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    THE SISSY CAMPAIGN 
 
    With the local election coming up, Aaron Klassen doesn’t know who to vote for. The two men running both want to destroy the local skating rink in his community, where he coaches the junior hockey team and where he himself learned how to skate. 
 
    So Aaron decides to run himself. Except city hall screws up his application and puts “Erin” instead of “Aaron” down on the ballot. Sure, Aaron could have the ballot fixed, though a recent report shows that women have an edge with voters, and people are already excited to hear there’s a woman running in their riding. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    It all started when the Liberal Party leader announced he wanted to shut down the skating rink in my neighbourhood and put in a casino. It was starting to seem like that was their whole platform: destroy communities in an attempt to generate more income. They needed the income because their laundry list of promises was going to cost them quadruple the budget they had to work with. 
 
    I, like many of my neighbours, was outraged. That skating rink was the heart of our community. It was where my father taught me how to skate, it was where I spent my weekends growing up, it was where I coached the junior hockey team on weekends, it was where I was hoping my future children would do the same—a place to build friendships and bring the neighbourhood together. And to destroy all of that for a casino? Was there even any demand for a casino in our little residential corner of town? Or was part of their plan to figure out a way to get us all addicted to gambling before the flashy structure went up? 
 
    It was like a knife in the back. I’d always considered myself a liberal. I’d always voted for the Liberal Party. But I just couldn’t fathom the idea of losing that skating rink, losing my future children’s sense of community. 
 
    The Conservative Party wasn’t much better. They also saw no future for the skating rink. They wanted to put in what they called “an urban park”. The mock-up looked eerily similar to a parking lot, with benches where the cars were supposed to go. “No plants means no maintenance cost,” they said. It also meant ‘no point’ as far as I was concerned. The only reason they wanted the stupid thing was because they recently passed a law saying there needed to be a certain number of parks in the city. The urban park idea was their ultra low-budget way of meeting the quota. 
 
    We only had one independent running in our riding, a guy named Lawrence Martin, with the Birthday Party. I checked his website out of curiosity. His only policies were: “Parties every night and free booze for everyone.” He obviously wasn’t a career politician. I looked him up. He was a snowboarding instructor. 
 
    In other words, our community was completely doomed. I asked some of my neighbours who they planned on voting for, and the results were split. There wasn’t much passion with either party. “Someone should step up and run against these idiots,” Lewis, my older neighbour said to me. But the idea seemed just as hopeless as our community’s future. There wasn’t enough time for a candidate to put together a proper set of policies and run a proper campaign. Besides, the deadline for entry was that day, and by the time I started to seriously consider the idea, days later, the deadline had passed. 
 
    Lewis was right. Someone should have stepped up to run against the Liberal and Conservative parties. It would have been easy. Everyone I knew wished there was another option. 
 
    Out of curiosity, I looked into some of the other ridings, to see what kind of representation other communities were getting. There was a fairly even split between the Liberals and the Conservatives. One thing I noticed, which I thought was a curious coincidence, was that every riding where there was a woman running, that woman was ahead in the polls by a substantial amount, regardless of her party affiliation. Shortly after I made the observation, they touched on the situation on the news. “Polls are showing that 95% of women are more likely to vote for a woman while only 35% of men would prefer to vote for a man, with 65% saying they have no preference.” The numbers, if true, were staggering, but I was surprised to see that they were fairly accurately portrayed in the polls. The women running seemed to have solid twenty point leads on their male counterparts. 
 
    It seemed completely unfair. Some of their policies weren’t even fleshed out completely. One woman who was leading her race, an independent, didn’t even have her policies listed anywhere—yet still, she was the favourite to win. It was complete insanity. It made me want to go around slapping sense into every woman I saw. 
 
    I sent letters to both the Conservative Party leader and the Liberal Party leader, begging them to reconsider the destruction of the community skating rink, but I received no reply. I tried to reach them by phone, but that only threw me into an endless cycle of bureaucracy, being redirected in a giant circle of assistants, over and over. 
 
    The thought of losing our community skating rink made me feel sick, but there was nothing I could do about it. I began to prepare myself emotionally for the inevitable loss. 
 
    And then, one afternoon after hockey practice, one of the players on the team I coached came up to me—Tanner, a small kid with puppy dog eyes. “Mr. Klassen,” he said to me, “are we going to be able to play hockey next year?” His big, watery eyes tugged so hard on my heart strings, I couldn’t just sit by idly and watch the rink get swept away in place of a casino or even an urban park. I had to do something. 
 
