair—maybe done up in a pair of braids. I could have looked pretty cute with some long, fake eyelashes, and maybe a bit of blush. When Stacy was doing my makeup, I noticed all of the supplies she had on her vanity: so much we didn’t get to. And then there was her closet: packed with outfits that were all so cute and soft. So maybe getting dolled up wasn’t the end of the world, as long no one knew I kind of liked it.  

    Now Kate was kissing my neck. She sucked gently while moving down slowly. She even gave me a hickey, which she hadn’t done since the week we met. Her hands were moving all over my body, spending a special amount of time down on my thighs and ass, and feeling my smooth legs.  

    I closed my eyes, but I could still feel Steve and his wife watching me. I could feel Steve’s big smirk, and I could even feel Pamela’s future criticism, knowing that Steve and Stacy would report all of this information back to her.  

    Kate slid her hand over my cock. She rubbed it for a moment, and then she sunk that hand even lower, so she could rub my butthole. It felt nice, but I didn’t want it to feel nice. I was starting to get hard, but I didn’t want to get hard—not in front of Steve. Kate kept working her way down, kissing my stomach, then my pelvis, and then she started to tease the tip of my cock through my lingerie with her lips. Those fingers continued to tease the rim of my butthole through my thin lingerie.  

    Then I gently pushed my wife’s head away. “Maybe we can do this later—not if front of Steve and Stacy,” I said in my gentle girly voice. I had to bite my tongue in order to stay in character.  

    “Janine, darling, you can relax in front of us. We’re just here to help you,” Steve said.  

    “I don’t think that we’re into that,” I said.  

    “Kate—what do you think?” Steve said.  

    Kate shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe Jim—I mean Janine—is right. Maybe this is getting a little bit hot and heavy. Why don’t we just finish our drinks and call it a night?” I was so relieved to hear my wife taking my side. I was starting to worry that she’d been completely brainwashed by Steve and Stacy.  

    Steve shook his head. “We’re making great progress. We can’t let that progress stop. I feel like we’re right on the verge of a major breakthrough.” Stacy nodded her head in agreement. “I have an idea.” He turned to his wife and whispered something in her ear. She nodded her head and smiled, and then she looked over at us before rising to her feet.  

    “Follow us up to the bedroom,” she said.  

    Steve and Stacy were up quickly. They went straight to the stairs and didn’t look back as they excitedly went up towards the bedroom. I looked at Kate with wide eyes. I didn’t want to have some weird orgy with Steve and Stacy. “Let’s just see what they’ve got up there,” Kate said. She rose to her feet and started towards the stairs. Then she stopped and looked back at me. “Are you coming?”  

    I was slow to my feet, wobbling slightly in the heels Stacy insisted that I wear. I caught up to Kate and then she took my hand, squeezing in tightly as if to reassure me that everything would be fine. And maybe Steve was right. Maybe we were on the verge of a breakthrough. Kate certainly seemed more into me than usual, and I don’t think it was just because I was wearing makeup and a wig. And in a weird way, I felt more into her. I really wanted to get her home so we could get a little bit wild. I could feel a strange relief, now that I knew a little bit more about Kate. I don’t think she was lying when she said that she wasn’t a lesbian. I think she just liked my girly side. I had the body for it, after all.  

    We were slow to walk into the bedroom. As we stepped in, Steve was pulling a large black box out from under the bed. He grunted as he pulled it into place, and then he started flipping up little compartments, transforming it into its final form. Meanwhile, Stacy was digging through a nearby drawer. “Where is it?” she mumbled to herself. Then she suddenly pulled out a long pink dildo. “What about this one?” she said. 

    “That one is perfect,” Steve said. She walked it over to him and then he attached it to the center of the large unit. And in that moment, I recognized the terrifying device. It was the same machine he tried to convince me to buy: the sex machine that was guaranteed to make any girl squirt. My heart stuttered and I clutched Kate’s hand tighter.  

    “No way,” I said. “This isn’t happening. No chance.”  

    Steve narrowed his eyes. “What’s wrong, Janine?” 

    “I’m not letting my wife get on that thing. It’s… It’s inappropriate.”  

    “We were actually thinking that you would get on it, and your wife can watch—and she can try it out if she wants too, of course.”  

    My heart stopped momentarily. They wanted me to get on it? My body was suddenly frozen. I looked over at Kate and saw that her face was dark red and her eyes were wide. “Should we just go?” I asked her. But she didn’t respond. She was completely mesmerized by the giant sex machine.  

    Then Steve started to describe it to her. “It has sensors that can tell what feels good and what doesn’t. After a minute or two, it can find your G-spot and give you an orgasm unlike any you’ve ever had before. But just a warning, it can be a little bit intense.”  

    “Babe—let’s go. C’mon,” I said, giving her hand a nudge. But she remained still. “What’s up? What are you thinking about?”  

    She looked at me slowly. She bit down on her bottom lip and shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe it could be fun,” she said.  

    My heart swirled down into my stomach. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “You want to try it?” I asked. 

    “I want to watch you try it.” I could tell that it took a lot for her to say that. She was making herself extremely vulnerable, and that just made me feel guilty for being so resistant.  

    “You want me to try it?” I asked. 

    She looked down at the floor with embarrassment. And I couldn’t help but think: was I the one dooming this relationship? Was I the reason our sex life had become so dull? Was Kate putting in the work while I did nothing? Sure, I was wearing the lingerie and the wig and the makeup—but what difference did that make if I wasn’t willing to make myself vulnerable? Without that willingness to take risks, I was just Jim in drag.  

    I looked over at the machine. My stomach growled and I groaned. “Okay. I’ll do it,” I said reluctantly in my girly voice.  

    Stacy waved me over. She helped me up onto the machine, and then she lowered the long dildo until it was sunken into the device, revealing a dip designed to be sat on. “Just sit down here,” she said, helping me down into sitting position. She reached her fingers below me before I was down on the plastic seat, to tug my lingerie to the side, so that my asshole was exposed to the hole that the artificial cock was sunken into. “The cock will find your asshole. All you have to do it hold on.” She folded up the machine’s handles, which were padded with thick foam. There were already finger indents in the foam, as if many orgasms had been had on that device. I clutched the handles firmly and then I looked up at my wife. 

    She was watching me with glowing eyes and a big smile. She had her hands clasped at her waist. She nodded at me, as if to let me know that she appreciated my sacrifice.  

    “Okay, I’m going to turn it on. Try not to move while it explores your body,” Stacy said. She flicked a switch and my heart stuttered. Then I heard motors whirring. I closed my eyes and prepared myself for utter humiliation. But nothing happened. That whirring continued, and I wondered if the machine was maybe broken. Oh, how I hoped it was broken!  

    “What’s happening?” I asked without opening my eyes.  

    “It’s cleaning and lubricating the dildo,” Stacy said. “It takes a few seconds. Don’t worry—it will start soon.” And a second later, I felt the dull tip of the dildo press up between my butt cheeks, about two inches away from my hole. I twitched and clutched the handles firmly.  

    “Oh God,” I groaned with terror. The motors continued to whir and I felt the dildo slid up my butt crack, towards my tailbone, getting further from my hole. I secretly hoped that it wouldn’t find my asshole so I wouldn’t have to go through with this. Then the dildo started to slide back, heading in the right direction now. It zipped over my hole and then stopped suddenly. The whirring paused for a moment, then the dildo reversed, moving slowly towards my asshole. It stopped perfectly in place, which was a little bit impressive. I took a deep breath as the machine stopped to think.  

    “What’s happening?” I asked. 

    Before Stacy could respond, the dildo started to rise up, pushing against my hole. It was wet with lubricant, but that wasn’t enough to make it go inside of my body. I sat up slightly, hovering slightly off of the seat.  

    “You have to stay still, Janine,” said Steve. “It won’t hurt—don’t worry. It can tell when you’re uncomfortable, and it will stop. It’s a very clever device.”  

    And it really did seem like it was paused for me, waiting for me to relax before it went on—which was relieving, knowing that it wasn’t just going to pierce into my body and devastate my insides. So I settled back into place and took another deep breath. Then the whirring continued. The dildo rose up and pushed against my hole. I groaned but forced myself to remain still. Then the dildo started to spin: clockwise for a second, and then counter clockwise. It did this over and over until suddenly the dildo pressed into my hole. I gasped. It was just the mere tip, but it was enough to make my body become completely tense.  

    I looked up and saw Kate’s glowing face. Is this really what she wanted? Did she really want to watch her husband’s humiliation? I looked away, back at the ground. Then the machine carefully sunk deeper into my body. I squirmed and clutched the handles firmly. “Oh God,” I groaned. “It’s inside of me.” 

    It rose up another inch. I clenched hard, making it stop. Then, instead of plunging deeper, it started to pump gently up and down, twisting slightly. I remained tense, clenching hard while it explored me. I could feel the angle changing slightly, coming in slightly from the left, then from the right, then more from behind me, then more from in front of me. Suddenly, it found a spot that didn’t feel quite so awkward. It was enough to make my anal muscles relax. A moment later, it started pushing deeper. 

    I closed my eyes again. I couldn’t even stand to see Steve in my peripheral vision. I still couldn’t understand why he had to be there. Why couldn’t I just be alone with Kate? Why couldn’t we just go back to our house and have sex like a normal couple?  

    The cock continued to pump. It felt good. It really was pressing against my sweet spot, sending warm pulse waves through my body. I groaned and my legs trembled. I bent forward slightly so that I could rest more of my weight on the handles, and then the cock readjusted, to make sure it was still hitting that spot. I had no idea how it knew to adjust with me, but I wasn’t complaining. In fact, my cock was starting to get hard and the tingling between my legs was starting to become intense—and even overwhelming.  

    “Fucking shit,” I groaned as the cock punched in deeper. Now it was firmly thudding against my sweet spot. My legs were trembling violently and I was groaning loudly. Suddenly I felt a hand on my back. I opened my eyes and looked over to see Kate standing next to me. Her gaze was down between my legs, watching that long cock sliding in and out of my asshole.  

    “Does it feel good?” she asked with a shy voice. 

    I nodded my head. “I think it’s going to make me come,” I said—even though I didn’t believe it, because I didn’t think it could be possible. How could it make me come without touching my cock? I closed my eyes again as the pumping intensified. Then I groaned loudly and opened my eyes, looking down at the throbbing bulge in my lingerie. An intense euphoria pulsed through my body, then I watched as a big wet spot began to form at the tip of my erection. I was coming, and that cum was soaking through the lacy lingerie.  

    “I’m so sorry,” I groaned as that big spot grew larger and larger. It could feel the warm stickiness of my ejaculate.  

    “Don’t apologize,” Stacy said. “It’s only natural.”  

    Kate slipped her fingers under my lingerie. She reached towards my cock and then pushed her fingers into my gooey load. She smeared that cum up my abdomen, and then she pulled it down my shaft, coating me in my own substance. She took a bit of it and brought it to my lips. I licked it off, though I’m not sure why I did it—maybe because I knew she was into watching me eat my own cum, or maybe because I was starting to get into it myself.  

    The pumping cock slowly came to a stop, as if it knew it accomplished its goal.  

    I looked up at Kate and said, “Now you give it a try.” 

    I stood up. I was about to step down from the machine, and then Kate stopped me. She reached into my lingerie again and grabbed as much of my cum as she could scoop out. Then she smeared it down the length of the dildo. She smiled and then giggled with embarrassed red cheeks. But she had nothing to be embarrassed about. In a weird way, I was flattered that she wanted to ride the cock covered in my jizz.  

    I stepped down and then I watched as she straddled that long cock. She pushed the tip into her pussy and then she looked around. “How do I turn it on?” she asked. 

