
        
            
                
            
        

    
	To my fans who have stuck with me through it all.
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	THE SISSYGASM

	 

	Dillon was so close to securing the grade he needed for law school. Just a few more points, and his future would be set. But during his final exam, a haunting memory from two years ago resurfaces: a bizarre gig he took to pay for college. The flashback shatters his focus, and by the time he regains his composure, it's too late. His dream of law school slips through his fingers.

	He swore he'd never think about those two strange weeks again: the time he agreed to dress as a girl for an eccentric millionaire on a luxury yacht off the coast of Spain. It was supposed to be a one-time deal... a means to an end... But now, with his future in question, Dillon is desperate.

	Law school seems impossible—unless he can find a way to salvage his grade. And as luck would have it, one of his professors might have something in common with that millionaire.


CHAPTER 1

	 

	[image: Image]'d gone a few months without really thinking about that trip. It was honestly turning into a distant memory... a blur of a memory that I couldn't even really trust, like a dream you aren't sure is real or not.

	It was something that happened... something I did for some money, and now I had the money and I didn't [image: Image]have to think about it anymore.

	I promised myself I wouldn't think about it—so I needed to stop thinking about it.

	I had to focus. I had exams coming up. I needed to focus on this lecture; the prof even had parts of his lecture highlighted in blue on his screen—and that meant that those particular bits were probably going to be on the exam. He wasn't making it hard on us; he wanted us to succeed—and all we had to do was pay a little bit of attention.

	But it was hard, because one of the girls across the aisle from me was wearing a bikini; I could see it underneath her crochet tank top. She had a beach bag at her feet; her friends had similar bags; they were clearly all going to go to the beach together after this.

	But that bikini... it was the same exact one that Elias made me wear on that first day on that yacht.

	Now, I could remember that first day vividly. I remembered stepping onto his yacht, shaking hands with his crew members: his army of private staff members. Then, Elias motioned for me to follow his stewardess. "She'll get you ready," he told me.

	And she took me down to a cabin and started putting makeup on me. Then, she showed me that exact bikini: the red bikini that the girl was now wearing across the aisle from me.

	It had the exact same little ruffled top. It had those same thin straps—the kind that looked too thin to actually serve a [image: Image]purpose, but somehow they didn't break apart like antique threads.

	I wiped the sweat from my forehead. I promised myself I wouldn't think about that weird trip.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"This is important now," the prof said, raising his voice and using his long stick to tap on the board where the projector was showing some blue-highlighted text. I blinked a few times, trying to snap myself out of it. I hadn't thought about that trip in months...

	Well, maybe a few times—but not so vividly. That trip was three years ago already!

	And for two years after I got back, it was all I thought about. I mostly stayed locked up in my bedroom when I didn't have class. I was so ashamed of what I did... and I did it for money.

	Not even a lot of money.

	It seemed like a lot at the time...

	"Make sure this ends up somewhere in your notes," the professor said—but before I could clue in, the slide had changed. I blinked a few more times, trying to force myself out from that daze. I had to come back to the present.

	[image: Image]I only accepted that money so that I could pay for college. Now, my GPA was... teetering. If I couldn't put up decent [image: Image]grades in that class, I probably wouldn't be getting into any law school. If I could do good on the exam, then I was probably going to be fine.

	I couldn't let that sacrifice be for nothing. So I forced myself to focus. I made it through the rest of that class. Then, on my way out, I tapped a guy on the shoulder; he was waiting for a friend to come out of the class. "Hey man. I was, uh, late for class. I was wondering if I could get a copy of your notes."

	He looked at me for a moment, and then sighed and said, "What's your number? I'll take a picture with my phone, but I'm not spending an hour typing them out."

	"That's fine," I said. "Thanks so much." I gave him my number. A few hours later, he sent me a text message with pictures from his notebook. I was lucky—lucky that some stranger was willing to help me. That class had 'competitive grading', which I hated. It didn't necessarily matter how many questions you got right on the test—it only mattered how many more questions you got right compared to your fellow classmates. I never understood that grading model...

	“I'll send you fifty bucks," I wrote back to him. "As a thank you."

	"Really?" he wrote back. "Okay, sweet." He sent me his email, and I sent him the money.

	I still had a good chunk of money from that... trip. Not a lot, but enough that I could pay the guy back for his nice deed.

	Fifty bucks is a lot of cash to a college student without a job. It was the least I could do.[image: Image]

	Though I did kind of hate just giving away the money that I'd sacrificed so much for. That money paid off my entire student loan; it wasn't a huge student loan. It's not like I was going to Harvard or anything. Nine-thousand for four years of tuition. I know, I know—I'm lucky; some colleges charge, like, fifty grand for a year.

	I managed to push those memories away later that night for long enough to get some studying done. I locked myself in my dorm room and kept my eyes glued to those notes.

	The exam went well. I wasn't the top of the class, but i was in the top fifteen percent; that was better than I'd done before.

	I met up with Kyle and Liam after the exam. They had just finished exams of their own.

	Kyle and Liam were both 'new' friends. They had been friends since elementary school, so I always felt like a bit of an outsider when I was with them—especially when they got onto nostalgic topics, like old video games they used to play together. I would see their excitement amping up, and they would lock in together, chatting at a mile a minute. "Remember when--" they would say, and sometimes it seemed like I wasn't even in the room.

	But I was happy that they often invited me out with them. I didn't really have a lot of friends.

	[image: Image]I lost most of my friends after that trip—not because anyone found out about it (nobody ever found out about it, and I [image: Image]made sure to keep it that way). But when I got home from that trip, for that first year especially, I became a bit of shut-in. [image: Image]I dreaded being around people. I guess you could say that I developed a bit of an anxiety disorder. I tried going to the odd party, but terror would consume me as soon as I was in a room filled with people.

	[image: Image]I was always horrified that someone would look at me and somehow know what I had done.

	But that trip was thousands of miles away, in Spain. And I spent most of that trip on a private yacht, or on private beaches. There were a few trips to restaurants, bars, and clubs—sure... The chance of running into someone from Spain, and them recognizing me...

	Still, anxiety crippled me for years. I'm sure some professional therapist could explain it to you better than me. I don't [image: Image]know what happened, but I was a different person when I got back from Spain. I always just wanted time to myself. More than anything, I couldn't be around women. I would see women and sometimes they would just remind me of... myself.

	Then, the horror would seep in and the anxiety would cripple me. It was easier to stay at home.

	But after about eighteen months, I started putting in more effort. I started showing up at college parties. I would saunter into the odd bar. I made a point of starting conversations with strangers when the opportunity was there—and that's how I met Kyle, who introduced me to Liam.