    So I looked up Lawrence Martin online and was able to find his home address, just a few blocks away from my house. I went over and rang the doorbell. It was a few minutes and a few additional rings before anyone answered. It was an older woman with magnifying lens glasses who eventually opened the door for me. “Can I help you?” she asked, her voice quiet and weak. 
 
    “I’m looking for Mr. Martin,” I said, and then she redirected me around back. Before turning to return to her upstairs suite, she said, “Tell him his rent was due last week.” 
 
    I knocked and waited again, knocking again a few more times. Lawrence eventually answered, dressed in only a bath robe, his eyes heavy as if he’d just woken up. He asked me for the time. 
 
    “It’s four in the afternoon,” I said. 
 
    “Alright, come in,” he said, waving me in. His basement suite reeked of marijuana and cat litter. “What’s up?” 
 
    “You’re the Lawrence Martin running with the Birthday Party for the Southwest electoral riding, right?” 
 
    He looked at me in confusion and then his eyes lit up. “Is that still a thing?” he said. “Man, I set that up years ago as a joke.” He started to laugh, the joke returning to him as if brand new. “Classic.”  
 
    My original plan was to convince Lawrence to take his campaign seriously, to implement some serious policies, and to do some serious advertising and rallying. I was hoping to make him realize no one in our community wanted to vote for the Liberals or the Conservatives. Though as soon as I saw him in the flesh, in his natural habitat, that plan flew right out the window. Lawrence Martin was a lost cause—a shame, because he was the only independent who was actually legally allowed to run in our riding, seeing as he was registered before the deadline. 
 
    “I’m sorry, I was going to ask you a question but the answer just came to me,” I said, turning back to his door, not wanting to go any further into his creepy slacker den.  
 
    “Um, okay,” he said, scratching the stubble on his cheeks.  
 
    “Oh, and I’m supposed to tell you that your rent is due.” 
 
    “Damn,” he said. “Already? I can’t afford that shit.” 
 
    I was stepping out the doorway when a thought occurred to me. The Birthday Party was signed up to run in our riding. I remembered years before, one of the Liberal Party candidates getting sick and someone stepped in to take their place in the last minute. They didn’t win, but their name made it onto the ballot—they were still in the running. 
 
    There was only one issue—changing the party representative meant going down to city hall, waiting in line, and filling out paperwork. There was no way I was ever going to convince Lawrence to do all of that for me if he wasn’t even motivated enough to put on pants. I turned around and asked if he would consider it anyway. He shrugged and then asked what it involved, and after I told him, he said, “No way, man. I’ve got shit to do.”  
 
    So I bit my tongue and said, “I’ll go and pay your overdue rent.” His face lit up and he didn’t waste a second before saying, “Deal!” 
 
    He didn’t bother telling me he was actually three months overdue. Luckily, he had one of the cheaper rentals in the city, and it was worth the chance of saving the skating rink and saving our community. By the end of the day, I was officially the leader of the Birthday Party and Lawrence Martin was off the ballot. 
 
    As soon as I got home, I logged onto the official election website and looked up my riding. Listed under the Southwest riding was my name. Except they’d made a mistake. Instead of writing Aaron Klassen, they wrote Erin Klassen—the female spelling of my name. I dug into my bag and pulled out the official party enrolment receipt they’d given me. Everywhere, I was listed as Erin Klassen. It even said ‘female’ under sex. Somehow, they’d screwed up my form down at city hall. 
 
    It wasn’t the biggest deal. I needed to go down again the next day with the filled version of another form they’d given me—the party name change request form. I had no chance of winning, running as the ‘Birthday Party’. I was thinking something more classy, like the Citizens Party.  
 
    But then I remembered those stats that I saw on the news a few days before and I got an idea. What if I found a woman to run instead of me? Her chances of winning would be exponentially higher. But what woman would I enlist? Or what if I was the woman? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I put out an ad, asking for people in our community who were interested in politics to contact me, hoping I would get a few female applicants I could toss into my spot. The idea was to essentially use them as a puppet, take benefit in their female advantage. But not only did I get no female replies, I got no replies whatsoever. I was surprised, seeing as everyone was so outspoken and passionate about what they wanted done. I guess they just weren’t interested in putting in the work and getting things done themselves.  
 
    So I was on my own. 
 
