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SISSY TRIAL

Seth has always suffered from an annoying case of tinnitus, so he’s excited when he’s chosen to test a new drug. He’s even more excited when the drug actually works. For the first time in his life, he can hear the world the way it was meant to be heard.

But there’s a catch. It’s a brand new drug and the pharmaceutical representative won’t tell Seth what the side effects are. He’ll have to discover those on his own, and then he’ll have to decide if it’s still worth being free of tinnitus.

The first side effect Seth notices is the strangest interest in women’s shoes.


CHAPTER I

Tinnitus is one hell of a condition. Everyone gets it occasionally—that ringing in your ears, usually after you hear a loud sound or get a whack on the back of the head. Some people get it a lot: whenever they sit up too fast, whenever they look into bright lights. My tinnitus hadn’t relented in over five years, and it never got easier.

You’d think that the ringing would eventually subside, or maybe I would just get so used to hearing it that I would stop noticing it. But that wasn’t the case—I never stopped noticing it. My ears were constantly ringing as if I was constantly walking out of a Who concert, where I had front row tickets. Strangely enough, going to loud concerts or listening to loud music was the only thing that helped. But the music had to be super loud—loud enough to drown out that horrible ringing. My doctors all told me that this was a bad idea, that I was just going to make the tinnitus worse, but I needed the relief occasionally. The tinnitus was already starting to drive me mad.

I was kicked out of my apartment for having too many noise complaints. It wasn’t fair though. Sometimes when I was watching TV, I would unconsciously find myself turning up the volume, trying to drown out that ringing one little volume notch at a time. Sometimes I would forget that I had headphones blasting music into my ears while I was watching TV or talking to friends on the phone. I felt bad for my neighbours, but they didn’t have it nearly as bad as me—believe me.

I was only in my new apartment for a week when one of my neighbours came to my door and said, “Seth, if you don’t turn down that fucking music, I’m going to beat your head into the wall.” Sometimes headphones didn’t help. Sometimes the music had to be played through speakers, because the headphones would just trap that ringing inside of my ear, amplifying it the way gunshots are amplified in closed gun ranges. But neighbours never cared for my excuses, and I suppose I can’t blame them. Maybe hearing loud music constantly is just as bad as hearing a high-pitched ringing constantly.

I was ecstatic when a man came to my door one afternoon with a box of drugs and a form for me to sign. “Your doctor gave me your information. I work for Glosser Pharmaceuticals, and we need patients to test this new tinnitus drug.” I signed that form as quickly as I could, even though he mentioned there could be a small risk of heart failure and liver deterioration. “And by small chance, I mean about five percent.” He made a big smile, but I still signed that form and took the drugs. They were free, but more importantly, they gave me hope. I took my first dosage less than five minutes after the man was gone.

And then I sat there waiting for the ringing in my ears to stop. The ringing didn’t stop that day, but the information sheet said it could take up to a month. I had to take six pills a day. I even had to set an alarm in the middle of the night to take one of my dosages. And then, with my annoying tinnitus, it was always hard to fall back asleep—but it was worth the hope.

But at the end of the month, I had no results. Though I did have a new involuntary twitch in my left arm, an occasional headache at the back of my skull, and a nausea that seemed to randomly move from my gut to my throat and then back down again. The drug trial man came back to my door at the end of the month to document the side effects. He was disappointed to hear that the drug wasn’t working. “Take it for another two weeks. If it still does nothing, we’ll get you to stop the trial, and then maybe we’ll try something different.” So I finished out the trial, suffering through the headaches and the nausea and the occasional twitch. But the drug did nothing.

It was the day before Christmas Eve when the man came back with a new box and a new form to sign. This time, the possible side effects included suicidal thoughts, unexpected vomiting, and sudden death. “Sudden death, as in my heart might just stop?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “We don’t really know yet,” he said. “But it’s just a small chance.” He forced that same big smile. I still signed the form and took the drugs, though I had a bad feeling that I’d just signed up to be an autopsy cadaver, so they could figure out why their new drug was suddenly killing people. I took my first dose that night, and then I had the strangest dreams of my life. In one dream, I was a dinosaur. A bunch of hunters caught me and then they cooked and ate me alive. I was still alive when they fed my bones to their dogs. I can’t say that I’d ever had a stranger dream. The strangest part of the dream was probably the fact that I woke up with an erection.

My tinnitus didn’t go away. In fact, it got worse after just a few days. When I told my drug trial representative, he said, “Oh yeah, that’s one of the side effects.” So after another two weeks of torture, I stopped taking the drug.

“What’s next?” I asked. And then he looked at me with an unfortunate look.

“That’s all we’ve got for tinnitus for now. But maybe you’d be interested in trying out one of our other drugs. We could pay you a bit of money to do it.” And there was that smile again.

He didn’t tell me what the drug was for that he was giving me. He just told me to keep a careful journal of all of the symptoms that developed. I had no idea why I was taking the strange drug. He didn’t even tell me what it was made for. It could have been a cancer drug or maybe an HIV drug, or maybe even a drug for the common cold. I had dreams about spiders every single night that I was on that experimental trial. Though the spider dreams weren’t as bad as the occasional erectile dysfunction.

I picked a girl up at a bar on a Friday night and brought her back to my place. We kissed for a while before landing on my bed. Then she got my pants off and she started sucking my cock. It was only two minutes before she started getting frustrated. “What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Am I not pretty?” she said.

“What? No—you’re beautiful. Why would you say that?” I asked.

She looked down at my cock. It was limp, though it felt hard. I reached down and lifted it up. My heart skipped a beat. “It’s just this drug trial I’m on. It still works. It’s just… not getting hard today.” I tried to stroke it in a number of different ways, but it just wouldn’t get up. “I swear it still works.”

She tried sucking it again, using lots of pressure with her lips and tongue. She even tried massaging my tip between her teeth. It felt good, and I could feel that orgasm building up, but it just wouldn’t get hard.

Then, she found herself looking around the room. “I’ll be right back,” she said, springing up and running towards my kitchen. She came back with a cucumber from my fridge, still sealed in its tight plastic wrap. She handed it to me. “Fuck me with this,” she said. At least she was still willing to have some fun. At least she wasn’t storming out of my apartment with anger and sexual frustration.

I squirted some lubricant on the tip of the cucumber and then I pressed it into her pussy. She reached out and started to fondle my limp cock while I pumped her. It was fun, but not nearly as fun as a proper fuck. I would have liked to get my cock inside of her, just to feel that warm tightness of her wet walls. But her hand managed to do the job. As soon as I felt my orgasm coming, I quickly repositioned myself, so that my limp cock was pointed down on her face. And then I watched as globs of cum drooled down onto her lips and cheeks and forehead. She licked some of it up, swallowing it, and then I finished her off with the cucumber.

I never heard back from her. Either she didn’t believe me that the limp dick was just a temporary side effect, or our chemistry just wasn’t what I thought it was.

Regardless, I was happy with my drug trial rep came to my door and told me that I was done with that trial, and he now had a new one for tinnitus. “It’s worked in about thirty percent of patients so far,” he said. And then he made his big smile. “There are some strange side effects, though we can’t be sure they’re because of the drug. I won’t tell you what they are, because they may influence your experience.”

I signed for the trial and took my first pill right away. I was excited. There was a thirty percent chance that I was going to feel relief for the first time in my life.


CHAPTER II

I didn’t get a lot of sleep that night. I never got a lot of sleep the first night of a drug trial. It was always a combination of excitement and terror, wondering if the drug would do what it was supposed to do, or if it would kill me at any given moment. I was waiting for the side effects to kick in, waiting to find out why my drug rep decided to keep the possible effects secret.

I finally fell asleep feeling no different than usual. When I woke up, I immediately pulled back the sheets to look at my body. I don’t know why, but I had the strangest anxious feeling that my cock was gone, or shrivelled up—but it was there. And for the first time in a number of weeks, it was big and erect. A wave of relief washed over me and I sat up on the edge of my bed. I looked towards my closet mirror. I looked normal. My skin was a healthy colour, and none of my hair had fallen out.

And that’s when I noticed the silence. My bedroom was completely silent. At first I was worried I’d lost my hearing, so I clapped my hands together. But I could hear my clap just fine. I reached up and felt my ears, and then I realized my tinnitus was gone. For the first time in nearly a decade, there wasn’t a horrible ringing in my ears!

I jumped up to my feet, tempted to scream out in joy. The drug worked! It took away the terrible high-pitched sound and there weren’t any side effects. Was I still dreaming? Would I wake up at any moment with a terrible sound buzzing in my ears? I pinched my arm and felt that glorious pain of reality. The drug was real and my tinnitus was gone.

I had a big smile on my face for the rest of the day. No matter how hard I tried, that smile just wouldn’t go away. Even my co-workers came up to me and said, “What’s with the big smile?” I just turned to them and said, “Am I smiling?” And still, I couldn’t put that smile away.

The world sounded so much more pleasant, so much cleaner, and so much happier. I could hear every little creak and groan of my co-workers’ office chairs. I could hear the cars buzzing by on the streets, thirty floors below. And from time to time, I could hear my heart pounding with excitement. I wondered if my co-workers could hear it too.

I wanted to call my drug rep to tell him the good news, but I didn’t have his number. I only ever talked to him when he randomly showed up at my door. In fact, I didn’t even know his name. He just showed up and disappeared at random, so I was going to have to wait to share the good news. I thought about telling my friends, but I knew they probably wouldn’t care. I thought about telling my parents, but I didn’t want them knowing that I’d been testing drugs for some big pharmaceutical company. So I kept the good news to myself.

I ended up staying up until 3:00 AM, staring at my ceiling, admiring the sounds of my apartment building: the subtle sound of the fighting couple above me, the careful clinking of my alcoholic neighbour’s glass, the quiet roar of race car engines: my other neighbour’s NASCAR recordings. But the sounds weren’t annoying like they should have been. They were freeing. I never knew my apartment building was so loud and vibrant. It was no wonder people were always coming by my apartment to tell me to turn my fucking music down.