	As for my old friends... they drifted away from me. It turns out, life moves fast once you're in college. It's amazing how much a person can change in the span of a year or two. Some of my friends took my sudden absence personally; they thought that I was ghosting them or whatever. Other friends just went on and found new friends, and they stopped thinking about me after I rejected invite after invite. It turns out, people stop reaching out to you after you turn them down enough times.

	[image: Image]I was happy to have a 'new life'. Whenever I saw my old friends in the university hallways, I would remember how things were before, when I was broke and struggling. Then, I would start to think of the moment that all changed...

	[image: Image]When I was offered that 'trip'.

	When I was with Liam and Kyle, I didn't think about that stuff. They were totally detached from any of that—and that was perfect. The more I could go without thinking about that trip, the more it would become a blurry memory.

	But sometimes... it didn't matter how hard I tried to hide from that memory; something would pop up and force me to relive it.

	"You would make an ugly girl," Kyle said to Liam one day, in a mocking tone.

	The men laughed. "Yeah? Well you would make a hot girl—and that's way worse."

	They both roared with laughter. Then, Kyle looked at me and grinned. "Dillon... You would be average. Like... an easy to forget ex-girlfriend." The men thought that was pretty funny, so they both started laughing. I pretended to laugh along.

	My mind was suddenly infected with memories. Kyle was wrong—and I knew it, but I wasn't about to correct him. Don't get me wrong: I wished that he was correct. I would have been much happier thinking that he was correct, but it just wasn't true. I didn't make an average woman; I made a very attractive woman, and I had two weeks of experience to prove it.

	"You okay, bud?" Liam asked, gazing over at me. "You look sick or something."

	[image: Image]I blinked a few times. "I'm totally fine," I said, feigning a smile. "Why?"

	But the memory was crisp in my mind now: I could see myself in that little red bikini on that first evening on that yacht. I could remember Elias's reaction clearly, like it only happened a few hours ago. His eyes lit up as he looked me up and down. “I just knew it," he grinned. “I saw your picture, and I knew you would be stunning. Come over here and sit on my lap."

	I did it slowly, my bare, freshly-shaved ass pressing down on his swim shorts. He put an arm around my exposed tummy, also freshly-shaved. I felt a bulge against my bum; I knew what it was. He motioned out at the sunset. “It's beautiful, just like you," he said.

	[image: Image]I was silent. I was still in a state of shock; that whole thing was just... surreal. I spent that whole first day just waiting...waiting to wake up from the surreal dream—or maybe it was a nightmare.

	No—I had to stop thinking about it. I lost two years agonizing over those memories, and that was enough. I wanted to just live my life now—as if none of it had ever happened.

	 


CHAPTER 2

	 

	[image: Image]was trying to keep my grades up. At the beginning of that year, I thought I was a lost cause. My GPA was so low that the school messaged me and warned me that if it didn't go up, I wouldn't be remaining for a final semester. But somehow, in the coming months, I managed to pull it together. I managed to focus—at least most of the time—and I managed to log some decent grades in some important classes. Amazingly, my GPA rose to a point that law-school seemed like a real possibility.

	I went to every lecture, even the painfully boring ones, which were deemed 'optional'. I took better notes, stayed off my phone, and even started waking up earlier to get in some study time before class. I wasn't messing around—I needed to keep my grades up if I wanted a shot at law school. And I didn't sacrifice myself for nothing...

	But it was exhausting.

	And the exhaustion made it harder to keep my mind from wandering.

	I told myself I wasn't going to think about Spain, about that trip, but my brain didn't seem to care what I wanted. Little [image: Image]things would trigger memories: a scent, a sound, a glimpse of something familiar. And when they came, they didn't just float by like stray thoughts; they crashed down on me like waves, dragging me undertow.

	The final exam for my most important class was coming up. If I bombed it, there was no way I was getting into law school. I told myself I'd be fine. I knew the material. I had studied my ass off. I just had to focus. I did great on that last exam, so why wouldn't I do just fine on this one?

	The exam room was dead silent except for the scratching of pens and the occasional shuffle of paper. The professor stood at the front, arms crossed, watching us all with caffeine-induced focus. He wasn't planning on letting any cheaters sneak through his fingertips. I gripped my pen tightly and forced myself to focus on the first question.

	It was fine. I could do this.

	But then I heard it: a laugh.

	It was deep, with a pronounced sort of chuckle.

	I knew that laugh.

	I turned my head towards the doorway. I couldn't see anyone out there... Just a bunch of stressed-out students, hunched over their exams. But my heart was already hammering in my chest.

	That laugh... It was just like his laugh.

	I bent over my test and tried to refocus. I read the question in front of me three times before the words even registered.

	Then I heard the laugh again.

	Louder this time.

	My grip tightened around my pen until my knuckles went white. My stomach clenched. I could feel my pulse in my throat.[image: Image]

	I wasn't in the classroom anymore.

	I was back on the yacht.

	The air was thick with the scent of salt and expensive sunscreen. The deck was warm beneath my bare feet. The sun was setting, casting everything in gold and pink hues. It was beautiful... but hard to appreciate, because there was a man holding me: his arms around me, my bare ass on his lap. The only thing covering my cock was a thin strip of stretchy swimsuit material. His half-erect bulge was cradled between my ass cheeks.

	He was... caressing me. I was silent, but he kept talking, apparently unable to be quiet for more than a minute. He kept telling weird jokes that I didn't get, and then he would laugh...[image: Image]

	That laugh.

	"Come on," he said. "Don't be shy."

	One of his hands moved to my chest and he felt my boob... or, where a boob would have been if I was actually a girl. Then, he ran his fingers through my hair. "You know," he said. “I learned a long time ago that boys just make better girls than girls do." He laughed again... that same, deep laugh. "They know what feels good. Girls think they know... But girly boys know."

	I sucked in a sharp breath, my vision tilting. I gripped the sides of my desk, grounding myself, trying to pull myself back to reality. My pulse was racing, my chest tight. The room around me felt like it was shrinking.[image: Image]

	I wasn't there. I wasn't on the yacht. I was in a classroom, taking an exam.

	But it didn't matter. I couldn't concentrate now. My thoughts were scrambled. Time was moving fast... too fast. Every time I eyed the clock, another ten minutes had evaporated.

	The words on the exam blurred together. My thoughts spun in a vicious loop. I couldn't answer a single question. The clock was ticking, but my mind was stuck. I knew this anxiety; I lived through it for two terrible years—and now it was back. God! I thought it was gone, but here it was again, tormenting me, refusing to let me live my life. I didn't want to think about that trip to Spain, but the memories wouldn't leave me alone!