    And I was in a peculiar situation. Do I go down to city hall and have them correct my gender on the riding ballot, or do I run as a woman, and if so, how the hell do I do that?  
 
    I looked in the mirror. I had some fairy effeminate features. I was shorter, and thinner. I’d never had much in the way of a muscular body. Back in high school, before I was able to grow a beard, people used to call me “girly boy” because I was a late bloomer and my voice hadn’t quite dropped yet. Still, I didn’t have the deepest voice. It wouldn’t be the biggest stretch to force it a few semi-tones higher.  
 
    I shook my head. What was I thinking? I couldn’t run as a woman—that would be social suicide! My picture was going to be plastered all over the neighbourhood. If just one of my neighbours recognized me, I’d be done for. So I forgot about the idea and went online to post my policies on the shiny new Citizens Party website. 
 
    Later that night, I noticed a comment on Facebook, posted by one of my female neighbours. “So glad to see a woman running in our riding. She has my vote!” There was a reply to the comment. “We have a woman running here now? Great!” My stomach turned and that idea crept back into my mind. The stats were real. There really was an overwhelming advantage to running as a woman. 
 
    And once again, I found myself in front of that mirror, wondering if there was a small possibility of pulling it off. I’d seen those viral makeup videos on the internet, where girls make themselves completely unrecognizable with all sorts of fancy contouring techniques and so on. How hard could it be? 
 
    Besides, friends at work hardly recognized me when I trimmed my beard or wore a new shirt. Between a new wardrobe, a wig, a dramatic makeup makeover, maybe a pair of glasses (it had been decades since I wore glasses instead of contact lenses), and so on and so on, how could anyone recognize me?  
 
    Another comment popped up on my Facebook feed. “I hope she wins. I’m tired of this old boys’ club.” So it was settled. If I was going to win this thing, I was going to do it as a lady. 
 
    There was still six weeks until the election, and I still had lots to do. I needed to order the clothes and the makeup and the wig off of the internet. It was too dangerous to go to the mall to get everything—even if I said it was for a sister or a girlfriend, if the store clerk recognized the pencil skirt she sold me, that would be it, I’d be done. So I placed an order for rush delivery, which gave me a few days to iron out my platforms. Being a woman was an advantage, but it wasn’t going to be enough to get me a guaranteed victory—not this late in the game. I needed to have a sound plan. 
 
    I stayed up for nights doing research, learning more and more about my local government system and what kind of budgets I would be working with in the case of victory. It was a lot of work, but it was a welcomed distraction from the thought of going out in public as a woman. 
 
    Though it wasn’t much of a distraction. The anxiety never left my mind. There were so many ways my plan could fail, so many things I needed to be careful not to overlook. People were going to be asking me hundreds of questions, many of which would be personal questions. I needed to not just have my policies down perfectly, I needed to have a persona down perfectly.  
 
    I would be Erin Klassen, a country girl who moved to the city when she was a teenager. I was raised a Christian and I go to church every Sunday. 
 
    I watched a few videos on how to answer questions like a politician, how to not sound like a total idiot when you don’t know the right answer to a question. It all seemed pretty straight forward, nothing I wasn’t capable of accomplishing. 
 
    I spent a good deal of my time practising my voice, worried that would be the easiest giveaway. I would talk to myself constantly, reading everything out loud that I was writing on my website, practising different lines that I knew I would be delivering in public. I kept a tape recorder on my desk, which I used to record myself. From the start, my voice didn’t sound too bad, thanks to the fact my voice was naturally high already for a man. It was more a matter of building up my confidence and getting it to feel natural. The last thing I wanted was to have a brain-fart and unintentionally start talking in my male voice.  
 
    By the time my clothes and wig and makeup arrived in the mail, I was actually excited to try them on. My hand was shaking as I signed for the package. The mailman, a younger, clean-shaven guy, laughed. “You must be really excited about whatever’s in these packages,” he said, and then he looked at the box. “Sally’s Cosmetics, huh?” 
 
    “It’s a gift for my wife,” I said, forcing a cool smile in an attempt to contain my excitement. 
 
    After all of my planning and preparation, I was finally going to be able to put everything together and see a finished product—see if my plan was actually going to work or not. I was confident. I started with the makeup, which took a while to get right. I don’t know why, but for some reason I thought it was going to be easier than it was. Maybe it was all the internet teachers making it look easy—but it took me a quarter of the day to get to a place that looked half-decent. Even the wig was a real challenge to get looking right—so it wouldn’t look like I was wearing a wig. With the wig, I ordered a flat iron and a curling wand, and both tools took a good deal of time to learn to use. 
 