I only got about four hours of sleep that night before my alarm went off in the morning. But I woke up feeling refreshed and ready for the day: ready to hear the world as it’s supposed to sound, the way I heard it many years ago, before I damaged my hearing for what I thought would be a lifetime.

I took a shower, got dressed, and then started towards work. I was ahead of schedule, so I decided to walk instead of cramming my body into a tiny bus with one hundred other people. It was a March morning and the air was still cold from the winter, but I didn’t mind. The occasional patch of morning sunlight between tall buildings was enough to keep my bones thawed and my spirits high. I was still high from the amazingly crisp sounds of the morning traffic.

I ended up stopped at a particularly long red light. A woman walked up next to me. Her beautifully floral perfume caught my attention. Then I noticed her long legs, which were as smooth as fresh butter, and her short black skirt, which looked to be brand new, without a little crease to be seen. Her feet looked perfect in her little black heels. Those heels were perfect: open toed, with lots of little straps and little gold buckles. Her toenails were painted a sexy red colour, which added the perfect colour contrast to her feet. But those nails could have been painted any colour and they would have looked good in those heels. I just couldn’t look away from those heels.

“Can I help you?” she said. I looked up and saw that she was looking into my eyes. Had I been staring?

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I just really like your shoes.”

And then that’s when I noticed she had a big rack. She was showing off lots of cleavage. And she had a sexy face, complete with lip injections and obviously fake eyelashes. Her eyes were a stunning shade of green—but those heels. I just couldn’t stop thinking about those heels. I found myself staring at them again.

“Do you do drag?” she asked.

The question almost knocked me off balance. “What did you just say?” I asked.

“I have a friend who does drag. He always stares at my shoes like that. Sorry—is that rude? I didn’t mean to offend you. I just thought…” She looked forward and saw that the light was green. “I need to get to work,” she said with red cheeks, and then she scurried off, leaving me with a strange feeling churning in my gut. Did she just ask me if I did drag—as in, was I a drag queen? It took a moment for me to shake off the disgusting thought of myself in women’s clothing, completely with a five o’clock shadow. I kept walking towards work. But for some strange reason, I couldn’t stop thinking about those heels.

I was only at work for an hour when I noticed the heels of Martha, the girl who worked in the cubicle next to me. They weren’t much different than the heels the girl on the street was wearing: with straps and buckles. But Martha’s heels weren’t open-toed. I much preferred the open-toed version. And Martha wore black pantyhose, which covered her whole legs. The heels would have looked better on bare legs as far as I was concerned.

I went to the bathroom and I stared at myself in the mirror. Then I slapped myself hard on the cheek. “What the hell is the matter with you, man?” I said to my reflection. Why the hell was I so distracted by women’s shoes? Since when did I care at all about women’s shoes? I ran the water cold and then I splashed a bit onto my face. And it worked. I didn’t think about heels again that day, though there was still a strange sensation lingering in my gut, reminding me that the thought of high heels had plagued my mind for the better half of that morning.

I quickly found myself impressed and distracted again by my crystal clear hearing. I even heard my buddy, Tony, walking up behind me. I turned around before he could tap me on the shoulder. “What’s up?” I asked.

He looked a bit surprised, but not enough to comment. “I’m leaving work early to get a drink. Want to come along?” he asked. So I packed up my things and I went down to the bar with him. There was a couple sitting at our usual table in the far corner of the establishment. “Sorry,” he said. “We’ll have to sit closer to the bar.”

“That’s fine,” I said. Usually it would have been an issue. It was a loud bar; between the ringing in my ears, the music, and the sound of the many televisions, straining to hear was a chore. But now, with the ringing gone, I could hear everything just fine. “I have my tinnitus under control,” I said. “At least for now. I’m on this new drug.”

“That’s great news,” he said, but he clearly didn’t care that much, as I expected. “Did you hear they’re going to be laying guys off? Head office wants to shrink our department by twenty percent before the end of the first quarter. But they only want to get rid of men, so that they can get their gender diversity numbers up—whatever that means.”

I’d heard the rumour, though I thought it was just a silly rumour started by one of the managers to get everyone working a bit harder, to get our first quarter numbers up. “Is it true?” I asked.

“I don’t know if it’s true. But did you notice Larry today?” asked Tony.

“Larry? I don’t think I noticed him.”

“He wasn’t in. That picture of the cat that he keeps on his desk—it’s not on his desk anymore. I think they cleared out his space before anyone came in this morning.”

An anxious nausea swirled in my gut. I hadn’t noticed the empty desk. But it was possible it was just a coincidence. Larry had been a terrible employee—it was just a matter of time before they laid him off. “Well my numbers are good,” I said. “I don’t think they’ll be firing me.”

“Well, right now, our department has twelve girls and thirteen guys—that’s about half and half. If they’re going to be getting rid of thirty percent of our department, that’s about sixty percent of the guys—probably seven or eight of us. Think about it. Do you think that you’re one of the top five guys on our floor?” His hands were trembling slightly, as if he was legitimately concerned. And was this an issue to be legitimately concerned about?

He drank his beer quickly and then he started on another, which he’d ordered before he was even finished his first. He was drinking like a man on a mission—like a man who really believed the end was nigh. I tried not to think about it, though I had to wonder: would I make the cut if cuts were really coming? Was I one of the better men in the department? And why were they only getting rid of men? Why did the company care whether it was men doing the work or women? Who were they trying to appease?

Tony went off to use the bathroom after squirming for ten minutes with his full bladder, leaving me alone at our table near the bar. I found myself listening to all of the different sounds, free from the high-pitched ringing of tinnitus I no longer had. It was such a glorious sensation—free from that horrible sound. Even the sound of the old man coughing at the bar was strangely appealing.

I could hear two women talking at a nearby table. They were chatting about a recent shopping spree. “I still can’t believe you got all of that makeup at the sale price,” said one woman to the other.

“Well when I realized they were willing to price match, I knew I couldn’t miss the opportunity. Besides, I really needed a new liquid eyeliner. Don’t these lines just look so perfect? Like—I could be on the cover of a magazine, not to brag or anything.”

“Those really are perfect lines. Is that the Stila? I need to get myself one of those. You just look so cute with those little flicks, by the way.”

And she really did look cute. She had dark flicks next to her eyes, giving her a sort of cat-eye look. The eyeliner made her eyes look big and flashy. I could see the blue in her eyes from two tables down. And then I noticed her looking at me. “Hi,” she said with an awkward wave. It took me a moment to realize she was waving at me.

I shook out from my daze. “Hi,” I said back, looking away suddenly. It was unlike me to stare at women. I was usually very shy, afraid of giving girls the wrong impression. But I wasn’t looking at this girl with lust or desire. I was admiring her makeup. And now, as I stared at the table, I couldn’t stop thinking about those cute flicks of eyeliner next to her eyes. I started thinking of all the different ways a woman can wear her eyeliner. I’d never thought of it before, but there really were so many different possibilities. Martha, at the office, always wore her eyeliner just on the far halves of her eyes. The lines got thicker as they moved outwards, and then they stopped at a point, just a few millimeters from the edge of her eye. It was a subtle effect, but it must have taken a lot of tedious effort in the morning. And then there was the girl who almost always rode on the same bus home as me: she wore her eyeliner on the tops and bottoms of her eyes, nice and thick, giving her a sort of grungy look—but the contrast made her eyes look so stunning.

“Earth to Seth,” said Tony. I looked up and saw that he was sitting across from me, staring into my eyes with one brow raised. “Tinnitus back or something?” he asked.

I forced a smile and shook my head. “No, I’m fine,” I said. And I could see those girls through my peripheral vision. I had to strain to keep my gaze away from them. But I had the strangest urge to look over at them and admire their makeup. I suddenly found it so interesting, how such small, tedious details could make such tremendous changes to a person’s appearance.

Our plate of appetizers came to the table: chicken wings, nachos, and poutine. The poutine tasted a bit weird, but I still felt the need to eat all of it because I paid for it.

Then I turned my attention to a TV above the bar. There was a woman reading off sports news. She had a cute look: minimalist, but every little detail was important. She had a small amount of red blush on her cheek bones, and a little bit of highlight down the middle of her nose, giving her nose a smaller, cuter sort of look. I loved how plump her lips looked, even though it was just an illusion created by the pink gloss—

“Are you sure you’re okay?” asked Tony. “Did I freak you out with the whole layoffs thing?”

I cleared my throat and forced my attention away from the TV screen. “Yeah, maybe,” I said, lying. To be honest, I’d forgotten all about the potential layoffs. “I should probably get home before rush hour traffic gets too bad.”

“Me too,” he said. So we finished our drinks, paid our tabs, and took off for the night. But I didn’t have an easy time relaxing once I was home. I could still feel that strange dread lingering inside of my gut—that dread that hadn’t fully gone away since I found myself staring at that woman’s shoes on the street corner. Maybe that dread was just a side effect from the new drug trial. I was still waiting for the strange side effects to kick in—maybe this was one of them. But then how could I explain the strange interest in women’s shoes and makeup?


CHAPTER III

I woke up the next morning with a nausea that brought me to my bathroom. I threw myself over the toilet bowl and emptied out the contents of my stomach. Finally, I was sure that I’d found the first side effect of the drug trial. I spent the next hour throwing up while trying to get myself ready for work. But at the end of that hour, I decided that there was no way I would be able to get to work.

So I just stayed in my bathroom for the rest of the morning, throwing up until there was nothing left to throw up. Then I was finally able to stand on my feet for more than five minutes. I found myself wondering what was worse: constant vomiting or ear-piercing tinnitus. I threw up again, and then I figured it might be a good idea to see a doctor before I end up puking my intensities out, or something gross.