    Stacy walked up and flicked the switch for her. “Hold on tight,” Stacy said. Kate followed the command, clutching those handles firmly. She took a deep breath as the motors began to whir. Then that dildo slowly rose up into her cunt. She laughed nervously, squirming slightly. She bit down on her lip as the dildo sunk down and rose up again, this time from a different angle. It tried a number of different angles until Kate let a little whimper slip from her lips. Then the machine froze for a moment, as if it was thinking.  

    “I’m nervous,” she said. 

    “Don’t be,” I said. “It feels good.”  

    Then the cock started pumping from that particular angle. Kate let out a gasp and her fingers curled firmly around those handles. I watched as her body became tense for a moment and then it relaxed. She groaned again and the machine picked up speed. “I can feel your cum,” she said, looking into my eyes. “It feels so good.” She let out another nervous laugh, and then she let out a long moan. Her eyes closed. Maybe she felt just as embarrassed about the fact Steve and Stacy were watching.  

    I walked over and put my hand on her shoulder. She quickly put her hand on top of my hand, as if she didn’t want me to move away. The cock was pumping quickly into her body now. It was sinking deeper than I knew she could take—filling her with the entire length of that long dildo. She groaned loudly. Her knees rose up slightly and hugged the large machine.  

    She was making noises I’d only ever heard a few times before, when I was fingering her. Her head fell back and she let out a loud cry, and then I felt beads of warm moisture spattering against my legs. I looked down and saw that her pussy was gushing fluid. My mouth became agape and my eyes became wide. So it was true: the machine really could make any woman squirt! I’d never seen my wife squirting before. I had no idea she could even do it!  

    She moaned wildly and then she took my hand and pulled it down to her pussy. She pressed my fingertips against her clit, and I knew what to do from there. I started to rub her pretty clit while the dildo continued to pound her tight cunt. It wasn’t even twenty seconds later when she was squirting again, soaking that machine with her warm fluid. There was fluid all over the floor, all over her legs, and all over my legs. I’m sure some of that moisture even made it onto Steve and Stacy, but they didn’t seem to mind.  

    She squirted a third time, and then the machine slowly came to a stop. Kate was out of breath. Her face was dark red and she could hardly move her legs. I had to help her off of the machine, keeping an arm around her while her legs wobbled. I helped her over to the bed. The skirt of her dress was soaked with her own fluid.  

    I took her hand and looked into her eyes. We smiled at each other, then Stacy said, “Kate, do you like it when your husband is a sissy?”  

    Kate bit her bottom lip. She nodded her head. “Yes,” she said. 

    “And Janine—do you like being a sissy?”  

    I shrugged my shoulders. “I think it’s growing on me,” I said, still looking into Kate’s eyes.  

    “I’m glad that you got what you wanted tonight,” she continued. “But there’s something that I like, and maybe the two of you can help me out.” We both looked over at her. “I really like to watch my husband with other women. I suppose I’m a bit of a cuckold, and it took me a long time to learn that about myself. Kate, if you really want to see your husband sissified, perhaps Janine could suck my husband off while we watch.”  

    My stomach churned and that frozen terror returned all at once. Kate hesitated, and then she said, “I think I might like that.” I was shocked, but I don’t think I was surprised. I looked at Kate, then I looked at Stacy, and then I looked at Steve. My heart was pounding and my head was swirling while trying to process the request. They wanted me to suck off Steve? But I wasn’t gay! Or was I? The idea wasn’t entirely disturbing like it should have been. I kind of liked the idea, in fact, but maybe that was just because I was so determined to make my wife happy. Or maybe there was a part of me that wanted to really explore my feminine side—and I knew I would never get another chance to really explore this much of my feminine side. Maybe I would like sucking cock—I would never know unless I experimented on Steve.  

    I suddenly found myself on my knees. Steve walked up to me. He reached for his belt buckle and my mind went blank. The fear and anxiety and excitement just became too overwhelming that my mind decided to shut down instead. Now I was acting on impulse. Once his fly was open, I reached my fingers into his pants and wrapped them around his long cock. I pulled that cock out into the open and then I stared at it. I could feel Kate’s excited gaze tickling the back of my head. Is this really what she wanted? Was it what I wanted?  

    I lifted that cock up. It was warm and throbbing and growing. I looked up at Steve. His face was red, as if he was even a little bit shy. Then I looked back at that cock. I gently pulled back his foreskin, and then I leaned forward, accepting that cock into my mouth. I started to suck while it grew on my tongue. I bobbed my head back and forth, exploring his throbbing veins and bulbous tip with the flat of my tongue. I had to stand up on my knees as he became increasingly erect. His tip pushed up against the roof of my mouth.  

    Then he grabbed my head with both of his hands and gently thrust his shaft into my throat, making me choke and groan. I heard my wife whimper, “Oh my God,” as if she was actually into watching me suck another man’s cock. And I found myself wondering: is this something I’m into? In a weird way, it was very satisfying, knowing that he was throbbing and erect for me. It was fun being hot. It was validating being sexy. I liked the way he felt inside of my mouth, and I loved the way he felt inside of my throat. It was a massive bonus that my wife liked it just as much.  

    Suddenly, my wife was next to me, with her shoulder pressed against mine. She grabbed my hand and squeezed it tight. Then Steve pulled his long shaft out from my mouth and forced it into my wife’s mouth. She gagged and sucked for a minute, then that cock came back to me. We didn’t stop holding hands.  

    Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Stacy touching herself: rubbing her clit and pressing her fingers into her pussy. She was wet and moaning. She really did love watching her husband with other women. She didn’t seem embarrassed about her kink, so maybe I had nothing to be embarrassed about, and maybe Kate had nothing to be embarrassed about.  

    “I’m going to come,” Steve groaned.  

    “Come on their faces,” said Stacy through clenched teeth.  

    I sucked that cock harder and bobbed my head faster. I could feel his cock bloating up, twitching intensely, about to burst. He groaned loudly then pulled his shaft out from my mouth. He squeezed it tight with his tip aimed right at my lips, and then he burst. Cum splatted my lips and cheeks and nose. Then he turned his shaft to my wife and made a mess of her face. Finally, when there was just a drop beading out from hip tip, he brought it to my lips and I licked it off.  

    Kate turned to me. She leaned in for a kiss. She was quick to stick her tongue in my mouth, then she started licking the cum off of my face. I licked some of the cum off of her face, and then we kissed again, swapping the substance. She giggled, and I giggled too. Sure, I felt embarrassed, but I also felt liberated. Maybe Pamela wasn’t completely crazy. Maybe our relationship really was being saved.  

    




 

    [bookmark: COUPLESNIGHT9]CHAPTER IX 

    It was a weird experience explaining the whole night to Pamela. It was embarrassing to admit that I liked sucking Steve’s cock, and that I liked being rammed by that mechanical sex machine. It was especially weird hearing Kate admitting that she loved watching me suck another man’s cock. “Would you be interested in watching Jim suck more men off?” Pamela asked with a frighteningly casual voice. 

    Kate nodded her head. “I think I would like that.”  

    “I have many other clients who would be interested in that. I will have them contact you. Perhaps this Friday you can have another couples night,” said Pamela.  

    I still wasn’t entirely sure if I was excited by the idea or terrified, but I was certainly willing to give it a try for the sake of my wife. The idea of sucking a stranger’s cock was scary, but I was excited for another opportunity to get dolled up and look sexy. I couldn’t wait to receive that validation from another man: an erection with my name on it.  

    Pamela turned to me with that big smile on her face. She stared at me for a long moment, as if she was trying to read my thoughts. But even I couldn’t seem to be able to read my own thoughts. “Jim. Tell me about you. Do you feel like you’ve got what you wanted to get out of all this?”  

    I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know,” I said.  

    “Have you told Kate the truth about everything?” she asked. 

    “Last night,” I said. It was an awkward conversation, telling Kate that I booked Pamela independently, and it had nothing to do with work. But she wasn’t mad. She just smiled and said, “I’m glad you did.” And when she said it, I couldn’t help but wonder if I was glad. Did I like this new sex life of ours more than our old sex life? Was I prepared to be a sissy whenever my wife wanted me to be one? Was I prepared to suck the odd cock to make sure that my wife was satisfied? Pamela’s question was a good one: did I get what I wanted out of this couples counseling?  

    When I signed up, what was I looking for? More sex? Better sex? A happier wife? Or did I just want a taste of what Steve had: full sexual freedom?  

    “If you could change one thing about the way things are now, what would you change?” Pamela asked. And then the room became silent. 

    I looked over at Kate while processing the question. “Well…” I said. “I don’t know if I can think of anything.” And I really was trying to think of something so I could answer the question—even something small and stupid like wishing Kate would use more tongue during blowjobs. But as I thought about our current situation, I began to realize everything was perfect. Sex was constantly exhilarating. Kate was always happy. We were exploring each other and trying out new things. I had so much to look forward to every night: new outfits, new makeup styles, and, of course, the intercourse.  

    “I kind of wish lingerie wasn’t so expensive,” I said. Kate laughed, and then Pamela laughed too. But it was legitimately the only concern I could think of.  

    Pamela sent us home that evening with a little gift: a long strap-on dildo. Kate was eager to try it out the moment we got home. So while she got it out from the box and got the straps adjusted to fit her wide hips and narrow waist, I put on some lingerie and some makeup. I didn’t get too carried away getting myself dolled up, as I was excited to get down and dirty with Kate.  

    I met her back down in the kitchen. I started my bending over the kitchen island, while she pushed the dildo into my asshole. I could feel my hole stretching wide, but it was a feeling I was starting to like, because I knew what came next. She held my hips firmly and then, once she was deep inside of my body, she gently slid her hands up my sides, feeling my curves. She pumped gently while I squirmed slightly, helping her find that sweet spot that I knew could make me come.  

    And then, the moment I found that spot and euphoria began to pulse inside of my body, I realized I had exactly what I wanted. We were fucking on the kitchen island: the same scenario that made me so jealous of Steve’s sex life. Maybe all of the details weren’t exactly as I’d imagined them when I first picked up the phone to book an appointment with Pamela, but I couldn’t complain—it was very possible that this was even better than I could have imagined.  

    I bent over as much as I could and I let Kate pound away, massaging my insides with her long plastic cock. I put my face down on the cool marble and let out a long groan of relief. My cock was throbbing in my tight lingerie. I really was living the life. I really did have everything I’d ever wanted and more.  

    THE END  

    




 

    [bookmark: THETEACHERISHUNG]THE TEACHER IS HUNG 

    It’s the very first day of school when Chad gets caught smoking dope behind the school by the young, beautiful new teacher, Ms. Graves. The school has a zero-tolerance policy with drugs, which means Chad should be immediately expelled. But instead, after a lot of begging, Ms. Graves decides to give Chad a second chance.  

    Chad’s second chance comes at a price. He has to do whatever Ms. Graves wants him to do—and the dirty punishment becomes especially complicated when Chad discovers his new teacher is hung.  

    




 

    [bookmark: THETEACHERISHUNG1]CHAPTER I 

    It was probably the worst way to start my senior year: in detention on the very first day. 

    And it wouldn’t have been so bad had the circumstances been different. Just that morning, the principal made an announcement to the whole school during assembly: “Drugs will not be tolerated. Any student caught using—or even in possession of drugs—will be handed over to the police and immediately expelled from this school.” This was in response to the previous year, when our school dropped from being the 5th best school to attend in the province, according to the Fraser Institute of Education, to 172nd, after a number of students were arrested for selling drugs on school grounds. Apparently it doesn’t take much to tarnish a school’s reputation. It didn’t help that it was on the front page of the newspaper the next morning. 

    So naturally, I felt nauseous when I was caught having a puff of a doobie during lunch that day. It wouldn’t have been so bad had the teacher who caught me not been brand new. One of the tenured teachers probably would have snatched the doobie away and given me a warning—but I had a feeling this young, new teacher wasn’t about to take any chances with her new career.  

    I had no idea who she was, so I had no idea where I was supposed to go when she said, “Come to my classroom after school and we’ll figure out how we’re going to address this.”  

