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SISSYGASM


Jared just landed at the airport and his vacation is already off to a lousy start. He knew it would suck before it even started. It was planned by his sister and his mother, with no regard for what he wanted to do. After a long day of travel, Jared just wants to go to the resort to sleep, but his sister, Ashley, insists they go out to a fancy restaurant an hour from the resort.

It seems like the Ashley show: whatever Ashley wants to do, they do—and Jared is tired of having no voice, so he goes off on his own with some spring-breakers he meets at the resort bar. What starts out as a fun day ends with Jared being arrested for public indecency: caught being dirty with one of the college girls behind some Mayan ruins.

In case the stiff fine isn’t punishment enough, Jared’s sister and mom think he needs to learn a real lesson: a humiliating lesson that will ensure he doesn’t do anything naughty like that again.


CHAPTER 1
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Nobody cared what I wanted: story of my life.

“Jared’s being mopey again,” my sister, Ashley, said, rolling her eyes as we stood in that airport, waiting for our luggage.

“I’m not being mopey,” I groaned. “I’m literally not being mopey at all.”

“You have the mopiest face I’ve ever seen,” my sister scolded, grinning because she knew that she was getting her way and I wasn’t.

“I’m just tired!” I said. “We didn’t all get to sit up in first class! I had a screaming baby next to me and screaming toddler behind me, kicking my seat the whole flight!”
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“Oh, boo-hoo!” Ashley said with a fake whine, pretending to rub her eyes, but unable to wipe that grin off of her face. I realized in that moment that she was trying to get under my skin… and it was working.

“You know your butt is out, right?” I said, referring to her tiny shorts that she promised our dad she wouldn’t wear.

“Quit looking at my butt, you weirdo!” she yelled.

Ashley was a real head-turner, no denying that. She had long, silky brown hair that cascaded down her back in soft waves. Her eyes were a deep, chocolate brown, with long lashes that framed them perfectly.

She was always impeccably dressed, with designer clothes and accessories that must have cost a small fortune (and where do you think that money came from? Mom and dad, of course…). Her skin was flawless, with a natural glow that made her look like she'd just stepped off a runway.

Despite all her physical beauty, however, there was something about her that always rubbed me the wrong way. Maybe it was her entitled attitude, or maybe it was just the fact that she always got everything she wanted without ever having to work for it. But whatever it was, it made it hard for me to see her as anything other than Daddy's little girl, pampered and spoiled to the core.

“Break it up, you two!” my mom snapped. “Enough fighting. I refuse to listen to you two fighting this whole trip. And Jared, she’s right, you’re being mopey. Quit being so depressed. We’re on vacation. We’re in paradise. We’re going to go and have a lovely meal, and you’re paying for none of it, so just put a damned smile on your face!”

My mom was a real trip. At 60 years old, she still acted like she was 20, chasing after younger men and trying to relive her glory days.

She had undergone more operations than I could count: face-lifts, liposuction, and who knows what else. But no amount of plastic surgery could hide the fact that she was getting older by the day.

Despite all her efforts to stay young, she was kind in her own way, always trying to help others and make them feel comfortable. But at the same time, she could be incredibly oblivious, living in her own little world and ignoring the problems right in front of her.

She doted on my sister, Ashley, living vicariously through her and always trying to be the cool mom who hung out with her daughter's friends. It was kind of sad, really, watching her try so hard to be something she wasn't. But in her own way, I knew she loved us both, even if she didn't always show it in the best way.

I wanted to smile for her sake; she was paying for all of this, after all… but it was hard to fake happiness when I really wasn’t getting anything that I wanted—and I wasn’t asking for much. We’d been travelling for sixteen hours and I hadn’t slept for a single minute. My right ear was throbbing because of all that baby-screaming. I just wanted to go to the resort so that I could sleep—but my sister demanded we go to town and get sushi. Why couldn’t she just eat at the resort?

And not to mention where we were: that Mexican resort. My sister picked the location. She also got to pick the date, because it was the only week that worked with her party schedule. She told my mom that it was because of her school schedule, but that was a load of shit; she scheduled that family vacation around her friends’ parties, making sure she missed nothing while we were in Mexico for a week.

Nobody cared that I was missing hockey games. Nobody cared that I’d been asking to go to Europe for the past ten years (we’d been to Mexico three times already, but never to Europe). And because my sister insisted on that specific week, our dad couldn’t come; it was the one week he couldn’t get away from work… but my sister always got what she wanted.

“Jared, I mean it,” my mom said. “Quit being a mope.”

“Stop calling me a mope,” I said. “Or I’m going to actually start being a mope.”

My mom and sister both groaned together, as if I was being some sort of problem. I had to bite my tongue; I didn’t want them to think that I was ruining the trip—but I did want them to start listening to me.

For instance, I really wanted to go and ride the dune buggies over the sand dunes. But my sister said that she would rather spend our first day sitting on the beach. “We can sit on the beach any day,” I said. “And the dune buggies is only available on the Monday.”

Well, guess who got their way?

And there was a big party in the city on Wednesday. Also on Wednesday was a surfing competition in a different city, an hour in the other direction. Guess where we were going? “It’s a once in a lifetime party,” my sister said, justifying her case. “Paris Hilton is making an appearance.”

“Is she even relevant anymore?” I said.

“She’s a DJ now,” my sister said, as if it made a difference.

And the resort—guess who got to pick it? It was the resort where all of the young college kids went for their spring break. And look—I wasn’t complaining that I was going to be surrounded by drunk girls for a week… but I knew that I would be complaining about the noise. I’d never been big into partying. I liked getting my sleep. I liked relaxing in peace and quiet—not with someone shouting, “BODY SHOTS!”

But I was sadly used to never getting my way; sometimes it just stung a little bit more—like in that moment, when all I wanted to do was sleep for an hour or two, but my sister insisted on getting sushi and hour from the resort, because some Instagram influencer had posted about that restaurant the day before. “You know that she was just paid to make that post, right? It’s not like it’s actually the best sushi restaurant in the world,” I said.

“She’s known for picking the best spots,” my sister said. “And she said it’s the best sushi in the world.”

“Don’t you think the best sushi in the world might—you know—be in Japan?”

“You’re so racist, Jared,” she groaned, rolling her eyes again at me.

“Racist? What are you talking about?”

“Jared, don’t be racist,” my mom said, but she wasn’t even listening to our conversation.

“I’m not being racist!” I shouted.

“He’s being mopey again,” my sister groaned.

I was losing more and more energy by the second. My sister was just sucking it out of me, like some sort of energy vampire. I knew I wasn’t going to win, so I just gave in. I stopped fighting. I went submissive. I went along for the ride, keeping my mouth shut—and they still continued to accuse me of being a mopey whiner. There was no winning. “I’m not saying anything!” I said when we got to the sushi restaurant and had to share a tight table with a young family with four little kids.

This sushi joint was the kind of place that made you feel like a bum on a street corner. The walls were slick black tiles that glimmered in the dim lighting, and the leather banquettes were the kind of seats you'd expect to find in a fucking Bentley.

The waitstaff were all dressed up in their fancy-ass black and white uniforms, gliding around the room like they had something shoved up their asses. The bar was stocked with every goddamn exotic liquor you could think of, and the bartenders were experts at mixing up cocktails that looked like they belonged in an art gallery.

The menu was a goddamn encyclopedia, with more sushi rolls and seafood dishes than you could shake a stick at. They had shit on there like gold flakes and truffle oil, like anyone gives a fuck about that. But for all the fancy-pants bullshit, I couldn't shake the feeling that I didn't belong there.

The other patrons were all dressed to the nines, sipping on glasses of champagne and discussing their latest stock portfolios or some other horseshit. Meanwhile, I was just a scrappy college kid who had stumbled in after a long flight, feeling like a fish out of water.

“Exactly,” my mom said. “You’re all quiet. Just pretend like you’re happy to be here at least.”

“I’m trying to!” I said. I guess I’d never been much of an actor. “I’ll be happier tomorrow, after I get some sleep.”

And then my sister got her way again. She didn’t want anything with raw fish in it. “That’s gross,” she said. And the rolls had to be ordered for the whole group.

“Let’s just get a few tuna rolls,” I said.

“That wouldn’t be fair to your sister,” my mom said. “Let’s just pick rolls we can all share.”

And so we ate nothing but cucumber rolls and avocado rolls… and one with carrots in it. I had to sit there and watch as the family next to us ate delicious-looking sashimi and proper sushi. At the end of the evening, my sister had the nerve to say, “I don’t know what the hype was all about. It wasn’t that great.”

I bit down on my tongue. “Maybe we shouldn’t have gone two hours out of our way to get sushi if you don’t even like sushi…” I growled.

“Who says I don’t like sushi?” my sister asked with a narrowed gaze.

I bit harder on my tongue. “You don’t like raw fish—or any seafood. What the hell do you think sushi is!?”

“There’s more than just raw fish, Jared,” she said, rolling her eyes as if I was the idiot in the scenario.

“Can we please just go to the resort to sleep,” I moaned.

“Jared, quit being a mope,” my mom said—and then I almost snapped. I almost called a cab to take me to the airport. I had no idea how I was going to survive a whole week with the two of them.

That night was brutal. My mom had rooms booked for each of us: three total. Two of the rooms were up on the top floor, with views of the ocean. The last room was on the ground level, with a view of one of the swimming pools (and the swim-up bar, which was open until 3:00 AM). Guess which room I got?

Guess who was kept up all night by screaming nineteen-year-olds, diving into the pool, smashing glasses, taking shots, and once every thirty minutes, banging into my window: stumbling drunk towards the bathroom, which was right next to my bedroom. The walls were also thin enough that I could hear a poor eighteen-year-old girl puking her guts out all night, and her friends holding her hair while saying, “You’re going to be okay, Katie! Nobody’s ever died from vodka.”

“I don’t want to die!” Katie screamed back, then she wept, and then she puked some more.

My room at the resort was a real shithole, the cheapest one they had. It was right next to the goddamn pool where all the spring breakers were partying their asses off, blasting shitty music and yelling like they were auditioning for a goddamn reality TV show.

The walls were paper-thin, and I swear to God, I could hear every single goddamn word those drunk assholes were saying. The bed was lumpy and uncomfortable, and the sheets felt like they hadn't been washed in a month. The air conditioning unit was a piece of crap that barely worked, so I spent most of my nights sweating my balls off and praying for some kind of relief.
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To make matters worse, the room was a real dump. The furniture was old and rickety, and the carpet was stained with God-knows-what. There was a tiny TV that didn't work half the time, and the bathroom was the kind of place that made you want to wear a hazmat suit just to take a piss.

I tried to drown out the noise with my headphones and a bottle of cheap tequila, but it was no use. The party was loud, obnoxious, and seemed to go on all goddamn night. I cursed myself for being too cheap to pay for my own room, but there was nothing I could do now except tough it out and pray for a miracle.

And then it was morning, and that bathroom was conveniently located between the all-you-can-eat breakfast hall and the lodging suites, so I got to hear all of the people who just couldn’t wait to get back to their rooms to use the potty; that’s about as much description there as you want.

“This is awesome,” said nobody, because it wasn’t at all awesome.

I was dreading the next six days. And I had no idea just how bad it was about to get.


CHAPTER 2
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Boredom and frustration can drive a person to do bad things. Anyone who’s spent time around a toddler knows that, but adults aren’t so different from toddlers at the end of the day—especially twenty-year-old adults like me.

And my frustration was at a boiling point. I knew it was going to come eventually, I just didn’t think it was going to come quite so soon.

That morning, my sister and mom weren’t in their rooms; they’d already gone out for the morning to get breakfast, not inviting me, probably because they were worried I would just ‘mope’ the whole time and ruin the mood. I was upset. “If they don’t want to spend time with me, then they don’t have to,” I thought to myself, and that’s when I saw the spring-breakers meandering over to the bar to get their first round of drinks. It wasn’t even 10:00 AM—earlier than I’d ever drank before, but I knew it would piss my mom and sister off if they realized I’d split away from them. I didn’t care anymore; if they weren’t going to care about what I wanted, I wasn’t going to care about what they wanted.
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The outdoor bar at the Mexican resort was a sad sight in the morning light. The tired bartender was slumped over the counter, rubbing his bloodshot eyes and muttering curses under his breath. The chairs and tables were all askew, like they'd been through a hurricane or something.

There were a few stragglers still hanging around, nursing their hangovers and trying to stave off the inevitable return to reality. They looked like shit, with bags under their eyes and clothes that looked like they'd been slept in for a week.

When I showed up for a morning drink, they gave me a look like I was crazy. But I didn't give a shit. I needed something to take the edge off after a long night of listening to those goddamn spring breakers party like it was the end of the world.

The bartender grunted when I ordered my drink, and I could tell he wasn't too thrilled about having to mix up a cocktail at this ungodly hour. But he did it anyway, slamming the glass down in front of me like he was trying to break it.

I sipped my drink in silence, watching the stragglers stumble around and trying not to let their misery rub off on me. It was a sad scene, but at least I wasn't one of them. I had my own problems to deal with, like that shitty room and the never-ending noise. But for now, I was content to just sit there and nurse my drink, watching the world go by in a hungover haze.

So I sat two seats down from the partiers. They were all wearing sunglasses. The girls had their perky boobs stuffed into tiny tops.

There were a couple of young, desperate women sitting at the bar, the type who always seemed to be the ones without boyfriends in their friend groups. They were giggling and whispering to each other, eyeing me curiously like they'd never seen a man before.

They were both pretty enough, I guess, with that fake tanned skin and those bright, neon-colored nails. But there was something sad about the way they carried themselves, like they were just looking for someone to fill the void in their lives.

They tried to play it cool, pretending like they weren't interested in me, but I could see the hunger in their eyes. They were like a couple of starving dogs, sniffing around for any scrap of attention they could get.

I tried to ignore them, focusing instead on my drink and the rhythm of the music pumping through the speakers. But they kept edging closer, whispering to each other and giggling like a couple of schoolgirls.

I knew where this was headed, and I wanted no part of it. I wasn't interested in being someone's rebound or their temporary fix.

They all eyed me and smiled. “Are you here alone?” they asked.

“Basically,” I said.

“Travelling alone,” one of the girls said with a thick Californian accent. “That’s, like, so cool. It’s super trendy right now.”

I smiled. “You don’t mind if I sit with you guys, do you?”

They were all fine with it. They weren’t exactly my type of people: loud, obnoxious, screaming every time someone suggested we all do a shot. I tried my best to pretend to be like one of them, pretending to want to be drunk at 10:30 AM. The thought of drinking that much made my head throb, but I was determined to make a point.

My phone was now vibrating. My mom was looking for me—but I was going to ignore her. I wanted them to know something, and I had to make that point clear: if I didn’t get to have a voice for that trip, then I wasn’t going to be joining them.