    By the time I got around to trying on the clothes, it was already late and I was tired. But I couldn’t possibly go to sleep wondering how they would look, and what Erin Klassen would look like in her final form. So I stood in front of the mirror, trying on different outfits. There was a lot to try on—I ordered a dozen tops, a dozen skirts, stockings, leggings, shoes, and so on and so on. If my plan was really going to work, I needed to have lots to work with. I was going to be out there every single day, talking to people, canvassing, holding rallies, making speeches—the list goes on and on. I couldn’t just have a single pencil skirt and a blouse.  
 
    Trying on clothes as a woman is much more fun than trying on clothes as a man. As a man, you have jeans or slacks, t-shirts or dress shirts. The big variation between men’s clothing is whether or not your suit jacket has three buttons or four. With women’s clothes, there was an entire universe of possibilities. So many different types of blouses and tops, skirts of different cuts and lengths, different fabrics—sheer or solid—and so many different layering possibilities. Not to mention the accessories, which had endless possibilities of their own. Even in doing your hair—do you curl it? Straighten it? Braid it? French braid it? Put it in a bun? Leg it hang down naturally? What about a ponytail? Loose or tight? Do you leave a strand hanging down or no? 
 
    It was six in the morning and the sun was beginning to rise when I decided it was time for me to go to sleep. I had a lot of work still to do still, but I was confident in my plan. The clothes looked good—almost too good. In my full attire, I didn’t even recognize myself. There was no way anyone else would recognize me. I was ready for my feminine adventure. Nothing could stop me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Maybe I was wrong when I thought nothing could stop me. It turns out, money could stop me. I’d already maxed out my credit cards buying all of the clothes and the makeup and the wig (do you know how much money a proper, human hair wig costs?). It dawned on me when I woke up that I was going to need to buy hundreds of yard signs, billboard advertisements, newspaper ads. People needed to know they had another option, and with only a month until the election, money was my only option. For my speeches, I was going to need a space. Renting the local community centre was cheap, but it wasn’t free.  
 
    I needed a financier. I knew it was going to cost me. People who fund political campaigns always want something in return. Luckily, thanks to the freedom of information act, every party in every riding kept a handy list of donors on their websites. I spent some time finding donors who donated to multiple campaigns, who hadn’t yet donated to either the Conservatives or the Liberals in my riding. I found one man who only seemed to donate to independents, only women, and he donated large sums. As a woman running as an independent, I had high hopes. I dialled his phone number.  
 
    “Hello?” a hoarse voice said. 
 
    “Mr. Walter Stein?” I said, using my female voice in conversation with another human being for the first time ever. 
 
    “That’s me,” he said. 
 
    I explained who I was and what I was calling about. I asked if he would be interested in a meeting. He was interested—that afternoon, at his house on the edge of town. Walter Stein already had close to five million invested in the political race, across nearly a dozen ridings. What he was hoping to accomplish, I had no idea, but I was about to find out. 
 
    But the thought of meeting with him in person had my heart racing. It would be the first time I took my female persona out into the world and met face to face with a real person. I wouldn’t have my tape recorder to make sure my voice was believable, and I wouldn’t have my full-length mirror to make sure I looked ladylike enough. I was putting my life and my community into the hands of fate. I spent the whole day in front of the mirror, picking out the ideal outfit, making sure my stuffed bra looked absolutely perfect. I spent almost an hour wondering if the white stockings I’d put on would be too sexy for a business meeting, or if too sexy was maybe a good thing.  
 
    Those white stockings did make my legs look damn good, I have to say. I especially loved the flowery lace design, and the way they made my feet look so cute in my open-toe heels. They probably were too sexy for the finance meeting with Walter Stein, but I couldn’t bring myself to take them off. I’d grown to like them too much.  
 
    I also spent too much time choosing between my dark red skirt and my deep black skirt. The black skirt seemed more appropriate for the occasion, but I loved the way the red skirt made my butt pop. I ended up siding with the red option because I thought it made me look more feminine, and at the end of the day, it was more important to look convincingly feminine than it was to be totally conventional. Walter Stein wasn’t going to deny me a donation just because my skirt wasn’t black, after all. 
 