    “What classroom is that?” I said. 

    “Room 217,” she said.  

    I had to suffer through three more periods before it was time to face my horrible fate. My gut kept turning throughout the afternoon. I was already trying to figure out a way to explain to my parents why I was expelled. I tried to think of ways to beg the teacher not to tell the principal, but I had a bad feeling the principal already knew, and he would be there in the classroom after my final period, alongside the new teacher and my parents. Maybe I could tell them that the pot wasn’t mine—or that it was medicinal. I did sometimes have a weird pain in my left leg—maybe I could say I was smoking the doobie to help with that pain. Of course I knew that excuse would get me nowhere.  

    When the bell rang before my final period of the day, I was on the verge of vomiting. I had to go to the bathroom to splash cold water on my face, to cool myself down. I looked in the mirror and saw that my hair was damp with sweat and my eyes were dilated—but not from the weed. I knew I was doomed. I knew that my parents weren’t going to go easy on me. Would another school take me in? Would I ever be able to get into a college? Would I have to spend the rest of my life flipping burgers at McDonalds?  

    I walked up to my final period classroom and then I looked at the door and saw the number 217. My heart sunk with a dull plunge. The new teacher was my English teacher. I stepped awkwardly into the class and saw all of my classmates at their desks. The teacher was sitting behind her desk. She looked up at me, paused, and then she said, “Find a seat so we can get started.” She had a blunt way of speaking. It didn’t help that I was a few minutes late.  

    Why did I show up late? Now I was really doomed. I could tell that she was pissed. Any sympathy she was going to give me before was now gone. I awkwardly took a seat at the back of the class. I looked up and saw her name written on the board: Ms. Graves. Fitting. She went straight into her lecture, but I didn’t process anything that she said. I just stared blankly at the whiteboard, hoping my future wasn’t completely doomed. But I couldn’t think of any salvation. My mom was going to kill me. My dad was probably going to kick me out of the house—or at least charge me rent. My grandparents were probably going to die from disappointment. Why did I smoke that stupid doobie? I didn’t even like being high that much—it certainly wasn’t worth the risk.  

    The bell rang and everyone sprung up to their feet. I remained in my seat. My legs trembled and my stomach churned with one big angry growl. I sunk low into my seat and I fought the urge to slam my face down against my desk. I listened as the final few students filtered out of the classroom, then I listened as Ms. Graves closed the door, then I listened as her heels tapped against the floor towards me.  

    She stopped and then I peeled my face up to look at her. She was staring down at me. “Care to explain yourself?” she said, leaning onto one of the nearby desks.  

    “It wasn’t mine,” I said. “It was my friend’s week. He convinced me to do it. It was peer pressure. I didn’t want to do it.”  

    Ms. Graves nodded her head slowly. “You know I watched you for a few minutes from the window before I went outside. I saw you take the blunt out from your pocket and I watched you light it up. It didn’t exactly look like he was forcing you to do anything.”  

    My heart trembled. “Well maybe that’s not how it looked, but that’s what happened.” 

    “If you’re just going to lie to me, then I’ll go call the principal right now.”  

    “No! Don’t do that! Please. I’ll do anything. I can’t be expelled. My parents will kill me. You don’t understand.”  

    “Do you really think that you can just break all the rules without any consequences?” she asked. She hopped up onto the desk and planted her hands down next to her, curling her fingers over the edge of the desk while her leg dangled in the air. Her short skirt rested on her thighs, and I could see a tinge of her panties between her thighs, but I did my best not to look.  

    “I made a mistake, okay? What do you want me to say? I promise it won’t happen again.”  

    “If I just let you go, I could get into a lot of trouble. If word gets out that I caught you but didn’t send you to the principal’s office, they would probably fire me. Now, I don’t know you at all. I don’t know that you’re not just going to go to your friends and brag about how you convinced me not to punish you. Why should I take such a big risk for you?”  

    I stared into her eyes. “I promise it won’t happen again,” I said, showing off my biggest puppy dog eyes. I had hope glimmering inside of me now. I could tell that she was leaning towards letting me go. I just had to convince her that I could keep my mouth shut. “I don’t want to be expelled.”  

    “That doesn’t answer my question. I asked: why should I take such a big risk for you?”  

    I hesitated, trying to think of an answer that would put her mind at ease. “Because I’m a man of my word,” I said. “You can trust me.”  

    “Well you couldn’t even make it two hours after assembly before breaking the one big rule that the principal laid out. So are you really a man of your word?”  

    I nodded my head quickly. “You can trust me.”  

    She hopped up to her feet and then walked casually back over to her desk. I couldn’t help but notice her figure. She had nice curves: wide hips and a thin waist. Her butt was perky, making her skirt dance. And her hair was soft and bouncy, not tied up into a tight bun like the other female teachers in the school. She was actually kind of sexy, with her white pantyhose pulled up her long, smooth legs. The back of her top didn’t quite cover her white lacy bra strap, and she had cute freckles on her back.  

    She took a seat behind her desk and leaned back in her chair. She looked at the window with a big smile on her face, as if she was enjoying my torment. But I could tell that she was going to let me go. She didn’t want my ruined future on her conscience.  

    “Excuse me, Ms. Graves. Can I go now? I should probably start heading home,” I said. 

    She shook her head. “Not until you come.”  

    “What?” I said. My heart skipped a small beat, but I assumed she was asking me to walk over to her desk, so I stood up.  

    Then she said, “What are you doing? Sit back down. Actually—sit up on top of your desk, the way I was sitting earlier.”  

    I paused for a moment, and then I climbed up onto my desk, letting my feet dangle in the air. “Now what?” I said. 

    “Now make yourself come.”  

    “Wait—what do you mean?” I said. My heart skipped another small beat. How could I come over to her if I was sitting on the desk?  

    “Take out your cock and stroke it until you come.”  

    Now I was speechless. My heart stopped beating at my lungs refused to accept any new air. I just sat there paralyzed while I tried to process what she was asking me to do. “Wait—what do you want me to do?”  

    She sighed and shook her head. “It’s simple. Take out your dick and masturbate until you come. Then clean it up, and you can go. I’ll film the whole thing on my phone—that way you will have a reason to keep your mouth shut about me letting you go. Because technically, I’m required to not just call the principal, but the police as well. So go ahead and make yourself come.”  

    I could feel the colour draining from my face. I stared at her with a pounding heart, waiting for her to say something along the lines of, ‘gotcha!’ But she wasn’t saying anything. She was just waiting.  

    Then she got tired of waiting. “You have ten seconds to start, then I’m calling the principal. Ten, nine, eight, seven…”  

    My whole body was trembling. Maybe she was bluffing, but I didn’t want to find out. So I reached for my belt and I quickly unbuckled it. I unzipped my fly and then I reached into my pants and grabbed my flaccid cock. She stopped counting, widening her eyes as she stared at me. But she still wasn’t bursting into a fit of laughter, and she was doing nothing to stop me. “Well? What are you waiting for?” she said. 

    I awkwardly pulled my cock out. My stomach groaned and I felt so humiliated with my dick out in the open, in front of the brand new teacher. I suddenly had the urge to cry, but I fought that urge away. I took my shaft and I started to rub it, trying to get it hard so I could get this horribly humiliating torment over with. I closed my eyes and tried to pretend that I was in my bedroom, where I normally jerked off. But I couldn’t shake the feeling of her gaze on me. It was such a horrible feeling.  

    “I can’t do it,” I said, letting go of my cock. “I can’t even get it up.”  

    “Try harder, or I’m calling the principal,” she said. 

    “Oh yeah? I bet he’ll fire you for sexual misconduct!” I said. 

    “Want to find out?” she said, standing up and walking over to the phone. My heart suddenly slammed into my ribcage and I perked up. 

    “No! Don’t do that. I’ll do it. I’ll do your stupid thing.” I groaned as I grabbed my cock again. I started to rub it, but I still couldn’t make it hard. Then I looked up at Ms. Graves as I noticed she was doing something with her top. She nudged it up and then she tugged it down, exposing her white bra. Then she folded the white cups of her bra down, revealing her round breasts. I paused for a moment as a cold chill crept down my spine and a thick lump filled my throat. Was she seriously showing me her tits?  

    “Maybe this will help,” she said, grabbing her tits and bouncing them for me. I watched them jiggle and settle into place. Her nipples were perky. She had big areolas. He pushed her tits together while staring into my eyes, still with that straight look on her face.  

    So I started to rub my penis again. This time I could feel something: a tingling, creeping down to the tip of my dick. Her tits were helping. And now I suddenly didn’t feel so embarrassed. I was actually starting to feel good about my situation. I was getting to see the hot new teacher playing with her big jiggly titties. I could feel my shaft getting harder. I clutched it tight and kept my gaze glued to her rack. She kept bouncing those perfect tits and pushing them together.  

    “Would you like to come on my tits?” she asked. 

    I nodded my head. “Okay,” I said. 

    “I’m not offering—I’m asking. If you want to come on my tits, you’ll have to beg.”  

    “I want to come on your tits,” I said. I bit down on the edge of my tongue. My cock was hard now. My foreskin was pulled back, exposing my bulbous tip. I clutched it hard and pumped it quickly.  

    “That’s not good enough. I told you that you need to beg if you want to come on my tits. Now you can either beg, or you can come on yourself.”  

    “I want to come on your tits badly, Ms. Graves. Come here and hold them so I can come on them. I’m close.”  

    “That’s not begging,” she said.  

    “Please let me come on your tits.”  

    “Beg the way you begged for me not to tattle on you,” she said.  

    “Please let me come on your tits. I really want to come on your tits. I’m actually about to come, so please come here. I don’t think I can hold on any longer.”  

    She shook her head. “Sorry. Not good enough. Tilt your cock back and come on yourself, or I’m calling the principal.”  

    I groaned. I really couldn’t hold back any longer. While still staring at her chest, I pulled my cock back and aimed it at my chest. Suddenly I burst, shooting strands of white cum up my body. One blast even got the underside of my chin, making me wince away. “Oh God,” I groaned. If felt good, but my God was it humiliating. I had to take the city bus home and I didn’t have a change of clothes. And not to mention, Ms. Graves was filming the whole thing on her phone’s camera.  

    I pulled my pants up and quickly did up my belt. I could feel the hotness rushing into my cheeks. I didn’t look up at Ms. Graves when I said, “Can I go home now?”  

    “Go ahead,” she said. “But you’ve got detention for the rest of the week, because you were late for class.”  

    “Okay,” I said. Detention was nothing. I could handle detention—as long as my parents didn’t find out that I was smoking pot, and as long as my friends didn’t find out I jerked off onto myself in front of the new teacher.  

    I scurried out of the classroom with my tail between my legs. I went straight to the bathroom to try and wash the cum off of my clothes. It didn’t help that I was wearing black. I scrubbed and scrubbed until the streaks of white were nearly invisible, then I headed to the bus stop with my backpack held against my chest instead of on my back where it belonged.  

    




 

    [bookmark: THETEACHERISHUNG2]CHAPTER II 

    Everything seemed a bit brighter the next day. I wasn’t dreading class the way I normally did when I walked into the school. I felt happy that I was being given a second chance, which I probably didn’t deserve. I felt especially blessed at lunch, when I heard the news: one of the grade eleven students was expelled that morning after being caught with a doobie in his locker. He wasn’t even smoking it—just having it was enough to end his high school days.  

    So maybe my afternoon with Ms. Graves was humiliating, but I was still walking those halls. I was still attending classes and I still had a chance at making it into college. My academic career wasn’t over just yet.  

    Though it was painfully awkward when I walked into Ms. Graves’s classroom. She looked at me with a smile. It didn’t help that I was almost late, and the only open seat left was right at the front of the room, so I was stuck within fifteen feet of her for the next hour. She kept looking at me with that grin, as if the memory of me jerking off on the desk was funny. And it probably was funny to her. I knew that detention was going to be awkward as well, but at least we would be alone. At least I didn’t have to worry that the other students were wondering why the teacher kept looking at me with that horrible smirk.  