Sure, maybe I was being a brat. Maybe I should have just been grateful that I was getting a free vacation… but I never told my mom to book that vacation for me. In fact, I tried to persuade her to go with my sister, but she insisted that I come along. I wasn’t going to let them push me around; I wasn’t going to let them guilt me into doing this and that. I wanted to go see the ruins in Tulum, but they said, “We don’t have time for that.” Nothing I wanted ever mattered.

Now, my new ‘friends’ were looking at me. “What’s your thing, Jared?”

“My thing?”

“What do you like to do?”

It was hard to keep my tipsy eyes up, away from their perky, young, round breasts. “Um,” I said. “Well, I like history.”

They all just stared at me. The answer they were expecting was ‘vodka’ or ‘tequila’.

“That’s cool,” one of the girls said without much enthusiasm. “So, like, do they have anything like that here in Mexico?”

“History?” I asked, slightly dumbfounded by the absurdity of the question. “Um, yeah, they have that here.”

“Is it close?”

I paused for a moment. Her friends weren’t bursting into a fit of laughter at the questions. I had to bite my tongue to stop myself from looking too smug. “Well, the ruins of Tulum aren’t far from here. Twenty minutes by cab.”

“We should go!” one of the girls said with bright eyes. “Ruins! That, like, sounds super cool!”

“Totally!” said another. “We can drink there, right?”

“Um,” I said.

And the next thing I knew, I was stuffed into a tight minivan with five half-naked girls and two muscular jocks without shirts.

The inside of that old minivan was a real sight to see. The seats were torn and stained, and the smell of stale cigarettes and sweat hung heavy in the air. The dashboard was littered with empty soda cans and fast food wrappers, like the driver couldn't be bothered to clean up his shit.

But despite all its flaws, the van had a certain charm to it. The engine coughed and sputtered like it was on its last legs, but it still managed to get us from point A to point B, albeit with a lot of clunking and shaking along the way.

I was crammed in there with that group of strangers I'd met at the bar, all of us jostling for space and trying to avoid touching each other. The heat was stifling, and the air conditioning was nothing but a distant memory.

But I didn't care. I was just along for the ride, hoping to get lucky with one of the girls in the back seat. They were all giggling and whispering to each other, like they were in on some big secret that I wasn't privy to.

As we bounced along the dirt road, I tried to make small talk, but it was pointless. The noise from the engine was so loud that we could barely hear ourselves think.

They all had liquor in Coca Cola bottles. They started singing some obnoxious pop song, full volume, when it came on the radio. My head was pounding.

Sure, some of those girls were insanely hot… but there was something so unattractive about a drunk girl singing so off-key.

One of the girls leaned against me. “Your phone is buzzing,” she said, nestling her bare thigh against my leg.

“I know,” I said. “I’m choosing to ignore it.”

“What if it’s important.”

“It’s probably not,” I said with a small smile.

She leaned her head against my arm. I could feel her jaw moving as she chewed a piece of bubble gum. She’d been drinking merlot all morning, and the smell of merlot was now powerful and nauseating. It was on her breath, staining her white gum red. She stayed close to me.

I’m not trying to be mean, but I would say that she was the ugly duckling of the group. She was a bit chubby, but not in a curvy-babe kind of way. Her breasts were one part of her body that didn’t get much of her extra fat. Her jawline was more masculine than mine—though that wasn’t saying much, seeing as I had an unfortunately feminine facial structure.

She had sunken eyes and her teeth were yellowed from many mornings without brushing. But I wasn’t much of a catch either, and I was fairly sure that her friends had pulled her aside at some point that morning to encourage her to go for me. She was being rather blunt about it, sticking to my side, and trying to hold my hand at one point.

I suppose I didn’t mind, though my gaze kept finding the other girls. Two of them looked like they could have been Victoria’s Secret models. One had that girl-next-door look that I’d always gone for. There were only two guys in the group, both with their eyes on the model chicks. That left the ugly duckling and the girl-next-door.

But I couldn’t find a way to break apart from the hefty girl at my side. She was drinking a bit harder than the others, now gripping my arm with her hand, as if to claim me as her own. The girl-next-door was walking alone through the ruins, actually trying to admire the impressiveness of the structures. I saw an opportunity to chat her up about the place, but chubby wouldn’t let me go.

“So you like this stuff, huh?” she said to me, glaring into my eyes.

“Yeah,” I said. Sadly, I was a bit too drunk now to fully appreciate it. I’d seen so many pictures and videos of Tulum… but now I could only think about the fact that I was starting to sway, my head was light, and there was a girl who was trying to command all of my attention. “Your friend over there,” I said, motioning towards the girl-next-door.

“Lindy?” she said.

“Yeah, Lindy,” I said. “What’s her deal?”

“Why?” asked chubby.

I was too tipsy to be properly polite. “She’s kind of cute. Is she single.”

I watched the chubby girl’s heart breaking in her eyes. She just stared at me with a glazed-over look. “Why?” she said.

“Well, is she?” I asked.

“What’s wrong with you?” asked chubby with a loud, deep voice.

“What’s wrong, Ronica?” asked one of the models from afar. Now, they were all looking at me.

“Nothing,” said Ronica, the chubby girl at my side. “Nothing is wrong.”

“Hey,” I said. “I’m not trying to…” I burped. “I’m not trying to be mean. I just… I like you too.”

“You do?” she asked, now with beaming eyes.

“Sure,” I said, nodding my head. “But Linda…”

“Lindy.”

“Lindy is more my type,” I said with what I thought was a charming smile.

“She has a boyfriend,” she said with a scowl.

“Oh,” I said. “Is he here?”

“He had to work this week, so no, he’s not here. But if he finds out you tried to sleep with her, he’ll find you and he’ll kill you. He’s badass like that.”

I thought it was a remarkably stupid thing to say—and incredibly lame. “I didn’t try to sleep with her!” I gasped.

“Don’t.”

“I won’t.”

“Good.”

My heart was racing. My phone was buzzing again. My mom was probably thinking I’d run away at this point. I was seriously considering the idea of taking the next cab to the airport.

It was five minutes later when I noticed Ronica was crying, whimpering into her arm, sniffling loudly, almost as if she was trying to get my attention. “What’s the matter?” I asked.

“Nobody likes me,” she said.

“What? Why do you think that?”

“Every guy always just wants one of my friends,” she said. “Nobody ever wants me.”

And maybe it was true; I would have preferred any one of her friends. “That’s not true,” I said. “You’re a… real catch.”

“No, I’m not,” she said. “Just admit it! You wouldn’t sleep with me if I was the only woman in the whole resort!”

“That’s not true!” I said. “I would so sleep with you if you were the only woman in the resort.” It was a moment before I realized it was hardly a compliment.

Now, she was looking down at her feet, in a dark, depressed mood. “Cheer up,” I said, not wanting her friends to see her like that, knowing they would blame me; they would assume I said or did something to her to ruin her mood, and it was clear that they were aggressively protective over her, fully knowing that she was the ugly duckling of the group.
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“Don’t tell me to cheer up,” she said. “You’re just a liar. You’re trying to use me to get to Lindy. You wouldn’t sleep with me if I threw myself at you.”

“I so would,” I said.

“No, you wouldn’t.”

“I’ll do it right now to prove it!” I said.

And then she looked up at me, and I suddenly wondered if I’d just been tricked into agreeing to fuck her. It wasn’t something I really wanted to do, but I figured I had nothing to lose. It’s not like she was actually ugly. She had some cute features. She was remarkably average; she just made the mistake of hanging out with beautiful babes all day.

She finally had a smile on her face. She took my hand and gently pulled me. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“Come on—this way,” she said. She led me over to a ruined wall. We went around to the other side where the fauna was overgrown.

“I don’t think we’re supposed to be over here,” I said.

But she didn’t answer. Instead, she took her bikini top and slipped it down, letting her heavy breasts fall down. They sagged low, without much perkiness. That top held them in nice spheres, but really, they were naturally like pancakes, with her nipples aiming towards the ground. But I wasn’t judging; I loved all breasts.

I stuttered, feeling suddenly hot—in that brutally hot weather. I stared at her body, which was curvy in some of the right places. But I was twenty, drunk, and naturally horny. So I stepped forward and lifted up her heavy breasts. I looked into her eyes, and then I leaned down to suck her nipples. I skipped kissing her on the lips, because that merlot smell was making me feel sick.

She pulled my head in tight to her body. She wiped the sweat from her her tits onto my face, but I didn’t mind. Then she took my hand and stuffed it down her bikini bottoms, so that my fingers were against her sweaty pussy lips. I rubbed. “We shouldn’t be doing this,” I whispered.

“I want you to fuck me like an Aztec.”

“Mayan,” I said.

“Your what?”

“Mayan, not Aztec. Tulum isn’t Aztec.”

“What are you talking about, Jared!?”

I shook my head. “Never mind,” I said, and then I leaned back in and continued sucking on her breasts. I teased her nipple with the tip of my tongue and made her moan. She had a tiny orgasm, and that orgasm made her lose control of herself in a way that I don’t think she even noticed. A warm gush fell down on my flip-flop clad feet. She’d pissed herself. And then, a minute later, when she moaned again, more piss came down.

It was a bit off-putting at first, but then it became like a sort of challenge. She would piss herself a little bit every time I made her moan, so I wanted to see just how much I could make her piss herself. I reached down and began to rub her, and then I began to finger her. I pushed my fingers deep into her and thrusted, and it wasn’t long before she was leaking everywhere. I was confused; did she know that she was leaking? Her piss was falling all over her bikini bottoms. Was she really going to spend the rest of the day in piss-covered clothes?

Oh well—that wasn’t my problem.

“Fuck me,” she whispered.

“Are you sure?” I asked. My heart was racing.

“Put it in me!” she said, and then she reached down and grabbed it, through my pants, squeezing hard in a way that she thought was sexy, but was actually quite painful—so painful that I yelped. She wrestled it out from my pants, and I yelped again. “Easy!” I cried.

Then she was down on her knees. She plugged it into her mouth and gargled loudly on it, bobbing her head back and forth. “You fucking like this!?” she asked with a deep, almost masculine tone.

“It’s a bit hard,” I said.

“That’s the way you fucking like it!” she said—and she was speaking too loud for my comfort. I kept looking around. I could hear tourists on the other side of that ruined wall.

“Ouch!” I said when she playfully bit my tip. “Don’t bite it, okay?”

“What’s the matter? Don’t like it rough?”

“Not that rough,” I said. “L—Look, Ronica. Maybe this was a mistake.”

She froze suddenly, looking at me with watering eyes. I’d just broken her head, and now she was about to burst into tears.

“We should just go find the others.”

“You—You’re rejecting me?” she asked with my cock in her hand.

I hesitated. I could tell she was about to become hysteric, so I shifted gears. “No!” I said. “J—Just stand up. I’ll, uh, fuck you now. I’m ready.”

She paused for another moment before rising up to her feet. She turned around and bent over, presenting her naked backside. She reached down and rubbed her pussy hard with her hand. Then she spread her lips for me, and her pussy made a slightly off-putting squishing sound—or maybe it was letting out some air.

I put it in her. I wasn’t a small guy, but once I was totally in her, she shocked me by saying, “Are you going to penetrate me?”

“I—I am already inside of you.”

“You are?” she said.

I could feel her warm, wet walls all around me. I can’t say that she was remarkably tight, though she was remarkably wet.

“Yeah,” I said. “I’m in you.”

She bent forward, looking like a confused ostrich, trying to see her own pussy. “Oh my God,” she gasped. “You—You took my virginity.”

“What?” I said.

“My virginity,” she said again. “You took it.”

“I did? I mean—is… that okay?”

“Well, what’s done is done,” she said. And now she was just frozen. So I started pumping her slowly, hoping she would enjoy it. I’m not sure she felt anything. Maybe something down there was numb. Maybe she’d rubbed it so much and so hard that she no longer had much feeling between her legs. But she did watch, like that bent-over ostrich, and the sight of herself being fucked seemed to arouse her. “It’s really happening,” she kept saying. “It’s really happening!”

She finally gushed again: a surge of warm pee on my feet. Then another gush. Then I felt her pussy quivering. That’s when her moans turned into something else: something louder… and like nothing I’d heard. She was wheezing to breathe in, and then she was letting out sounds like you might hear on a farm, coming from inside of some slaughterhouse, but you have no idea what kind of animal is making that noise. I suppose a few of her sounds were very donkey-like, like brays. And they kept getting louder.

So I reached around to cover her mouth. That’s when she bit me in an act of naughtiness—or maybe she just didn’t like me covering her mouth. She laughed and I screamed, because she drew blood.

“Don’t come in me!” she yelled. “I don’t want to be a mother! Come on my titties!”

“Quiet!” I hushed.

“Come on my titties!” she yelled louder.

“You have to be quiet!” I said, still thrusting.

“I’m not going to be be quiet until you come on my fucking titties!”

And then she spun around, dropped to her knees, grabbed my cock, and started beating it fast. It hurt, and I wasn’t about to cum. “Ronica, stop!” I said.

And that’s when I saw the people watching: six of them, standing at the gap in the wall, all glaring at us with wide eyes—and cameras pointed. But Ronica wouldn’t stop; even though she noticed. I begged her to stop, trying to pry off her hands, but she was determined. She seemed to think being watched made it sexier, but it was really just humiliating. “Please, Ronica! Stop!”

She kept beating me. Now ten people were watching. A tour guide was telling us to stop.

And it got worse. Her intense beating pushed me over the edge. At the end of the day, enough friction can make a man cum, aroused or not. I came on her face—and yes, on her tits too. I did it in front of over a dozen people.

And then I was banned from Tulum, chased away by a team of angry Mexicans. “You pervert!” someone shouted at me. Ronica went to meet with her friends, and then they left without me. I told them I would wait for the next cab, as a gesture of politeness (and because I didn’t want to be near Ronica). But oh, that was a mistake. The police showed up before that next cab came. Three tour guides pointed me out, and then I was surrounded. “She forced herself on me!” I cried.

But they weren’t buying it. I was in deep trouble. I imagined myself locked in a Mexican prison, with dangerous members of the Cartel. I was on the verge of tears. I’d really, really screwed up.


CHAPTER 3
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My mom and sister came to the jail to bail me out the next morning, once I finally mustered up the courage to use my phone call to tell them what had happened.

The inside of that police interrogation room in Mexico was a real nightmare. The walls were stained and peeling, and the smell of stale cigarette smoke and sweat hung heavy in the air. The room was hot and humid, with no air conditioning to speak of.

I was forced to sit there for hours, watching the clock tick by in agonizing slow motion. There was no window to speak of, so I had no idea what time of day it was, or how long I'd been sitting there.

I really wasn’t sure if I was in an interrogation room or a holding cell…
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The room was dingy and depressing, with no decorations or anything to break up the monotony. The chairs were hard and uncomfortable, and my back ached from sitting in the same position for so long.

Every so often, a cop would come in and ask me the same goddamn questions over and over again. They didn't speak much English, and my Spanish was shit, so it was like we were speaking two different languages.