I was pleasantly surprised when my doctor told me I had a bug. “Probably food poisoning.” It didn’t take me long to remember the poutine. I called up Tony and discovered that he was also ill with food poisoning. I felt a bit guilty, seeing as I was the one who ordered the French fry dish, but I was relieved to know that the illness wasn’t a side effect of the drug trial. I was still tinnitus free without any consequences.

The sickness started to dissipate by mid-afternoon. I got my appetite back and ended up eating two sandwiches, a bowl of soup, and three granola bars—and then I was still hungry for dinner. Once I finished dinner, I was still hungry. I started to wonder if the hunger was just because I’d missed breakfast and lunch, or if that was one of the strange side effects that my drug rep had alluded to. I could handle constant hunger any day over tinnitus. I went down to the pie shop on the street corner and I ate two pieces of key lime pie, and then I finally felt satisfied.

I slept like a heavy rock, my belly filled with food.

And then, once again, I woke up feeling great. It was Saturday morning and I had no issues, not even a teasing bout of tinnitus. The drug really was a miracle, with seemingly no side effects.

I tried to think of all of the things I could do with my new crisp hearing. I thought about going for a hike, so I could hear the pleasant sounds of nature: the rustling trees and singing birds. Then I thought about going for a drive down the countryside, so I could hear the whispering wind and lively livestock. But as fun as those ideas seemed in my head—I really needed a new pair of pants, as my old pair had holes in them.

So I got dressed and went off to the mall. I figured it would be relatively quiet there, since it was still the morning, but I was wrong. Apparently every store in the mall was having a big sale as part of some anniversary event, so it took ten minutes just to find a parking spot, and then it took twenty minutes to find a store that wasn’t packed shoulder-to-shoulder with people.

It was just like most of the other stores in the mall, with men’s clothing on one wall and women’s clothing on the other. All of the tables in-between were covered in women’s clothing and apparel, because the store wasn’t stupid and knew that women tend to buy more clothes than men. Near the back of the store, I found a selection of pants. I grabbed one pair off of the shelf in my size, and then I went into one of the little changing rooms at the back of the shop.

Because the store had been so busy all morning, the staff hadn’t gotten around to cleaning up the changing stalls. There was a stack of women’s clothing on the little bench. There was even a brand new pair of red lace panties on the top of the stack, even though there was a sign that said, ‘Please do not try on underwear.’

I got undressed, and then I found myself looking at the little stack of clothes. There was a green dress, a black bodysuit, a couple skirts, and two identical white blouses in different sizes. But it was the pair of red lacy panties that seemed to steal away all of my attention. I found myself staring at the little undergarment, strangely curious to know how it would feel on my body. I slipped out from my boxers and then I carefully stepped into the red panties. I pulled them up my legs, and then I found myself wishing I had a razor, so I could shave away my hair, so that I could see how I would properly look in the little panties.

They were tight, but not too tight. I actually liked the way the little lacy undies felt, holding my cock and ball sack firmly in place. And even with the body hair, I liked the way my legs looked, framed in a sexy way. I extended one leg forward and pointed my toes. If only I had red nail polish to match the panties…

Someone knocked on the door, making me perk up. I reached down and covered my crotch with both hands. Then I grabbed my t-shirt and yanked it down to cover every little bit of that red lace. “What is it?” I asked, worried that door would open, despite the lock that was turned.

“You’ve been in there a while. I’m just making sure you’re okay.”

“I’m fine,” I said. “I’m almost done.”

The woman walked away but my heart continued to pound uncomfortably into my ribcage. I took a deep breath and then I looked down at myself. I slipped my boxers over my panties and then I tried on the jeans. They fit just fine, so I bought them. I left that store with the panties on underneath everything.

I was going to leave the mall with my new jeans and my excited heart, and then a little skirt caught my attention in a window. It was green and plaid, much like the skirt the girls wore at the bar next to our office. It was short and cute and I wanted to try it on, even though the thought alone made my heart pound with panic. I took a deep breath and then casually sauntered into the store. Like the other stores, it had men’s clothes on one side and women’s clothes on the other side. I grabbed a few things from the men’s side, drifting closer and closer to that skirt that was on one of the middle tables. I waited until no one was looking and then I snatched it, stuffing it between pieces of clothing. Then I sauntered over to the changing rooms. I waited in line for a room while my heart continued to pound as if it was about to explode in my chest.

I slipped into a room and then I took a long, deep breath of air into my lungs. My face was hot and beads of sweat were tickling the back of my neck. Why was I so nervous? Why was I nabbing women’s clothing to try on, like some sort of twisted pervert?

I looked down at the skirt. I slipped out of my pants and boxers and then I slipped the skirt up, over my red panties. It felt strange: so light, almost like I was wearing nothing at all. And in a way, I wasn’t wearing anything at all. The skirt was covering me, but it was just hanging there. My legs were still exposed, even under the skirt. My heart was pounding even harder now, even though I was in the safety of a locked changing room.

It was a tiny skirt—tiny enough that I was able to bunch it up underneath my pants, along with my boxers and my panties. It looked a little bit like I had fat thighs, but I didn’t look strange enough to stop as I left the store. My heart nearly stopped entirely as I walked through the detectors at the front of the store. I was worried there was some hidden monitoring device on the skirt—but there wasn’t. I was free to go home with my stolen women’s clothing.

Though I wasn’t finished, so I didn’t go home. Now, I had panties and a skirt, but I still needed a top, and maybe a pair of stockings or some sort of accessory. I cruised around the mall looking for the perfect piece to go with my skirt, and then I spotted it in the window of a women’s department store. I nearly went in, but I managed to stop myself. “Are you insane?” I whispered to myself. So I didn’t go inside. I managed to turn myself around, and then I headed to my car so I could get home.

But the weird urges weren’t gone. I had my panties and my skirt, and now I wanted to see my legs without hair. The getup was pointless otherwise, right? So I got into the shower, ran the water hot, and I used my face razor to shave away all of my leg hair, leaving my legs smooth and soft, just like a woman’s. I used both of my hands to feel up and down my legs. It felt so nice, as if that was the way they were supposed to feel. I put my panties back on, and then I put on my skirt. I ended up taking pictures with my phone, and then I would stare at the pictures, trying to decide if I could tell they weren’t actually female legs.

There was a knock at my door, making me jump to my feet. I quickly pulled off the skirt, but I didn’t have time to change my underwear, so I just slipped my jeans over my panties before rushing over to answer the door. It was my neighbour, Cassidy. She was smiling at me. “Can I borrow a cup of flour by chance?” she asked. “I just ran out and I’ve already got the oven set for this batch of cookies.”

“Sure—of course. Help yourself.” I moved aside and realized my hands were trembling. I hid them behind my back and forced a big smile. “Just help yourself to whatever you need in the kitchen. The flour is on the bottom shelf of the pantry, right there. You got it.”

She looked at me curiously, as if she was trying not to laugh. “I just need a cup. I’ll bring you a few cookies once they’re done,” she said. She got her cup of flour, and then she walked by me and left with a cute, “Thank you!”

But once again, it was her outfit that I found myself admiring, and then thinking about once she was gone. She was wearing the cutest white, floral dress that extended down to her knees. She had white heels on, with black stockings that covered her legs—or maybe they were leggings. I especially loved the way her curly hair bounced as she pranced back towards her apartment so she could make cookies. But I wasn’t admiring her in a lustful way. In a weird way, I actually felt jealous.

I wanted to know how that felt, skipping freely in a swaying dress, feeling the bounce of tight locks on my head. I found myself on my computer, looking at different wigs. They were expensive—for good ones, anyway—but I just wanted to wear one, even just for five minutes. I put a wig into a cart and then I started filling out my credit card information. But I managed to stop myself, closing my eyes and saying, “What the hell is getting into you? Where is this nonsense coming from?”

I tried to think of what I could have done to make these strange feminine thoughts start emerging in my head. And that’s when I remembered the drug trial. I became frozen in my seat, a cold sweat suddenly bathing the back of my neck. Was it possible? Could a drug trial fill a man’s head with female thoughts? Was that the strange side effect that my drug rep had been alluding to?

No—it was impossible. No drug can make a man have a woman’s thoughts, unless the drug contained estrogen or some sort of female hormone. But even then, how was that possible? I tried searching for the drug online, even though my rep told me not to. I couldn’t find very much information on it—nothing I could understand, anyway. All of the articles written about it were written for scientists and doctors, with long words that were far outside of my vocabulary. But I did find a post on a lonely website, written by a very confused man.

“I really need help,” he said. “I’ve been taking these pills that my doctor gave me—I don’t know what they’re called—but I swear they’re turning me into a woman. I can’t stop taking them because they’re actually helping with my arthritis—I’ve got terrible arthritis that stops me from doing anything (and I’m a pianist). But each day, I feel more and more like a woman. Is that even possible, or is this insanity in my head? Have I gone crazy? Someone—anyone—please help!”

A knock at the door stole my attention. I quickly closed that browser window, worried the person at the door might see over my shoulder and be able to read the tiny letters from across the room. I knew it was a stretch, but the very last thing I wanted was for someone to think that I was turning into a woman. I wasn’t turning into a woman—I was just having weird thoughts that seemed to belong to a woman, or to a cross-dresser (and I was neither).

It was my neighbour, back with a big smile on her cute face. “The cookies are done. Would you like to come over to try one? They’re still warm.”

“Sure,” I said, slipping my shoes onto my feet. I was happy to have the distraction.

I’d never been inside of her apartment before. I was surprised by the pink walls and all of the pink appliances. Even her television was pink—I didn’t know you could get a pink television. “Do you want one or two?” she asked.

“One to start, I suppose,” I said. “I just had dinner before you knocked.”