    When the bell rang, the room emptied out quickly. Ms. Graves stood by the door until the last student was out, then she closed the door and locked it. She turned to me with a smile on her face. “Do you like my outfit today, Chad?” she asked. She was wearing a tight red dress and a pair of sheer white stockings.  

    “It’s very nice,” I said nodding my head.  

    “I wore it just for you,” she said. She casually walked over to her desk and sat down. She looked into my eyes and smiled, making my heart flutter.  

    “For me?” I said.  

    “You do like it, don’t you?”  

    “I said, it’s nice. But why did you wear it for me?”  

    “Because I wanted to have some more fun with you today, Chad. Look inside of your desk—at the far back. I made sure no one took that seat today. It’s just for you.”  

    I pulled open my desk and saw that there was a small remote hidden at the back, behind a stack of blank paper. I fished the remote out. “What’s this?” I said.  

    “Press the button on the top—the little up arrow,” she said.  

    I pressed the button. She smiled and gently bit her lip. “Good job,” she said.  

    “What did that do?” I asked, looking around the room. I was worried that it was the remote for the projector, and I’d just turned on the video she took the day before. But the projector was turned off and there was no humiliating video up on the projector screen.  

    “You turned on my vibrator. It’s buzzing now—inside of me,” she said. She hopped up and took a seat on the edge of her desk, letting her pretty stocking-clad legs dangle in the air.  

    “Really?” I said.  

    “Press that up arrow again—a few more times.”  

    So I pressed it a few times. Then, I could suddenly hear a low hum. It was coming from her desk. Was it really the sound of a vibrator in her ass, reverberating through the wood of her desk? Did Ms. Graves have the hots for me? Was this going to become a regular thing: fooling around with the teacher after school every day? If so, then I absolutely did not regret smoking that doobie. In fact, it was quite possibly the best thing I’d ever done.  

    “That feels nice,” she said, squirming slightly. “Would you like to touch my breasts?”  

    I nodded my head. “Okay,” I said, standing up. 

    Then she pointed swiftly at my chair. “Sit back down. I wasn’t offering—I was asking. You need to learn the difference.” She stood up and walked over to the white board. She picked up the marker and wrote the two words on the board: OFFERING on the top, ASKING on the bottom. Then she wrote next to offering: ‘Will you touch my tits?’ Next to asking, she wrote, ‘Do you want to touch my tits?’ Then she looked at me and said, “Understand the difference?”  

    I nodded my head slowly. “I guess so.”  

    “If I were to say, can you turn up the vibrator, how would you respond?” she asked. 

    “I guess I would say that I can if you want,” I said. My heart was pounding. I suddenly realized that I might lose my virginity to my teacher. My friends were going to be so jealous. But could I tell them? Could I risk having that information leaking its way back to Ms. Graves? I would die if my friends ever saw that video she took. And I certainly didn’t want Ms. Graves changing her mind about my pot-smoking dilemma.  

    “Now what would you do if I said, would you turn up the vibrator?” she asked. 

    I paused for a moment, and then I lifted up the remote. I pressed that up arrow a few more times. Her body suddenly became tense. She let a whimper slip from her lips and then she groaned. “Good boy,” she said. She took a deep breath and then she walked over to my desk. She looked down at me with a smile.  

    “Can I share a secret with you?” she asked. 

    I nodded my head. I looked down from her eyes at her beautiful breasts. I wanted to reach out and squeeze them. I wanted to bury my face between them, and then I wanted to eat out her pussy. I had a feeling it was hairy, and I couldn’t wait to sink my nose into her hairy mane.  

    “If you tell anyone my secret, I’ll tell the principal about that doobie I caught you with,” she said. “I still have it in my desk.”  

    “Okay,” I said.  

    Then she stood up straight with her legs pressed together. She lifted up the skirt of her red dress, revealing her white panties. But there was something strange in her panties: a big bulge that didn’t belong. She took her panties and shimmied them down, revealing a long, throbbing erection.  

    She was huge—bigger than me by nearly three full inches. Her cock twitched and throbbed as it rose up high slowly. She let her skirt drop on top of her shaft. I could see her veins pumping along the underside of her thick girth. “What do you think?” she asked. 

    I looked away quickly, suddenly feeling sick. “I’m sorry,” I said. “I—I’m not gay.” 

    “Excuse me? Gay? Do I look like a man?” Her voice was suddenly blunt and angry. Had I offended her? I didn’t mean to offend her—but at the same time, I couldn’t let this go on. I couldn’t fool around with a biological man. It was bad enough that I stared at her tits while jerking off.  

    She stood up and walked over to her desk. She opened one of the bottom drawers and pulled out a little plastic bag with that doobie in it. She held it up and said, “Chad, I’m going to give you two options. Either you can keep playing along, or we can take this issue to the principal.”  

    “I—I’ll tell him you harassed me,” I said. 

    She sighed and then she shook her head. “Are we really going to go through this again? Chad, please don’t waste my time—and try not to waste your own time. Your time is your most valuable asset. Now, make your decision, because to be honest, I don’t care either way.”  

    I sat in silence for a moment, trying to process everything. Her cock was still standing tall, holding up the skirt of her little red dress. It was still throbbing and erect—possibly because the vibrator in her ass was still tickling her sweet spot. “What do you want me to do?” I asked. 

    “Well, to start, I’d like for you to turn up the vibrator for me—a couple more notches.”  

    I looked down at the remote. My stomach gargled and my mind began to spin in fast circles. I reached for the remote and noticed my hand was trembling. Was this really happening? Was I playing naughty games with my transgender teacher? I pressed down on that up arrow three times, and then I heard a loud whimper slip out from her deep red lips. But now that I knew her secret, I could hear that masculine tinge in her natural voice. It was a touch of deepness—just the smallest amount, but enough for it to suddenly seem painfully obvious.  

    I looked up at her carefully and saw her cock make an intense twitch. She reached down and curled her fingers around her girth. She pulled her fingers up to her throbbing tip, and then she let go quickly as if she was worried she was about to make herself come.  

    She walked over to me. The sound of her heels clicking against the solid concrete floor made my heart tremble even harder than my hands. I looked up at her, trying my best not to look down at the throbbing tower at the bottom of my vision. She looked down at me with a smile. “I’m going to ask you five questions,” she said. “For every question you get wrong, you have to press the up button twice on the remote. Got it?” She climbed up onto my desk, so I pushed myself back a few feet. She let her feet dangle down in front of me—and now her cock was only a couple of feet away from my chin. I closed my eyes, but that relief didn’t get me far. “Open your eyes,” she demanded. So I opened my eyes.  

    “What are the questions?” I asked. 

    “First: what is the difference between a simile and a metaphor?”  

    I tried to think. It was an answer I knew, but it wasn’t coming to my head. Why wasn’t it coming? Why was my mind drawing a blank? If I could just close my eyes and pull my focus away from that tall, throbbing erection in front of my face, maybe it would come.  

    “Five seconds,” she said.  

    “I don’t know. One is, uh, something to do with a comparison, I think.”  

    “Not good enough. Press the button twice,” she said. 

    I was slow to react. I reached for that button again, this time being careful not to touch her body along the way. Her bum was just inches from the remote. I could smell her perfume: a confusing scent, because it was so feminine—not so different from the perfume my older sister wore. I pressed that button twice. 

    Ms. Graves perked up and let out a loud moan. Her cock flexed in towards her abdomen. I swear I could see her veins suddenly pulsing harder. “Oh God,” she groaned, clutching the edge of the desk hard with both hands. She squirmed slightly and let another moan slip as she settled back into her place. “N—Next question,” she said. She thought for a moment. “What is an allegory?”  

    I shook my head. I knew the word, but I had no idea what it meant. “I’m sorry. I don’t know.” 

    “Press the button twice,” she said. 

    I groaned, looking down at that remote. I didn’t want to press it. I didn’t want to know what would happen if I lost this game. I reached for it carefully and pressed that button twice. Her whole body flexed and she rose slightly off of the desk. She gasped and groaned and clenched and squirmed. “You’re one question away from failing the quiz,” she said in a strained voice. 

    “We learned all of this stuff last year, but I forgot it over the summer. I just need a refresher,” I said, trying not to look down at her cock, which was twitching and bloating. It was hard not to look at it, though I’m not sure why. I knew that I wasn’t gay—I liked girls. But there was something mesmerizing about it.  

    “Last question,” she said, ignoring my comment. “What is onomatopoeia?”  

    I closed my eyes and strained to think. I knew the word, but again, I didn’t know what it meant. “Five seconds,” she said. I strained harder, flexing my muscles as if that could possibly help in retrieving lost knowledge. Then I had to shake my head. “Oh my God, I don’t know,” I said in defeat. 

    “The button,” she said. She was struggling to control her breathing. She was biting down hard on her bottom lip and her chest was heaving. I reached for that button. Before I even pressed it, her hands clutched the desk edge hard. I bit down on my tongue, and then I pressed that button twice. 

    “Oh God,” she groaned. Her eyes nearly rolled into the back of her head. Her bum rose off the desk and her muscles strained. I could see a vein pulsing on her forehead as her skin turned red. She shook her head and squirmed, and then her cock made one big twitch before spraying a powerful blast of thick cum into my face. I turned my head away and I held my hands up in front of my face. The next shot hit my hand, and then I felt a splat against my shirt. After a moment, the cum wasn’t making it far: just onto my lap, staining my jeans. Before looking back at Ms. Graves, I wiped the thick jizz off of my face. I wiped it off on my shirt and then I saw that long strand oozing from her tip.  

    “Pull it,” she said. 

    “Pull what?” I said with a combination of disgust and fear. 

    “Pull my cock. Get the last of it out.”  

    I looked at her shaft. I didn’t want to touch it, but I knew she wasn’t going to cut me any slack. So I reached out, turning my head away slightly. I curled my fingers awkwardly around her warm cock and I pulled, squeezing a glob of cum out from her shaft. It splattered down on the floor, between my legs, and then I pulled my hand away and wiped it on the side of my shirt where there was no cum. I had to hold my hands away from my body, worried I would accidentally touch her load, which was not setting into my clothes.  

    She stepped back and then she strained for a moment. Suddenly, a long vibrator started to emerge from her asshole. She reached back and caught it, and pulled it out the rest of the way. It was much longer than I thought it would be—nearly eight inches, with a sharp curve and a bulbous tip. It was slick with lubricant. I watched as she placed it down on top of her desk.  

    “Because you failed your quiz, I want you to come and see me before class tomorrow,” she said. “And I suggest you study up on your English terms, so this doesn’t happen again.”  

    “Yes, Ms. Graves,” I said. 

    “Now go home. You’re done for the day.”  

    Of course I didn’t go straight home. First, I went to the bathroom to clean as much jizz off of my clothes as I could. My heart was still pounding, and my stomach was still churning with disgust and dread—and even a little bit of guilt. I couldn’t believe Ms. Graves was a tranny. I couldn’t believe I managed to jerk myself off the day before while watching a tranny play with her titties. And now, I was covered in tranny cum. “Gross,” I mumbled as I smeared it off with wads of tissue paper. But the white residue wouldn’t leave my clothes completely, so I had to sit with my backpack on my lap the whole way home, hoping no one would notice the cum that was up near my collarbone.  
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    I spent the better half of the next day trying to think of a way out of Ms. Graves’s seemingly endless torture. I thought about hiding a little recorder in my pocket, so I could have proof to bring to the principal—but that would just get Ms. Graves in trouble; it wouldn’t do much to help my case. She still had proof that I smoked pot after his big anti-drug speech. I even thought about going to the police, but even if I managed to get Ms. Graves hauled off to prison for some reason, word of my drug use would still find its way back to the principal. So really, there wasn’t anything I could do, besides hope that Ms. Graves got bored sooner rather than later.  