I tried to stay calm and collected, but it was getting harder and harder as the hours dragged on. I was thirsty and hungry, and I could feel the sweat running down my back.

But there was nothing I could do except wait it out and hope for the best. Maybe if I just kept my head down and answered their questions, they'd let me go. But for now, I was stuck in that godforsaken room, with no end in sight.

Long story short, the officials of Mexico don’t like it when you fuck on or around their precious ancient ruins.

My sister was laughing herself half to death when they showed up. My mom was in tears, looking pale in the cheeks and red in the eyes, as if she’d been awake all night crying.

“Why did you do this?” she said to me, wiping her eyes with her wrist.

“It’s a long story,” I said.

The police were letting me go with the equivalent of a fine of five-thousand dollars. They called it a warning, and told me that I probably wouldn’t be allowed back in Mexico after I left. I really did get off lucky. I could have been locked up. I could have ended up with some North Korean punishment. Instead, I was going back to the resort, with four full days left of vacation, but the only place I wanted to be was home, in my bed, with the covers pulled over my head.

“You just couldn’t help yourself,” my mom growled. “That poor girl. What did you do to her, Jared!?”

“To her!?” I gasped. “She did it to me!”

“Oh, please,” my mother said. “Don’t blame the victim!”

“What!? Do you think I’m some sort of rapist!?”

“No,” she said, shaking her head. “But you’re a charming young man, and I think you manipulated that poor girl, and this is what happens when you take advantage of people, Jared! Bad things happen to people who do bad things!”

I wanted to defend myself, but I knew that it was no use. And my sister laughing the whole way home didn’t help. This was, in my opinion, entirely her fault. She made me feel unwelcome with them, so I went off and did my own thing. Okay, so maybe it was largely my own fault for getting involved with Ronica and her group of partiers… but I wasn’t entirely to blame.

“I’m not going to let this ruin our vacation,” my mom said. “But don’t think I’m just letting you off the hook because I still want to enjoy my vacation!”

“I’m sorry! What else do you want me to say!?”

“I want you to find that girl and apologize,” she said.

“She should be apologizing to me,” I groaned.

“Find her, and apologize.”

Well, I tried to find her, even though the thought of seeing her again was nauseating. But she was gone; their trip was over and their rooms were now occupied by newcomers. I had to work hard to convince my mother that Ronica really was gone. “Well you need to be punished,” she asserted. “You can’t just get away with this.”

“I spent a night in jail, and you’re making me pay the fine with my own money—and that’s all of my money,” I said. “What more do you want from me.”

“I want you to learn a fucking lesson!” she snapped—and she snapped loud. I’d only heard her that angry a few times in my life. It was only the third F-bomb she’d ever used since I was born, as far as I knew. I was shocked into silence. A person takes their mother’s rage very seriously, you know.

I was quiet. I waited for her to calm down. I was even more rattled when I saw a tear fall from her eye. She wiped it from her cheek and sniffled gently. “I just want you to enjoy yourself here, Jared—but you’re determined to make some sort of point.”

I remained silent. The only point that I was trying to make was that I wanted my voice to be heard. But I didn’t feel like standing up for myself; I knew it wouldn’t get me anywhere.

“I’ll think of something,” she said. “For now, just stay in your room. I’ll come and find you here once I think of something fair.” And then she left. I felt confused. I was twenty but on a timeout like a toddler—and I didn’t dare to undermine my mother. I stayed in my room. I stayed there all day: for the next ten straight hours, watching badly dubbed American sitcoms.

You better believe that I was regretting accepting that free vacation. I should have just stayed home, like I wanted to originally. The moment they disregarded me when I suggested Europe, I should have just said, “Have fun in Mexico, I’ll see you when you get back.” Now, I had a whole mountain of problems…

Like customs, for instance. I knew that they were going to question me before my flight. I knew that it would be in their little system: passenger was arrested for indecent exposure. And that was probably going to always be there, probably stopping me from a number of future vacations. Maybe I would never be allowed to go to Europe because of that one stupid mistake. And wasn’t that punishment enough? Did my mom really need to conjure up her own punishment to ensure that I wouldn’t do it again?

It was 7:00 PM when there was a knock at my door. I answered without looking through the peephole, knowing it was my mom. I wasn’t expecting my sister to be there with her, but there she was, grin on her face. She was loving every minute of my humiliation. “What’s so funny?” I asked.

“Jared,” growled my mother. “Go and sit down. We need to talk to you.”

“Why does she need to be here?” I asked.

“Just sit down,” my mom said with a firmness that reverberated in my bones. So I took a seat on the sofa chair in the corner, which was cheap and stiff and just about the same as sitting on the floor. “We’ve had some time to think about this whole situation.”

“Look, mom,” I said. “Believe me when I said that spending a night in jail and having this permanently on my record is punishment enough.”

“No,” my mom said. “It’s not. Because the fact you would do something like this in the first place…”

“Something like what!? What do you think I did!?”

“You took advantage of some poor drunk girl!” she said. “We read the police report, Jared! The witnesses all said that the girl was on the verge of blacking out because she was so drunk!”

Maybe she was drunk, but I was just as drunk; didn’t that matter?

We argued. The argument didn’t last long before my mother roared, “Jared, you listen to me! No matter what happened, the fact is the same: you can’t treat women like that.”

And I went silent, knowing that this wasn’t an argument I could win. Mothers always win in the end; I just had to accept the punishment.

“And you need to learn what it’s like to be in that poor girl’s shoes,” she said. That’s when I heard my sister giggle. I looked over and saw her covering her lips with the palm of her hand.

“What’s so funny?” I asked.

Then my mom turned to look at my sister with a furious face, and my sister turned pale and wiped that grin off of her face. The room became silent. My mother could command attention when she wanted it. “Jared,” she said. “For the rest of this trip, you’re going to be a girl.”

“What?” I said, shaking my head. “What the hell are you talking about.”

“Don’t roll your eyes at me!” she roared, and I became as pale as the white walls in the bathroom. “I’m sick of this kind of behaviour from you!”

“What do you mean!?” I said, but my voice was hardly a whisper.

“New Years,” she said, glaring into my eyes. She was referring to the family party we went to. My cousin’s girlfriend came; they’d just started dating. By the end of the night, our lips were locked and my cousin was passed out in the bathroom. Was that my fault? Did I do something wrong?

“I can’t help that we hit it off,” I said.

“You ruined their relationship!” my mom said.

“They hardly had a relationship.”

“Your prom,” she said.

And she was referring to Kelsey Peterson, my prom date.

Kelsey Peterson was my prom date, but let's be real: she was about as exciting as a wet sock. She was the kind of girl who blended into the background, with mousy brown hair and eyes that never seemed to light up with any real passion or excitement.

I was pressured into taking her to prom, and at the time, I thought it would be no big deal. But as the night wore on, I found myself more and more bored by her lacklustre conversation and timid demeanour.

She wore a plain, navy blue dress that did nothing to show off her figure, and her makeup was so subtle it might as well have not been there at all. She didn't dance much, and when she did, it was like she was going through the motions, with no real joy or enthusiasm.

I tried to make the best of it, but it was a lost cause. Kelsey was just too ho-hum in every way, and I found myself longing for the company of someone with a bit more fire in their soul.

Yes, I took Kelsey to prom, but ended up leaving with another girl at the end of the night. “Me and Kelsey were never dating or anything,” I said. “We just agreed to go as friends.”

“That’s not how she felt,” my sister said. And yes, there was some drama at prom: Kelsey and I had agreed to go as friends, but apparently Kelsey had feelings for me that she never mentioned; how was I supposed to know?

“I can’t read minds,” I said. Besides, Kelsey knew that I had a huge crush on Emily Preston at the time, and Emily had just broken up with Chad Gilmore. I wasn’t going to miss the opportunity.

“And now this girl,” my mom said. “You just can’t keep treating women like this. So your sister had a great idea. You’re going to spend the rest of this trip as a girl. Your sister will do your makeup. We already found you a wig. You will stay in character and you can see what it’s like.”

“What it’s like!? What what is like!? This is insanity! There’s no way I’m doing this.”

“You’re going to do it, Jared,” she growled. “Or I’m not paying for your tuition next year.”

I paused, gasping. My parents paid for my college. They didn’t want me burdened with student loans, and there was no way I could afford tuition, even if I worked a full-time job on the side. Now, I was staring into my mother’s eyes, trying to decide if she was being honest—and she sure looked serious. “Please don’t do this, mom,” I said.

“You need to learn,” she said. “Now, we’re all hungry. We want to get dinner. Your sister brought a dress for you to wear. But first, you have to go and shave your legs.”

“Shave my legs!?” I said.

My sister was back to giggling, but that stopped when my mom glared at her. I’d seen my mom angry a few times before, but never like this. She was so convincingly furious. I was terrified of what she was going to do. I couldn’t lose my college funding. Was I proud to have my parents flipping the university bills? Of course not… but was I thrilled to be one of very few people to be free of student debt? Absolutely.

“Mom, please just think about this,” I said calmly and slowly—but it was no use. Now, that dress was out: a small floral dress with a satin slip that went underneath it. Also on my bed was a dainty beige bra, made of lace, and a pair of matching panties. My sister was holding a pink disposable razor. “This is crazy.”

My mother just stared at me, quietly, as if to say, ‘The discussion is over.’ So I stood up. I walked slowly to my sister, like a man on death row. I took that razor, refusing to look in my sister’s eyes as she snickered. I marched off to the bathroom.
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I couldn’t believe that I was actually going through with this. I knew that this wasn’t really about how I treated women. I knew that my sister had just thought of the funniest punishment she could conjure up and she managed to convince my mom that it had something to do with how I was with girls. It was just about embarrassing me. This was my sister’s way of having some fun.

But what could I do about it? I wasn’t being given any options.

I ran the shower. Steam rose up. I stared down at my hairy legs. I let out a deep sigh. On the bright side, body hair grows back relatively quickly. It wasn’t quite shorts weather yet back home, so I really didn’t have much to lose… and also, I didn’t know anybody at that resort. Maybe I would look like a fool, but I would just be looking like a fool to strangers who would never see me again, who didn’t know me, and who probably wouldn’t even recognize me if I went and changed out of that dress and wig and makeup. I’d seen a couple of trans girls around that resort earlier: girls who don’t quite ‘pass’, so to speak. Look—I’m not passing judgment and I think people are free to do whatever the hell they want to do, but sometimes you just see a person and you go, ‘Oh, that girl used to be a boy.’ There’s nothing wrong with that. There’s nothing wrong with being able to spot one, just like there’s nothing wrong with being a girl who doesn’t—as they say—‘pass’. I knew that I wasn’t going to pass, but in my case, that was good. I didn’t want to pass. I was happy to be a guy, and I was happy to look like a guy, and if people actually thought that I was a biological girl, then what did that say about how I looked as a man?

“Are you shaving, Jared?” my sister called out with a teasing tone.

“Mind your business!” I called back.

“For the next hour, you are my business!” she giggled.

And then I heard my mom scolding her, and the teasing stopped. I looked back down at my hairy legs. I just had to do it. The hair would come back. So long, good friends. Have a safe trip down that Mexican drain! I bit down on my tongue and made the first swipe, and then the second. And with each swipe, my legs looked a little more feminine: smooth, shiny, defined. I groaned more times than I swiped. I had to look away when I did around my ankles, where the hair was the thickest and fullest. It was like my feet were morphing into a different form. It’s amazing what a bit of body hair could do.

“Are you done yet?” my sister shouted.

“No! Leave me alone!”

If you’ve ever shaved your legs as a man, maybe for some operation or a tattoo or just because you want to be more aerodynamic on a bicycle, then you know of the issue that I was now facing. I shaved up to the middle of my thighs, but I now had a harsh line where the hair started. At first, I tried gently stroking to ‘blend’ from hairless to hairy, but that just made my thighs look patchy. So I tried to inch it up higher, where the hair seemed thinner—maybe that would blend more naturally, but as I went higher, that thinner hair no longer seemed so thin compared to the hairless smooth hotdog look of my freshly shaved skin.

I kept inching that hairline up, until there was no more hair on my legs. Now, the problem was my pubic hair. There was an awkward harsh line around my crotch, and now my crotch looked hairier than ever because of the smooth skin around it. I couldn’t leave it like that; it looked absurd. If a woman saw that hairy bush looking so out of place, I certainly wouldn’t be getting any BJs. So I tried trimming the hair down, but that still looked weird, so I trimmed it more and more and more… until I just had to do away with it, making everything smooth.

And that meant shaving the line of hair that went from my crotch to my belly button. It meant shaving the tiny bit of hair on my chest. And then I figured I may as well do away with the armpit hair since I was starting from a clean slate.

I didn’t have much in terms of facial hair, but still, I did away with the small hairs on my upper lip, and the hairs along my jawline. Each stroke took away another ounce of my masculinity, and my confidence. Now, I was ashamed. I was too embarrassed to go out to the pool where the college girls were partying. I didn’t want them to see me like this—and I wasn’t even wearing a dress or a wig or makeup yet.

If the plan was simply to humiliate me, then it was working. I hadn’t even left the bathroom yet, and I was so embarrassed, I could hardly stand the thought of my mom and sister seeing me, let alone anyone else.

“Are you done yet, or what!?” my sister shouted.

“Be patient!” I said.

“We’re hungry. We want to go get dinner at the restaurant.”

“Well go without me!” I said.

“We’re not going without you,” my mom said.

I groaned. I didn’t want to leave that bathroom; it was my only safe space. Even though it was a dull, nasty place.

The bathroom in my resort room was a real shithole. It was so cramped I could barely move, and the lighting was dull as a motherfucker. Everything looked like it had been dipped in piss, and the tiles were cracked and stained like someone had been shitting on them for years.

The sink was so goddamn tiny it was like something out of a dollhouse, and the shower was no better. The water pressure was weak as hell, and the curtain looked like it had been dragged through a fucking swamp. And don't even get me started on the drain… that thing was clogged with God-knows-what.

But despite all its flaws, that bathroom was a reminder that sometimes life is just a big pile of shit. You have to take the bad with the good, and sometimes the bad is so bad it makes you want to puke. But you soldier on, because what else are you gonna do? Just sit there and feel sorry for yourself?

No fucking way. You take that shitty bathroom and you make the best of it. You take a shower and you wash away the grime and the sweat, and you come out feeling like a new man. And maybe, just maybe, you'll find a glimmer of hope in that dingy room, a spark of something that reminds you that life isn't all bad.

But I had to leave sooner or later. I had to go through with this nonsense. I had to just get it over with. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. Maybe people would just ignore me the way they ignored those two trans girls I mentioned earlier; nobody pointed at them, mocked them, laughed at them. Everyone just went on with their day, minding their own business.

So I opened that door, and, with a towel around my waist, I let my mom and sister see me looking like a pre-pubescent boy. My sister laughed… and then my mom tried her best to stop herself from doing the same.