She went into her very pink kitchen and grabbed a pink plate. The cookies were, of course, glazed with pink frosting. Though they did look good. She brought the cookie over to me and said, “Enjoy!” I took a bite and nearly burned the inside of my mouth. The cookies were fresh out of the oven. I opened my lips in an attempt to blow out the trapped steam. “Sorry. Are they still too hot? You can let it cool for a minute.”

I managed to swallow the steaming hot bite. Then I turned and looked around at her art on the walls, which was very modern: shapes and colours but seemingly no topics. “Cool place,” I said.

“Have you never been? Have we lived next door to one another for all these years, and you’ve never seen my apartment? That’s so strange. Though I suppose I only just saw yours earlier. Isn’t that crazy? Can I give you the tour? Oh—can I offer you a drink? I’ve got lots of beer that I’ll never drink. I don’t even like beer. It was left in my fridge. Won’t you have one?” She didn’t wait for my response before running to the fridge to grab a beer. It was a Bud Light. I accepted it, still grateful for the distraction from my feminine brain chemistry issues. Though as I cracked the beer, I couldn’t help but notice Cassidy had changed her outfit slightly. She was no longer wearing the tights under her dress. Now her legs were exposed. And she wasn’t wearing the white heels—now she was wearing black strappy heels, that weren’t too different from the strappy heels I saw on that street corner. They made her feet look so cute, and they exposed the pink nail polish that perfectly matched the shade on her walls.

I took a long sip from my beer, closing my eyes and trying to will away my strange desire to stare at her feet. “Over here is the bathroom,” Cassidy said. So I followed her to her pink bathroom.

“Your husband let you pain everything pink?” I asked with a chuckle. But I kind of liked it, even though it was overly feminine. There was something about it that seemed very cheerful and inviting. Or maybe that was just another one of my strange new female thoughts

“My boyfriend,” she said. “No—my ex-boyfriend. He let me paint everything a few weeks before we split up. He still hasn’t come for all of his stuff. That’s even his beer you’re drinking. But don’t worry—he won’t notice it missing. He’s a drunk. You could drink the whole case and he would probably think he did it himself before he left.”

I suddenly regretted mentioning her relationship status. I awkwardly followed her to the next room: the office. “I never really use this room. I was thinking of turning it into a shoe closet. I have so many shoes. You should see all of the shoes I have.” She laughed and my heart stuttered. A small part of me really did want to see all of the shoes that she had, but I fought that tingling idea away. “And then there’s the bedroom,” she said, opening the bedroom door.

The room was pink: walls, bed sheets, nightstands—everything. Even the lingerie that had been left draped on the bed was pink. Cassidy’s cheeks turned red and she scurried forward and snatched up the lingerie. “Sorry about that,” she said. “I thought that was put away.”

I smiled with red cheeks of my own. “I’m sure you look very pretty in it,” I said. Though I wasn’t sure why I said it. I didn’t mean to come onto her. I wasn’t trying to hit on her, or even feed her a compliment. I really don’t know what I thought. I cleared my throat and felt my cheeks becoming warmer. I parted my lips in an attempt to take the comment back, but I wasn’t sure how to do so. So I just took a long sip from my beer, nearly finishing it off.

Her face was dark red now too. “Thanks,” she said. “My ex never liked it. He thought it made me look slutty, and he hated that.” I just smiled and nodded my head and took the final sip from my beer. “Can I get you another one of those? I have lots. Seriously—drink all of it. I need the room in my fridge if I’m going to be doing this much baking. I’ll go get it for you.” She scurried by me with a strangely nervous scuttle, her chin pressed to her collarbone. She got the beer quickly and cracked it for me before I had a chance to decline the offer. But I needed the booze, so I took it and drank half of it when she wasn’t looking.

I was hoping the alcohol would settle my racing heart and my flickering mind. I couldn’t stop thinking about damn shoes—and that beautiful pink lingerie. I kept picturing myself in it, and I was even starting to think of ways I could snatch just one piece to bring back to my apartment. It wouldn’t be hard. All I would have to do is excuse myself for the bathroom and then slip into her bedroom along the way. I watched her put the lingerie away. I knew it was on the top left shelf inside of her closet.

But I pushed that thought away. My heart stammered, and I bit down hard on my tongue. When Cassidy went to use the bathroom, I whispered, “Get a hold of yourself,” aloud. I knew it was a perfect opportunity to run and nab something—if not the lingerie then maybe a pair of panties or a cute skirt, or maybe a pair of heels. I didn’t have any heels to complete my sissy outfit.

But I fought back that urge as well. I took a deep breath and finished my beer—my third beer. Or was it my fourth? I’d lost track of how many beers Cassidy had given to me. And I’d lost track of how long she’d been in the bathroom for. It had been a while. Maybe she was fixing up her makeup. Maybe she would be a while. Maybe it really was the universe telling me to go and nab something. I could easily stuff a pair of lingerie panties into my pocket. I rose to my feet and took another deep breath. Then I started to step down the hall. I turned the corner and saw her bedroom door. I stepped slowly, listening carefully for the bathroom door that was around the next corner. I was close—just a few more steps.

I reached for the handle and turned it carefully, so that the sound of the compacting spring wouldn’t alert her. I pushed the door slowly and I took a step into the bedroom. And then she spun around and gasped. I hopped back.

She was standing in the middle of her bedroom, looking at me with wide eyes. “What are you doing?” she asked, covered herself up with both of her arms.

“I’m sorry—I was just—I wanted to see your bedroom again. I—I just really liked the way you did it up. I didn’t know you were in here. I thought you were in the bathroom.” And that’s when I noticed that she was wearing that pink lingerie. And she really did look beautiful, with her smooth legs bare for me to see. The front of the teddy cut down to her sternum, showing off her entire cleavage, and the little number also left the sides of her boobs exposed. My heart skipped a beat. “You look really nice,” I said. “But what are you doing?”

Her face turned red. “I was going to try to seduce you,” she said awkwardly. “I don’t know why—I just thought that maybe it would be fun. I swear I didn’t bring you over to seduce you. It’s just—when you told me you thought that I would look good in the lingerie, well—I wanted to look good. I never heard stuff like that from my boyfriend—my ex-boyfriend. Would you please sleep with me?” She sounded slightly desperate. She was fragile, her ego shattered by this boyfriend who left her alone with her pink apartment. Maybe she was desperate for some validation—a reminder that she was a beautiful woman.

I walked into the room. I wasn’t terribly fond of the idea of sleeping with my next-door neighbour, but I was excited to have the opportunity to remind myself that I was still a man, with manly desires. I could still get it up for a pretty woman in lacy lingerie—and I was already getting it up. I could feel my cock throbbing in my new jeans. I stepped up to her and gently put my hands on her bare sides. Her skin was soft and warm, the way a woman’s skin should be. And it was nice to feel so much attraction towards a woman. I may have had a few rogue feminine thoughts in my head, but I was still a man.

I slid one hand up to gently cup her face. I tilted her head back and then I leaned in for a kiss. She was stiff and tense. My lips were probably the first she’d kissed since her boyfriend left her, and they were probably the first she’d kissed that weren’t his in God knows how long—maybe many years. Her lips were soft and they seemed to melt as soon as her body relaxed. She softly opened her mouth and allowed my tongue inside. She didn’t stop my hand from exploring her body, though she did tense up a number of times. She became especially tense when my hands slip up her breasts, catching a quick feel. She relaxes as soon as I had her tits comfortably in both hands, and I squeezed firmly. She even let a little reluctant moan slip out from her lips.

I walked her back into her pink bed, and then I laid her down onto her pink sheets. I stared down at her while I pulled off my shirt. Then I reached down for my belt buckle and paused. I remembered that I was wearing the red panties. My heart froze momentarily as a lump formed in my throat. “Is everything okay?” she asked.

It took a moment for me to break free from my paralysis. I looked into her eyes and slowly nodded my head. “Everything’s fine,” I said. “I just really like that painting on the wall there.”

She looked back at the painting and I pulled my pants and panties down in a single motion. Then I kicked the bottoms underneath her bed, so that there would be no chance of her catching a glimpse of the red lace that had been on my body for the better half of the day. She looked back at me and said, “It’s cute, isn’t it? I got it at the flea market.”

I crawled on top of her before she could notice the reddish indent where the panties had been on my body. I was no longer wearing the feminine undergarment, but the imprint was just as obvious. She looked down my chest at my cock. “You’re hard,” she said with glittering eyes.

“Of course I am,” I said. And then I wondered if her boyfriend could get hard as easily as me. Maybe he was on a drug trial of his own.

Cassidy reached down slowly and then she wrapped her fingers around my cock. She gasped, as if shocked to feel that it was real. “It really is hard,” she said, still sounding very surprised. She began to stroke it and massage it in her clenched fist. “And it’s warm.” She looked into my eyes. “Can I suck it? My ex never let me suck him. He thought it was gross.”

This ex-boyfriend sounded like a complete weirdo. I wasn’t going to say no to a blowjob. So I crawled up her body and then I planted my ass down on her chest. “Go ahead,” I said. She marvelled at the sight of my erection for a moment before pointing it down and letting it into her mouth. She sucked it with an elated moan, as if she was drinking water for the first time in two long days. She sucked hard and slurped harder. It was only a minute before she started bobbing her head quickly, pressing her lips down hard to arouse my tip, which was already throbbing. It felt good—too good. “If you aren’t careful, I’m going to come in your mouth,” I said.

She let a little giggle slip. “I kind of want to know what that’s like,” she said. “But I also want you to fuck my pussy.” So she spread her legs and let her head fall back onto her pillow. “I’m wet,” she said. And she wasn’t lying. I got back down between her legs, and saw that there was a wet spot on her pink bed sheets, and some warm, clear fluid dribbling down her soft bum cheeks, emanating from her pussy. I rubbed my cock in her rogue fluid before pressing it against her lips. She let out a moan, as if the touch alone was enough to bring her to the edge of an orgasm. I slid my cock up and down and then I got my tip lined up with her hole. I pressed in.