    I showed up for her class ten minutes early. The door was locked, so I had to knock. She let me in, and then she locked the door behind me. She looked up at the clock. “You only have nine minutes. I don’t think that will be enough time”  

    “For what?” I asked. My heart was already pounding. Was she going to make me come on myself before class? Would I have to awkwardly hide cum stains from my friends and classmates?  

    “Well, yesterday, I couldn’t help but notice how consumed you were by the sight of my cock. And it’s okay—everyone has their fetish, and yours just happens to be girls with big cocks. It’s nothing to be ashamed of.”  

    “I didn’t stare at your dick for more than a second!” I snapped. “I’m not gay!”  

    “Gay? You don’t really need me to explain to you again that I’m a woman, do you, Chad?”  

    I couldn’t tell if I was angry or humiliated or just confused. I stared at her for a moment, trying to think of some special combination of words to get me out of whatever torture she had for me. But I could think of nothing. 

    “If you’re finished your little outburst, then I’ll go on,” she said. She looked up at the clock again. “You have eight minutes before I unlock that door. That’s eight minutes to get me off. If you don’t get me off before class starts, then you’ll have to get me off during class. If you can’t get me off at all, then you’ll come to the principal’s office with me after class, and we’ll bring that little plastic bag with us. Got it?” She had a casual smile on her face. She put her hands on her hips and stared into my eyes as if she was waiting for a response.  

    I took a deep breath. “Look—let’s talk about this. There must be something else I can do to make up for what I did. I know it was wrong—and I really do promise it won’t happen again. It was a stupid mistake. I thought that I was being cool, and I know now that there’s nothing cool about smoking pot. So why don’t we just say we’re even here. I’ll be good. I even studied my English terms yesterday afternoon, when I got home. I can tell you the difference between a simile and a metaphor. Do you want to hear?”  

    She looked back up at the clock. “Seven minutes and I’m unlocking that door.”  

    My heart stuttered and clenched. I took a deep breath. “Wait—let’s just talk for a minute. I don’t want to do this. There must be something else I can do. I’ll clean your classroom—I’ll clean it every day after school for the rest of the year. I’ll even get under all of the desks. How does that sound?” 

    “It sounds like you’re running out of time. You have less than seven minutes and I’m not even hard.”  

    I squirmed as I tried to hold back my nausea. I took a long, deep breath, and then I looked down at her crotch. She was wearing a short black skirt and a cute pink blouse. Her skirt was adorned with big buttons from the base to her waist. I bit down on my tongue, trying for one more moment to think of an out—but it was starting to seem hopeless. I awkwardly sunk down to my knees in front of her and I lifted up that skirt, exposing her white cotton panties. I could already see that flaccid bulge—and it was already enough to tease my gag reflex. I took another deep breath. 

    Then I reached forward. I ran my fingers along the cotton-clad bulge. It was squishy, but warm. I rubbed it gently, back and forth, and then I lightly massaged her thick tip. I had a cock of my own, of course, so I knew that the tip was the sweet spot. Once my heart settled down slightly, I wrapped my fingers around the bulge and I used my thumb to rub the underside of her tip. I could feel her shaft throbbing, so I knew I was doing something right. And now a glimmer of hope was glowing inside of my body. Maybe I could get her off without actually having to touch her cock. Maybe I could just work through that thin cotton barrier. I could make her cum in her panties, and then my hands would be clean—literally.  

    But as she grew, it started to seem obvious that the tiny panties wouldn’t be enough to contain her erection. Her panties were already stretching, and her tip managed to push out the side of the little undies. I tried to stretch her panties back over her tip, but her cock was growing fast. I was going to have to touch her shaft.  

    “If you want to get me off in the next four minutes, you’ll have to use your mouth, Chad. Rubbing me with your hand isn’t going to do the trick. Remember I’m a girl. Girls need more than just physical stimulation. Maybe you could talk dirty to me—get me in the mood.”  

    I looked up at her and saw that she was smirking. She was enjoying my torment—and my discomfort was probably making it better. I knew that I could probably end all of this nonsense by going numb. I just had to stop giving her the satisfaction she wanted.  

    I pulled her panties aside, exposing her whole cock and ball sack. Then I curled my fingers around her girth and I started to pump. I looked up at her again. “Do you like this?” I asked, trying to sound naughty, but my voice was still trembling.  

    “I told you that I wanted your mouth, Chad. We need to work on your listening skills.” 

    But I didn’t want to put her cock in my mouth. It was bad enough that I was rubbing her and jerking her off. I was already fuelling future nightmares. But I was running out of time, and I had a feeling she wasn’t bluffing. So I took a deep breath and I closed my eyes before leaning forward with an open mouth. I used my hand to tilt her down, guiding her onto my tongue so that I could suck her tip while I jerked her length.  

    A cold shudder ran through my body as soon as she was on my tongue. I awkwardly pressed my lips around her cock and I began to suck, slurping loudly. I was expecting a disgusting taste—but thankfully, there was no taste. Though the feeling of her pulsing veins wasn’t so easy to bear. The harder I squeezed her cock with my clenched fist, the harder her veins pulsed on my tongue.  

    “You have one minute, Chad,” she said. “Suck me harder.”  

    I bobbed my head quickly and slurped with intensity. I was jerking her rod quickly, desperately hoping I was getting closer. My wrist was starting to hurt, but I couldn’t stop—I had to keep going. I didn’t want to know what she meant when she said that I would have to continue getting her off during class. 

    “Thirty seconds,” she said, groaning slightly. I could feel her shaft bloating. Then I heard the door handle rattle. Someone was trying to get in. Half the class was probably standing on the other side of that door, and in a few seconds, the entire class would be there. “Hurry up, Chad,” she said. “I’m close.”  

    I pulled my face away so that I could pump her swollen tip with a tightly clenched fist. I groaned, battling through the pain in my wrist. “C’mon,” I groaned. I could see her tip turning a reddish colour. I knew I was close—but I wasn’t close enough. The bell rang, and then Ms. Graves reached down and grabbed my wrist.  

    “I need to let the other students in,” she said. “Go and sit under my desk.”  

    “Sit under your desk?” I asked, looking over at her desk. The back panel of her desk extended from her desk surface all the way to the floor.  

    “That’s what I said. Hurry up.” She pulled her erection back into her panties and then she straightened her skirt. A moment later, she was on her way to the door. I stuttered and then I sprung into action, zipping over to the desk and cramming myself into the little nook where her feet were supposed to go. I pulled my legs in tight and I closed my eyes as I heard the door open. “Hi Ms. Graves,” one of the students said as she came into the room. A moment later, I could hear a whole parade of footsteps as students made their way to their desks. I could hear voices chatting. I even recognized a few voices as the voices of my friends. How was I going to get out from under that desk? Would I spend the rest of the class there, painfully hunched over like a caged animal in a PETA commercial?  

    “Everyone settle down so we can get started right away,” Ms. Graves said. I heard her heels clicking as she paced in front of the whiteboard. “We’ll be going over the first chapter of To Kill a Mockingbird. I hope you all finished the chapter like you were supposed to.” The class became quiet, and then those heels clicked towards the desk. Ms. Graves’s legs suddenly appeared before me. She pushed her chair back and then she took a seat. I could see right up her skirt, at that erect bulge squashed in her white panties. She nudged her seat forward, closing me into that little cubby, and then she opened her legs as wide as she could, so her knees were touching the edges of that small nook. “Let’s start with our characters. Which characters were introduced in the first chapter? Devon—why don’t you answer that?”  

    “Um,” I heard Devon’s voice say. “Well, uh, I didn’t really read through the whole chapter because I had a lot of math homework.”  

    “How much of the chapter did you read?” Ms. Graves asked as she casually reached down between her legs. She grabbed her panties and yanked them to the side, releasing that throbbing erection, which hadn’t lost any stiffness at all in the few minutes it took for the class to get settled. She even made sure her ball sack was flopped out before bringing her hands back up to the desktop, leaving me to do the rest.  

    I carefully crawled forward while the rest of the class discussed the book’s characters. I rose up as much as I could, so that my face was nestled between her thick, smooth thighs. I gently grabbed that cock and I started to gently pump it. I had lots of time now: a whole hour until the end of class. But getting her off while she was focussed on class was going to be a challenge, so I wasn’t going to waste any time.  

    I jerked her length and then I massaged her tip. Then I leaned forward some more, until I was able to bring her cock into my mouth. I had to suck quietly, being careful not to slurp or gag at all. I carefully tickled her tip with the tip of my tongue while massaging her ball sack. I had no idea what I was doing, so I was essentially just imitating what I’d seen in pornography. It was a few minutes later when she let me know that I was doing an okay job by pressing her thighs tightly against my shoulders.  

    So I kept sucking and I kept jerking. I wanted to get her off. I wanted this torment to be over with. I knew that she liked butt play, so I reached a hand underneath her and I curled a finger up into her butthole. As I pushed into her tight little hole, she perked up. I heard her stutter while she was talking. She cleared her throat and then she said, “Sorry about that. I, uh, just got a chill.” And for once, I felt like I was getting a bit of revenge. Now I was making her feel humiliated. So I pushed that finger deeper, then I sunk a second finger into that tight asshole. I gently pulsed my fingers up and down, curling them back into her prostate. She stuttered again while trying to describe the location in To Kill a Mockingbird. She laughed nervously.  

    I used my free hand to continue pumping, and I didn’t stop sucking with my mouth, using my lips to massage her swelling tip. I had a feeling she was about to come. She kept stuttered and squirming. Her butthole kept clenching my fingers. Her butt cheeks were flexed and her thighs were pressed tightly against my body. “I’m so sorry, I lost my train of thought,” she said with a staggered voice. I found myself smiling, even though her cock was in my mouth. Finally, I felt like I was a little bit in control.  

    “Steve, why don’t you describe the location of the story for us,” she managed to say before her legs started to tremble.  

    “Um, okay,” Steve said from across the room. Then Ms. Graves’s knees began to convulse. Her cock pressed hard against the roof of my mouth while her asshole clenched my fingers firmly. Suddenly, she burst in my mouth. Hot cum splashed against the roof of my mouth. It fell down onto my tongue, and it nearly trickled to the back of my throat—almost making me gag, but I managed not to make a noise. I was tempted to pull my face away, but I didn’t want to get any cum on my clothes, so I was forced to take it all in my mouth. And I knew I had nowhere to spit it out, so I was going to have to swallow it as well—once she was finished coming. But the end didn’t seem to be coming. Her cock continued to unload shot after shot, filling my mouth relentlessly. Finally, I had to pull my head back so I wouldn’t burst like an overfilled water balloon. I strained as I tilted my head back, forcing myself to swallow the warm, salty semen. It went down in a few awkward gulps.  

    Then I wiped my lips with the sleeve of my sweater.  

    “Let’s talk a little more about describing locations,” Ms. Graves said. “I want everyone to move to the window. Look out at the view and try to commit what you see to memory. Then I want you to go back to your desk and write a paragraph describing what you saw. With this exercise, you’ll see that every writer describes scenes differently.” I heard the whole class standing up: chairs sliding back as footsteps moved towards the side of the room. 

    Ms. Graves slid her chair out. She waved me out from under her desk, so I crawled out quickly and stood up with a snap. Everyone was looking out the window—no one noticed me standing up. So I quickly zipped over to the window, hoping to blend in inconspicuously. I looked back at Ms. Graves, who now had a hand down between her legs. She was probably getting her cock back into her panties so she could stand up if necessary. She smiled at me, and for some reason, I smiled back.  

    I could still taste her cum in my mouth. It wasn’t nearly as disgusting as I was expecting. In fact, it wasn’t disgusting at all. It was kind of hot—and very satisfying, knowing that I was the one who made her orgasm like that. 