Oh God, the shame was overwhelming. Believe me: I regretted everything. I wished that I could go back in time, before I went to the ruins with those spring-breakers. “Can’t this be enough?” I said. “I’m humiliated, okay? Isn’t that all you guys want? Well, here I am. Laugh it up.”

“Put on the dress, Jared,” my mom said, pointing at that dress, which was placed down on the middle of my bed.

And I knew that there was no getting out of this.


CHAPTER 4
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I’m trying to think of something to compare it to: a horrible experience that the average person might relate to, but really, nothing comes to mind. The average person does not suffer that sort of humiliation at any point in there life, as far as I’m concerned. In fact, there’s very little that could be as humiliating—and that’s coming from someone who had suffered through a few terrible humiliations before.

For instance, being jerked off by Ronica in front of all of those people… Yes, that was shameful and humiliating—but it wasn’t quite as bad as that moment that I stepped into that resort restaurant, in a little dress, with shaved legs, feel in strappy beige heels, with a wig on my head and makeup on my face. I tried to keep my gaze on the floor, but I could still feel people looking at me; I could see them through my peripheral vision. I knew that I looked like an absolute idiot, broad-shouldered, flat chested…

Well, actually, that was part of the problem… I wasn’t quite as broad-shouldered as I hoped, and my chest wasn’t so flat because my sister had little pads that fit into that beige bra, and those little pads were enough to give me a sort of feminine figure.

So I wasn’t quite sure what made me more embarrassed: the fact that I probably looked like a dopey man wearing women’s clothing, or the possibility that I actually looked like a girl.
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I think it was my face making me more ashamed than my body. My sister was good with makeup—better than I realized. She used dark eyeliner to make wings around my eyes, and somehow that made my eyes look extremely feminine. Then she used something called a ‘contouring stick’ to darken the sides of my nose while highlighting the tip of my nose, making it look more ‘buttony’. She did a similar thing with my cheekbones, and that was enough to make me look… girly. But it got worse. She glued fake eyelashes onto me. She brushed pink around my eyes and onto my nose and cheekbones. She glossed up my lips, making them look plumper and juicy. And then that wig—she styled it so that the sides were blocked my jawline, making me look more like a girl.

But I didn’t actually look like a girl… I just looked more like a girl than I would have looked without makeup… at least that’s what I kept telling myself. I didn’t want to look like a girl. And now, people were looking at me, which confirmed that I didn’t look quite right; I looked weird enough that people felt the need to stare.

Or maybe they were looking because they thought I was cute… it was all men looking at me, after all…

No! They were looking at me because I looked like a freak; that’s it. “Let’s just order food,” I grumbled.

“Quit being a mope, Jared,” my mom said.

“Wait!” my sister said suddenly as we took our seats. “We can’t call him Jared… I mean her. We can’t call her Jared.”

“Oh,” my mom said, nodding her head. “That’s a good point.”

I wanted to plant my face into that hard wooden table.

“What should we call her?” my mom said.

“What about… Jayla?”

My mom shook her head. “I’ve never liked Jayla. What about… Jasmine?”

“That’s so old school, mom,” my sister said.

“What? That was the name we were going to give her,” my mom said.

“What?” said, looking up from the wooden surface of the table.

“Before we found out you were a boy,” my mom said. “Actually, after the first ultrasound, the doctor told us you were a girl. So we called you Jasmine for months. Then, we went in for an ultrasound at thirty-five weeks and the doctor saw your little penis and said, ‘that’s a boy!’”

My sister giggled and I groaned.

“So wait,” my sister said. “For, like four months, you thought Jared was a girl?”

“Yep,” my mom said. “We bought a whole closet full of girl’s clothes. We had to sell it all. Luckily, one of the girls at work was also pregnant, with a girl. A family member had given her two huge bags of boy clothes before she found out the gender, so we just traded.”

I just wanted them to stop talking. The waiter came by. “Ladies,” he smiled. “Can I get you lovely women some drinks tonight.”

“I’m not a woman,” I said.

Then the waiter turned to look at me, stunned, wide-eyed. “Oh,” he said. “Um…” Then, after a long silence, he said, “Are you sure?” And that made my sister burst into a fit of uncontrollable laughter.

“She’s being silly,” my mom said. “She’s a girl. Right, Jasmine?” She glared into my eyes with an intense look, as if to say, ‘Play along or no college for you.’

I had to bite my tongue. I had to force an awkward smile. Then, I said, “I was just kidding,’ in my ditziest little voice that I could muster. God, I felt so stupid talking like that. I wanted to bash my head against that table. “I’ll get a double-shot of whiskey.”

“Don’t listen to her,” my mom said. “She’ll have white wine. We’ll all have white wine.”

Oh well, it was better than no alcohol at all. I needed booze; I needed it so badly.

“Coming right up,” said the Mexican waiter, and then he went off, looking back at me once with a curious look, as if he was trying to determined whether I really was a girl or not. The fact that he didn’t know for sure made me feel so lousy.

And the looks that I was still getting—those made me feel so self-conscious. I had to keep reaching down to tug on the skirt of my dress, feeling that cool air tickling up my bare thighs. The dress was short—much shorter than any pair of shorts I’d ever worn. “This is so stupid,” I groaned.

At least they were letting me drink. White wine still has alcohol in it; it can still get a man drunk. And I was hoping it would do the trick quickly, seeing as I’d hardly had anything to eat in the past forty-eight hours. They didn’t feed me in the Mexican jail, and after being released, I hadn’t conjured up much of an appetite.

The waiter came back with the drinks, and then my sister perked up. “Wait!” When the waiter put my glass down, she reached across the table and slid it away from me; she knew how badly I wanted that liquor.

“Let me have it,” I whispered. I was quickly becoming self-conscious about my male voice. It seemed to make people look strangely at me more than anything. It was almost starting to seem like people couldn’t tell that I was actually a man until I opened my mouth. “Give me the wine, Ashley.”

Then, my sister leaned over and started whispering into my mother’s ear. My mother slowly nodded her head, and let out a little grunt of agreement.

“What are you two talking about?” I said, clenching tight fists under the table. I was trying to contain my anger towards the two of them—my sister in particular. My parents had a very close relationship with my sister—much closer than they ever had with me. They just treated her differently, like she was on the same level as them, but they treated me like some sort of nuisance, like a naughty pet that needed sorting out. She was only eighteen months older than me, but that was apparently enough to make her into some sort of ‘mature’ figure that I was supposed to respect, like her wisdom was far beyond mine, like she always knew better. Sure, maybe that was true back when we were six and seven years old, but now, at twenty and twenty-one, how could that still be at all true? Was her extra eighteen months of life experience really so relevant?

“Your sister makes a good point,” my mom said.

“What point!?” I growled. “You’re just whispering together like the two of you are in some sort of… club!”

“Your sister is right; you’re not learning anything by sitting here and drinking. You need to actually experience being a girl.”

“Isn’t this bad enough?” I said.
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“If you want to drink, you can drink at the bar,” my mom said, pointing to the busy bar at the far end of the restaurant. “I think that’s a fine compromise. Then, when you’re done drinking, you can join us back here.” She smiled, almost looking like Ashley for a moment with that smarmy look on her face.

I did have options. I didn’t have to drink. I could just stay at that table and sip water for the rest of the night… Or, I could quickly finish a couple of drinks over at the bar, just to take some of the edge off.

“The moment I open my mouth, everyone will know that I’m not a girl,” I said to my mom and sister, now with a small smile on my own face. “And if everyone knows I’m not a girl, what’s the point of any of this?”

“So just talk like a girl,” my sister said with that annoying grin on her face.

I stared at her for a moment. “Great idea, sis. I’ll just put on my magic girl voice.”

She rolled her eyes. “It’s not that hard. You’re just not willing to try it.”

“How would you know how hard it is?”

“I know lots of guys who can do a perfectly convincing girl voice.”

“Okay. Good for them,” I said, shaking my head.

“Try,” my mom said suddenly. “Let’s hear your best girl voice.”

“I’m not doing this. This is stupid.”

“Then you aren’t drinking,” my mom said.

“What!?” I said. “I’m an adult. I don’t need permission to go and drink at the all-inclusive bar.”

Now, I was looking into her eyes, trying to win back a little bit of my dignity, but her glare was powerful. For a short moment, I forgot that she had those motherly powers: that glare that could make any son turn totally submissive.

Maybe I didn’t need booze. I’d made it this far. The worst of the humiliation was over… right?

Who was I kidding? I needed booze. This was torture and it was only getting worse by the minute. I hated the idea of going to the bar and exposing my real voice. They would all look at me like I was some sort of psychopath. Maybe doing the voice was doable; maybe my sister was right.

“What do you want me to say?” I groaned, sinking into my chair.

“Say… The croissants in Paris were the best I ever had,” my sister said with a grin.

I rolled my eyes. I took a deep breath. Then, I tried to say it, making both my mother and my sister laugh. They didn’t hold back. They were enjoying this more than I realized.

I growled as I sunk lower into my seat.

“Okay, that wasn’t actually that bad,” my sister said. “Try again, but don’t make your voice so high. This time, say, the little fox has a friend named Victoria.”

I shook my head, took another breath and tried again. This went on for fifteen minutes while Ashley and my mom sipped their wine. Ashely drank the glass that was supposed to be mine, and she did it with a big smile on her face.

“Try this,” my sister said finally. “Hum in a higher pitch—the pitch you want to talk in. Then, after humming for ten seconds or so, start to try to talk in that same pitch, without breaking the tone.”

It took me a moment to understand what she wanted from me; she demonstrated, and I tried it. And then, her eyes lit up—and so did my mom’s eyes. “That sounded great!” They both nodded their heads quickly. “Talk just like that at the bar, and no one will have any idea you’re not really a girl.”

“Because she is a girl,” Ashley said to my mom with that mean grin.

“Oh, of course,” my mom said.

This was all a big game to them. Maybe they realized Mexico was a morning vacation after all; maybe this was the only way they could think to pass the time.

They made me talk with that girly voice. Every time I tried to use my real voice, my mom would interrupt me, and those interruptions quickly became annoying: not being able to get a full sentence out without being cut off. So it was easier to just use that damned voice, and it really wasn’t long before it felt somewhat natural. Well, maybe natural isn’t the right word—but easy to turn on. That humming trick really worked.

I eyed the bar.

It was one of the fancier bars at that Mexican resort, and it was a real scene. It was packed to the brim with people, all dressed up and looking like they were ready to take on the world. The bartenders were mixing up drinks like they were going out of style, and the music was so loud you could feel it vibrating in your chest.

The decor was sleek and modern, with glossy black surfaces and shiny chrome accents. The bar was long and impressive, with every kind of liquor you could think of lining the shelves. The seats were plush and comfortable, and there were even a few high-top tables scattered around for those who preferred to stand.

The crowd was a mix of young and old, all looking like they were having the time of their lives. Some were dressed in expensive suits and dresses, while others were wearing more casual attire, but everyone seemed to be on the same wavelength: partying their asses off like there was no tomorrow.

I wanted a drink: a shot of rum or two. Maybe I could suffer a touch of embarrassment for a taste of that watered-down resort booze. I bit down on my tongue and stood up. “Okay, I’ll be back.”

It wouldn’t have been so bad if they weren’t watching me as I went. Why couldn’t they just continue chatting like they were doing? Why did they have to watch me as if my suffering was some form of entertainment?

I wobbled slightly in those heels as I walked towards the bar. A soft ocean breeze grabbed my dress and threatened to pull it up, so I reached down and quickly pushed it flat to my thighs, not realizing that, in doing so, I was bending over and showing my butt to the table behind me—and to my family. I heard Ashley laughing. I looked back and scolded her, but she didn’t stop.

Why did it have to be such a short dress?

When I stood back up, I noticed a young blushing boy, no older than sixteen, staring at me with shocked eyes.

He stammered out a greeting, his voice cracking like he was going through puberty all over again. He kept glancing down at my chest, like he was trying to figure out if I was a boy or a girl.

But he seemed to like what he saw, because he kept inching closer and closer, like he was hoping for some kind of sign that I was interested. He was shy and awkward, but there was something endearing about him… I was a lot like him when I was his age, but I grew up.

I scolded him and he looked away quickly. I had no idea if he was looking at me because I looked like a fool or if he was just horny and couldn’t tell the difference. “This is a nightmare,” I whispered to myself.

I reached the bar at the same moment a group of four young men reached the bar. They were drunk, already tripping over themselves. They didn’t notice me as they bumped past me and took the seat I was headed for. I had to change course, turning right, heading further down the bar to the only available seat. But the seat was far from ideal, nestled between two ‘bros’ clenching beers. I bit hard on my tongue as I took that seat, using one hand to hold down the skirt so it wouldn’t ride up as I sat.

I kept my gaze forward, waiting for the bartender. But I felt them both turn their heads slightly, just enough to check me out through their peripheral vision. They were eyeing me, maybe disgusted by me, maybe thinking that I was actually a girl who wanted a shot at them.

I tried to get the bartender’s attention, but he wasn’t looking at me. He was occupied with a couple of loud girls who were already very drunk.

“Can we get a drink over here!?” shouted one of the bros next to me.

“What do you want?” the bartender called back to him.

“Two shots of bourbon.”

It was a very, very, very long five minutes before the bartender got around to fulfilling the order. Finally, he brought the bro his shots, and then I tried to get his attention without using my voice. I still wasn’t sure my voice would go over well, so being silent was my best bet—but I needed a drink, and I wasn’t going to be able to sign-language my way through that evening.

But before I could wave down the bartender and whisper ‘something hard’, the bro next to me slid that shot of bourbon in front of me. “To vacation,” he said, looking into my eyes. It was a moment before I realized he was hoping I would drink with him.

He was a real piece of work. He was tall and broad-shouldered, with a dopey grin plastered across his face like he was constantly high on something.

He wore a tight-fitting shirt that showed off his muscles, and his hair was slicked back like he was trying to channel some kind of James Dean vibe. But despite his best efforts, he just came off as a bit of a meathead.

He was completely oblivious to my real identity, which made it all the more amusing. He kept chatting me up, slurring his words and making terrible jokes like he was the funniest motherfucker in the room.

But there was something endearing about him, like he was just a big ol' puppy dog who wanted to be loved. He had no idea who I really was, and he didn't seem to care. All he wanted was to have a good time and maybe get lucky.

In a way, I envied him. He had that carefree attitude, that ability to just let loose and enjoy the moment. He didn't have a care in the world, and he didn't seem to give a shit about anything except having a good time.

I downed the shot he bought me, feeling the burn of the alcohol as it hit my throat.

Then I looked up and saw that he was eyeing my body, eyes glowing.

I was frozen. I didn’t look back, and I couldn’t hear anything, but I just knew that my sister was currently rolling on the resort floor with laughter. She was never going to let me forget this: the time some jock thought I was a girl and bought me a shot.

“Can I get you another one?” he asked. He had it ready, sliding it over to me.