    I snuck out my backdoor, got into my car, and started towards Water Stein’s house. I didn’t know hearts could beat so fast. Even inside the safety of my car, with every person I passed, I froze up, became tense. When they looked my way, my heart would stop beating completely for a moment before exploding into a frenzy. But it got better with every red light I hit. No one looked at me strangely, no one raised their eyebrows, no one pointed me out as if I was a freak. I was blending in, even getting the occasional smile from passing men. No one knew any different. So far, my disguise was a success. 
 
    Walter Stein’s house was beautiful—a mansion on a large plot of land, just on the outskirts of town. Around his home, horses were grazing, birds were chirping. It was a peaceful place. I rang the bell and an assistant was quick to answer the door. “Come on in. I’ll get Mr. Stein right away,” she said to me, and then she scurried off.  
 
    I was anxious, but with the help of a nearby mirror, I was able to calm my nerves. I looked good. I looked sexy. Making him think I was a real woman would be easy. All I had to do was convince him to donate money. 
 
    Walter Stein came out. He was an older man, probably in his mid-sixties. He smiled as he walked into the room. He extended his hand to me. “You must be Ms. Klassen,” he said. I took his hand. For an older guy, he had a strong grip. “I have to say, you aren’t at all what I was expecting.” 
 
    “What were you expecting?” I asked. 
 
    “Someone a bit more… seasoned,” he said, which I assumed meant old. I smiled.  
 
    “Come into my office,” he said, putting his hand on my lower back and guiding me. He had a nice smell to him, like money and pine. “You’re late to the race. Why is that?” he asked. 
 
    “I wasn’t originally planning on running,” I said, and then I explained the situation in my neighbourhood with the skating rink.  
 
    I segued into going over my policies, but he cut me off. “Let’s skip the boring stuff, shall we? I took a look at your website, I know what you’re looking to do. Look—there’s one big issue with your platform.” 
 
    “What’s that?” I asked. We sat down on a red leather couch in his office. 
 
    “You want to save this and save that and put more into charities and non-profits, but what’s your plan to make money?” 
 
    “I’ve gone over the budgets. There’s more than enough to accommodate everything in my plan. It’s even more affordable than the Conservatives’ plan.” 
 
    “Right, but how is it going to be profitable for me, as an investor?” he asked. “If I’m going to fund your campaign, I’m going to need to benefit somehow.” 
 
    I sat in silence. I didn’t know what he was asking for me to give him. He didn’t live in my riding. Even if I proposed a redistribution of taxes, it wouldn’t affect him. “What do you have in mind?” I asked. 
 
    “Simple. Amend the zoning laws. I own twelve different properties in your neck of the woods, and I’d like to turn them into duplexes for rental. If you would push for that, I’d be willing to invest one hundred thousand dollars into your campaign.” If that was all he wanted, that was easy. It wouldn’t affect my budget at all, none of policies would have to change, and I would have enough money to campaign properly.  
 
    “Deal,” I said, biting my lip to keep the stupid smile from my face. 
 
    “But you have to prove to me that you really want it,” he said, his expression totally flat and unchanged. “Prove to me that you’re really going to take this seriously.” 
 
    “How so?” I asked. 
 
    He sat totally still, staring me in the eyes. A cold shiver ran down my spine. Maybe I’d watched one too many movies, but I was fairly certain he was asking me to pleasure him sexually. I tried to reject the theory, but then a realization came to me. Water Stein had only donated to women. Why was that? Was it a coincidence? Or was this part of all of his dealings? Did he really care about the rezoning, or was he just looking to get laid? 
 
    “However you see fit,” he said finally, nudging his legs apart slightly, making it all the more obvious. He wanted me to suck his cock. My heart found itself back in its racing frenzy. What other choice did I have? With just a month left before the election, I needed money. I didn’t have time to try my luck with other financiers, and Walter’s deal really was too good to be true, aside from the dick sucking part of it. I wasn’t going to find money that easy anywhere else. But could I actually do it? Could I actually suck his cock? 
 
    “I should let you know that I’ve been approached by the Liberal Party as well, and they’re willing to push for the rezoning,” he said. Now I really didn’t have a choice. Not only would I not get the money if I didn’t do it, but another party would, and my uphill battle would get even steeper. I had to do it. I had to get him off with my mouth. 
 