	By the time I managed to get a hold of myself, I had barely written anything. The time was up. The professor was walking around, collecting our exams. I quickly tried to scribble in some answers—but it was too late.

	I'd failed.

	[image: Image]I knew it before I even handed in my paper.

	I walked out of that classroom in a daze. My body felt numb, my mind blank. I barely registered the chatter of students around me. Some were celebrating... Others were stressing over their answers.

	But I just felt a hopeless pit growing wider inside of me.

	What the hell had just happened? Was that laugh real, or did I imagine it? Why did it come at the worst possible time? I had just thrown away my shot at law school. All because of a stupid memory—a memory I wasn't even supposed to be thinking about.


CHAPTER 3

	 

	[image: Image]didn't sleep. I tossed and turned all night, staring at the ceiling, playing the moment over in my head; the exam, the panic, the blank paper in front of me... and, of course, the terrible memory that triggered the anxiety attack. I couldn't stop thinking about Elias... his low laugh, his awkward jokes, and his hands, caressing my tender body, feeling me in places that I just didn't want to be felt. “I know you feel weird about this now, but you'll warm up. You'll like it by the time we're done," he whispered into my ear.

	I shuddered now. Why were these memories coming back?

	Law school was gone. I had worked for this for years, sacrificed everything, and now it was slipping away because of one stupid moment.

	By morning, I knew I only had one option: beg. I needed to beg for a grade... beg for a chance at law school. Beg for a chance at having a half-decent life...

	I found myself outside Professor Carter's office, pacing the hall before finally knocking. His voice called me in, and I stepped inside, trying to look composed when I felt anything but.

	He barely looked up from his desk. "Dillon." His voice was flat and dry like a mug of stale beer.

	"Professor Carter, I need to talk to you about the exam," I said, my voice fluttering nervously.

	He sighed, taking off his reading glasses and setting them on the desk. "I'm sorry, but grades are final. No retakes.

	Same thing I said to the last six students who came in here. No exceptions for anyone."

	"Please," I said, stepping forward, biting my lip and inhaling deeply. "You don't understand. I—something happened. I wasn't myself that day. My mind was racing. It was, uh... a family emergency, but I still came in for the test. My mind was elsewhere, but if you give me a chance to redo it..." He gave me a hard look. "What happened?"

	I swallowed. "It's... personal."

	“I can't help you if you don't give me a reason."

	[image: Image][image: Image]I shook my head. I wasn't about to spill everything. Not here. Not now.[image: Image]

	"Professor, I'll do anything. Extra credit. A paper. Anything."

	His face was unmoving, his decision already made. "There are no exceptions in my class. None." I stared at him, my throat tight, but I knew it was over.

	I walked out in a daze, feeling like I was drowning. There was no way forward. No plan. Nothing...[image: Image]

	I won't bore you by describing the next few hours of existential agony. I'll just skip ahead to the moment that I thought of my old friend, Jason.

	I hadn't spoken to him in years, not since before the trip to Spain... But Jason knew computers. He had actually spent a bit of time in jail after hacking some government account as a joke, and leaking a bunch of emails. It was like a game to him—a challenge. He didn't actually care about government secrets or stealing credit card information; he just liked the satisfaction of cracking into someone's computer.

	And maybe that was a skill that could help me out now.

	I knew that it was a terrible idea... the worst idea, maybe. But I was desperate.

	I sent him a message, half-expecting him to ignore it, seeing as we hadn't spoken in years. But ten minutes later, my [image: Image]phone vibrated.

	"Long time. What do you need, buddy?"

	“I need help. Big help. Are you still... good with computers?"

	"Meet me at my place. You still know where it is?"

	I did.

	He was brief—to the point, and that's exactly what I needed, because I was pretty sure that I only had a day or two before my prof submitted the exam grades to the school.

	A few hours later, I was in his small apartment, cluttered with old monitors and wires and batteries and computer parts. Jason looked the same—unkempt hair, dark circles under his eyes, a cigarette dangling from his fingers, and another from his lips. The room smelled of cat litter, but I never did see a cat.

	"So, let me get this straight," he said, cracking a smile. "You want me to hack your professor's computer and change your grade? And you think he won't notice?"

	I hesitated, then nodded. "He won't notice."

	Jason smirked. "Damn, Dillon. Didn't think you were like this." He chuckled and looked at me with a grin, as if he was insinuating that him and I weren't so different... but we were different. I hadn't spent any time in prison. I didn't do illegal things...

	Was this illegal? Okay—maybe it was a bit illegal, but I was desperate. I wasn't doing this for fun; I was doing it because I was desperate to ensure that my trip to Spain wasn't for nothing. I couldn't let that trip be for nothing. I lost too much of myself on that damned trip.

	The hacking took hours. I watched as he typed, maneuvered through security walls, bypassed protocols. Sometimes I wondered if he even knew what he was doing, staring at green text on a black screen...

	But deep down, I knew that he knew what he was doing. He'd hacked super-high-security government networks for shits.

	Suddenly, his eyes flashed. "We're in."

	I leaned in, my breath shallow as Jason clicked around through the professor's files. We were seeing his computer screen. A picture of a chess board was his desktop background. All of his internet tabs were still open, including his logged-in Facebook—and more importantly, his university grading portal. "Click that," I said, voice trembling as I pointed to that tab.

	Jason clicked. Then, we saw 'class grades' with a table of all the student names: hundreds of them. He scrolled slowly until we found my name, and right next to it was a 28%. "Damn, dude. You probably would have done better guessing all of the answers," Jason said.

	“I did guess most of them—because I ran out of time."

	He whistled, chuckling as if it was funny. "So what grade do you want?"

	I knew exactly what grade I needed to keep my GPA at an acceptable level. "Put in 71%," I said. It would take my GPA to [image: Image]the bare minimum—exactly high enough that they would accept a submission. I just wanted to be considered. I'd come so far...

	We changed the grade and saved the changes. Then, Jason scrolled up, away from my name. My heart raced. There was a good chance that the professor would notice...

	We were about to close down the whole system, and then we saw it...

	Something shocking. Something we were never supposed to see. Jason let out a low whistle. "Holy shit, man..." I just stared at the screen, my stomach sinking. When Jason started chuckling, I faked a chuckle of my own, trying hard to banish the paleness from my face.