She was tight, but not tight enough to stop me from sliding in deep. She was warm—beautifully warm, and wet. Fluid squished out as I squished in, and then she moaned again. She reached down and began to rub her clit with two fingers. I watched those fingers move in tiny circles for a moment before starting to thrust in and out of her tight snatch. And then I felt a strange sensation buzzing inside of me: jealousy.

Fucking Cassidy felt good, but it looked like being fucked felt better. She looked so happy, and she was so sexy. I wanted to feel sexy like that. I wanted to lie on my back in lingerie while a throbbing erection slid in and out of me.

I took a sharp breath in, realizing what I had just fantasized about. No—I didn’t want an erection inside of me. I didn’t want an erection anywhere near me. Though it was fun to think about being sexy enough to give a man an erection. Surely that must be a nice feeling. I understood why her eyes were suddenly glistening when she saw my cock throbbing and standing tall.

I ran my hands up and down her smooth legs. And then I remembered that my legs were smooth too. My heart stuttered. How had she not noticed? Or did she notice, and she just didn’t say anything? My legs were now rubbing up against hers—surely she could feel that they were bare, like the legs of a woman. Or was she subconsciously having some sort of lesbian fantasy in her mind? Her eyes were closed, after all…

I closed my own eyes and found myself imagining a strange visual: myself as a woman, fucking Cassidy with a big strap-on. And as I had this strange visual pleasing my mind, I swear I could feel a tingling, as if the back of the strap-on was rubbing against my pussy. My legs began to tremble and I let out a long, intense moan. I imagined myself squirting: gushing warm fluid out from my pussy and down my legs. “Fuck!” I groaned, digging my nails into Cassidy’s sides. She gasped and then she suddenly pushed me back. I opened my eyes and looked down. I watched as cum spewed out from the tip of my cock, onto her pelvis—and then I watched as cum dribbled out from her pussy in a big glob.

“You were supposed to pull out!” she said. “I’m not on birth control.” She reached a finger into her pussy to pull out the rest of my cum. But my cock was still discharging. One blast even landed on the back of her hand that was pulling out my creampie. It took a moment for me to snap out from my daze.

“Sorry,” I said. I got off of her bed.

“You were supposed to come in my mouth—remember? It’s fine. We can do that another time, if you want. No pressure or anything.” She stood up and looked down at herself. She was covered in my white load. I couldn’t believe how much was on her. “I need to clean myself up. I’m just going to take a shower. Help yourself to another beer or even some more cookies.”

She walked carefully over to the bathroom, stepping slowly so that the cum wouldn’t drip onto her clean floors. And then I was left alone in her bedroom, with complete access to all of her cute little outfits. I opened the closet and saw that she had lots of lingerie—most of items even still had tags on them. I wondered if she would notice them missing. Surely she wouldn’t notice a single item missing. So I grabbed one of her many pink little outfits.

But that wasn’t enough. I also grabbed a pair of pink panties, a pair of white stockings, and then I found an old pair of black heels in the back of her closet. I snatched those too, along with a handful of tops that I didn’t even bother to inspect. I crept towards the front door and then I slipped on my shoes. “I’m heading back to my place. I’ll see you later!” I called out.

“Oh. Okay,” she said back from within the bathroom. “See you.”

I got out quickly, running across the hall and into my apartment. I brought the haul to my bedroom and hid it all deep in my closet. I was excited to try it all on, but I was also deeply confused as to why I grabbed it in the first place.


CHAPTER IV

I managed to resist the urge to try the stolen lingerie on—until the next morning. I had no plans and it was an unseasonably cold day, complete with snow—a perfect day to stay inside and do nothing, which was exactly what I didn’t want.

But I could think of nothing to do. My crappy car didn’t have snow tires and I had no chores that needed doing, so I ended up in my bedroom, standing in front of my mirror while trying on lingerie. I looked pretty good in pink. I was surprised at how well the little outfit fit me. Even the stolen heels fit me with a bit of squeezing. They were only a single size too small for my feet (which were admittedly small for a man).

But even all dolled up, I didn’t feel satisfied. I knew that my body was shockingly feminine, but I wanted to see just how far I could push the look. There was a drug store attached to my apartment building. I put on some clothes over my lingerie and I went down. It was empty, save for the woman working at the counter and another woman working in the makeup department, which was where I needed to be. I casually walked up and down the isles, grabbing the odd random item. In my mind, I was concocting a lie to tell the employees, so they didn’t think I was buying myself some makeup.

Once I entered that makeup department, my heart started to pound. I held it together, casually looking down the isles. I took out my phone and pretended to be looking at a list from my made up wife. It was only a minute before the employee was at my side. “Can I help you find something?” she asked.

I turned and smiled. “Just picking up a few things for my wife. She’s out with our daughter,” I said before turning back to the shelves.

“Well what’s on that list? Maybe I can help you find what you’re looking for,” she said. My stomach turned. I didn’t actually have a list. My plan was just to grab a few things that sounded like necessities.

“Oh, that’s okay. I think I can find what I need.”

She stared at me for a moment, cracking a slight grin. My heart skipped a beat. Could she tell that I was lying? Did she know that I was buying makeup for myself?

“Well, I think your wife would really like this foundation. Every girl should have a good foundation. And then this eye-shadow is a must as well—it’s the one I’m using right now.” Her eye shadow did indeed look quite nice.

I cleared my throat. “I think those are on her list, actually,” I said, forcing a smile, trying to act as cool as possible. She couldn’t possibly know that I was shopping for myself. Surely husbands buy makeup for their wives all the time, right?

“And this liquid eyeliner is perfect. It’s brand new—I haven’t heard of one person not liking it yet. And then, if your wife needs lipstick, there’s this great package with five different shades. It’s a killer deal. Individually, these sell for thirty bucks each, but the whole package is only forty-five bucks. Oh, and then she’ll need some blush.” She kept handing me items faster than I could reply. But I didn’t mind. I wanted all of it. I could wait to get it up to my apartment to try it out.

She brought me over to the counter and then she charged almost three hundred dollars to my credit card. Then, I found myself locked in my apartment, in my bathroom, dolling up my face so that I would look as pretty as possible in my skimpy pink lingerie. It was actually kind of fun, seeing how tiny little details could make such a big difference. And it was fun seeing how a little bit of makeup could change me from a man into a woman.

I looked cute, but I still wasn’t satisfied, even after walking up and down my hallway in those tiny heels. I felt like I needed more, but I wasn’t sure how to get it. I wanted some sort of validation, but I wasn’t stupid enough to leave my apartment or start posting pictures on the Internet. I ended up sitting on my living room couch, staring at my own reflection in the window. I saw that I had a big smirk on my face. And how could I not? I really looked like a chick. What was stopping me from going out onto the streets? Maybe it would be interesting to see if I could turn a few heads and trick a few guys into thinking that I was the real deal.

That smile grew bigger, and then it went away suddenly as reality slapped me in the face. I wasn’t actually considering going out, was I? And I hadn’t really just spent nearly three hundred bucks on makeup, had I? Maybe I was losing my mind. Maybe that drug was eating away at my brain. At least my ears weren’t ringing… Was it worth it?

But the boredom of the snowy day caught back up with me, not even an hour later. I ended up on an online wig store. I ordered myself an adorable black wig: long and straight with cute bangs. It was made with real human hair, and it cost me another three hundred bucks. I knew I didn’t have the money to spare, but I still clicked that ‘checkout’ button anyway. I really was losing my mind, and I was apparently losing control of my body as well. It wasn’t even until I got the e-mail confirmation that I realized I’d ordered the wig express, to be delivered next day. And apparently I paid fifty bucks extra for that option.

I felt like an idiot, but a part of me was excited that I would soon have my wig. I spent the next three hours lounging around my apartment, watching television. I was in my lingerie and makeup, and I felt so peaceful. I got excited every time my screen went dark and I saw my reflection. And then I saw an ad on TV for a reality show about cross-dressers. The ad made my heart swirl down into my stomach.

All of the guys in the ad looked so pathetic. None of them really looked like chicks, but they were all convinced that they were hot. Was that me? Was I convinced that I looked hot, but in reality I was just a pathetic-looking loser?

I went to the mirror and stared at myself. I thought I looked good, but maybe that was just the drug. If the drug could make me want to put on women’s clothing, then it could make me think that I looked good. I probably looked ridiculous. If anyone saw me in public, they would probably laugh behind my back. If my parents saw me, they would probably disown me. If my friends saw me, they would probably stop being my friends. I needed to get out of that outfit and I needed to get myself cleaned up. So I took a shower and stuffed all of the girly clothes and makeup into the back of my closet. I threw an old jacket over all of it, so I wouldn’t see it and be tempted to put it on. I needed to get a hold of myself. I needed to realize that this feminization was just a side effect of the drug. And most side effects are temporary. Once I was used the drug, the sissy side effect would surely subside. And if it didn’t, maybe I was better off with the tinnitus. At least I wasn’t humiliating myself on a daily basis when my ears were ringing.

I put an action movie on my TV and then I glued myself to the couch, with a cold beer in my hand. I was a man and I needed to remember that. I couldn’t let myself forget it, no matter how hard the drug tried to push me towards that lingerie and makeup. I had to keep my sanity, no matter what.


CHAPTER V

The deliveryman came right to my door before I left for work the next morning. Someone must have let him out while heading out the front door. “I’ve got a package for a Seth. Is that you?” he asked, holding out the box that contained my very expensive wig, which I told myself I would return and keep off of my head.

“That’s me,” I said, taking the package and putting it down on my kitchen counter before taking off for work. Work was a welcomed distraction from the feminine urges pulsing through my brain—but it wasn’t a cure. I once again found myself staring over at Martha when she came into the office. I looked at her little pencil skirt and thought about how comfortable it must be. That morning, HR announced that they would no longer enforce the female dress code for the office. Martha didn’t seem phased by the announcement. I could tell that she liked wearing little skirts and tall heels. If I was a woman, I would have liked it too.