    When I got back to my desk, I smelled my fingers, which still smelled like a combination of her perfume and her asshole. That smell just reminded me of that strange satisfaction, so I found myself smelling my fingers for the rest of the day. I even hesitated before cleaning my fingers off after class. I smelled them one last time, and then I shook my head. “What the hell is wrong with you?” I whispered to myself. Was I losing my mind? Did I actually like being tormented by my well-hung teacher?  

    




 

    [bookmark: THETEACHERISHUNG4]CHAPTER IV 

    I was at my locker the next day when I felt a tapping on my shoulder. I turned around, expecting to see one of my friends. But my heart stammered when I saw Ms. Graves standing there with her eyebrows raised and her hands planted firmly on her hips. “You have some explaining to do,” she said. 

    “I do?” I asked. My heart skipped a beat. I was tempted to look down her perfect body. She was wearing a tight black dress, and I wanted badly to see if it was tight enough to show off her bulge. But I resisted that temptation. 

    “You missed detention yesterday. Did you forget? You’ve got detention for the rest of the week. Three days in, and you’ve already skipped. That doesn’t bode well for you—especially under the circumstances.” 

    “But I came before class—I thought that was my detention.”  

    “You thought that eight minutes before class was enough to satisfy your detention? Seriously? And what about the fact you were ten minutes late for class?” 

    “I wasn’t late. I was… I was…” I couldn’t say that I was under her desk because there were so many other students around.  

    She shook her head. “So I expect you to be in my class after school today. We will figure out an adequate punishment. Hopefully it doesn’t have to get back to the principal.” She turned and walked away, and I found myself staring down at her ass, watching her butt cheeks bounce in that amazingly tight dress, which was probably against the school’s dress code in one way or another.  

    I spent the rest of the day afraid—but fear wasn’t the only emotion boiling inside of me. I felt something else—something I didn’t want to feel. And it was that unwanted emotion that made that sense of fear even stronger. I was feeling excited. 

    A part of me couldn’t wait to find out what Ms. Graves had in store for me. Maybe she would make me suck her cock again. Maybe I would get to taste her cum one more time. Maybe I would get to plunge my fingers into her tight hole again, and feel her anus clenching my digits. I couldn’t wait to hear her moan and groan. I couldn’t wait to watch her knees tremble while she tried to hold her orgasm back.  

    But I didn’t want to be excited for any of that. I knew it wasn’t right. Did that excitement mean that I was gay? Was Ms. Graves turning me into a homosexual? Was that really so bad? Could a person be turned gay, or did this mean that I’d always been gay?  

    I wasn’t able to focus through any of my classes. My heart kept pounding with terror and my stomach kept churning with that horrible combination of fear and excitement. What did she have in store for me? I couldn’t wait to find out, and at the same time, I didn’t want to find out.  

    I found myself staring at her body throughout English class. I was hardly able to process any of the words coming out from her mouth. Every time she turned her body, I swear I could see a tease of her bulge through her tight dress. I even dropped my pencil on purpose at one point, so that I could catch a glimpse up her skirt—but I wasn’t able to see anything from my angle. When it was time to write down notes, I noticed that my hand was trembling. My writing was shaky and almost illegible. Ms. Graves was a poison and she was seeping through my brain. Why was I so infatuated by her? Why was I suddenly so obsessed with the way her hips curved out? Why could I not look away from that space between her legs, where her bulge sometimes appeared for a split second?  

    When the bell rang, my heart stopped. I remained in my seat, unable to even blink. I had to strain to pull air into my lungs. Once the door was locked and Ms. Graves was turned towards me, I had to fight the smile from my face. “Tomorrow is technically your last day of detention, assuming I decide to ignore the fact you missed yesterday,” she said. 

    “I’ll understand if you want to give me another week of detention,” I said, biting down on the edge of my tongue. 

    Her eyes narrowed, and then she grinned. “Is that you asking for another week of detention?”  

    I shrugged my shoulders. “I just want to make sure that I make up for what I did,” I said. I had to bite hard on the edge of my tongue to stop myself from smirking like a bastard.  

    “You know, it’s not much of a detention if you’re enjoying yourself,” she said.  

    “Who said I’m enjoying myself?” 

    She stared at me for a long moment, and then she shook her head. “That big grin you can’t seem to wipe off your face suggests that you’re enjoying yourself.” She walked towards me and then hopped up onto the desk. Unfortunately, she crossed her beautiful legs so I couldn’t see up her skirt. “So you like sucking on my pee-pee, huh? What do you like about it? Tell me.”  

    I felt my face suddenly turning red. “I don’t like it,” I said. And I think I was lying, but I wasn’t sure.  

    “You don’t like it? You don’t like the way it feels in your mouth? You don’t like how it throbs against the insides of your cheeks? You don’t like the taste of my thick cum on your tongue?”  

    My face was turning dark red. “I don’t know,” I said awkwardly.  

    She stared at me for a moment. Then she uncrossed her legs. She hiked up her skirt, showing off the bulge between her legs. She ran her fingers slowly up and down that bulge. “Do you like it, Chad? Do you like my big feminine cock?”  

    “I—I don’t know.” I couldn’t look away from it. I loved the way her manicured fingers caressed her thick girth.  

    Then she suddenly covered herself up with her skirt and she hopped up to her feet. “Well then I guess that means we need to find a new punishment,” she said. She turned away from me and started walking towards her desk. “And stop staring at my ass, Chad. Do you really think that I didn’t notice you staring at me throughout that whole period?”  

    “I—I’m sorry,” I said. My heart was pounding wildly—almost as hard as when I was stuffed under her desk. Did this really mean that we were done fooling around? Was she cutting me off?  

    “I want you to spend the next hour writing down literary definitions. Don’t copy them from your workbook—I want you to describe each term in your own words. When you’re done, start again—until the hour is up. Go ahead.”  

    I was shocked into silence. My gut rumbled. She was cutting me off. I wasn’t going to get to see that beautiful cock again. I wasn’t going to get to taste that sweet, salty cum ever again. I slowly looked down at my notebook, and then I picked up my pen. I felt defeated, but there was nothing I could do. My fun ride was over, and I didn’t even begin to appreciate it until it was gone.  

    




 

    [bookmark: THETEACHERISHUNG5]CHAPTER V 

    The moment I was home, I went straight to my bedroom and I locked the door. I went directly to a website filled with transgender porn, and I jerked myself off. It didn’t take long to make myself come—just a few tugs and I was filling a handful of tissues with warm, thick cum. I groaned and squirmed and then I sunk into my chair, but I wasn’t satisfied.  

    I couldn’t wrap my head around why Ms. Graves didn’t humiliate me sexually that afternoon. Was she just not in the mood, or was she bored with me? Or was what she said true: was it no longer a punishment because it seemed like I was enjoying it?  

    I couldn’t decide if I was feeling embarrassed or just stupid now as I sat in front of my computer, with that wad of cum-soaked tissues sitting next to me. I stared at that wad and then I looked back at the screen. That tranny porn was still playing: a well-hung girl was taking it hard from behind. The man behind her had a thick, meaty cock, and he seemed to be able to go on forever. I couldn’t even imagine lasting that long with Ms. Graves. I don’t think I would last thirty seconds with my cock inside of her tight asshole. I couldn’t understand why the man in the video wasn’t reaching around to massage the tranny’s big cock—that’s what I would do. I would grab it and jerk it off and I wouldn’t let go of it until I was filling that pretty asshole with my hot load. 

    I shook my head and then wiped my hand firmly down the length of my face. I quickly closed my Internet browser and said to myself, “What the hell has gotten into you?” Why was I suddenly so obsessed with Ms. Graves and her well-hung ilk? I was supposed to like chicks. I was supposed to be chasing girls around the school like every other guy, trying to get myself a senior year girlfriend so I had someone to take to prom. I should have been happy that things didn’t escalate any further with Ms. Graves. I still had my virginity, which I could use on a real girl. I wouldn’t have to spend my whole life wallowing in regret—though I had a feeling that I would never forget that day in her classroom when I sucked her pretty cock underneath her desk, with my fingers pushed deep up her asshole. I found myself thinking about that moment now, as I sat at my own desk. I looked down and noticed that my cock was once again rock hard, as if it was ready to be jerked off again.  

    As I sat through school the next day, I could only think about Ms. Graves. I caught a glimpse of her in the hallway during lunch. She was wearing another red dress. This one was also tight on her body, and hardly long enough to cover her perfect booty. It was my last day of detention. Maybe I still had a chance to get some Ms. Graves action before I became a normal detention-free student once again.  

    I was jittery throughout her whole class, spending half of my time staring at her body and the other half of my time staring up at the clock. I struggled to pay attention during her lecture, but I wasn’t worried that I was going to get in trouble. In fact, a part of me was hoping that I would get in trouble—and hopefully the punishment would be humiliating and sweaty and covered in cum.  

    When the bell rang, my heart started pounding. Finally, it was time for some one-on-one time with Ms. Graves. I watched as the students poured out of the room. I found myself smiling while trying to control my excited breathing. Then I looked over to my left and noticed another student sitting at his desk. He wasn’t packing up his bag—he was just sitting there, as if he hadn’t noticed the bell rang. “You know class is over, right?” I said. 

    He nodded his head. “Yeah. I got detention. You too?”  

    My heart swirled into my gut. “Yeah,” I said. “It’s my last day.”  

    “Is Ms. Graves a hard ass? Or is it basically just quiet time for an hour?” he asked. 

    I was slow to answer. I thought about the term ‘hard ass’. Her ass wasn’t hard, but it was perky. “It depends on the day,” I said.  

    Then Ms. Graves closed the door and walked over to her desk. She took a seat without looking up at us, and then she started marking papers. After a minute of silence, she said, “You can study your literary terms. I was two pages from both of you: single spaced, defining each term in your own words.”  

    My heart plunged deeper into my stomach. It was my last day of detention and I wasn’t getting any action. And this time, I couldn’t even beg because there was another student in the room. I felt defeated, even though I should have felt nothing but relief. It was exactly what I wanted: a light punishment for doing something that should have gotten me expelled. I looked over at the other student, who was already writing out his paper. So with a groan, I pulled out a pen and started writing down the terms, which I practically had memorized at this point.  

    “Chad,” Ms. Graves said. I looked up at her. “Please use the paper in your desk—not that cheap paper in your notebook.” I thought the request was strange. The paper in my notebook wasn’t any different from the desk paper, but I wasn’t about to argue for no reason. So I opened my desk up and I grabbed a sheet from the top of the stack, then I noticed the note written on the top sheet. ‘Come in your pants before 4:00 PM.’  

    I looked up at Ms. Graves and saw that she was looking at me with a grin. I felt my face turn white, and then I looked over at the oblivious student sitting two desks to my left. How could I come in my pants without him noticing?  

    Underneath that top sheet of paper was a picture of Ms. Graves naked and sprawled out on a bed, holding the camera in the air for a selfie. She was erect in the photo, and her chest was covered in long glistening strands of fresh cum. She was smiling at the camera with big, glowing eyes.  

    I slipped the photo behind my binder, so that the student next to me wouldn’t see it. Then I carefully slipped my right hand down the front of my pants. My heart galloped. I had to pretend to write my paper with my left hand, even though I was right handed, so I would remain inconspicuous. I grabbed my cock and I started to massage my tip, getting myself hard. When I wasn’t looking down at that photo, I was looking up at Ms. Graves. At one point she was subtly rubbing her nipple through her dress while staring down at the papers she was marking. She was hot in that tight dress. I wondered if she was erect. She had a hand below her desk and out of sight, and I couldn’t help but wonder if she was doing the same thing as me: masturbating secretly. Maybe she even had that long vibrator pressed into her asshole.  

    I looked up at the clock and saw that it was 3:40 PM. I still had lots of time to come. I didn’t need much longer. That picture alone was enough to make my cock tingle with warm euphoria. I was already rock hard and I could feel my shaft bloating up. I squirmed slightly, looking carefully over at my classmate to make sure he hadn’t caught on. Then I looked back up at Ms. Graves, who was now looking into my eyes with a sexy grin. It was enough to push me over the edge. 