I did want that second shot, and the bartender was gone now. So I forced a smile, took the bourbon, and poured it down my throat.

“Evan,” he said after wincing away the burn of the bourbon.

I nodded my head slowly.

He leaned in close, putting his lips next to my ear as if we were in a loud bar; but the volume at that outdoor resort bar was low. “What’s your name?” he asked.

I looked back at my sister and mother, confirming my suspicion; my sister’s face was red and she was laughing. My mother was strangely not interested, looking out at the final moments of the sunset, enjoying her wine as if nothing was out of the ordinary.

“Well?” Evan said. “You shy or something?”

I’m not sure why I said it; I guess I just thought it would get him to back off with as few words as possible. “I have a boyfriend,” I whispered softly, in that pitch that I practised with Ashley at our table.

“He here?” Evan asked.

I didn’t answer.

“Doesn’t sound like much of a boyfriend.”

Then, the man’s buddy pitched in. “Sounds like you could use yourself a new boyfriend. Or, at the very least, a vacation boyfriend.”

The men laughed, eyed each other, and then both turned their attention to me again. I fully regretted being between them now. I should have just stayed sober and at my table.

Now, I didn’t care as much about exposing myself; I really didn’t think the humiliation could get worse. So I waved down the bartender. “Another shot, and a beer, please.”

“What’s your boyfriend’s name?” Evan asked.

I didn’t answer fast enough. The men chuckled. “Knew it,” Evan said. “It’s okay, girly. We don’t bite. We’re just being gentlemen.”

They both looked at me with big grins. Evan put his hand on my thigh, just above my knee. “Relax a bit. You’re on vacation.”

Then, the shot and beer showed up. I took the shot, swallowed, and then I chugged the beer as fast as I could. Then, I sprung to my feet and stormed back to the table where Ashley was in a fit of hysterical laughter. “Yeah, yeah,” I said. “Laugh it up.”

“Did those boys treat you nice, Jasmine?” Ashley asked with that awful teasing voice.

“Get over it. You know what? I don’t think I feel like eating. I’m going back to my room.” I stood up, and then my sister grabbed my wrist.

“No!” she cried. “Don’t go. We’re just having some fun. Relax a little bit, would you? I’m honestly impressed. I thought for sure you would look like a complete fool, but you actually look kind of cute. And, like, I thought that was just me, but now seeing you out, seeing guys hitting on you… They really think you’re a girl!” She started to laugh again, but quickly stopped herself. “No, no—I’m not teasing. It’s just… I can’t help myself. It’s so surprising. I mean—you really do look like a girl. Have you looked in a mirror?”

“Can you tell her to stop?” I said to my mother.

“Stop teasing her, Ashley,” my mom said.

“Him,” I said. “I’m still your son, mom.”

“Until we’re on the airplane home, you’re my daughter, Jasmine,” she said. “Or, if I feel like you’ve learned your lesson before then, we can negotiate.”

“I’ve learned it. Lesson learned—believe me; I’ll never do anything like that again. Pinky promise. Just let me change. Let me wash this makeup off.”

“You know what would be fun?” my mom said, ignoring me. “Dancing. We should go dancing tonight: girl’s night on the town.”

My heart dropped into my stomach. They were determined to make this miserable.


CHAPTER 5
[image: ]



My mom was, unfortunately for me growing up, the ‘hot mom’. She had me when she was sixteen. She had my sister even younger: a controversial pregnancy that forced her to move back to her hometown to live with her grandmother. She was into partying when she was young, and her parents—my grandparents—weren’t around to control her.
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Now, my mom was only thirty-six. And she had very strong slavic genes: the kind that seem to stop a women from ageing at all until she reaches eighty. People often assumed she was my sister. In fact, one person once called her my ‘younger sister’, which was extremely shocking, but I think that particular person was just hitting on her.

To me, she looked old. I knew that she really didn’t look old, but I think everyone sees their own mother as old. It’s a natural biological trait that stops horny teenagers from trying to do naughty things with their moms. Thank God, I never thought that she was ‘hot’, and I even cringed when other said it…

But they said it a lot. My friends would always tease me in school, “You’re so lucky you got to suck on those tits,” they would say to me. And I’ll admit something, but I hate to because it’s terribly embarrassing: I breastfed until the age of six. It was apparently a trendy thing to do back then: breastfeeding for as long as possible.

It’s important to understand my mom’s age, because it will help you to understand some of her choices. She always felt like her youth was robbed from her—particularly those years when all of her friends were partying, and she was stuck at home with two very energetic kids, in a small town where there was nothing to do. Our father wasn’t around much then; he went off to trade school, got a job in the big city, and would send money to our mom, until finally, when we were over ten, he had the skills to move to our town and set up a small business there.

But by then, my mom felt like her window to be a young, free-spirit had closed. She was depressed for many years, and it was hard to see her like that. She never wanted to go out with friends. If she was invited to a bar or a club, she wouldn’t go, because she was terrified of being the ‘old lady’ there, even though she looked just as young as the nineteen-year-olds there.

Finally, once my sister and I were both adults, my mom had a sort of revelation. She suddenly stopped caring about what people thought of her. She learned to accept her age—or maybe she finally realized that she wasn’t actually old and her window was still open… who knows, but she finally started living more age-appropriately, though at times it was weird, because she wasn’t acting at all like a ‘mom’.

The legal drinking age in our city was eighteen. I was one month older than eighteen when I went to a nightclub for the first time. I was with three friends, all a bit older than me. They were determined to get me to lose my virginity that night. “There are a few banging hotties downstairs,” said one of my friends. “They’re definitely single.” They took me down, and I was ready to practise flirting. I was nervous as hell. Then I saw the girls. They really were cute, sitting with their backs to me. The blonde in the middle was petite and innocent.

I stepped up. My friends had taught me to be ‘overly confident’, or even cocky. I was supposed to grin and act like I was the hottest shit in the club. “Hey ladies,” I said, against my better judgement. “The three of you are looking smoking hot tonight.” It wasn’t my character, but it was the tip I’d been given.

The girls turned around, and there, staring at me, was my own mother.

So, as you can imagine, that was a horrible experience, and it left me with a bit of trauma. I never really did get over my fear of petite blondes after that.

My sister aspired to be just like my mom. I think it had something to do with them being so close in age, and constantly being confused as sisters—particularly once my sister reached puberty. My sister was taller than me, taller than my mom, taller than my dad. She’d always looked more mature than she was—so next to my mom’s forever-baby-face, they really did look like sisters, and it seemed like they were on track to look like twins by the time my sister reached twenty-five. And I’m not saying that my sister looked old or unfortunate; I also heard, ‘Your sister is a babe,’ constantly through my teen years.

And now, I need to mention—but I hate to—that my mom had a certain way with men. She was one of those women who would melt hearts wherever she went. My poor father, who was out of town so much when we were young, was always being harassed by other men who had fallen for my mom. Of course, my mom hadn’t done anything wrong, necessarily. She would give a man the wrong idea simply by smiling at him or gently touching him on the arm during a casual conversation.

My friend’s dad told me that my mom was a ‘siren’. He also used some less-nice terms, like ‘evil witch’, and ‘marriage ruiner’. But my mom didn’t ruin his marriage; he did that himself when he assumed he had a chance of being with my mom if he left his wife.

I promise you that all of this information about my mom is relevant—and the information about my sister as well. I’ll get to that soon…

Well, my sister admired my mother so much, and wanted to be just like her in every way. She especially wanted to get the attention that my mom got, so it wasn’t long before my sister got into bleaching her hair blonde. It wasn’t long before she got into doing her makeup, and wearing the same tiny outfits that my mom wore. And as soon as my mom caught on, they created a little bond that was unlike any bond you’ve seen between a mother and a daughter. They really were close like sisters. They would hang out all night in my sister’s bedroom. They would listen to music together, paint their nails, watch TV shows and movies.

And because my dad was hardly there, it sometimes felt like there weren’t any adults in the house; just me and my two sisters. It got really weird when I was about fifteen, and my mom and sister would plan little parties together. Though, as I mentioned before, around this time my mom was suffering from some self-confidence issues about her age, and would often vanish during the parties—but nonetheless, she supported and allowed them, even letting my sister, who was just sixteen, drink liquor.

My understanding is that it was safer to allow it under her supervision, instead of my sister sneaking off to do it in secret. But really, thinking back on it in retrospect, I think my mom was just trying to experience that piece of her teen years that she missed because she had babies at that age. She never got to be a partying sixteen-year-old. She never got to experience the house-party circuit that most high-schoolers get to experience.

I couldn’t help but feel like this week at this college-party resort had something to do with my mother wanting to experience another piece of her missed youth. She never got to do the whole college partying thing.

Now, it was only 9:00 PM and I was back in my room, trying to recover from the past two hours of sheer humiliation. I washed off that makeup and threw the dress and wig into a pile on the ground. I was happy to be naked, out of that dress, not being stared at by dozens of people—most of whom were men who thought I might be an easy fuck…

I peered out the window of my room and I saw my sister schmoozing with shirtless boys. My mom was there too, at the bar, with two men my age ogling her body. I groaned and shuddered at the sight. Maybe to someone else, the sight wasn’t so shocking: a woman in her thirties (who looked twenty-eight at the oldest), chatting with a couple of twenty-year-olds. But to me, I was seeing my mom being hit on by my peers. “Gross,” I said, shutting the curtain and going to my bed so that I could watch TV.

But I was so bored of that TV. I’d spent the whole day watching it. I wasn’t tired either—not even close to feeling like I could go to sleep.

I wanted to be out there, hanging out with people my age. I wanted to party—even though I’d never been big into parties. It still seemed like fun: drinking, chatting with girls, swimming in the heated, under-lit pool. It was better than laying on a stiff, cheap bed, listening to poorly dubbed sitcoms—and the sounds of partying through the thin resort walls.

I wasn’t allowed to go out; my mother made that very clear. Actually—let me be more clear: I wasn’t allowed to go out as a boy. For the rest of that trip, I was to go out only as a girl: with that wig, with some makeup, and in that little dress. My humiliation wasn’t complete, apparently.

But my mother and sister were both drinking… and that was a big resort. It’s not like they were coming to my room to check on me; they were busy having their own fun.

There was just one little problem: they took all of my clothes. They took my suitcase so that I couldn’t dress up as a boy. They even took the housecoat that came with the room… And the towels weren’t quite big enough to wrap around my waist, so I couldn’t even wear a towel to a nearby bar.

I thought about modifying a bed sheet. I thought about cutting two holes in a pillow case, but was that really any less humiliating than putting on a dress?

I eyed that dress. At least when I was in the dress, people actually thought that I was a girl… If people thought that I was a girl, then maybe I could just blend in. It was dark out now. At night, the resort took on a whole new life, bathed in the soft glow of sconces and tiki torches. It was like stepping into another world, a world where all the worries and stresses of the day melted away.

The sconces were positioned strategically around the resort, casting light on the walkways and illuminating the buildings. The tiki torches added a touch of whimsy, their flickering flames dancing in the warm night air.

The whole place had a certain charm to it, like something out of a postcard. The palm trees swayed gently in the breeze, their fronds rustling softly. The sound of the ocean could be heard in the distance, a soothing lullaby that put me at ease.

But if drinking was all that I wanted to do, I didn’t need to go out. There was the minibar in my room. I laughed and shook my head, walking over to that minibar that I’d somehow forgotten about… but it was empty. My damned family had emptied it; they thought of everything.

I groaned.

It wasn’t really just drinking that I wanted to do. I wasn’t an alcoholic. Drinking was fun… with people. It helped me to be more loose and outgoing, and that’s when the fun happened—not when I was just drunk and alone in a room.

So what were my options?

I eyed that dress again. I groaned.
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Maybe I could just go out and have a bit of fun. I could tell people the truth: that I’d gotten myself arrested and this was the punishment. Sure, they would laugh at me, but I could laugh with them. It could be something we all laughed about together. And then the novelty would wear off and I would just be another person at the party.

I eyed that dress once more. How badly did I want to go out and party?


CHAPTER 6
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Boredom drives a person to do crazy things, and there’s really not much that compares to the boredom of a cheap resort room with a TV that only gets shows in Spanish. In fact, after spending a night in a Mexican jail, I can confidently say that there really isn’t much difference between a Mexican jail cell and a cheap all-inclusive resort room, aside from the unlocked door on the resort room door, and the TV—but honestly, the TV somehow made it worse than the jail cell.

So I put on the stupid dress. I put on the stupid wig. I put on a bit of eyeliner and some eyeshadow, just to make sure that I wasn’t recognizable. I was holding out hope that my mom would tell me that my punishment was over in the morning; she was bound to feel bad for me sooner or later. And once I was allowed to go out as a boy again, I didn’t want people seeing me and thinking, ‘isn’t that the girl who was wearing that little dress?’ The makeup helped to make me look different enough—like putting on a mask.

I felt like a total idiot. I hated that I was playing into my sister’s game, caving to this nonsense. But I didn’t have much of a choice; I couldn’t just stay locked up in that room.

And besides, the most humiliating part of being out as a girl earlier, was being watched by my sister and my mother. They teased and mocked me the whole time. Otherwise, people hardly took notice of me; sure, I got a few looks—maybe questionable looks—but I could survive a few looks. I wanted to attempt to enjoy what was left of that vacation.

I slipped into the hallway and took a sharp left, heading down the long hallway, away from the swimming pool outside of my room where my mom and sister were partying with college students.

The quiet resort hallway at night was like something out of a dream. It was hushed and still, the only sound the soft patter of my footsteps on the plush carpet.

The walls were lined with paintings and tapestries, their intricate details illuminated by the soft light of a few sconces. The air was cool and refreshing, the scent of the ocean wafting in from the open windows.
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There was a sense of calm in that hallway, a sense of stillness that was almost palpable. It was like I had stepped into a different world, one where all the noise and chaos of the day had been left behind.

As I walked down the hallway, I felt like I was walking through a painting. Everything was so still and quiet, so perfectly arranged. It was like I was the only person in the world, walking through a quiet, serene universe of my own making.

It was a ten-minute walk to the far end of the resort: another pool, another bar, another group of drunk college students. It was a goddamn zoo. It was packed to the gills with partying teenagers, screaming and shouting like a bunch of wild animals. The music was so loud you could feel the bass reverberating in your bones, and the air was thick with the smell of cheap beer and sunscreen.

The pool itself was teeming with bodies, so many that you could barely see the water. It was like a sea of flesh, all tanned and toned and practically bursting out of their swimsuits. There were floats and beach balls and all kinds of other shit cluttering up the water, making it impossible to swim without elbowing someone in the face.

The noise was overwhelming, a constant barrage of shouting and laughing and splashing. Every so often, someone would let out a piercing scream, like they were trying to see how high they could go before their lungs exploded.

It was like a goddamn frat party, but worse. At least at a frat party, there's some kind of order to the chaos. But here, it was just pure, unadulterated madness.