Men were always staring at her. Our bosses all adored her and obviously wanted to fuck her. I would have liked a bit of attention like that. I could only imagine that it was fun, getting up to get a coffee, just to have five faces following you, wishing they could be with you. It was sad to think that I would never know that simple sort of pleasure… Unless I came to work in my girly guise, and I really was convincing like I was fairly certain I was.

I would probably get a few weird looks at first. Maybe I would lose a few office friends—guys who didn’t want to associate with the weird office cross-dresser. But then, once they got over the weirdness of it all, maybe they would occasionally steal a glance. My ass was just as good as Martha’s after all—maybe it was even better. My legs were surely just as fine, if not better. I knew that my face was cute. At some point, the men would cave and admire me, even if just from behind. Maybe it would be fun…

Or maybe I was letting my head get filled with stupid, humiliating ideas. I knew I had to be careful. I knew that if I let that drug take over my mind completely, I would end up friendless, humiliated, and maybe even jobless. Or maybe it would save my ass. Maybe they wouldn’t be able to fire me if I suddenly identified as a woman. They were only firing men after all, right? Maybe I could tell my friends that I was just doing it to save my career—maybe they would even try to do the same thing.

My heart fluttered. Then I slapped myself on the cheek. I couldn’t allow myself to have these ideas! I was really considering it—and the consideration alone was humiliating enough.

Martha looked over at me. She smiled and I looked away quickly. I wondered how long I’d been staring: too long for sure. It was starting to become a problem. I knew that if I wasn’t careful, I would end up down in HR.

Before going out to lunch, I made a trip to the bathroom so that I could splash some cool water on my face. But I didn’t go to the nearby bathroom; I went to the one far down the hall, near the end of the floor that was being renovated. I needed to be alone. I needed to spend a good minute staring myself in the mirror, trying to pull the pieces of myself together. As I emerged from the bathroom, Martha was standing there, in her little pencil skirt and white blouse. I tried not to look down at her legs, which looked so cute in her tall heels.

“Hey Seth,” she said.

“Hi Martha,” I said.

“I can’t help but notice that you’ve been staring at me a lot lately,” she said. My stomach turned. Was she about to warn me not to look again? Was she going to give me one last chance before she ratted me out to HR, or to her husband? I couldn’t decide which was worse.

“I’m sorry. I—I’ve been tired. I haven’t been… in the best state of mind.”

“I’m assuming you heard that me and my husband are getting a divorce. I was hoping the news wouldn’t get around the office, but I guess it was inevitable.”

I bit down on my tongue and forced a smile. I shrugged my shoulders. “That’s too bad, Martha. I’m sorry to hear that.”

“It’s for the best. We weren’t getting along. We’ve been sleeping in separate rooms for the past four months. It’s been hell, really. You won’t tell anyone, will you? Do you mind if I ask who told you? I’m not going to go and chew them out or anything—I’m just curious to know how you found out.”

“I, uh, can’t remember,” I said. It was better that I played along, rather than make her think that I was looking at her for another reason. I didn’t mind her thinking that I was attracted to her—at least that made me feel like I was still a man. The last thing I wanted was for her to know that I was actually admiring her shoe choice. “But again, I’m sorry to hear about the split.”

“And you promise you won’t tell anyone?” she said.

“Of course, Martha. It’s none of my business.”

She smiled and bit her lip. She looked back over her shoulder and then back at me. “I’ve been married for nine years. This is so embarrassing, but I’m actually kind of excited to be flirty again. I’m not even sure I remember how to do it.”

I smiled and nodded my head. I looked around for an exit, so I could get away from her before I did something stupid, like ask to try on her skirt. But she was blocking the only way out, unless I wanted to go back into the bathroom. “I’m sure you’ll do just fine. You’re a very beautiful woman.”

She laughed and her cheeks turned red. “I can’t remember the last time my husband told me I was beautiful. He always said that he didn’t need to say it—that it was implied. But it’s just so nice to hear sometimes—you know?”

I nodded my head. I did kind of know, because for the past few days, a part of me had wanted to hear those words. I wanted to feel beautiful, even though it seemed so ludicrous. She took a step towards me. “Please don’t make fun of me for this, but I’ve always wanted to have an affair. But I never wanted to cheat on my husband. I loved him—and I still love him—but I always just thought it would be so exciting to sleep with someone else in secret. And now, him and me are still technically together. Maybe—I don’t know—you could help me tick a box off of my bucket list.” She put her hand gently on my arm and held it there, as if she wasn’t sure what to do with it. It really had been a while since she’d been flirty with someone.

I awkwardly looked around, and then back down at Martha. She was pretty—a few years older than me, but still quite beautiful. She had big, round cheekbones, and cute lines around her eyes from smiling all the time. I gently brushed back a strand of her hair. My heart was racing. I couldn’t help but smile at the thought that my feminine urges were about to indirectly get me laid.

“You know I keep a vibrator in my desk?” she said. “Sometimes I put it in my pussy while I’m working. The other day, when you came up to my desk about that file, it was inside of me and I was trying to hold back my orgasm. My panties were wet for the rest of the day.”

“Show me,” I said. So we went together back to the office, which was empty as everyone was off for lunch. She opened her drawer and pulled out a long purple vibrator. She pressed a button and it started to gently hum. “It’s supposed to be one of the quietest ones you can get.” I stared at it with an excitement growing inside of me.

“I want to see you using it,” I said.

Her face became red and she looked around. She had a big smile on her face. “Oh my God, I feel so naughty,” she said as she gently lifted up her skirt. She turned it on and started rubbing it up and down her white cotton panties. I wanted to take those panties off of her and put them on me. I wanted to feel her dampness against my crotch as if it was my own. But I resisted the urge to do so. I just watched as she rubbed the dildo up and down, and eventually down the front of her panties. She let a little moan slip as her face turned an even darker shade of red.

“Show me your pussy,” I said.

She looked around again before pulling her panties down, revealing her clean-shaved snatch. I watched as she rubbed that dildo between her plump lips. “We’re going to get in trouble,” she whispered.

“No one will find us,” I said. I reached out and grabbed the dildo from her. Then I started to rub her pussy with it, using my other hand to feel her warm clit. She gasped and squirmed. She stumbled back, against her desk. I lifted her up and sat her down on that desk, and then I dropped down to my knees. I held the vibrator against her clit and then I went in with my mouth to eat her out. She was already wet, getting wetter fast. She grabbed my head tight and started to moan. She had a sweet taste to her, and she smelled amazing. I got my tongue deep inside of her and squirmed it around as she twitched and pressed her thighs in on me. I looked up and saw that she was looking around with dark red cheeks, worried someone would walk into the office and see us together. And with our lunch break just ten minutes from being over, that wasn’t an unrealistic anxiety to have.

“Just fuck me,” she said, almost whispering as she pushed my head back, out from her crotch. So I stood up, got my cock out, and then I turned her around and bent her over the desk. She took a deep breath and closed her eyes, ready to be plugged by a cock that didn’t belong to her husband—the first cock that didn’t belong to her husband in nearly a decade. I pressed it into her. She let a little shriek out, and then she said, “Oh God!” I sunk in deep and then I started to pump her sweet pussy. It felt nice, especially when her vaginal walls started to clench my cock over and over, as if she was trying to suck me up inside of her.

I spread her butt cheeks wide so that I could see my cock clearly. I watched her squirm and moan, and then once again, I felt jealous. I wanted to be the one being dominated. I wanted to feel that incredible pleasure. I wanted a man to press down on my back, holding me down on a desk while he pumped my little hole.

Then I got an idea. I could see that vibrator resting on the desk. She had her eyes closed, so I snatched it quickly. She didn’t notice. I brought the toy around my back and I gently started to press it into my asshole. It took a moment to penetrate myself, but once it was in, it was in properly. I tried not to gasp. It was shockingly tight. It was thinner than a cock, so I had a hard time imagining how people took cocks in the ass. I was slow to push it in further. But after a minute or so, I had half of the thing inside of my asshole. I gently pressed the button on the base, making it vibrate.

And immediately, my legs started to tremble as a strong euphoria began to pulse through my body. “Fuck,” I groaned, nearly falling over. I held on tight to her hips and managed to continue pumping her dripping wet pussy. The vibrator was stimulating the perfect spot inside of me—what I assumed was my prostate. I gave it a little push, pushing it just a little bit harder against that sweet spot, making my legs tremble harder. I had to lean forward and put some of my weight on Martha, so that I wouldn’t topple over. I was biting down hard on my tongue, trying not to scream out in absolute pleasure.

I managed not to scream, but I didn’t manage to hold back my cumshot. I ended up filling her tight pussy with a massive load of hot cum. She wasn’t able to hold back her scream. She bellowed out while she reached around for something grab onto, knocking papers and stationary off of her desk. I quickly pulled that vibrator out from my ass and put it back down on the desk, before she had a chance to open her eyes. My asshole felt strangely empty and agape. I just hoped she planned on cleaning the sex toy before using it again.

I stumbled back and watched as the creampie fell out in thick globs, out from her gaping pussy. She was slow to peel herself off of her desk, but once she was upright, she was quick to get herself and her desk cleaned up. She looked at me and smiled with dark red cheeks. “That was exactly what I needed. Thank you,” she said with a professional sounding voice, as our co-workers started to trickle into the office.

“Thank you,” I said, turning around and heading back to my desk. I couldn’t help but wonder if a real man’s cock would feel any different from that vibrating dildo. A part of me was tempted to steal that vibrator while Martha was in the bathroom, so I could stick it up my ass while I worked, just to see if I could make myself come without touching myself. I resisted the temptation, reminding myself that my feminine urges (if that’s even what they were) would soon pass.

And if they didn’t pass, maybe I needed to stop the drug trial.