    I got up and made my way between his legs, sinking down to my knees. “Good decision,” he said, nodding his head, confirming absolutely that it was a blowjob he was after. I carefully unzipped his fly, and then after a moment of anxious hesitation, I reached into his pants and wrapped my fingers around his cock. My heart had fallen into a pit in my gut and that cold shiver was back in my spine, lingering, intensifying. I’d never touched another man’s cock before—especially not that of an old, weathered man like Walter Stein. It seemed so naughty, so taboo. 
 
    I looked up and could see myself in a far away mirror. It was such a surreal sight, as if I was staring at someone else holding an old man’s cock in their hand—a young, beautiful woman. I watched her as she began to stroke the big, heavy member. I watched her lift it up to her lips and sink it into her mouth. I’ll admit, there was something very erotic in watching through that mirror, her eyes locked with mine as I watched her suck the old man’s cock, as she watched me suck an old man’s cock. 
 
    Walter got surprisingly big and surprisingly hard surprisingly quickly. I could feel his cock throbbing against my tongue, my lips, my cheeks. He held my head down with his hands and I could hear him moaning and groaning occasionally. He was enjoying himself. He was enjoying my warm, wet mouth, slobbering all over his big, hard rod. I could taste the sweet tinge of his pre-cum on my lips. “Suck it, darling,” he said, pushing my head down further, sinking his cock into my throat. 
 
    Once again, I caught my reflection in that mirror. I watched that beautiful, young woman plunging that giant, old cock deep into her throat. God, she was beautiful—the way she used her hand to jerk the old guy off while she sucked on his throbbing erection. I was getting hard. My own cock slipped out from my panties and began to lift up my skirt. I reached down quickly to tuck my erection back into place, where Walter wouldn’t see it. “Rub that clit, you dirty slut,” Walter said with a long groan. So I kept my hand between my legs and pretended to rub my clit, actually rubbing small circles around the tip of my cock. 
 
    The pleasure became so intense, I couldn’t help myself. I started to jerk myself off discreetly under my skirt. My heart was racing, but I was safe. Walter’s attention was gone, his eyes closed, his head back. His moaning was intensifying and I could tell he was nearing his climax. I was nearing a climax of my own. 
 
    I came, hot cum blasting into my panties. My grip tightened on Walter’s cock, and then he came too, in my mouth, without warning. I would have pulled away had he not been holding my head down, forcing me to take his hot, heavy load in my mouth. I couldn’t breathe. I dug my nails into his leg, but still, he didn’t release me. It wasn’t until I was choking on his warm load that he finally released his grip and I fell back. 
 
    He took a minute to catch his breath before saying, “I’ll go and grab my cheque book.” 
 
    Sucking Walter’s cock wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be. For a hundred grand, it was really nothing at all.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    Successfully sucking Walter off also gave me a greater sense of confidence. If I could get a man off without him realizing I wasn’t actually a woman, there was nothing I couldn’t do without spoiling my guise. 
 
    Using Walter’s donation money, I put ads out everywhere—on billboards, in newspapers, on park benches. I had flyers sent to every house in my neighbourhood. I even took out ads online, targeted at people in my community. Funny enough, when I went to visit the Liberal Party’s website, I saw my ad being displayed there. Word was successfully spreading. My online support group was quickly growing. I held a little rally at the skating rink and the turnout was unexpected—close to a hundred people showing up to show their support. I stopped in at a Conservative rally the next day to see what kind of competition I was up against. I was one of eight people who showed up. I’m pretty sure the others there was part of the campaign staff. 
 
    I had my e-mail set up to notify me every time my name popped up on a news website or on someone’s blog. I ended up making the number one spot on someone’s blog for “the top ten sexiest politicians”. A comment read, “I’m voting for her just so I can stare at that ass for the next four years.” My name popped up on a feminist website, and the comments section was filled with women claiming they were voting for me just to stick it to men. The mere fact I was running as a woman had garnered me the vast majority of the votes.  
 
    I had the election in the bag. Victory was going to be easy and sweet—as long as my cover wasn’t blown.  
 
    It was three days before the big election and I was just about to take off for another rally when there was a knock at my door. I looked through the peephole and saw the delivery truck. I’d ordered a special outfit for election night—a beautiful, sparkly, skin-tight dress. I opened the door, ready to sign for the package.  
 