They didn’t take much notice of me. I wasn’t in a skimpy bikini like the other girls there, after all. And the girls who weren’t in tiny bikinis were in slutty little dresses—and one girl was literally wearing lingerie as if it was an outfit. Those girls were trying to attract men, so my little floral dress suddenly seemed very conservative.

But it didn’t help me to get the bartender’s attention. I sat at that busy bar for ten long minutes before he finally came close enough for me to yell out the word ‘beer!’. I got my beer and then I turned to face the shenanigans.

I was suddenly glad that I wasn’t in a room on this side of the resort. These students were much louder than the ones outside of my room window. They had a speaker set up here, playing loud pop music. The girls on this side seemed to have a tradition, screaming out ‘SPRING BREAK’ every time they all jumped into the pool together, and they would jump into the pool together every time they took a shot together, and every time they took a shot together, they would scream, ‘WILD CATS!’, and I assume that was their college sports team name.

Honestly, it was all very lame, but it beat the hell out of watching sitcoms in a language that I couldn’t understand.

And it wasn’t long before a shot ended up in my hand. “Every Wild Cat has to do it,” a girl said to me as she swayed drunkenly before me. And then she looked into my eyes, burped, nearly fell, and then said, “I would so be a fucking lesbian with you.” Though it was hard to understand her because she was slurring so much.

I have to admit that I considered her drunken offer, even though I knew better than to take advantage of a hammered chick while I was practically sober. I think a lot of courts would call that ‘rape’, whether or not it’s true.

I took the shot with the rest of them, and I even yelled out, “WILD CATS,” just for fun. I suppose I thought it would help me blend in, or maybe I just wanted to feel like I wasn’t just some ‘mope’ at the bar.

But accepting that shot turned out to be a mistake. The drunken wannabe lesbian grabbed my wrist with impressive strength and pulled me to my feet. “You have to go into the pool! It’s the rule!”

“I’m not wearing a bathing suit,” I said. But she wasn’t listening; she was taking me with her.

“SPRING BREAK!” she screamed, and then she threw herself awkwardly into the water, gripping my wrist. I tried to pull her back, but she was sadly stronger than me. I went into the water, in my wig, dress, and makeup. Luckily, I managed to keep my head above the water. My wig and makeup survived by some miracle, keeping my identity safe, but I must have looked like a complete fool, thrashing and straining to keep my head up. I scrambled out of the water, now with a drenched dress.

“Great…”I moaned. That dress was mostly white… so now it was mostly translucent. My skin showed through the thin fabric, so everyone could see that padded bra and the matching panties. Luckily, the water felt cold, so it shrunk me between my legs—and that shrinkage made it so there was no bulge. And it was good, because now I was ‘skimpy’ like the rest of them. I was basically in a bikini.

And it wasn’t long before a girl said, “Take off your wet dress and put your bikini on!”

“I don’t have one,” I smiled.

“What!? You came to Mexico without a bikini!?”

And the next thing I knew, I was in some chick’s room, not far from the pool.

It was a goddamn palace compared to my room. It was spacious and airy, with high ceilings and windows that looked out over the ocean. The furniture was sleek and modern, with plush sofas and chairs that practically begged you to sink into them.

The bed was massive, with fluffy pillows and soft sheets that looked like they had been made of clouds. There was a TV mounted on the wall, along with a sound system that looked like something out of a goddamn movie theatre.

The bathroom was like something out of a spa, with gleaming marble surfaces and a giant bathtub that looked like it could fit a whole football team. There were fluffy towels and designer toiletries, and the water pressure was strong enough to knock you off your feet.

But the thing that really stood out was the balcony. It was huge, with a sweeping view of the ocean that took my breath away. There were chairs and a table out there, and even a little hammock that swayed gently in the breeze.

It was like a different world, this room. A world where everything was perfect, where everything was beautiful. It was almost too much to take in, like I was drowning in luxury.

There were six other girls in there: two of which were naked, comparing their recent breast implants. I was red all over, knowing I was not supposed to be there.

“Can you believe they lost all of her luggage?” one of the girls said, parroting my fake story.

They were like goddesses, their bodies tanned and toned, their hair flowing like silk.

One girl had a figure like a model, all long legs and curves in all the right places. She strutted around the room like she owned the goddamn place, admiring herself in the mirror and tossing her hair back like she was in a goddamn shampoo commercial.

Another girl was smaller, with delicate features and bright, sparkling eyes. She was like a little doll, trying on bikini after bikini and twirling around in front of the mirror. Every time she found one she liked, she would let out a little squeal of delight, like a little kid on Christmas morning.

And then there was the girl I had come with. She was like a goddess, with a figure that made my heart skip a beat. She tried on bikinis with the ease of someone who had been doing it her whole life, each one looking better than the last.

It was almost overwhelming, being in that room with all those beautiful women. But it was also kind of exhilarating, like I was getting a glimpse into some secret world where everything was perfect and beautiful. For a moment, I forgot about all the bullshit that had led me to that point, and just soaked in the beauty of it all.

“That’s, like, so sad!” the girls moaned. And then, they were all thrusting bikinis at me. “This would look so cute on you!” and, “Try this on!” and, “This never fit me, but it would fit you so well!” and, “Oh my God, I wish I had your ass.”

And a moment later, there was a girl standing in front of me, making me lean my head back. She was holding an eyeliner pen. “Hold still,” she said. She was fixing my eyeliner.

A minute later, I was in their bathroom, with four bikinis at my disposal. I felt so stupid. My head was spinning. But, for some reason, I wanted to impress the girls. I tried on all of the bikinis, figuring out which one would be the most ‘feminine’, so they wouldn’t catch onto me. It was a miracle they hadn’t already figured me out…

Or was it a miracle? When I actually thought about it, it was quite depressing: these cute girls thought that I was really a girl. Sure, they were drunk—but alcohol is supposed to make people more honest. I didn’t want to be a perfectly passing woman. That wasn’t who I thought that I was; that wasn’t the body that I thought that I had.

And with those pads from that padded bra, I had enough of a girl’s figure to fill out those bikinis. When I emerged from that bathroom, they all made cutesy sounds at me. “That fits you so well!” and, “You look so cute in that red bikini!’ and, “I wish I had your ass!” and then one girl spanked me on the butt, making me gasp; they all laughed. And for a moment, I thought that they were all teasing me—and then I realized they were treating each other the same way…

They really thought that I was one of them. And it was thirty minutes before I realized that this was me blending in. Apparently, I needed to be careful what I wished for. Before, when I was sitting alone at the bar, I was not fitting in; I was sticking out like a bruised nose. Now, in that bikini, getting slapped on the ass, I was just another college party girl.

And once I accepted that I was fitting in—blending in—I was able to relax. Well, I have to admit that the liquor was helping too.

I found a bunch of pins in that girl’s room that I used to secure my wig to my actual hair, so it wouldn’t shift; that gave me a good deal of peace of mind. I also got some security when the girl who did my eyeliner told me the makeup was waterproof; that you needed alcohol wipes to get it off.

So I was much less afraid to jump into the pool with them.

And the next thing I knew, I was being lifted up and placed down on the shoulders of a man twice my size. I blushed all over, worried he was going to feel my ball sack against the back of his neck—but he didn’t seem to notice; maybe because the thick fabric of those bikini bottoms, or maybe because the cold shock of the pool sent my balls into my body.

They gave me a pool noodle to fight with another girl, also mounted on some strapping young man. At first, I was awkward, worried she was going to slap my top off… but then it started to become kind of… fun. I got into the game. I was laughing like them. I fell into the water and scurried out with the other girl, and we got a drink together. We had nothing to say to each other, but we couldn’t stop laughing.

And then I had another shot in my hand. “WILD CATS!” I yelled with the rest of them. “SPRING BREAK!” And then I was in the pool, splashing, laughing, feeling warm inside as the alcohol did what it was designed to do.

A dart board came out of nowhere. They went around asking our names. “Jasmine,” I said when they came to me, remembering that lame name that would have been mine if I’d been a girl. Okay, maybe it wasn’t that lame. It was growing on me a little bit. I could have used any other name—but that’s what I picked.

They wrote it down on a piece of paper and put it on that dart board, along with dozens of others. Then, the game started. I had no idea what the game was, until the first two girls threw their darts.

“Andrew and Darren!” were the names announced. They made two boys kiss each other. The boys really didn’t want to, but there must have been some incentive, because they gave each other a lame peck.

The game went on.

“Lucy and Jimmy!”

Next, a girl gave some tongue to a very red-faced boy with glasses. It was a six-second kiss, and she pulled away laughing and he scurried off, probably to hide an erection.

“Jasmine and Carol!”

I froze. Did she say Jasmine?

Girls were looking at me. A blonde came up to me, red in the cheeks. She bit her lip and leaned in, and I had no idea quite what was happening—until her lips touched mine. I kissed her back, and then she really went at me. She was trying to outdo Lucy before her, trying to turn boys on with some lesbian action.

It was about ten or fifteen seconds before she pulled away, extracting her tongue from my mouth, leaving me light-headed and dizzy. And now, I wasn’t so small between the legs. So I jumped into the pool before anyone noticed anything bulging.

The game went on, and I ended up kissing another girl—and then a boy. The kiss with the boy was horrifying at first, but after a moment, it really wasn’t much different than kissing a girl. It helped that he was clean-shaven, with soft lips. He didn’t go in with the tongue, but I wanted to impress my new friends, so I slipped some tongue to him. He put his hands on my sides and caressed me gently before I politely pulled back. “That’s enough,” I smiled. I was blushing, though there was a terrible dread in my gut. I couldn’t believe that I’d just kissed a boy.

I went to get a shot, to help clear my head. I didn’t like who I was becoming. I was getting too carried away with this persona. And now, I was getting too comfortable with this crowd of strangers. I was making small mistakes, including a moment when my top was pulled up, exposing my nipples, for almost ten seconds before I noticed. Thankfully, nobody actually saw and I fixed it. And then there was the drunken moment at the bar where I called over the bartender and ordered a beer in my boy voice. And he stared at me blankly for a moment, shocked, as if that voice shouldn’t have come from my body. I managed to smile, playing it off as a joke, and he looked relieved. But it was a close call—and thankfully, nobody else was around to hear it.

I must have sobered up a little bit because I had the sense to sneak away from the group. It was almost 2:00 AM, and I was feeling tired. I just needed to get back to my room so I could fully sober up and regain my sense.

But I didn’t make it. The girl I shared tongues with earlier was now staring at me in the eyes, grinning. “What is it?” I asked softly, now extra-insecure about my voice as I stood in that quiet hallway. She could hear everything.

“You’re a boy,” she said.

She was chubby, with freckles sprinkled across her nose and crooked teeth that gave her smile a quirky charm. But despite her flaws, there was something undeniably cute about her.

She had a warmth to her, a sense of kindness that radiated from her like a comforting blanket. Her eyes were a bright, sparkling blue, and her hair was a wild mass of curls that she kept trying to tame with a headband.

I froze. A tingle ran down my spine. The smart thing to do would have been to laugh and to say that some friends put me up to it. Instead, I shook my head and doubled-down. “No, I’m not.”

“Sorry,” she said. “Your trans then?”

And now I didn’t know what to say, so I just stared at her, in shock.

She giggled and blushed. “I felt it throbbing when we were kissing.”

Now I wanted to jump into the pool with concrete blocks around my ankles.

“It’s okay. I think it’s kind of hot,” she said. She bit down on her bottom lip. The smell of vodka was strong on her breath, but she wasn’t swaying or showing signs of being hammered. “Want to fuck?”

And then I suddenly wanted to run to my mom and my sister, to hug them and kiss them all over, to thank them for inadvertently gifting me the gift of a lifetime. This girl was far hotter than any girl I’d ever landed as a boy.

I bit my lip. “Um… sure, if you want to.”

She took my hand and began to pull me towards the stairs. We went up, up, up. She was giggling. “I’ve never been with a trans girl before.”

“Me neither,” I said. “I mean—I’ve never been with a…” What did I mean?

Her eyes lit up. She smiled. “Have you only been with boys?” she asked.

“No!” I said quickly. “I’ve never been with a guy before.” I shuddered at the thought. I was straight, after all.

“Oh my God,” she gasped. “You’re a virgin!? Okay, okay. I’ll take care of you. This is going to be so much fun for you. You’ll remember this for the rest of your life.”

We reached the top floor. She had a huge suite with a beautiful view of the stars and the glistening night ocean.

It had huge picture windows that looked out over the ocean, the view stretching out for miles in every direction.

The decor was luxurious, with plush sofas and chairs that practically begged you to sink into them. There were marble floors and gleaming chandeliers, and the walls were lined with original artwork that looked like it could have been in a museum.

The bedroom was like a palace, with a king-size bed and sheets that looked like they had been made of clouds. There was a huge TV mounted on the wall, along with a sound system that looked like something out of a goddamn concert hall.

In the bathroom, there were fluffy towels and designer toiletries.

And then there was the balcony. It was massive, with a sweeping view of the ocean that left me breathless. There were chairs and a table out there, along with a hot tub that bubbled softly in the evening breeze.

It was like a different world, this suite. A world where everything was perfect, where everything was beautiful. It was almost too much to take in, like I was drowning in luxury.

The girl told me to wait while she got comfortable, and that meant her putting on tight lingerie. She came out blushing, smiling, licking her lips. I was frozen, in a state of disbelief. Maybe being a girl wasn’t so bad after all.
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She put her hands on my chest and I let out a soft whimper. She was way out of my league. Then we kissed—again. Her plump lips worked for the next twenty seconds, making my mouth wet, making my heart pound. Then, she pushed her body against me and giggled. “There it is again,” she whispered. And she looked down at my bulge in my tiny bikini bottoms. She reached down and pulled it gently out into the open. “Cute clit,” she said.

“Clit?” I asked softly.

Then she pushed me down and pulled my face in tight to her crotch, forcing me to eat her out through the hemmed opening in her lingerie teddy. Her shaved pussy felt nice against my lips: warm, wet, with that tiny tight hole. She moaned, clenching a handful of my hair, pulling me in harder.

She was dripping: beads of warm fluid rolling down her smooth lingerie-clad thighs. My eyes were almost rolled back into my head. I was in heaven. The smell of her perfume alone was enough to make me feel like I’d entered into some heavenly realm where I didn’t belong.

She pulled me up and moved me to the bed. She pushed down my bikini bottoms. She pushed me down and giggled. She took my ankles and spread my legs wide. I felt strange, legs spread wide like a girl… but I wasn’t about to complain.

Then she went down to suck me off…

But she didn’t go for my erect penis. She teased my shaft with the tip of her nose and went lower, lower, lower, until her tongue was teasing my rim. “Whoa,” I said, tensing up.