	Professor Carter had multiple internet tabs open of... femboy content. One tab was femboy porn: a video of a muscular man fucking a petite femboy in the ass. Jason pressed play on the video and laughed. The femboy was wearing a wig and some pink lingerie—and his penis was out, and erect. "Your professor likes some weird shit, man."[image: Image]

	[image: Image]Then, Jason clicked on the tab for a website called FindFemboys-dot-com. And there was Professor Carter's face, wearing sunglasses. He had a profile on a dating website to connect femboys with men who wanted to fuck them—and he had sent hundreds of messages!

	He had a folder saved in his documents: 'Favourite FBs' was the name of the folder, and it was packed with photos of femboys: young guys dressed like girls, most pink-cheeked with nervousness.

	But that wasn't all. In his history, we found that he regularly posted on a forum for trans girls. He had written many posts: questions, asking the trans girls how he could be attractive to them. “I want to sleep with a trans girl—or a femboy—so badly. I dream about it every night."

	"Is this real?" Jason asked, roaring with laughter.

	“I think so," I said.

	"Nobody is like this—this has to be fake," Jason continued.

	But he was wrong. I knew that there was at least one other person like this—and I could only assume that there were many of them. Elias was like that. Elias preferred his women to be born men.

	My first night on that yacht, I found out that I wasn't the first, and I probably wouldn't be the last. He took me down to a large living room. There was a large television, mounted on the wall, but we never turned it on. Elias had me take a seat next to him on a plump couch. His arm was instantly around me.

	I remember sitting there, wondering what the hell was happening. This had all happened so fast. Just a day earlier, I'd [image: Image]gotten the call. "Mr. Morris wants you. If you accept, we can wire the money to your account straight away," they told me.

	"W—What does he want me to do?" I asked. I really had no idea. I'd just submitted a photo of myself to an ad. The ad was vague. 'Young men wanted. Submit photos. If picked, you could earn a yacht vacation and sixty-thousand dollars. Two weeks work.' I had a feeling that it had something to do with modelling... and the tone of the ad made it sound like... nude modelling. But I didn't really care. I was usually the guy who volunteered to go streaking around the block after a few drinks. Most of my friends had seen me naked.

	I figured a little embarrassment was well-worth the money. After all, I'd just received a warning from the college. "If you don't pay your tuition by the end of the month, your enrolment will be terminated."

	I assumed there were tens of thousands of people submitting to that ad. I didn't really think I had a chance, but I was desperate... so I submitted, and then I hardly thought twice about it when they chose me.

	"He wants me to do what?" I asked.

	"Dress like a girl and be his companion during his vacation," his assistant told me. It sounded so absurd. I laughed. I shrugged my shoulders and shook my head—whatever, I thought. I would do it as a joke. I figured it would be a funny story to tell people. I couldn't wait to tell my friends about the weird, desperate millionaire, Elias Morris.

	But then... I got to Spain. I got to Elias's yacht. I saw the way he was looking at me... and I realized that I wasn't just there to be some sort of gag.

	And I wasn't just there to be the arm candy of some weird fetishist.[image: Image]

	My heart dropped into my stomach. After just a few hours on his boat, there I was, snuggled up against him, trying not to feel nauseous, far out at sea, trapped with him as he ran his fingers through my hair. "Don't worry," he told me. "We'll take it slow for tonight. I'll give you some time to get used to this before we take things further..."

	And what did that mean? I knew what it meant...

	I feigned a smile. He put a hand on my thigh, which was freshly shaved. "So soft," he whispered. "So tight. Perfect." I saw his face turning dark red. The smell of his expensive cologne was sharp in my nostrils.

	He took my hand and brought it to his crotch. I felt how hard he was. He smirked and said, “I just want you to know how you make me feel."

	I didn't gag—though I'm not sure how I managed it. I was horrified, realizing that I was being paid to be a femboy prostitute.

	And instead of pushing him away in disgust and demanding a ride to shore, I just pretended to be excited. I put the tip of my finger on his thigh and gently drew a line up, up, up—almost to his erection. I forced a smirk and said, "We're going to have fun."

	Because I was desperate to stay in college.

	"Dillon?"

	I snapped back to reality. A gasp escaped my lips as I looked around, realizing that I was in Jason's little apartment, surrounded by computer parts. Now, on Jason's screen was Professor Carter's dating profile. "You okay?" Jason asked. [image: Image]

	"You just like... turned off."

	"I'm fine," I said, voice raspy.

	"Did you see all of these rejections?" Jason said, chuckling. "The dude swings and misses... a lot." He scrolled down a list of messages, mostly between him and trans girls.

	"Fuck off, creep," they all said to him.

	"Chasers like you are worse than transphobes," another said to him.

	We read some of the messages he'd sent them. Those messages reminded me of the things Elias would say. “I want to play with your cock while I fuck you in the ass," he wrote to one. "My hard cock would make you really feel like a real woman," he wrote to another. "He's a real perv," said Jason.

	"Yeah," I said.

	Then, Jason looked at me with a smirk and said, “I bet if you took some screenshots here and showed them to him—he would lift your grade even higher... a little... blackmail."

	"No," I said. "I—I'm not like that."

	Jason rolled his eyes. "Whatever," he said. Then he looked back at the screen. "Anything you want to do while we're in his system?"

	"No," I said.

	"Let's spend a minute covering our tracks—and then we're done," Jason said, and he got right back to typing at a mile a minute.

	 


CHAPTER 4[image: Image]

	 

	[image: Image]'d spent years trying to banish those memories, but now, they were resurfacing. It seemed like those terrible flashbacks were determined to torment me the way that they used to.

	And how could I get through law school like this? I struggled over the last few years because of this...

	curse. Now, I was barely about to get into a law school, but I still felt hopeless.

	I couldn't sleep. All I could remember was that first night on that boat.

	He gave me an outfit: a lace gown, which was mostly see-through. "Don't wear any panties," he told me as he gently pushed me into a bathroom to change. "There's a nice nighttime perfume on the counter. Put on a few spritzes."[image: Image]

	I put on the gown. I was basically naked, draped in sheer lace. It was soft... incredibly soft. Looking in the mirror, I remembered that I was wearing a blonde wig. That hair was so soft... feeling like it was my real hair. I guess when you're a multi-millionaire, you can buy expensive wigs for your femboy prostitutes...

	I stepped out slowly, embarrassed to be showing him my naked body. His face turned dark red and his eyes lit up. He led me to his bed. "Don't worry. Tonight, we just sleep," he said, and he gently led me down onto my side of the bed. He stared down at me as if I was the most perfect thing on the planet.

	Then, after taking a slow breath in, he said, “I would trade all of the money in the world to have you as my own." I knew I had to stay in character. His assistant had mentioned a 'tip'. "Make him extra happy, and he will leave you a good tip. He's left tips over a million before."