    My cock began to come. I managed to shoot out most of my load before letting an awkward groan slip out from my lips. My classmate looked over at me and I froze, trying to act normal while my undies continued to fill with warm cum. He looked away a moment later, probably not noticing the hand that was down the front of my pants. Then I let my eyes roll into the back of my head while I squeezed the tip of my cock hard to make that last moment as euphoric as possible.  

    I carefully pulled my hand out, managing not to get any cum on it. But I could feel my warm load squished against my crotch: rubbing all over my shaft and oozing into my pubic hair.  

    “Keith, you’re free to go now,” Ms. Graves said. 

    My classmate looked up with a strange look on his face. “But I’m not finished my paper yet,” he said. 

    “Just finish it at home and bring it to me in the morning,” said Ms. Graves. Keith hesitated for a short moment, and then he stuffed everything into his bag and took off, still oblivious to the sexual tension in the room. He closed the door behind him and then Ms. Graves rose to her feet. She had an erect bulge between her legs. I stared at it with a pounding heart.  

    “Undo your belt and show me your cum,” she said.  

    I quickly followed her command, excited to prove to her that I completed her punishment. I unzipped my fly and I stretched my undies outwards, showing off the white goo that was all over my crotch. Then she hiked up the skirt of her dress and she flipped up her erection. She started to massage her tip firmly with one of her feminine hands.  

    “Can I suck it?” I asked. 

    She shook her head. “No. You can sit still and watch.”  

    “Please just let me suck it,” I said.  

    “Don’t be a slut, Chad. It’s not a good quality. Now stand up, and keep holding out your pants like that.” So I stood up with my boxers stretched outwards. Then she stepped forward with her cock tilted down. She rubbed her cock quickly and then she let out an elated groan. She suddenly stopped rubbing, grasping the tip of her cock. Then, cum began to blast down into my undies, to join my own load. She shot out at least a dozen thick blasts, and then she squeezed one last glob onto my pelvis. Now, my crotch was a giant white, gooey mess. “You can go home now. Your detention is over.”  

    “Please give me another week of detention,” I said.  

    “You’ve had enough, Chad. Your punishment is finished.”  

    “But I want more,” I said, trying my best not to sound too desperate. But my best wasn’t good enough. Even I could tell that I sounded like a complete loser.  

    “You’ve had enough,” she said again, this time with a blunt, unforgiving voice. “Now go along. I’m going to throw out that doobie. And if I catch you with drugs again, I’ll be sending you straight to the principal’s office—so don’t think you can just get more detention.”  

    I was out of words. My stomach growled and my heart ached. I felt defeated, and all of the cum in my boxers was starting to seem extremely humiliating. It was a long bus ride home, knowing my time with Ms. Graves was over—knowing that the cum currently sloshing around my cock was the last of her cum that I would ever get to feel.   

    




 

    [bookmark: THETEACHERISHUNG6]CHAPTER VI 

    It was a long weekend away from Ms. Graves. I ended up masturbating to tranny porn at every given opportunity. Between each session, I would find myself in a strange state of confusion, trying to figure out what was happening to my brain. It was Sunday morning when I tried jerking off to regular porn, staring a jacked man and a stunning woman—but that vanilla sex did nothing for me. Apparently, my brain chemistry had changed seemingly overnight. Ms. Graves had turned me into something between a heterosexual and a homosexual. I was only attracted to beautiful women with big, hard cocks. I knew it was something I would have to get over if I ever wanted to have a real relationship in my life.  

    I kept telling myself that I would try to forget what happening with Ms. Graves. I was sure that I could convince myself that the whole thing was just a strange, long dream. I was only seven months away from graduation—so I only had to endure seven months of classes with Ms. Graves—maybe even less if I got a different English teacher for my second semester of my senior year.  

    I saw her in the hallway while I was packing my bag to leave school on that Monday afternoon. I tried to convince myself to ignore her, but I became overwhelmed with the temptation to see if there was a chance she would fool around with me without the pretence of it being a punishment. Maybe she was just as horny as me, and we could use one another to fulfil our needs.  

    So I packed my bag and I scurried to follow her. But now I’d lost sight of her. I went down the hall to her classroom, but she wasn’t there. Then I casually strolled past the teachers’ lounge, but she wasn’t there either. I did a full lap around the school, but she was nowhere to be seen. And now, all of the students and most of the teachers had gone home for the day—so I figured it was time for me to do the same.  

    I was near the back door, so that’s where I decided to slip out. I was just about to open the door when I noticed a figure on the other side of the foggy window. It was a red figure, and I knew Ms. Graves was wearing her tight red dress that day. So instead before I went out, I decided to creep over to one of the non-fogged windows to peek out.  

    And there she was, standing alone where she caught me smoking a doobie with my buddy. Now, she had that doobie in her hand. She held it up to her lips and then she lit it up. I couldn’t believe my eyes—she was smoking pot after giving me a week of torment for doing the exact same thing. I quickly pulled out my phone and I started recording a video. I filmed her for the next two minutes, puffing on that short doobie, inhaling that pot smoke into her lungs. 

    Now it was my turn to punish her. Now it was my turn to use her to satisfy my needs—needs that I had because of her.  

    She put out the blunt and then she stomped it on the ground and mashed it into a pulp before kicking the residue into the nearby grass. Then she turned to the door and stepped back into the school. I was standing there to greet her. “Hi, Ms. Graves,” I said with a big smirk on my face.  

    She paused for a moment with big, guilty eyes. “Chad. What are you doing here?”  

    “I was just about to leave, and then I saw you participating in a bit of drug use. You know that’s strictly against school policy, right?”  

    She stared at me with those guilty eyes for a moment, and then she laughed. “You’re cute, Chad. That rule is there for the students, not the teachers.” She brushed past me, sending a whiff of that amazing perfume up my nostrils. I jogged up to her side and walked towards her classroom with her.  

    “So you’re saying you wouldn’t care if the principal found out?” I said.  

    She didn’t answer; she just scoffed.  

    “I got it all on video,” I said. 

    “Good. Now you have something to jerk off to later.”  

    “I’m being serious right now. I’ll show the video to him.”  

    “Okay. And I’ll tell him that it was your doobie. So we’ll both get kicked out of the school. Is that what you want?”  

    “Actually, you have no proof that it was mine. And what are you going to tell him, that you caught me last week and you’re only just telling him now, after you’ve been caught? Do you really think he’ll believe that? I’ll tell him you’re setting me up. I have a perfect record: no suspensions and my grades are pretty good for the most part.”  

    Ms. Graves stopped walked. She turned and looked into my eyes with an unimpressed look on her face. “What do you want, Chad? You want to suck on my pee-pee? Is that what this is about?”  

    Hotness rushed into my face. I stuttered for a moment, and then I said, “Um—I don’t know.”  

    “You want to eat my cum like a little slut? You’re really going to blackmail me? Do you know how much trouble you can get in for blackmailing a teacher, Chad?”  

    I could feel that my face had become a deep shade of red. I stuttered again, suddenly overwhelmed and confused. What was I trying to accomplish? Did I just want to suck her cock? “You got to humiliate me for a week, now I should be able to humiliate you. It’s only fair.”  

    She sighed and shook her head. “You’re cute, Chad. Go home, before I give you another week of detention—and this time it will be all English: quizzes and essays. Is that really what you want?”  

    “Suck my cock, or I’ll send the video to the principal anonymously.”  

    She paused for a moment. Then she looked both ways down the hallway. “You’re playing with fire, Chad.”  

    “I want you to suck my cock—until I come.”  

    “At least we know that won’t take long,” she said with a grin.  

    “I’m not screwing around.” I turned and started towards her classroom. She was slow to follow me, only catching up once I was inside of her room. “Close the door,” I said. “And then get on your knees. Take out your tits and your cock so I can see them.”  

    She sighed again, and then she slowly sunk down to her knees. She pushed the straps of her dress over her shoulders and then she tugged her tight top over her perky breasts. She folded down the cups of her white bra, exposing those amazing breasts. Then she pulled up the bottom of her tight dress, exposing her white panties. Using a single finger, she pulled her panties to the side so her flaccid cock was out. “Happy?” she said with an unenthusiastic voice.  

    I nodded my head. My hands were trembling and my heart was pounding. Was I seriously blackmailing a teacher into sucking my cock? I reached for my belt buckle, but my hands were trembling too much to unbuckle it. So I stepped forward and said, “You do it.”  

    She shook her head with a loud sigh, and then she undid my belt. I didn’t have to ask her to unzip my fly, and I didn’t have to ask her to fish my cock out from my jeans. She pulled my dick out and started to massage it. “You’ve got a small, cute cock. Have you ever thought about being a girl?”  

    “Shut up,” I said, suddenly overwhelmed with embarrassment. I knew my cock was small, but I didn’t like hearing about it.  

    She jerked me hard, even before I was erect. She pulled my cock out, stretching it slightly, and she gripped it tightly—much tighter than I held it while masturbating. It hurt a little bit at first, but then it started feeling good. Once I was half-erect, she sunk my cock into her mouth and started to suck me off. She bobbed her head in an elegant way, and slurped with a strange amount of grace. She knew exactly where to run the length of her tongue, and she knew exactly how tight to pucker her lips. She used her free hand to massage my ball sack—and that hand slowly slipped back to my ass. It wasn’t long before she was teasing my asshole with one of her manicured fingernails.  

    I groaned. It felt so good. I felt so happy but so guilty and embarrassed at the same time. My hands were still trembling and my heart was still pounding. And sadly, she was right about me not lasting long. I tried to hold back, but it wasn’t even two full minutes after she started sucking my cock that I came in her mouth. The first blast nearly gagged her—probably because I didn’t warn her—but she took the rest like a seasoned veteran. She swallowed all of it, and then she spat out my cock and rose up to her feet.  

    “Happy?” she said, licking the last bit of cum off of my lips.  

    I nodded my head. “I should be going,” I said. I was so embarrassed after coming so quickly. I knew I wasn’t going to last long, but I had no idea that I wasn’t even going to last a full hundred seconds. I stuffed my cock back into my pants and I scurried away like a shy church mouse.  

    




 

    [bookmark: THETEACHERISHUNG7]CHAPTER VII 

    I couldn’t wait for school to be over that next day. I was practically squirming in my seat, knowing that I could practically do whatever I wanted with Ms. Graves once my classmates were gone for the day. I saw her in the hallway before my second period class. She was wearing a black skirt and a tight white blouse, looking a little bit like a slutty schoolgirl. She even had her hair tied into pigtails. It almost seemed like she was dressing up just for me—and maybe she was. Maybe she secretly liked that I was blackmailing her. Maybe she liked not knowing what I was going to do to her once school was out, the same way I learned to love that same mystery the week before.  

    I couldn’t stop thinking about her. It was during my third period class that I slipped out my phone and I watched that video of her smoking that doobie, just because it was the only image of her that I had on my phone. I found myself ogling her tight dress in the video. I was already starting to get erect, remembering the feeling of her long, wet tongue exploring the length of my shaft.  

    “Chad,” the teacher said, making me jump. He was standing right next to me, staring down at my phone screen. Everyone in the class was staring at me with wide eyes. I’d zoned out. 

    “Sorry. I’ll put it away,” I said, slipping the phone back into my pocket.  

    And then the teacher held out his hand. “Give it to me. I’m taking it away.”  

    “That’s really not necessary.” 

    “Give it to me or you can pay a visit to the principal.”  

    I bit down on the edge of my tongue. I didn’t have a password on my phone and that video was currently open—all he had to do was unlock my phone and he would see Ms. Graves smoking a doobie. But was he really going to snoop around on my phone? More than likely, he probably just wanted to take it away from me so that I didn’t have it. So I awkwardly handed him the phone with a forced smile on my face. “I’m sorry.”  