CHAPTER VI

It was four days later when I started to think that my cock and ball sack were smaller. I stood in front of a mirror and held up my flaccid penis. It didn’t just look a little bit smaller—it appeared to be half the size. My heart fluttered. I started to massage it, getting the blood flowing to it. I figured I’d possibly slept on it funny, or maybe it was colder in my apartment than it felt. But even erect, it certainly seemed to be smaller. I was fairly certain that my cock could touch my belly button before. Now, it hardly rose up past my mane of pubic hair.

But that wasn’t the only thing I noticed while staring in the mirror. I’d always had a flat chest: not much muscle but no fat either. Now, there appeared to be too small lumps. I was able to push them up, and when I dropped them, they jiggled slightly—like small tits. A cold sweat started to form on the back of my neck. Maybe I was just putting on weight. Maybe my cock looked smaller because the rest of my body was bigger. Maybe the tits were just the early forming of man-boobs.

It was another two days later when I began to realize this wasn’t the case. My tits were now proper A-cups—maybe even bordering on B-cups. My nipples were larger and started to push out further than ever before. And my cock was even smaller, hardly larger than my pointer finger when erect. There was only one possible reason for the changes: the drug trial.

I ran over to the bottle of pills and I read the name on the label. I searched that name online and couldn’t find anything about any side effects. Had I been taking sex reassignment drugs? Was my male body turning into a female body?

I should have beer terrified. I should have been nauseous. But instead, I was curious. I wanted to see how I would look in one of my little outfits, now that I had real breasts. I went into the bathroom to shave my legs and do my makeup. Then, I put on a pair of panties, a little skirt, and a white blouse. The blouse felt tighter around my chest; without a bra, I could see my nipples trying to poke through the thin white fabric. I just a little bounce up and down, and I watched as my tits jiggled under that blouse.

I had no way of contacting my drug rep. I didn’t want to stop my trial, though I was afraid the changes my body was seeing were permanent. I couldn’t just stop the trial. I couldn’t just let that crippling tinnitus come back to haunt me. And a part of me was curious to see just how much my body would change if I continued the trial.

It wasn’t until I was fully dolled up that I started to notice the other changes: my skin appeared to be softer and less blotchy. My hips fit the skirt better, probably because they were wider. When I spoke aloud, my voice sounded softer; it was much easier to do a female voice. I even recorded myself speaking for a minute, just to see how convincing I sounded. And surprisingly, I sounded very convincing.

And then I found myself standing at my apartment door, with my hand on the handle. I was curious to see the rest of the world’s reaction. I knew that there might never be another opportunity—if I decided to stop taking that drug, my life would return to normal and my sissy days would be over. Though maybe that was for the best. Maybe I needed to stop before I embarrassed myself. I knew going out was a bad idea. What if I ran into someone I knew? What if one of my neighbours saw me? What if my brother saw me out on the street and told my parents and they disowned me?

But what if I went out and I actually turned some heads? What if I proved that I actually looked like a chick, and I wasn’t just losing my sanity?

I opened that door and stepped out slowly. I wobbled slightly in my stolen heels, and then I made my way to the elevator. My heart was pounding. I felt incredibly stupid but strangely free. I let out a sigh of relief when the elevator door opened and I saw that the elevator was empty. I didn’t see another person until I was out on the street, a block from my building. I didn’t recognize the person, but I still froze up, waiting to see their reaction. They didn’t even look at me as they walked by—though I wasn’t sure if that was a win or a lose. I kept walking, feeling a little bit more comfortable in my heels with each step.

I liked the feeling of the cool March breeze teasing up my skirt. I felt so naked, so I kept tugging down my skirt, worried it was riding up, showing off my tush to the world.

The streets were quiet that afternoon. Even the main drag was relatively silent as I continued my casual stroll.

I got my first look about ten minutes after leaving my apartment: I met eyes with a man across the street, and he smiled at me. I forced myself to continue walking, though I was tempted to freeze up. My heart skipped a beat and my mind started to spin in fast circles. Was that a mocking smile or a genuine smile? Could he tell that I wasn’t really a woman?

I got my second look a block later: another man with another smile. Men had never smiled at me before, so why were they smiling at me now? I looked back at the man and I saw that he was looking down at my tush. His eyes gazed up and he saw that I was looking back at him, so he looked away quickly. A little giggle slipped out through my lips. I felt flattered. Surely he wasn’t staring at my ass in a judging or mocking sort of way—right? Surely he genuinely believed that was a woman!

Now I had a stupid smile stuck on my face as I walked through the small downtown core. I was catching a new smile every couple of blocks. And it was becoming increasingly more obvious that the men thought that I was the real deal. I even caught a second guy staring at my butt. I couldn’t blame him. My skirt was short and it occasionally bounced high enough to show off the bottom curve of my rump.

I didn’t spend long outside—just long enough to fill me with a warmth, knowing that I wasn’t crazy—at least not crazy enough to think that I was something I wasn’t. Maybe I was crazy. Maybe dressing up like a girl is crazy—but at least I knew I looked the part. And now, the possibilities seemed endless. There was so much I wanted to do, so many experiences I wanted to experience.

But more than anything, I wanted to know the thrill of being dominated, the way I dominated my ditsy neighbour and my horny co-worker.

I quickly found myself on a hook-up website, designed mainly for horny men. As a woman, there was no fee to signup. I created a profile using nothing more than a selfie I took that afternoon, and within minutes I was getting messages from horny men in my area. My heart was pounding ferociously. Some of the men wanted to take me out on a date—others just wanted me to meet them for a quickie. I was quickly discovering how easy it is to get laid as a woman.

There was a handsome-enough man named Ken who asked me if I wanted to have a drink at his place. He had a firm jaw and big eyes. I didn’t feel any attraction towards him (or any man), but the thought of his big cock sliding into my asshole made my heart thump and my cock hard. Maybe I was insane after all.


CHAPTER VII

I didn’t park in front of Ken’s house. I parked two houses down, hoping he wouldn’t see my car as I rolled up. I still wasn’t sure I wanted to go through with it. I wanted to make sure I had an easy out.

I turned off my engine and I stared out at his large house. It was three stories tall with a small fountain out front. In his profile he mentioned that he was very wealthy—though I didn’t fully believe it until now. He also said that he was open to new adventures, but I was still surprised when he had no problem with the fact that I was ‘transitioning,’ even though I wasn’t—at least not in the way that transgender people transition. I suppose I was technically transitioning as a side effect of a drug trial that I was on, though I’m not sure that counts.

I took a deep breath. I could see a male silhouette moving from window to window inside of the house, waiting for my arrival. He could probably see my car and he probably knew it was me. My car was the only car worth less than eighty thousand dollars on the block—and mine was probably only worth five grand at the very most. I opened the door and stepped out, wobbling slightly in my heels, but only because my legs were trembling with nerves. I was fully comfortable walking in heels—it’s not the hardest skill to pick up, especially with a little bit of motivation.

All of the typical anxieties you would expect ran through my mind: what if he’s a serial killer? What if he has some sort of disease? What if he’s just setting me up to humiliate me? But it was almost just as scary to think that he may have been completely genuine, and I was about to walk into a stranger’s house to be fucked in the ass while dressed up like a slutty woman.

I had my pink lingerie on underneath my little dress. I was wearing a perfume sample that I sprayed on myself in the little drug store beneath my apartment. I’d spent that whole evening practising my voice, though I’m not sure any of those details mattered. Ken was just looking for a tight hole to fuck, and there was no tighter hole than mine.

I crept up to his door slowly. I could hear my own heart pounding—I still wasn’t used to hearing sounds so clearly. Even the sound of my nervous breath was distracting as I hovered my finger over the doorbell. I took a long, deep breath, and then I pulled my hand away. I could see my reflection in the tinted glass on his front door. I could see my feminine figure, and it terrified me. How did this happen? How had I fallen so far away from normalcy in such a short period of time? I needed to get out before I made a massive mistake. I needed to get home and I needed to get myself cleaned up, before I did something I would regret forever.

But before I could turn, the door opened. Ken stood in the doorway, looking down at me with a smile. He was so tall—I felt so weak in his presence. “Come on in,” he said with a deep voice as he stepped aside. I took a slow step into his house, feeling the warmth of his large fireplace on my exposed legs. “You look stunning. Can I get you a drink?” he asked.

“I’m okay,” I managed to say in a soft, weak voice. His presence was overwhelming. I felt like he could pick me up and snap me in half if he wanted to—and maybe that’s how most girls felt in the presence of men. It was a strangely arousing feeling, and it was exactly why I was in that house to begin with. But it still left me with fluttering butterflies in my stomach.

“Are you sure?” he said, grabbing a bottle of whiskey.

“Yes,” I said. I looked back to make sure the door was still in sight. I didn’t want to lose sight of that precious exit. I wanted the option to back out at any moment if I wanted to. I still couldn’t figure out how I ended up in that house. I couldn’t decide if it was my own conscious doing or if it was some sort of demonic possession. I remembered the series of events that led me there, but was I in control?

“I suppose you probably just want to get right down to business then?” he asked.

I was silent. My lips parted, but not words came out. Did I open my mouth to protest or was I about to agree? Why couldn’t I pull myself together?

He walked up to me and gently put his hands on my arms. “Did I already tell you how beautiful you are?” he said, and I honestly couldn’t even remember. It was nice to hear, leaving my heart with a warm buzzing, but that horrible anxiety refused to subside. Was this man just gay and I was a convenient way for him to have gay sex? Or was he actually interested in women, and he thought that I passed the test? His profile was listed as straight, and he reached out to me originally thinking that I was just a woman… So maybe he was really straight. Maybe this was just him exploring his sexuality. Or maybe fucking me was no different than fucking a biological woman in his mind.