    It was the same delivery man as before. I didn’t think anything of it until I noticed the way he was looking at me, eyes narrowed slightly, head titled. It took him a moment, but I could see in his eyes that he put it together, he realized I wasn’t actually a woman. Maybe he remembered my name from the last package, which I had made out to Aaron Klassen, while this one was made out to Erin Klassen. It didn’t really matter how he figured it out—but he definitely figured it out. “Holy shit,” he said. 
 
    “I should be going,” I said, my face turning a shade of dark red.  
 
    He stopped the closing door with his foot. “Wait. Are you… but… but why?”  
 
    “I don’t know what you’re on about, but I’m kind of in a rush,” I said, hoping he would just drop it, move on, and forget the little encounter every happened. I could see him processing everything, remembering the package from the cosmetics company. I was doomed. If he went public, that was it for me—I would lose everyone’s vote overnight.  
 
    A smirk came across his face. “Wow, you know, you look really good for a lady. I’m really impressed.” 
 
    I didn’t respond. Instead, I became paralyzed, a huge lump forming in my throat.  
 
    “Are you running as a lady to get more votes? That’s fucking genius,” he said, laughing. He looked me up and down again. “But my God, you had me fooled. Even your voice—do the voice again.” He looked up at me, eagerly awaiting the voice. 
 
    I forced myself to speak. “Please don’t tell anyone.”  
 
    “I mean, it’s kind of wrong, don’t you think—lying to everyone? Is it technically fraud?” That smirk was still on his face. My mind was a swirling mess, trying to think of some way out of the corner he had me in. I thought about slamming the door on his face, but I didn’t want to get him upset—then he would definitely go and out me. I needed to think of a way to convince him to keep his mouth shut. 
 
    “Do you live in this neighbourhood?” I asked. 
 
    “I do,” he said. 
 
    “Have you ever used the skating rink?” 
 
    He shook his head. “Can’t say I was ever much of a sports guy. To be honest, I think they should rip the old thing down.” My heart sank into my gut. Convincing him to side with me politically wasn’t going to happen either. Now what could I do? 
 
    “Mind if I feel them?” he asked. It took me a moment to realize he was talking about my tits. 
 
    “Um, sure,” I said, my hands shaking.  
 
    He reached forward with both hands and cupped my tits gently. “Holy shit, they feel so real.” He gave them each a firm squeeze. Since ordering my first batch of clothes, I’d gone ahead and ordered a more realistic pair of fake tits—a product called ‘silicone breast enhancers’. I got the expensive brand. I had C-cups in.  
 
    “Look, I really need to go. How can I convince you to keep your mouth shut about this?” I asked. 
 
    He bit his lip and looked around. “Can I come in?” he asked. 
 
    My heart skipped a beat. What could he possibly want in my house? What other option did I have? “Sure,” I said, moving aside. He walked into my house.  
 
    “Close that door,” he said, so I did. “You’re favourite to win, right?” 
 
    “That’s right,” I said, standing stiff by the door. 
 
    “And you probably wouldn’t win if everyone found out you’ve got a dick, right?” 
 
    I took a moment to respond, wondering if I should admit to it or not. It didn’t make a difference what I said. He knew damn well that my fate was now in his hands. “That’s right,” I said. 
 
    “Walk over to the table,” he said, so I did. “Face the wall.” I faced the wall. He walked up behind me and put his hands on my sides. “You’re probably the most convincing ladyboy I’ve every seen in my life, you know that?” 
 
    I didn’t respond. I didn’t know how to.  
 
    “Have you thought of getting a legit sex change?” he asked, his hands slipping down onto my ass. He gave my butt a firm squeeze, making me jump. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said, my heart racing faster. 
 
    “You should. You’re hotter than most of the girls at my college,” he said. “It would be a waste to be a dude with a body like this.” He slipped his hand between my legs, felling the bulge of my cock and balls. “Damn,” he said. “You’ve got to feel it to believe it.” 
 
    The way his fingertips moved along the length of my cock sent a warm pulse through my body. There was something about the delivery guy—a certain aura I couldn’t put my finger on. He was so confident in himself. Even though he knew I was a man, he looked at me with so much lust in his eyes. “I’ll tell you what,” he said, “Not only will I keep my mouth shut, but I’ll even vote for you… if you let me eat out your asshole.” 
 
    I was completely frozen. I didn’t even know the man’s name, who he was, or whether he was actually telling me the truth. But I didn’t have any other options. It was either let him do what he wanted or lose the election. “Fine,” I said. 
 
    “But you’ve got to act like you really want it. None of this ‘fine’ crap,” he said. 
 