    It was five minutes later, when we were all supposed to be working out a sheet on math equations, that I noticed him looking down at my phone. Was he watching the video? Did he unlock my phone? Was he allowed to do that? Another minute later, he stood up and casually walked over to the phone. He lifted the phone up and dialled a short number. Then he said, “Hey. Do you think you could come up to my classroom at the end of the period? It’s important.” No one else in the class seemed to notice the teacher’s phone call. They all kept working while I stared at the teacher in horror.  

    He walked back to his desk and then he looked down at my phone again. A moment later, he looked up at me and said, “Chad, do you mind staying for a few minutes after class?”  

    I tried to swallow the lump in my throat. I wasn’t able to reply, so I just nodded my head. The next twenty minutes dragged by slowly—painfully slowly. Was I about to get Ms. Graves fired? Would she drag me down with her? Was our secret going to be revealed to the principal?  

    It was two minutes before the end of class when the principal walked through the door. He walked up to the teacher’s desk and they whispered to one another. Then the teacher raised up his arm and said, “That’s it for class today, everyone. You can leave a few minutes early. Enjoy your lunch!” Everyone was already on their feet, already heading towards the door—everyone except for me. 

    The teacher pointed at me and then the principal looked over at me. “This is your phone?” he said. 

    I nodded my head slowly. “Why?” I said. 

    “Did you take this video?” he asked without showing me the screen. I knew exactly which video he was referring to. 

    I nodded my head slowly again. “I think so.” 

    “You think so? This is a serious offense on this video. When did you take this?”  

    I tried again to swallow that lump in my throat. “Y—Yesterday,” I said.  

    “Did you plan on showing this video to me?”  

    I remained still. I obviously couldn’t tell him that I took the video to blackmail the teacher into pleasuring me. But I didn’t want to get Ms. Graves fired after she gave me a second chance—even though she made me pay for that second chance. “I don’t know,” I said nervously.  

    “I’ll call Ms. Graves in. Chad, could you send that video to my e-mail. Then you’re free to go.” He walked over to the class phone, but I didn’t move. I remained in my seat with a pounding heart. I felt so horribly guilty, and so terrified. It was just a matter of minutes before they found out that the doobie she was smoking in the video was confiscated from me. But what could I say? How could I save myself?  

    The teacher walked my phone to me, so that I could forward that video. I held up my phone, but I didn’t forward the video. I just stared at the screen. Then I heard the door open. “You wanted to see me?” Ms. Graves said. I didn’t look up to see her, but I could feel her gaze turning to me. I’m sure she knew in that moment that she was doomed.  

    “I just saw a very concerning video, Ms. Graves,” said the principal. Then he turned to me. “Chad, you can go now. There’s no need for you to stick around.”  

    But I still didn’t move. I was rendered frozen with guilt.  

    “Chad?”  

    “I—I’m sorry,” I said. I finally looked up and saw Ms. Graves’s white face. She was staring at me with betrayed eyes. It wasn’t long before I had to look away.  

    “A video?” she said with a broken voice. 

    “It was taken yesterday: a video of you behind the school, using drugs while on the clock. Ms. Graves, I’m beyond disappointed in you. You’re a new teacher—just starting her career—and I know that you’re aware of our zero tolerance policy.”  

    “I just—I had a long day. And I had the joint. I confiscated it from a student. I just needed to relieve some stress.” Her face became even whiter. She looked from the principal to me and then back to the principal. 

    “Which student?” the principal asked. 

    I sunk into my seat, ready to suffer my fate. But I knew that I could accuse her of lying. She had no proof—at least I had proof.  

    But I was shocked when she said, “I don’t remember. It was on the first day of school, before assembly. They were in the field—I’m not even sure if they go to this school.”  

    The principal stared into her eyes, trying to decide if she was lying. And I was rendered frozen and silent, in a complete state of shock. Did she just save me? Did she really just exclude me from expulsion after I ruined her entire career?  

    “Well, you know that I have to fire you for this. Technically I have to take this matter to the police as well, as per school policy. I really don’t want to, but given that Chad here has the whole thing on camera, I’m not really sure I have a choice.”  

    “I deleted the video,” I said, turning my screen towards them. “It’s gone.”  

    The principal was silent for a moment. Everyone stared at me. “Did you send it to me first?” he asked. 

    I shook my head. “No. I just deleted it.”  

    “Well, that’s unfortunate, but it doesn’t change anything.”  

    I bit down on my tongue. “The joint was mine. She caught me smoking it and took it away from me,” I blurted out.  

    And now the whole room was silent. She was staring at me with wide eyes, as if to say, ‘What the fuck is wrong with you?’ The principal stared at me for a long moment and then he looked over at Ms. Graves. “Is that true?” he asked her. 

    She shook her head. “No, he’s lying. I don’t know why he said that.” 

    “Yes, it is true,” I said. “She took it away from me, and then I begged her not to tell you. She gave me a second chance, and then I ruined it.”  

    “He’s lying. He probably thinks he’s being funny. I got it from two older students out in the field. I didn’t get their names and I haven’t seen them around the school since then.”  

    “Why are you protecting me?” I said.  

    She was silent, again with her wide eyes, trying to urge me to shut up. But I couldn’t shut up. I couldn’t let her take the heat alone. I got her into this mess, and now I deserved to receive at least some of the punishment. “Don’t fire her. Expel me. I didn’t even take the video during school. I stayed around after school hours—so it’s not like she was getting high between classes.”  

    “Chad, is there a reason you’re trying to protect Ms. Graves?” the principal asked.  

    “Because she’s the best teacher I’ve ever had. I’ve learned more from her in the last week than I’ve learned from any other teacher in this school. Because of her, I actually feel like I have a chance at passing my final exam—and maybe I’ll even get into a good school. So what if she was smoking a bit of weed after school? She puts up with a lot. You didn’t fire the gym teacher last year after he showed up drunk for that track meet—and Mrs. Anderson always has a hangover, and you don’t do anything about her. Just give her another chance. If you really have to punish someone, punish me. I’m the one who started this whole mess.”  

    The room was silent, save for my pounding heart. Maybe I should have just kept my mouth shut. Maybe I should have just let them fire Ms. Graves so that I could save myself. But I knew that I wouldn’t be able to live with the guilt. She really was a good teacher. I really was learning more from her than any English teacher before her. And was it really such a big deal to smoke half a joint nearly an hour after school hours?  

    The principal put the palm of his hand against his face, and then he shook his head. “Look. Just don’t let this happen again. And that video better be deleted, or it could be my job on the line. Got it?”  

    I nodded my head and Ms. Graves did the same. We all watched as the principal left the room still shaking his head. Then Ms. Graves turned to me and nodded her head with a little smile. She left the room, leaving me alone with my math teacher, who looked confused and a little bit terrified.  
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    I owed Ms. Graves an apology, so I stayed in her class after the bell rang. Once the other students were gone, she said, “You don’t have detention. You can go home.”  

    “I just wanted to say sorry. I didn’t mean for them to see that video. He just took my phone away and I didn’t have time to delete it.”  

    “It’s fine. It was a close call—but it worked out. Now run along. Catch your bus so you don’t have to waste any more money on the city bus.”  

    “I feel guilty. I don’t want you to think that I tried to ruin your career.”  

    “You didn’t force that doobie into my mouth, Chad. Just go home and let’s pretend like this day never happened.”  

    “I want to say sorry,” I said. 

    “You already did, Chad.” She smiled and motioned towards the door, as if she was tired to telling me to leave. 

    “No—I want to really say sorry—however you want it. I’ll do anything to make up for it.”  

    She stared at me for a long moment, and then a grin came across her face. “You know, if the principal finds out about what we’ve been doing after school, we’ll both be kicked out without a second of hesitation.”  

    “Just make sure that door is locked,” I said.  

    She stood up and locked the door, still with that big grin on her face. “Okay. If this is what you want, then get up and take off your clothes—all your clothes.”  

    I followed her command, taking off my shirt first, then my pants and boxers. I tossed everything into a pile on a nearby desk. “Now what?” I said. My heart was pounding with excitement. I couldn’t wait for her to humiliate me. I couldn’t wait to feel that amazing pleasure one more time.  

    “Bend over your desk and spread your butt cheeks.”  

    I followed the command, using both of my hands to pull my butt cheeks apart, showing off my gaping asshole. She reached into her desk drawer and pulled out a small bottle of lubricant. She walked it over and held it upside down, pouring a few ounces down my butt crack. It was cold, making me flinch. She used her manicured fingers to rub the lubricant into my butthole. “What are you going to do?” I asked nervously.  

    “I’m going to fuck you,” she said. “I’m going to come in you, then I’m going to stick a butt plug in you, so that you can feel it inside of you until you go to bed tonight.”  

    She lifted up her skirt and pulled aside her panties, exposing her semi-erect penis. She grabbed it firmly and started to tug it, coating it with the same lube that was now all over my ass. My heart was pounding and fluttering around in my chest. I felt nauseous, but excited. I’d never been fucked before. In fact, I was technically still a virgin—but that was about to change. She pressed her lubricated tip up to my lubricated hole and then she started to push in.  

    “You’re so tight,” she said. 

    I groaned. I tried to relax my muscles, but they remained tense with fear. I had to take a very deep breath, biting down on my tongue, before my ass was able to relax. Then, her cock penetrated me. I was no longer a virgin—and I certainly wasn’t losing my virginity the way that I always thought I would. “Oh God,” I groaned. She pushed her big dick in deep. 

    And suddenly, my cock was erect, throbbing firmly as it reached towards my bellybutton. “It’s so big,” I said. 

    “You’ll like it, you little slut,” she said. She pushed in even deeper, stretching me even wider. I could feel her foreskin pulling back inside of me. I could feel her veins throbbing against my anal walls. I squirmed and she grabbed my hips, holding me still. Then she started to pump her big dick in and out of me. She let out a long sigh of relief.  

    “Fuck, that feels so good,” I said.  

    She reached around and grabbed my erection, clutching it tightly. She started to massage it, rubbing lube all over my length. “Who will come first?” she asked. Then she giggled. “Probably you.”  

    And she wasn’t wrong. I already felt like I was about to explode. I clenched and strained, and then I ended up spewing gooey cum all over that classroom desk. I didn’t even last thirty seconds. I made a big sticky mess of that desk.  

    “I’m so sorry,” I said. 

    “It’s fine. Now you have something to lick up while I fuck you,” she said. She tugged me back, so that my face was hovering over the desk. She continued to pump me, and then I started to lick up the long strands of my own cum. It was salty—and not nearly as sweet as her substance—but I didn’t gag and I didn’t hesitate. But I had to stop licking it up once the pleasure in my ass became too powerful and overwhelming. I started moaning. I fell down on the desk as my body went limp with euphoria.  

    “Fuck!” I groaned. 

    She was pumping fast now, straining and groaning as she tried to hold back her own orgasm. Her pretty fingernails dug into my skin, and then she started to unload deep in my anal cavity. With a trembling hand, she reached over and grabbed a butt plug, which she also brought from her desk. But she didn’t stuff it in as soon as she pulled out. First, she dropped to her knees and used both of her hands to spread my cheeks, so she could look into my gaping hole. I could feel that cum dribbling down towards my anus. Before it came out, she pressed that butt plug into my ass, stopping it from falling out. The butt plug was thick. I could feel my warm goo pooling up against it. It felt so weird, but so good at the same time.  

    “Leave that in until you go to bed tonight,” she said. “That’s your homework. And then tomorrow, you can report back to me with how a whole afternoon with cum in your ass felt. If your report is good, maybe I’ll let you do the same to me. Got it?”  

    I nodded my head quickly. My face was red and my smile wouldn’t go away. “Got it,” I said. It turns out, there are some serious perks to having a well-hung teacher.  

    THE END 
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