She giggled once more. “Just relax, Jasmine,” she whispered. She leaned back in and started licking, sliding her tongue up and down. It was a weird, wet feeling—and I have to say that I was suddenly very self-conscious, wondering what it must taste and smell like. I was a clean person… but even the cleanest person worries. Maybe the cleanest person worries more than the average person…

She kept licking, pushing her tongue deeper, gently penetrating me. Okay, so maybe it felt a bit nice. There was something strangely pleasant about it once I started allowing myself to relax. I reached out and grabbed my knees, holding them wide as I let my head fall back onto a pillow. I let out a sigh—and a moan.

She kept working away, determined to go all night, apparently. And I wasn’t opposed; it felt so nice. I moaned again.

Then, she repositioned. She circled around the bed, climbed up, and sat down on my face, planting her pussy right against my lips. She bent forward, using her chin to hold my ball sack out of the way, and she kept eating out my asshole. That girl really loved my asshole.

I moaned again, now licking her pussy.

Then came the finger.

I didn’t see it coming, and I gasped when I felt it pushing into me. I froze all over. I would have jumped to my feet, but she was sitting on my face, pinning me down. I tried to clench her back, but it was too late; she was down to her knuckle.

But she wasn’t done with her tongue. Now, she was rimming me with her tongue, plunging that finger in and out. Okay, okay… it was shocking… but it didn’t hurt. I could handle it. I just had to take a deep breath. Maybe it even felt kind of nice. She was being gentle, just like she promised she would be. That tickling tongue still felt so nice.

It went on for a while. I got used to those new feelings. But I really wanted to move things along. I was ready to penetrate her—or at least get a blowjob. I tried to shimmy myself to give her the message, trying to get my erection to her lips, but she kept repositioning herself, determined to make sure she was still working with my asshole.

Then I felt the second finger push in. At first, I wasn’t quite sure anything was different, but it was a lot tight. “Oh my God,” I moaned. I clenched hard, but she kept going.

And again, I got used to it. I let it happen until my body was relaxed, and then I asked her if she was ready to go further.

She giggled. “Okay,” she said. That’s when the third finger went into my asshole.

“Oh God!” I cried. It was tight. I should have pushed her off, but instead, I went limp, submissive. I wasn’t even licking her cunt anymore. I was now frozen as she fingered me with three long, feminine fingers—and then four, and then five, up to her knuckles.

“Ouch,” I cried, squirming.

“Shh,” she said. “You’ll like it. I promise.” She pumped. She spat. She twisted. I was fully submissive now, terrified that I would hurt something if I moved. I couldn’t even muster up a word. I tried to relax. There was pleasure—but there was also pain as she tried to push a bit deeper each time. I could feel myself stretching—but why wasn’t I stopping her?

When I said I wanted to go further, is this what she thought I meant?

I would have corrected myself, but I was paralyzed now, at her mercy. “Ready?” she asked softly, and then came an intense stretching as she pushed, pushed, pushed—

And she was inside of me: a whole fist, now with my anus clenching around her wrist. Thankfully she was a petite girl… but still! There was a fist in my ass, and now she was pumping me.

“Oh God!” I cried louder. She planted herself down on her elbow. She was no longer sitting on my face. She allowed my body to rise up off the mattress as if I was in some Exorcist remake. “It hurts!”

And she just giggled.

I bit hard on my tongue. I moaned. I cried. I grabbed handfuls of bedsheets. She pumped harder. “It’s okay,” she said. “You’re doing good.”

“I think I’m going to pee. You’re pushing on my bladder!”

She giggled. “No,” she said. “That’s your sissygasm.”

“My—My what?” I said. That feeling was getting stronger. I moaned louder. Everything was tingling. I didn’t know what was happening; it was like I was no longer in control of my own body.

She kept pumping. I don’t know how long it went on for. I started to go fully limp. My vision blurred. I clenched in an attempt to stop myself from pissing, but then I couldn’t hold back anymore.

She gasped. I was too embarrassed to open my eyes, but I did it anyway. I thought I was going to see myself pissing on my own chest—but that isn’t what was happening.

I was coming.

My cock, without being touched, was shooting shot after shot after shot of thick, gooey cum. We both froze to watch. Surges of pleasure were making me moan loudly. I wanted to fall back down and sink into the mattress, but I just had to see that orgasm with my own eyes. It defied everything I knew about my own body.

She pulled out her fist, which hurt, leaving me feeling empty. She then began to smear my cum all over my chest and abdomen, giggling as she did so, as if she’d never seen it before—like some kid experiencing her first snowfall.

I was stunned into paralysis, watching with wide eyes that couldn’t even blink. A big final drop of cum oozed out from the tip of my cock, which she licked off, making me shudder all over. “Oh my God,” I whispered.

“Do you want to sleep here with me tonight?” she asked softly.

And I really did. I really didn’t want to go back to my crappy suite by the busy resort pool and all-night bar. I smiled, and then she skipped over to her luggage and pulled out a little satin slip. “You can wear this, if you want,” she smiled.

“O—Okay,” I said. I didn’t really want to wear it, but if that was all she wanted in exchange for a night in a room that was quadruple the cost of my own—then so be it. I took the slip to the bathroom. I showered quickly, avoiding getting water or steam on my face so I wouldn’t ruin my makeup (I had to remain unrecognizable). Then I got into the little satin slip and the matching satin panties.

I must admit that it was more comfortable than any set of pyjamas I’d ever put on my body. It was so nice, having the soft fabric hugging me in all the right places, while keeping me free in the other places.

But there was one thing that I really wasn’t expecting—something I hadn’t really thought about at all. As soon as I crawled into bed with her, she nudged me onto my side and snuggled up to me, making me the little-spoon. She wrapped her arm around me, pressed her breasts against my back, and then she whispered, “Goodnight,” into my ear.

I’m not sure if you’ve ever been the little-spoon before, but if not, just know this: it’s remarkably emasculating. It was especially emasculating because she was squeezing me so tight, stopping me from wriggling free. I was like her little teddybear… and I actually think she was a bit bigger than me too. I felt her warm breath against the back of my neck. And then there was her hand on my pec, but she had a grip on it as if it was a boob. And every so often, she would gently squeeze and caress, as if it really was a book.

And with each passing moment, a bit of my masculinity faded away. I really wasn’t sure just how much was left.


CHAPTER 7
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My sister kept prodding during breakfast. “Where did you sleep last night?” She asked over and over, and even my mom had to eventually say, “Can you just drop it, Ashley?”

“Well, he wasn’t in his room,” my sister said.

“I was,” I lied. “I was just awake before you. I went out for a walk before you came to my room.”

“Bullshit,” she said. “You haven’t been awake before seven a day in your life.”

“Just drop it, Ashley,” my mom said, waving my sister off. My sister growled and crossed her arms; she wasn’t used to that treatment from my mom: the treatment that I was used to. “I booked us all an appointment at the spa today,” my mom continued. “We’ll get massages, facials, and then they’re going to do our nails. I thought we could all get the same colour.”
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My sister had a sudden guilty look on her face. “Today? What time today?”

“Noon.”

“Can we change it?” my sister asked, once again with no regard for anyone but herself. “I made plans with someone.”

“Someone?” I said.

My sister eyed me with a scowl, as if I was asking too many questions with my single inquisition.

“They only had noon. In fact, it was the only time they had before we leave in a few days.”

“You’ll have to go without me,” my sister said, looking away with a pouty lips. She refused to say who she made plans with, even though it was obvious that it was some boy she met the night before. She was quite the hypocrite, demanding answers from me but refusing to give any information about herself.

So, a few hours later, I went with my mom to the spa. Of course I was embarrassed, walking in dressed like a girl. But the spa staff didn’t seem to care—or maybe they couldn’t tell. We went onto the tables for our massages, which were pleasant and relaxing.

I was getting used to being a girl; the humiliation didn’t sting as much or as long, now that I was more confident that I ‘passed’ as a girl.

And honestly, spending time with my mom like that was new for me. We chatted more than we’d ever chatted before. I began to wonder if I’d ever truly had alone time with her like that. She told me some stories from when she was younger and I told her a bit about my own life, which she was surprisingly interested in. It was almost like that spa date was the most bonding we’d ever had together before.

By the end of that afternoon, we were laughing together like old friends. Then, she looked into my eyes and said, “My God, you really do have my eyes.”

I blushed. “Of course. I’m your kid.”

“And my lips and nose too. You look just like me. We could be twins.”

“I’m sure I have some of dad’s features,” I said.

“You have his hips,” she laughed. “And honestly, they’re better than mine. His hips always held panties so perfectly.”

“Wait… what?” I said.

“Your dad wears panties. He always has,” she said casually, as if it wasn’t a hugely controversial accusation.

“Don’t screw with me,” I said.

“What?” she said. “You’re an adult now. It’s not like it’s that big of a deal, now that you’ve worn girl clothes too. Your dad likes to dress like a girl sometimes. It’s really not that big of a deal.”

“My dad?” I said, in disbelief.
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“Yeah. When you were conceived, he was wearing my high-school cheerleading outfit.”

I shook my head and shuddered all over. “Ew! Stop! Are you screwing with me?”

She laughed. “No!” she said. “He’s honestly super cute when he’s dressed up. I tried to convince him to transition, but, you know… back then, it wasn’t like it is now. He was shy, and now he thinks he’s too old. I don’t think he is, but you know your dad. Anyway—don’t tell him I told you that. I really should be keeping my mouth shut about it; it’s his personal story to tell you if he wants to tell you one day. But your dad is a shy person. He’s always kept to himself about things like that.”

I felt grossed out by the news, but at the same time, I felt strangely bad for him. Did he really want to transition back when he was my age, but he was too afraid? It hurt me to think about for too long. My dad had always seemed a bit distant: always very quiet, as if there was always something on his mind; maybe this was what was bugging him. He was a skinny man in his late forties, with a gaunt face and sharp features. His hair was thinning on top, and his skin was lined with wrinkles that spoke of a life lived hard.

He had a quiet presence about him, like he was always lost in thought. And when he moved, it was with a kind of grace that belied his age.

He wasn't a big man, but there was a kind of strength to him that you could sense, like he had weathered many storms in his life.

But despite his physical appearance, there was something fascinating about him. Something that drew you in, like a moth to a flame.

Maybe it was his secret. Maybe it was the fact that he had been hiding this part of himself for so long. Whatever it was, I couldn't help but feel a sense of curiosity about him.

And now, I was thinking about being in his position: being into my early-forties with my ‘best years’, so to speak, behind me. What if I hadn’t gone through with the one thing that I really wanted to do? Sure, there’s always time; as the Chinese say, the best day to plant a tree is yesterday and the second best day is today… Well, maybe my dad needed to take that advice. He was only forty… maybe he thought he was too old now, but I’m sure he would look back at the age of fifty and say, ‘Wow, I should have done that at forty…” and then again at sixty, and seventy, and eighty…

I tried not to think about it because it made me sad… but those thoughts kept creeping into my mind. And then it wasn’t long before I started to wonder, what if I wanted to be a girl, but didn’t even fully realize it until I was my father’s age? And then, I would be just like him, looking back on the life that I lived and wondering what could have been…

Being a girl definitely had its highlights. That night, after dinner, I told my mom that I was going to sleep because I was tired, but really, I snuck out after dolling myself up with a bit more glam. I snuck out to the hotel lobby, got onto a bus with a bunch of college students, and headed into town to party at a nightclub that was having a neon-themed night.

I was nervous until I got a couple drinks into me, and then I was able to assure myself that I was a complete stranger to everyone there. I cut loose. I danced. I mingled with girls—and then I found myself being hit on by boys. I flirted with them, just because I liked their compliments. Each little compliment lifted me up and made me smile, made me blush. I found myself biting my lip constantly, giggling like a pre-teen girl. I felt so silly, but so good at the same time.

My head was spinning, filled with strange new ideas—and scary ones. I was enjoying this more than I should have been.

And then, my wishes were answered… at least I thought they were my wishes. I went to the bathroom but went into the wrong door, accidentally going into a staff office. I stood there for a moment, about to turn around, but then I noticed the outfit, nearly folded on the desk: men’s jeans, a t-shirt, and even a clean pair of undies. I have no idea why the outfit was there, but it seemed like some sort of heavenly gift. I could take the outfit and hide it. I could become a man when my mom and sister weren’t around. I could still make the most of this trip…

But I found myself coming up with hundreds of reasons not to take the clothes: any reason I could come up with, just so that I could continue being a girl. It almost seemed like I was rejecting that divine gift, that answered prayer. No, I didn’t want to steal some guy’s clothes… but on the other hand, it was my only chance to be a boy again while in that country.

I left the clothes there. I went pee in the girls’ room and then I returned to the dance floor where I was happy to be a girl, happy to feel so free in that little dress that belonged to my sister (now, I was in a red dress that I’d been given earlier in the day). I danced with girls and I danced with guys. Then, I danced close to a man who was really into me, who kept putting his hands on me—and then I felt his erection as he grinned up against me.

And I did something strange, completely unlike me, making me question everything that I knew about myself. Maybe it was just flirting going too far… Maybe it was just a desperate move to get one more compliment from the man, or to see just how badly I could make him want me.

Well, I ended up reaching down subtly, slowly, grazing the tip of his bulge with my fingers. I teased it. I tickled it. I played with it and made him shudder all over with elation. He pulled me in closer. Then, we were kissing.

And the next thing I knew, I was pulling him over to that office.

We were caught ten minutes later: me on my knees, him with his erection in my mouth. The bar manager shooed us out, and then the man begged me to go back to his place with him, but I snuck away, off to be free somewhere else.

It was 3:00 AM and I was entering into a new night club, with a new set of friends, all drunk, all giggling. I didn’t know their names, except for Meghan, a little blonde with puffy cheeks. She stayed with me because I promised her I would help her find a man. She didn’t have much confidence, and I wanted to convince her that she was beautiful. I found her a man and got them chatting, and then I watched them sneak off together, off to the bathroom so she could reward him for all of the compliments he’d given to her.

It was 5:30 AM now. The sun was starting to tease the horizon. Another man was drooling all over me, buying me drinks, touching my body with his big, masculine hands—and I was teasing him, touching the tip of his cock with the tip of my fingers, only divided by the thin denim of his jeans and thinner cotton of his boxers.

He was a goddamn specimen. He was strong and fit, with broad shoulders and a chiseled jaw that could cut glass.

He had an alpha male presence about him, like he was in control of everything around him. And when he moved, it was with a kind of fluidity that made you want to watch him all day.

His hair was short and neat, and his skin was tanned and flawless. He had a smile that could light up a room, and a confidence that made you want to follow him anywhere.

And yet, despite all of that, there was something approachable about him. Something that made you want to strike up a conversation and see where it would lead.

Maybe it was his easy-going nature. Maybe it was the way he carried himself, with a kind of effortless charm that made you forget about everything else.