	The idea of being a millionaire flashed in my mind as he stared at me. I didn't want to have sex with him... I didn't want to have sex with a man. But...

	"You have me now," I said softly. I'd only had a day to practice that voice. I was pretty sure my voice was lousy.

	He whimpered.

	He got into the bed. He wrapped his arm around me. He pulled me close. I felt his erection against my rear end. He kissed me gently on the neck...

	[image: Image]And then we went to sleep. Well—I didn't sleep. I just lay there, horrified, with a stranger wrapped around me. I felt so... weird. I wasn't myself. I was someone else... like I'd fallen asleep in one body and woke up in another. It was so surreal.

	The next morning, I got an email from Professor Carter. "Grades are posted." The message came a few days earlier than expected. My heart raced. I wondered if I managed to change my grade fast enough, or if he had submitted the grades before we even hacked his computer.

	I scrambled to load my student portal, to see my final grade for that class.

	It wasn't as low as it would have been had I not changed anything... but it was low: 64%.[image: Image]

	What happened? I needed 8 more points for my GPA to be where I needed it to be... I loaded up the grade breakdown, heart pounding now.

	No—this couldn't be happening! I went through so much. I sacrificed so much...

	My exam grade was exactly as we had left it in Jason's apartment. So why was my grade so low?

	I scrolled down, and then I saw my grade for my final assignment: 48%. "What!?" I gasped. I worked hard on that assignment. There must have been some mistake. Something must have gone wrong. My grade must have been mixed up with someone else's grade—and maybe Jason did it by accident when he was changing my exam grade.

	"No, no, no," I said, scrambling.

	I practically ran to Professor Carter's office, my pulse hammering in my ears.

	I was afraid of facing him after hacking his computer. What if he knew? What if he changed that assignment grade because he saw that I changed my exam grade? Was I walking into a trap?

	His office door was open just a crack. I knocked hard enough that it pushed open further, revealing him at his desk, casually sipping a coffee.

	He glanced up at me over his glasses. "Dillon," he said, setting his cup down. “I assume you're here about your grade.

	When will you students learn that your grade is your grade?"

	"Yeah, uh, well..." I said, trying to keep my voice even. “I think there's been some sort of mistake with my final paper. I [image: Image]just checked my grade and—"

	"There's no mistake," he interrupted.

	I froze. "What? That can't be. You already graded our final papers, and... my grade was a lot higher than that. But in the final transcript, it's way lower. There's obviously been some sort of mistake." My heart was racing. He was staring into my eyes. Did he know? Was this a trap?

	He folded his hands on the desk. "After our last conversation, I decided to take another look at your final assignment. Upon closer review, I realized it didn't meet the standards I was originally generous enough to assign it. So I gave it the grade it truly deserved."

	My mouth went dry. "But... you already graded it. You can't just change my score after the fact."

	He arched a brow. "Oh? And why can't l? I reserve the right to revise any grade up until final submission. And you, Dillon, simply did not put in the necessary effort. In fact... I couldn't help but suspect a bit of AI assistance in some of your arguments, and you know my stance against AI. Dillon—you can consider yourself lucky that you passed my class at all.

	Now scram out of here before I make more changes."

	I stared at him, horrified. I wanted to argue, to yell, to demand he reconsider, but his expression was cool and unreadable. He wasn't going to change his mind.

	Maybe I was just lucky that he didn't know what I did. Maybe I was just lucky that I wasn't caught cheating.[image: Image]

	It could have been worse... but still: my outlook was grim.

	I left his office in a daze. It was over. I was out of options. No law school. No future. Just a mediocre existence, stuck in some dead-end job, scraping by on minimum wage, always wondering what could have been...

	And what girl would ever want to be with a guy like that? What girl dreams about being with some burger-flipper?

	I sat on a bench outside the academic building, head in my hands, trying to process the reality of my failure.

	And then I remembered: Professor Carter's computer.

	The folders Jason and I had scrolled through... the internet tabs... the porn... the dating account...

	Professor Carter had a thing for femboys. For trans girls. For men who looked like women. And judging by his messages, he couldn't quite help himself around 'girls' that he fancied.

	A strange idea slithered into my brain, and I tried to shove it away immediately.

	No. That was insane. I couldn't... Not again...

	But then I thought about my future again. Or the lack of one.

	Could l? Would it work? Would he fall for it?

	I took a slow, shaky breath. Desperate times, desperate measures... and I was very, very desperate.


CHAPTER 5[image: Image]

	 

	[image: Image]'d 'feminized' myself before... on my own. My first few days on that yacht, I had help from the chief stewardess of the yacht, but she showed me how to do it on my own. By day-four on that Mediterranean yacht, I could do it on my own. I knew how to rub in the foundation and the concealer. I knew how to brush on a bit of eye-shadow. I knew how to draw on eyeliner and spread on lip gloss.

	I knew how to be Elias's perfect girl... and maybe Elias's type wasn't so much different from Professor Carter's type. But how could I pull this off? And what was my time frame?

	That afternoon, the university sent out a letter. "Any grade appeals must be submitted before Friday." Okay, well there was the time frame: I had four days to figure this out. I had four days to... seduce my professor so that I could have a shot at law-school.

	This was crazy.

	My heart was pounding. I felt ill. Images of the Mediterranean kept flashing in my mind.

	For that first week, it was mostly just... touching. He would kiss my neck sometimes. His hands would occasionally feel me in places I didn't want to be felt. He particularly liked to put his hand on my bare ass while I was bikini-clad. "It's amazingly firm... but your skin is so soft," he would say.

	And after a few drinks in the evening, he would start to get a bit more assertive. He would make me sit on his lap, on his hard bulge. Sometimes he would spank my ass, making me yelp.

	But usually, he treated me like... a princess.

	He would demand his personal chef cook elaborate meals for me, and if they weren't perfect, he would make a scene, sometimes even yelling. He scared me when he yelled. "You can't expect a girl like this to eat food like that!" he would snap.

	He made his crew tend to me constantly: constant drinks, snacks—and someone always standing by for anything I needed, so I wouldn't have to lift a finger.

	[image: Image][image: Image]I have to admit... sometimes, it was nice. I wasn't used to being so pampered. He paid to have massage therapists ferried over to the yacht, just for me. He paid manicurists to come to me. He would ask me questions during casual conversations, like, "What's the best meal you've ever had in your life?"

	Then, a few hours later, he would surprise me, having sent his people into the city to track down whatever it was I told him. He gave me expensive jewellery. He always made sure that I was comfortable.