He ran his hands up and down. He had big hands—big enough that his fingers could wrap around my arms. He brought one of those big hands up to my chin and he tilted up my face, so that I was looking into his big eyes. He had an even stubble beard, and his lips appeared to be a little bit dry. He wanted to kiss me, but I didn’t want him to kiss me. I knew the kiss wouldn’t feel right. I knew his lips wouldn’t feel like a woman’s, even if I closed my eyes and tried to picture a woman in my mind. I knew I would feel that stubble—and I was terrified that I would like it.

He leaned forward, slowly closing his eyes. I shut my eyes and took a deep breath, as if I was about to be plunged into water. I felt his nose nestle up to mine, and then I felt his lips press against mine. He kissed. I hesitated and then I kissed back, worried he would get angry if I didn’t. And I was right—it felt strange and unnatural. I’d kissed many women before, and this was nothing like that. He was in complete control. He even managed to open my mouth with a subtle move of his lips, and then his tongue was touching mine. I was frozen stiff, but he didn’t seem to mind. His hands moved from my arms to my sides. He moved those hands up and down and it wasn’t long before he was cupping my breasts. He squeezed, and I have to admit that it felt kind of nice—though that terror continued to linger in my gut.

It was a minute later when he leaned back and stared into my eyes. “Are you sure you want to do this?” he asked.

I wasn’t able to reply, still frozen with confusion and fear. I didn’t know what I wanted. I knew that I didn’t want to lose my sanity, but I was afraid it was too late for that. I knew that I didn’t want to live the rest of my life knowing that I once let a man fuck me in the ass, but at the same time: I was still standing there, still allowing him to kiss me and fondle my body. I still had freewill. I could still turn around and leave that house at any moment, but I was just standing there. So maybe I did want it. Maybe that tingling in my stomach was actually excitement and not terror at all.

“I think so,” I managed to say.

He smiled. He took one of my hands with both of his hands. My hand looked so tiny compared to his. My whole body felt tiny as I stood before him. He pressed that hand to his chest. His chest was hard and thick with muscles. I couldn’t decide if I was slightly turned on or if he was pushing me closer towards that door that was still in my peripheral vision. He slid my hand down his rolling abs, across his pelvis, and onto the bulge between his thighs. He pressed my hand down hard, as if it would give my mind some assurance. I could feel his cock swelling and hardening. He was big—certainly much bigger than me, even before the pills started to shrink my manhood. I let a little whimper slip out from my lips. He smiled big. Then he leaned in and started kissing my neck.

He was no longer holding my hand between his legs, but I wasn’t pulling away. I kept my hand there, and I even started to gently massage that growing bulge. My heart pounded with excitement—he was growing for me! I was turning him on. And soon, he would be having an orgasm for me.

I found myself pulling away his belt and unzipping his fly. Then, after a blurry moment, his erection was in my hands. I could fit two whole hands around his long rod, and there was still room for a third if I’d had one. I started to pump it, watching his foreskin move back and forth. Then I felt pressure on my shoulders. He was pushing me down to my knees. I resisted for a moment, but my resistance wasn’t real and I knew it—he knew it too. I fell to my knees, and it was only a second before that throbbing erection was in my mouth. I sucked and bobbed my head and in that moment, I felt more like a woman than ever before.

I pulled my head back and watched his cock slap up against his abdomen. I looked up and realized he didn’t have a shirt on. He must have taken it off while I was sucking away. And it was an impressive sight: all of his muscles glistening with a touch of sweat: the sweat of excitement. A glob of saliva trickled down his shaft, onto his ball sack. He took his rod in his hand and he pressed it down against my forehead, as if to tease me with it. My heart skipped a beat as I realized just how big it was. It was almost too big to fit in my mouth—how the hell was I going to get it into my asshole?

I didn’t get too much time to worry about it. He pulled me up to my feet and he spun me around and bent me over his leather sofa. I took a deep breath and could feel my body shaking as my heart pounded into that Italian leather. He flipped up the skirt of my dress and then he tugged down my panties. He pushed one of his big hands between my legs and took a quick feel of my cock and balls. Then he spread my cheeks wide. “Look at that beautiful hole,” he said, his voice suddenly deeper than ever. He took a step forward and then he slapped his hard cock between my cheeks. He grinded himself up and down, using my own saliva to lubricate my little opening. “Fuck, you’re so sexy,” he said through clenched teeth. Then I felt his tip pressing against my hole. I knew it was going to hurt—at least at first. I just had to keep it together. It would all be over in a few minutes—ten at most. He couldn’t do any permanent damage—could he?

He didn’t ask me if I was ready. He didn’t even wait for me to calm down before he pushed himself inside of me: half of his cock at once, with no regard for my well-being. And I was right: it hurt. I gasped and then I bit down on his sofa, hoping it would stop me from screaming out loud; and it did. He let a long elated sigh out and then he started to push in further. He was already further in than Martha’s vibrator, and he still had a few inches to go. I dug my nails into the same leather cushion that I was biting. I clenched hard, but that didn’t stop him from powering through. He didn’t care for my discomfort, and that’s exactly what I wanted. I wanted him to use me like a little sex doll. I wanted him to pump me ruthlessly. I wanted him to fill me with his hot load. I wanted to feel it inside of me, and I wanted to feel it pouring down my legs.

He groaned as I clenched hard. I was surprised that I wasn’t cutting off circulation to his cock. He stayed rock-hard as he went deeper and deeper. I felt his large erection squashing my prostate, making my legs tremble. I still managed not to scream.

My own cock was suddenly rock hard and drooling warm pre-cum. I stared down at it, and could see Ken’s large ball sack swaying gently from side to side between my legs. He had his whole cock inside of me now: all nine inches of it, nearly pressing up against my sternum. I swear I could feel it in my belly, trying to push out the front of my stomach. It still hurt, but it felt amazing at the same time. I wasn’t sure what to do. I couldn’t move but I didn’t want to move. I nestled my butt back into his soft mane of pubic hair as he slapped my ass hard, leaving red handprints. Then he started to pump me.

“Oh God!” I screamed, suddenly losing all of the control I’d been trying so hard to hold onto. I gripped the couch tighter, and I nearly toppled over in my tiny heels. My heels even slid around on his slick marble floor, but I still managed to stay on my feet. “Oh God, it feels so good!” I groaned before biting the couch again.

I felt so embarrassed and humiliated. I was being fucked by a man—a complete stranger. I didn’t even know if his name really was Ken. It probably wasn’t. But I didn’t care. I just wanted more of his cock. I wanted to have more of him inside of me.

He pumped faster and harder. His slicked back hair was now rustled onto his forehead. Beads of sweat were rolling down his face and his hard muscles. His thick fingertips were holding me firmly in place. “Take it, slut,” he said. I loved the sound of him calling me a slut. I loved being a slut. I didn’t want the moment to end—but the end was inevitable.

I had no idea how long he fucked me for. It could have been an hour; it could have been one minute. I blanked out in my state of euphoria. I’m pretty sure my eyes even rolled into the back of my head. Once I came back to reality, the euphoria was too intense to handle. I screamed and shuddered and then I noticed the back of his couch was covered in my cum. He grunted and pushed in hard, and then I felt his hot load filling me up deep. “Shit!” I screamed. I was worried his huge load was going to make my insides burst. I’m not sure how they remained intact. He pulled out quickly and stumbled back, and I remained slumped over his couch. I stayed there while I felt that cum rolling through me and then out of me. It was a strangely pleasant feeling. I couldn’t believe I’d actually gone through with it.

And I was excited when I left and I felt no guilt or regret. In fact, I couldn’t stop thinking about the quick romp with Ken. I even masturbated to the thought of it later that night, with a cucumber shoved deep in my ass. I even found myself wondering if it had actually happened, or if it was a dream.


CHAPTER VIII

It was early the next morning when someone knocked on my door. I pulled myself out of bed and then I started towards the door. But I stopped as I caught a glimpse of myself in a glass reflection. I was still wearing my wig and makeup, and I was still dressed in skimpy lingerie. “Give me a minute!” I called out, rushing into the bathroom to quickly clean myself up. I washed my face, pulled off my wig, and then I threw a towel around my naked body. The person knocked at my door again. “Just ten more seconds!” I called out. I scrubbed my face again, getting the last of the mascara out from my eyelashes.

Then I answered the door and saw my mysterious drug rep standing in my doorway. “Seth—nice to see you again,” he said. He looked me up and down with a curious look. “I have to ask—have you been taking those pills I gave to you?”

“I have—and they work,” I said. “I haven’t heard any ringing since I took the first pill. It’s a miracle.”

“And what about the side-effects. We’ve given the drug to sixty people now, and only a handful of them are still taking the drug. And they’ve all experienced… well—maybe you can tell me.” He looked down my body carefully, as if to check to see how my body had changed. His gaze stopped on my chest for a moment, which was only covered by a large towel.

I bit down on my bottom lip. “I don’t mind the changes,” I said. “In fact, the tinnitus being gone is kind of just a bonus, if you know what I mean.”

He nodded his head slowly. “Yes, that’s the same thing the other testers said—the ones who are still taking the drug. I suppose you’ve noticed the reduced size of your… you know.”

“Yes,” I said.

“And you don’t mind? What about the development of your… you know?” He looked at my chest.

“They’re coming along nicely,” I said, feeling my cheeks turning red.

He laughed nervously. “Yes, well, I thought you would be a good candidate. You certainly had the same features that the others have—the smaller build, the softer facial features. I’m glad to hear that the side-effects haven’t been too… jarring.”

“They were jarring at first. I don’t think I would have taken the first dose had you told me what it would do—but I’m glad I took it.”

“So you want to continue the trial?” he asked. I noticed he was holding a box. “It’s the same drug, but a bit stronger. You might notice the changes will happen faster now.”

I wanted to grab that box out from his hands. I couldn’t wait to start on the stronger drug. I couldn’t wait to see what was next in my sissy journey. And I couldn’t wait to feel another thick cock buried deep in my asshole.

THE END
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