He ended up inside of me, in the alley behind the club as the morning sunlight tickled the side of my face. I was bent over, gripping a green compost bin with one hand, legs spread wide. My other hand was between my legs, covering my cock and balls so he wouldn’t know that he was fucking a man. It wasn’t easy to hold myself when the pleasure started. It wasn’t easy to keep my grip on my balls, especially when he was trying to nudge my hand over so that he could rub my pussy. “You’re such a fucking slut,” he growled in my ear. “You fucking love it in the ass.”

He was thrusting deep and hard, making me yelp occasionally. Maybe a few of those thrusts were painful, inspired, surely, by a lot of pornography watched. But eventually the pleasure came hard, making me moan loudly, making me cum into the palm of my own hand.

It was another sissygasm. I’d done some research earlier and found that only a rare number of people can achieve them. I was so glad to be one of them, because the pleasure was unlike anything I’d experienced before: a total body pulsating, warmth, contractions, and relaxation. My legs would tremble and I just had to scream loud, probably alerting a number of people in the vicinity—enough that he put his hand over my mouth to silence me. I might have bit into his finger.

And then I got him to pay for a cab for me, to send me back to the resort. I snuck in at 6:45 AM, fifteen minutes before my sister was at the door. That gave me just enough time to wash up and slide into bed. I answered the door, now tired. She smiled and said, “It’s time to doll you up. We’re going to see Paris today.”

Then came one of the bigger challenges of my life: pretending like I didn’t want it. I sat there in a chair trying to muster up a scowl, but my attention was on the mirror, watching her as she flawlessly perfected my face with techniques that I desperate wanted to understand. I ended up caving and asked a few questions. “Why the eyeliner pencil and not the pen?” was one question. “Why the pink under my eye? What does that do?”

And I noticed her smirking, so I knew to cut it off before I gave her the wrong idea… well, the correct idea, I should say—but it was the idea that I didn’t want her knowing.

The damage might have been done. She kept eyeing me all morning, still with that little smirk on her face. “So you liked your spa day, huh?” she said.

“It was fine,” I said.

“Who picked the nail colour? You or mom?”

I bit down on my tongue. “The nail lady,” I said.

She was determined to tease me. “I noticed the bra strap lines on your shoulders this morning,” she said. “Did you sleep in the dress I gave you?”

“No,” I said.

She just grinned.

“I didn’t!” I said. It wasn’t a lie: I didn’t sleep in the dress… I didn’t sleep at all.

“Whatever, Jasmine,” she said, shaking her head.

“Leave her alone,” my mom said.

“Anyway,” my sister continued. “You’re going to want to wear something more… fun when we go see Paris today.” She handed me the keycard to her room. “Go pick something out, because I’m too lazy to do it for you.”

My heart fluttered. I did my best not to react, even though I wanted to bounce up and down with excitement. My sister had packed three full suitcases of outfits—and each suitcase was truly stuffed to its fullest extent. She’d spent a good portion of that first day unpacking into the room’s closet. Now, I was looking in that closet at the amazing options before me.

It was like something out of a dream. It was filled with the most amazing, cute, and adorable outfits that I had ever seen.

There were dresses that looked like they had been plucked straight from a fashion magazine, with intricate details and delicate lace that made them look like they belonged in a castle somewhere.

There were skirts that swirled like magic when you spun around in them, and blouses that sparkled in the light like they were made of fairy dust.

And the shoes. Oh my God, the shoes. There were heels that were so high they looked like they belonged on stilts, and flats that were adorned with bows and glitter that made you feel like you were walking on air.

My heart was pounding wildly. I tried on one dress, and then another. I made it into her ‘rave’ outfits: all tight, mostly neon-coloured, fishnets, some faux-leather. There were so many options. She even had a selection of rave-inspired wigs to pick from—but it was impossible to choose just one thing, especially with the selection of heels.

And I had a conundrum: just how cute could I really be? If I emerged from that room looking wearing skin-tight faux-leather and big heels, my mom and sister would assume that I was enjoying this. If I emerged in something half-assed and unflattering, then I wouldn’t raise much suspicion… but that wasn’t much fun either. When would I get to dress like this? When would I get another chance to be a rave-girl at a Paris Hilton concert?

I couldn’t help myself. I had to put on the skin-tight tube top and matching bottoms, neon-green, with the white fishnet bodysuit overtop, and the white heels that matched. I had to put on the lime green bob wig, and the clip-on earrings that were huge loops. I even snuck into the bathroom to make my lips extra glossy with my sister’s expensive lip gloss.

And then I emerged and said something along the lines of, “My goal is to blend in with the other weirdos there.”

My sister just grinned; she knew I was full of crap. She was onto me. My heart was racing. If she thought that I was enjoying this, then what else did she think? Did she assume that I wished that I could become a girl? Was she going to tell her friends, who all knew my friends? And then, once it got around and became public news… what was I going to do?

Was it true? Or was it just going to be an embarrassing rumour that followed me around for the rest of my life?

I was spanked on the ass within minutes of getting to that concert. I was handed a free drink within ten minutes—before my sister even got one. My sister was seething, seeing the beer in my hand (it was especially funny because they were selling beer for eight bucks). But she thought she would tease me anyway, “Guys think you’re hot. I heard a couple guys talking about your ass.”

I blushed and tried to hide my face. “When is this concert done?”

It wasn’t long before my mom got in on the fun, becoming a younger version of herself (or maybe it was the true version). She had a few drinks and found herself near the front of the stage, bouncing up and down with the Paris Hilton super fans. My sister was more interested in the boys, buzzing around from beer garden to beer garden, trying to get guys to notice her, all dolled up, wearing a tight dress that covered almost nothing.

But the guys wanted me, for whatever reason. They looked right past her and swarmed towards me, chatting me up, complimenting me. One guy even said, “Are you two sisters?”

I nodded my head.

“You’re the hot one,” he smiled. He was drunk and it was possibly just a stupid attempt at hitting on me, but it still lifted me up and put me into that girly mindset. I was blushing all over, now flirting with him, flirting with other guys, touching them on their arms and chests. They were inviting me back to their resorts. They were offering to buy me gifts while showering me with free booze.

Finally, my sister stormed up to me and pulled me aside. “Is this funny to you?” she growled.

“Is what funny?”

“Everyone keeps asking what it’s like to have a hot sister,” she hissed.

I wasn’t sure what she wanted me to say. Was I supposed to apologize? And for what? She dolled me up. This was her idea, and she was the one making me do it. I just stared into her eyes, and then I noticed that she was trying not to cry. Her eyes were watering and her lips were pressed firmly together. So I led her away from the beer garden, away from the terrible DJ Paris, and we went behind a temporary wall where nobody could see us.

“Did I do something to make you hate me?” I asked.

“What are you even talking about?” she said.

“You just seem so… mad at me. You know, you made me dress like this. You did my makeup yourself.”

“I didn’t make you dress like that,” she said, motioning down at my outfit. “I told you to pick something out. I didn’t think you would dress like some knockout babe. I thought you would just grab the green wig and be done with it.” She rolled her eyes and turned away from me, folding her arms. I wasn’t sure what to say to her. She was just determined to be angry with me… And then I saw the tear rolling down her cheek. “It’s just… It’s not fair. You’re not even a girl.”

“What’s not fair?”

She turned to me, took a deep breath, and then she unleashed a bit of anger, raising her voice. “You get to be the hot one!” she yelled. “It’s already a pain enough going out with mom, and every guy my age hits on her instead of me! Can you imagine being passed up for your own mother!? Well, now I go out with my brother, and what happens? Do you have any idea how long I spent in front of the mirror this morning? I was up at five! And then I spent another hour after breakfast making this outfit. And look at you! It’s just… It’s not fair.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “This is just a wig,” I said.

“So?” she said. “What difference does it make? Wig or not, you’re prettier than me—and it sucks.”

“Don’t be so hard on yourself. You’re pretty,” I said. I laughed. “My friends let me know all the time; it’s miserable.”

She perked up. “Your friends? Which friends?”

“Don’t start,” I groaned. “You just can’t base your confidence off of how certain people treat you. Different people like different things.”

“But more people like you than me,” she said. “The past two hours have been torture. I’ve been invisible when I’m near you.”

“Do you… want me to help you?” I asked.

“Don’t patronize me, you prick,” she growled. “I don’t need help. You don’t know more about being a woman than me after three days.”

“I didn’t say that,” I said.

“You insinuated it.”

And I was quickly realizing that my sister had a number of insecurities. She had her barriers up. She’d been hurt in the past. I knew that she’d had a couple of boyfriends, but she never talked much about how those relationships ended; maybe there was some cheating; maybe she was ditched for girls she assumed were prettier than her.

“Ashley,” I said. “I’m not trying to one-up you here. If you weren’t forcing me to dress like a girl, then I wouldn’t be dressed like a girl.”

“Okay,” she said. “If that’s true, then consider your punishment over. You don’t have to dress like a girl anymore. Here are some makeup wipes.” She reached into her purse and dug out a bag of wipes. “And look, I even have a plain t-shirt and a pair of your shorts.”

I paused for a moment. “Why is that in your bag?” I asked.

“Because mom told me to give it to you earlier, and I decided not to. But now I regret it. So take it. Go and change. You’re free. Go be a boy again.”

She suddenly had a grin on her face as she held out my clothes. I wanted to take it… I wanted her to think that I was ‘normal’ and that I was relieved this whole ordeal was over… but I wasn’t ready for it to be over.

“Go on, Jared,” she said, and it had been a couple of days since I’d heard that name. It sounded so strange now… so surreal and… wrong. I’d grown strangely fond of Jasmine in a very short period of time. Now, Ashley’s smirk was growing. “What’s the matter? Don’t want to be a boy again?”

I took a deep breath and stared into her eyes. She was trying to be cruel, but I could tell that she wasn’t really cruel; she didn’t actually want to hurt me. She wasn’t actually going to tell any of her friends about the humiliation she put me through.

“You’re not taking it,” she said. “Take it. Look—there’s a bathroom right there. You can be a boy in two minutes. Isn’t that what you want?” She shook her head. “It isn’t what you want, is it?”

“So what?” I said. “Does it really matter?”

“What are you saying?” she said. “Are you saying you like being a girl?” And she had that teasing grin. She wanted me to admit it so badly—but for what? So she could laugh at me? Was this entertaining for her? Did she forget how this whole conversation started, with her crying that I was getting more male attention than her?

“So what if I do like being girl?” I said.

“Just admit it, Jared.” She said my name with so much emphasis—it was like she knew that boy name burned deep; she knew it better than I knew it.

I just stared at her as her frustration seemed to grow and grow and grow.

“Admit it!” she said.

“No,” I said. “I don’t have to admit anything.”

“So it’s true then?” she said, hoping I would admit it one way or another.

I just stood still, waiting for her to drop it. At the end of the day, it was none of her business. But now, her frustration had reached a melting point. She thrust that pair of shorts and that shirt into my chest, along with the makeup wipes. “I want my clothes back,” she said. “I want them back now. I’m giving you five minutes before I consider it theft and I find a security guard to deal with you.” Her face was red. I wasn’t quite sure how I was making her angry—but she was angry.

Normally, I would have rolled my eyes. I would have fought and bickered with her. But now, I just felt bad for her. I could see through her anger and frustration. I could see the pain and the hurt that she’d suffered in her life: relationships that didn’t turn out how she wanted them to, boys who left her for different girls, and times she’d been told she wasn’t pretty enough.

We all go through our own tribulations in life, and we have to find ways to navigate them. Now, I had a feeling my biggest trial was just starting. I could tell that this ‘identity crisis’ wasn’t something that was going to resolve itself with a quick gesture of acceptance or refusal. It wasn’t as easy as saying, “Yes, I will be a girl,’’ or, “No, I think I’ll stay a boy.”

I stepped in and gave my sister a hug, taking her completely by surprise. She was stiff at first, but after a moment, she went soft. She melted into me, relaxing—and then she started weeping. I didn’t dig too deep; I didn’t ask her what wrong or if I could make it better. I knew that she had her own demons to work through, but now at least she knew I was there for her, no matter what.

And she hugged me back, letting me know that she would be there for me too. She even stuffed the boy clothes back into her bag and then she took a deep breath in, along with a sniffle. “Shall we get another beer then? And then find mom?”

“Sure,” I smiled. So we went back to the beer garden. The next boy to come around had his eyes on Ashley. “I love your tattoo,” he said, motioning to the little butterfly on her wrist. He was blushing and smiling. He pushed up his glasses and then my sister blushed too. I let them have their space. And she stopped making faces at me. She minded her own business.

She never asked me about my identity. Maybe she knew that I had no idea how to answer the question. Because, to be honest, it wasn’t such an easy question to answer. Sometimes it’s not quite as simple as, ‘are you a boy or a girl?’ I just knew what made me happy.

My sister decided not to tell my mom that she offered me the boy clothes; she kept that a secret, and she convinced my mom that my ‘punishment’ should last as long as it was originally intended to. “I think we should even make her stay a girl on the plane home,” she said—and they did.

She knew that she was doing me a favour.

When we got home and the vacation was officially over and done with, my mom looked at me with a smile and a wink. She didn’t say anything, but I spent a good deal of time trying to decipher what that little wink meant. There were many possibilities. It could have meant nothing—just a motherly gesture, letting me know that she loved me… But I couldn’t help but think it meant more than that. I couldn’t help but think that, somehow, the whole thing had been orchestrated from the start, before I even made that big mistake at the ruins in Tulum. Maybe she knew more about me than I knew about myself. Maybe she knew that this was something I would learn about myself eventually, after many years of exploring. Maybe she didn’t want me to end up like my father, exiting his best years without having explored that side of him. Maybe this was all my dad’s idea. Maybe he saw himself in me.

There were too many possibilities, and all I could really do was speculate—but speculating got me nowhere; if anything, it just raised more questions.

I just knew one thing: no matter what I decided to do, I had the support. That little smile and wink, whatever it was intended to mean, let me know that, no matter what I decided to do with my life, no matter how I decided to present myself, no matter how I decided to identify, she would be there for me.

The months after my trip to Mexico were a goddamn whirlwind. I had come back a changed man - or, more accurately, a changed woman. I had decided to embrace my true self, and to start living life as a woman.

[image: The girls]



I started going by the name Jasmine, and started experimenting with my style. I tried on different clothes and makeup until I found something that felt like me.

My mom and sister were surprisingly supportive. They helped me navigate the challenges of presenting as a woman in a world that wasn't always accepting. They took me shopping, helped me with my hair and makeup, and even helped me practice my feminine voice.

It wasn't easy, by any means. There were times when I felt like I was living a lie, like I was pretending to be something that I wasn't. But then there were moments of pure joy, when I felt like I was finally living as my true self.

I started going out in public as Jasmine, and found that people were generally accepting. There were the occasional stares and whispers, but for the most part, people just treated me like any other woman.

I even started dating, something that I had never thought was possible as Jared. But as Jasmine, I found that I was attracting women—and men—who were interested in me for who I was, rather than just what I looked like.

It wasn't a perfect life, by any means. But it was mine, and I was living it on my own terms. And that was enough.

THE END
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