	The clothes he had me wearing had tags on them until his stewardess cut them off so I could wear them. I saw the prices on some of those evening gowns: $8,000 for one particularly glittery little black dress, and the shoes came in a box that were another $7,000. "You can keep all the clothes," he told me. "They can be yours... I don't care. Keep everything. A goddess like you deserves everything."

	But I didn't keep it. I should have. I should have taken it and sold it... but I was stupid. I made a big mistake—maybe a bigger mistake than agreeing to be his girlfriend for a couple of weeks on that boat.

	Now, I wished that I had those outfits; I could have used them. Or even if I had the money from selling them, I could be buying new outfits. But now... I barely had any money at all.

	I barely had anything left. In two years, I'd spent almost all of that $60,000. And no, I never did get a tip. I wasn't lucky enough to leave that boat with an extra million dollars, like the 'girls' before me.

	Now, I needed clothes. I needed makeup. I had a plan.

	I could do this all without leaving my dorm.

	I sat in front of my laptop, fingers hovering over the keyboard. My heart pounded. This was insane. This was desperate. But it was also my only chance.

	I went to that 'femboy' dating website. I scrolled through page after page of results, shocked by how many guys like Professor Carter were in my area. On the tenth page, I found him: that vague, sneaky photo of him wearing sunglasses. And there before me were his preferences, his interests—the exact words I needed as he described his type. I knew exactly what kind of "girl" he was looking for.

	And I knew exactly what I needed to become to make him soften. Maybe... just maybe, I could get him to change that grade.

	I swallowed hard. My dorm room felt smaller than usual, like the walls were closing in around me. I didn't want to do this... But I needed to.

	I wouldn't have access to the tens of thousands of dollars worth of clothing and makeup that I had on that boat. I only had a few hundred bucks left in my bank account. I needed that to be enough. I was going all-in on this plan, because I had no other ideas.

	First came a trip to the mall. I stood outside for fifteen minutes, waiting for the security guard to come and open up the door. Then, I had to wait another fifteen minutes for the workers at the mall to start opening shops.

	I wasn't going to pay big money for one or two things. I had to be efficient. I could get my clothes at a thrift store... But

	I needed a wig and makeup, and they didn't sell that stuff second-hand.

	With hands stuffed in my pockets, I walked into a makeup shop.

	The girl behind the counter eyed me curiously. Her gaze moved up and down me before she let a small smile onto her face. "Looking for something?"[image: Image]

	"Just, uh... a few things. My sister asked me to grab them."

	The woman came out from behind the counter. She came towards me, making me tense up. "Do you know what kind of look she's going for? Colours she prefers?"

	I just smiled. “I know what she needs. It's okay." I didn't need help. I didn't need her to tell me what supplies did what— because I already knew. I spent two weeks getting feminized every day, mostly on my own, with a potential million-dollar tip looming over my head, constantly reminding me that I needed to look perfect. And in those two weeks, I came pretty damn close to looking perfect for Elias.

	I knew exactly what I needed... I just didn't realize how expensive it all was. The eyeliner I had on that yacht was apparently $220 for a single little tube. I couldn't afford it; that was my entire budget. But the store had more budget-friendly options as well. I grabbed the cheapest one after testing it on the side of my hand. It wasn't as silky-smooth as what I was used to, but I would make it work.

	Likewise with eye-shadow. The pallet I was familiar with was a few hundred bucks. What I bought? $18, on sale. I figured I could use the pink shadow as blush for the sake of a few photos. The total bill was ninety bucks, but I had what I needed.

	The girl gave me a knowing look while I was paying. She knew damn-well that stuff wasn't for my sister. Our eyes met, and I'm sure she saw the guilty look on my face, as if she could tell that I was going to doll myself up to seduce a professor for a better grade.

	It's not like I was planning to do anything. I wasn't even planning to meet with him in person. I was just going to [image: Image]connect with him on that website, flirt with him a bit, pretend to realize who he was, and then convince him to give me a better grade...

	Maybe I would send him a few 'pics'. Maybe I would get a bit dirty for him... not nearly as dirty as I got for Elias. I wasn't going to go that far again. I was pretty sure I didn't need to go that far.

	[image: Image]The wig was the biggest expense... and the most awkward purchase I had to make. I couldn't really pretend the wig was for my sister, especially when she asked me for a 'size', and I had no idea. She stared at me awkwardly before saying, "Is this... for you?"

	"Um..."

	Without waiting for a reply, she walked around and handed me a wig. "Try this one on." We went through a few wigs before figuring out my size.

	But I couldn't get the super nice real hair wig that looked the best. I didn't have nearly enough money (it was fifteen hundred dollars). So I bought a cheaper alternative—much cheaper. And I left that store blushing, with my chin down and tail between my legs.

	At least the worst of it was over... at least in terms of the shopping.

	Next was a trip to the thrift store. I counted the last of my money... and then I spent the last of my money, piecing together a single outfit. I even bought 'used' panties. I thought it was shocking they were even selling used undergarments —but I guess they sell anything to people who are desperate enough to buy it.

	I bought a little pair of high heels. I bought a skinny little 'tube' dress. I bought a little bra, and I even bought some breast-pads from the accessory section. I bought some clip-in earrings, a costume bracelet and a fake gold necklace. The little details matter; I knew that from experience.

	I spent every last dime that I had. But if this worked... it would be well worth it: a chance at law school, a chance at having a real future.

	I took everything back to my dorm. I locked my door and I laid it all out on my bed neatly, heart still pounding fast. I'm not sure it had stopped pounding since the moment that crazy idea fluttered into my head.

	I froze, staring at it all. My mind pulled me back to the yacht, to the way Elias looked at me, touched me, treated me, adored me. I remembered the stewardess helped me apply foundation for the first time as if it was just yesterday. I remembered her blending that product into my jawline. Feel nervous and awkward, I kept asking questions. "What's that for? What does that do? Why do you need that?" I didn't think I was actually listening, but now, her answers were clear in my head, as if she was guiding me through that feminization two years later.

	I remembered the way the eyeliner made my eyes pop, made me look... different: prettier.

	I clenched my jaw. I didn't want to be doing this; I was doing this because I had no choice.

	This was survival.

	It was time to get dolled up. I needed photos for my profile. I needed to make myself pretty. I needed to look like a girl...

	But I also needed to look, a little bit, like me. I needed Professor Carter to look at my profile and know that it was me messaging him. Maybe he could figure it out after some time—that would be fine too, and maybe even better.