    I bit my tongue and took a deep breath. “I want you to eat out my little asshole,” I said, and he wasted no time, flipping up my skirt, sinking down to his knees, pulling aside my panties.  
 
    I closed my eyes and then I felt it, the tip of his warm tongue sliding up towards my asshole. He drew small circles around my tight hole, getting closer and closer to the centre. I was hardly breathing, crippling nerves consuming my body. “Relax, baby,” he said, and then I felt the tip of his tongue penetrate me slightly. I took a deep breath and let my shoulders relax. It actually felt really nice, his tongue working around my anus, pushing in, pulling out, gliding around my tight rim. “Talk dirty to me, baby,” he said as he came up for air, before he sunk back down and continued, working his tongue in deeper, his nose pushing in between my butt cheeks. 
 
    “I love the way your tongue feels in my little asshole,” I said, and it was true—I did love the way it felt. “Eat out my fucking asshole, baby. Stick that tongue in deeper.” He followed my order, plunging his tongue into my body. My toes curled against the floor. “Do you like the way my asshole tastes?” 
 
    “I love the way your fucking asshole tastes,” he said. He reached around and carefully grabbed the bulge of my cock, massaging it in his hands. I was already half-erect, but his fondling got me the rest of the way. He pulled my throbbing erection out from my panties and he began to stroke my length. 
 
    “Stroke it, baby,” I said. “Don’t stop.” His grip tightened and he started beating me off. Between that and his tongue exploring my backdoor, I was an elated mess, melting down into the table. “Fuck, just like that.” 
 
    “Want my fucking dick in your ass?” he asked. 
 
    “Yeah, baby. Fuck my little asshole.” He wasted no time, standing up sharply and dropping his pants to the ground in an instant. His big cock was already hard, already throbbing and ready for entry. He pushed the tip of it up against my asshole. “Fuck me, baby. Fuck me.” He pushed in. God, it felt amazing, his thick cock filling me up. He reached around and grabbed my cock firmly once again as he started to thrust himself in and out of me.  
 
    “Tell me how badly you want it,” he said. 
 
    “I want it so badly,” I replied, ecstasy quickly consuming my body. I could feel every ridge and every vein of his cock, stretching my anus wide.  
 
    “Not good enough,” he said. 
 
    “I want it so fucking badly. I want your cum in my ass. Please, come in my ass!” I yelled, and then I fell down on the table. The pleasure was too intense. I was paralyzed, my mind swirling and flashing. “I’m going to come,” I said. His grip tightened and then come started to blast out of my cock. I screamed and my asshole clenched on his dick. 
 
    He was thrusting so hard, his pelvis was slapping loudly against my ass. My orgasm didn’t seem to end. I just kept coming and coming. “I’m going to come in your little asshole,” he grunted, and then he pushed in hard and I felt it—his warm, gooey load, filling me up deep. His fingers dug into my sides. The whole thing was over so fast, but it felt so, so good. 
 
    He stumbled back. “You sure fuck like a lady,” he said with that familiar smirk on his face. 
 
    It took me a moment to catch my breath before I was able to peel myself off of the table. “Thanks,” I said, fixing my skirt and my panties. 
 
    “Good luck in the election,” he said. “And I mean it about the sex change—it would be a shame to waste what you’ve got.” He winked at me and then left.  
 
    I made it to my rally, only a few minutes late. The turnout was greater than any previous rally. Even the Liberal Party leader showed up, standing at the back of the crowd with a big frown on his face.  
 
    A few days later, I was standing with all of my supporters when they announced that I had won the election. I was wearing that skin-tight dress that made my butt and legs look so good. The announcer on the television referred to me as, “the very beautiful Erin Klassen,” which made me feel all warm and fuzzy. It took me a few minutes to actually realize that I’d won—that I was going to save the skating rink and future generations would have a local place to go and skate and be a community.  
 
    Never in my life had I been surrounded by so much support and love. Maybe the delivery guy was right, maybe I was destined to be a woman. After that victory day, I started looking into getting a real sex change. I even set up a consultation with a well-known surgeon. 
 
    I found myself back online, looking up what people were saying about the election and about me. It seemed like everyone was happy, everyone was excited that the local rink wasn’t going anywhere, and they were excited to be led by a woman. One comment in particular caught my attention and got me thinking. “You know, I think she would make a great president. Klassen 2020?”  
 
    THE END 
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