	With shaking hands, I reached for the foundation. The brush felt weird in my grip, but muscle memory quickly kicked in. It was crazy how quickly I remembered the feeling—and even the smell—of that product... I applied it carefully, blending just like I used to. Then the eyeshadow—soft, feminine—went on easy. I had been expecting to need a few attempts, but it went on perfect on my first try. Same thing with the eyeliner: sharp, precise. Lip gloss was no different: feminine and pink.

	I avoided looking at my full face in the mirror. I only looked at that mirror up close, at the details of whatever I was working on. I didn't want to see myself all dolled up... not again. Though I knew, at some point, I would have to.

	My chest tightened as I picked up that little tube dress. It was cut very 'skinny', leaving the sides exposed underneath the armpits, right down to the hipbones. I wriggled into it, feeling that super-tight sweater-like material against my skin.

	It was soft...

	I forgot how soft girl clothes were.

	It had been years since anything like this had been on my skin... yet somehow, it really didn't seem like long since I'd last done this.

	It was too familiar. Too natural.

	I wore a similar dress on that yacht... much more expensive than what I now wore, but cut similarly—and just as short, hardly cutting off below the cusp of my butt cheeks.

	I kept running my hands down my sides, trying to smooth out the dress, trying to push it down so that it would cover a bit extra. The deep-cut sides left my bra showing underneath, making me feel even more vulnerable... but I knew this is exactly what would turn Professor Carter on—because I could remember Elias's face when he saw me wearing something similar.

	"You're stunning," he said to me, standing up and taking my hand in a royal sort of way. He really did have a way of making me feel like I was some sort of fucked up princess. It was a weird feeling...

	Elias really had a way of making me question everything. The day I showed up at his yacht, I thought the whole thing was a joke. But by the end of that first week, I no longer knew who I was. I'd forgotten who I was supposed to be. I was convinced that my value as a man was nothing, but as a woman, I was apparently worth the world to a man who practically owned the world.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]The way he would run his fingers through my hair while staring into my eyes... as if I was perfect. No one had ever looked at me as if I was perfect before. I couldn't tell you how many girls had rejected me before—how many girls looked at me with revolt when I tried to flirt with them at the bar. And if I did get a date with a girl, she would look at me pityingly through the whole thing, face tightening if I dared to get too close to her.

	This... was the opposite. He looked at me like a precious diamond, worth more than the money he had in his loaded bank account.

	"Tonight," he said to me. “I want to make you feel like a real woman." He brushed the blonde hair off of my face and stared into my eyes. And in that moment, I wondered: did I want to know what it felt like to be a real woman?

	And what did that mean?

	I knew what it meant... the gleam in his eye said everything. And I wasn't sure whether he was really asking me what I wanted. I think he was just telling me what he was going to do.

	I pushed those memories away.

	Awkwardly, I forced myself to face the mirror.

	I stood still for a long time.

	My palms were suddenly sweaty. My pulse pounded in my ears. It had been so long since I'd seen myself like... this.

	Nothing had really changed. Just like that: thirty minutes in front of the mirror, and there she was...[image: Image]

	And worst of all—deep in my chest, underneath the fear, underneath the desperation—I felt something else:

	Excitement.

	No. I shoved that thought away.

	I forced myself back over to my laptop. My fingers moved quickly, creating the fake profile. I just had to get this over with. I had to finish with this scheme so I could take those clothes back to the thrift store, and dump the rest of that junk in a bin somewhere.

	I didn't want this to last one minute longer than it needed to.

	I picked the perfect name—something feminine, something alluring... Ariel. I thought that sounded cute enough.

	I uploaded the best photos I could take in my dorm room, making sure the lighting was soft, the angles just right.

	Maybe I shouldn't have deleted those old photos. When I got back from Spain and I looked at my phone, it was filled with photos. We had been taking them throughout the whole trip. Elias was always insisting I take selfies. "You're going to want to remember how beautiful you are," he would say to me. He took many photos of me... I'm sure he still had those [image: Image]photos.

	Hundreds of photos of me in various bikinis, various evenings gowns... and lingerie. Photos that would make your blood turn hot. Photos you can't look at in public. I had them all... but I deleted them as soon as I had the chance, even [image: Image][image: Image]clearing the recently-deleted folder so I would never had to risk seeing them again.[image: Image]

	Now, those photos would have come in handy.

	I submitted the photos. It took the website a few minutes to approve my profile. Once it was live, my blood went from red-hot to ice cold. Now, there were photos of me... online... where anyone could find them. No, they weren't tied to my name or my phone number or my email address... but they were there. They were online.[image: Image]

	I sat there, frozen, staring.

	And in my main photo... I actually looked pretty cute. It was exactly what I wanted... but it was a nasty reminder that

	Elias's initial perception of me was correct. He saw my submitted photo and knew that I would be a good looking woman. And it was only a minute before I received confirmation: a message from a random user from my city. "You're stunning," he wrote. "Are you even trans?"

	Blushing, I deleted the message. I wasn't there to flirt with strangers.

	I began searching for Professor Carter. Before I could find him, I received another message. "Hey cutie," the man wrote.

	I deleted the message. But they kept coming in. "You're hot—but let me guess: you're a bot?"

	I paused, suddenly nervous that Professor Carter was going to ignore my message, assuming that I was a bot. I would have to be careful with how I worded my message.

	[image: Image][image: Image]I found his profile, with his sunglasses photo. I stared at it, heart racing. Once I sent him a message, there was no turning back. He was about to see his student, dolled up, and he would never look at me the same way again...

	So, if somehow I managed to muster up the money to return for another year of college in hopes of getting my grades up, he would see me in the halls, and the image of me all feminized would be in his mind. And how would I focus then? It was already a damned pain to focus with a head full of terrible memories.

	Were those memories really so terrible?

	I shook my head, rejecting those thoughts. Yes, that trip was terrible... It destroyed my ego... It destroyed my sense of identity. Elias made me wonder who the hell I was and who I was supposed to be.

	And now, those old questions were starting to resurface in my brain. I stared at myself in the mirror, shocked by how good I was still able to look, even in cheap makeup and used clothes. I always assumed that I only looked half-decent on Elias's yacht because he had the best of the best: designer clothes, professional makeup supplies, manicurists, skincare specialists... With money like that, you can probably make any guy into a pretty chick.

	But now, I was realizing that it wasn't the Gucci. It wasn't the three-hundred dollar eyeliner. It was me.

	I shook my head. I didn't want to think about any of that. I just wanted to get this done with. I could probably be done before the end of the day if I played my cards right.

	With my heart hammering in my chest, I began typing out a message to my sissy-loving professor.[image: Image]

	And then, I sent the first message.


CHAPTER 6

	 

	[image: Image]he moment I hit send, I felt sick.

	I slammed my laptop shut and shoved it away, as if that would erase what I'd just done. My fingers still tingled from typing the message. I couldn't sit still. My knee bounced under my desk.

	I looked down at my bare thighs, hardly a few inches covered by the skirt of that tube dress. Why was I even still dressed like this? Because he might press me for some proof that I was real... I wanted to be ready. If he said, 'Send a photo [image: Image]of you holding up a fork,' I could do it—and fast.

	But what if he doesn't reply?

	That should have been a relief. If Carter ignored me, I could chalk this up to a stupid, desperate mistake and move on.

	[image: Image]I could tell myself that I tried, that it just didn't work. Maybe burger-flipping was a fine career for someone as hopeless as

	No. I needed this to work.

	I cracked my laptop open again, staring at the screen like I could will a response into existence. The dating site's chat window remained depressingly blank. I refreshed the page... Then again.

	Minutes dragged by. Ten. Fifteen. Twenty.

	Then: 'New Message from Carter74.'

	My stomach rolled like a little spitfire plane in an airshow.

	I swallowed hard and clicked 'open'.

	Carter74: Hey there. Did you mean to message me?

	I exhaled slowly, fingers hovering over the keyboard. The way he worded it—so cautious, so unsure—it was like he [image: Image]didn't believe someone like me would actually reach out to him.

	Good... Maybe I could use that.

	I took a moment to compose myself, and then I started typing.

	[image: Image]Me: Hi there! I hope you don't mind me reaching out first... You seem interesting.

	I hesitated before hitting send. Was that too forward? Too forced? Did it sound too composed? Maybe I needed to make it more casual.

	But it was too late. The message was sent.

	The typing indicator appeared almost instantly.

	Carter74: Oh, no, I don't mind. Just... surprised, I guess. You're very... well, you're beautiful.

	I clenched my jaw, ignoring the way my stomach twisted at the compliment. This was just a game. A performance.

	Me: Aww, that's so sweet. I'm surprised you're single. Or are you? Don't tell me you're on here behind your lady's back...

	I winced. That might've been too much. Too soon.

	Another long pause. I could almost feel his hesitation through the screen.

	Carter74: Haha. 100% single. I guess don't really put myself out there much. Work keeps me busy. And I suppose... my [image: Image]tastes aren't for everyone.

	There it was. The door cracked open just a little.

	I needed to push it further.

	Me: Oh? And what kind of tastes would those be?

	I held my breath. I was leading him now, but I had to be careful. One wrong move, and he'd bolt. There was a good chance that this could all reveal itself to be an obvious trick.

	I had to be so, so careful.

	Carter took his time responding.

	Carter74: Well... You can see what site I'm on. And you probably read my profile. I like... girls like you.

	I ran my tongue over my teeth. He was making this too easy.

	And he sounded exactly like Elias. Elias said the same thing to me, in his master cabin on that yacht. “I like girls like you," he said to me, gently pushing the strap of my dress over my shoulder, making it fall to the ground as if it was made out of lead—even though it weighed nothing at all. He looked down at my body, clad only in a tiny pair of panties and a skimpy bra. He put his hands on my sides. “I promised I would make you feel like a woman. Now's the time." He caressed my face. Then suddenly, his thumb pushed into my mouth.

	I don't know why, but I went submissive. I let him push that thumb into my mouth. I even... sucked on it while his other hand caressed my side.

	I should have been so repulsed—like I was when I first met him. I mean—he paid young men to dress like girls for him— to pretend to be his girlfriend. He was a creep...

	But after a week with him, he had me feeling so... weirdly comfortable. The way he treated me... he made me feel so valuable. I felt weirdly safe around him. I knew that he thought of me like something so precious, something he would never dare to hurt.

	I looked down and saw that he'd undone his belt and opened his fly. Now, his cock was out, inches away from me; throbbing, standing tall, his tip a slight shade of red. He wasn't forcing me to touch it; he was just waiting.

	So I reached down. Slowly, I curled my fingers around it. He let out a soft whimper. It was so big... so warm... so veiny. [image: Image]I gently pulled his foreskin back. I couldn't stop staring at. Why was I so... mesmerized by it? I felt my skin turning crimson.

	"You can suck it, if you'd like," he said.

	So I went down to my knees. He looked down at me with that gaze. His eyes seemed to say, 'You're just perfect.' I looked at that cock, curved hard like a scimitar. I let my lips fall open. I closed my eyes and leaned in. I felt his warm, bulbous tip slide onto my tongue.

	"Go away," I snapped, shaking my head. I didn't want to revisit those memories. I'd convinced myself it was just a [image: Image]dream; it never really happened, right?

	I had to keep telling myself it never actually happened...

	I had to focus on Professor Carter. I had to make sure I was being his fantasy girl. I just had to string him along until he changed my grade. I re-read his message, and then I sent my reply.

	Me: Mmm, that's a lovely way to put it. I think we have a lot in common. I like... guys like you.

	Carter74: What does that mean to you?

	Me: Older guys. Smart guys. I want my guys to have a bit of maturity... and I like guys that don't mind that I have... a little extra.

	My hands trembled as I typed. I was walking a tightrope, every word calculated. I needed to guide him, but not push too hard. I needed him to realize who I was, but he had to figure it out on his own.

	A long pause. Then:

	Carter74: You seem familiar.

	My heart skipped a beat.

	This was it.

	Me: Really? Maybe it's just one of those faces.

	Silence. Seconds ticked by, feeling like hours. Then—

	[image: Image][image: Image]Carter74: Yeah. Something about you... I can't quite put my finger on it.

	My heartbeat pounded in my ears. I needed to nudge him just a little further.

	Me: Maybe we've crossed paths before?

	A full minute passed. Then another.

	Finally, Carter replied.

	Carter74: Maybe. There's just... something about you.

	I swallowed. I had him hooked. Now, I just had to reel him in.[image: Image]

	"I can send you some more pictures. Maybe that will help your memory. :)" I bit hard on my tongue. The pictures on my profile had blurred backgrounds. You couldn't tell that I was in a dorm room... But maybe if he saw that I was in a dorm, it would help him come to that conclusion.

	I took out my phone. I took a minute to find the right pose, the right angle. I made my expression a little more flirty, biting my lip just so. My heart raced. If these photos ended up being leaked... then what would I have left?

	I had to try...

	I snapped a few photos before finding an angle that was particularly flattering, with my dorm room in the background.

	I was taking a big risk.

	I sent that photo.

	Carter74: You're gorgeous.

	Me: Thanks, cutie.

	Carter74: I'd love to see some more pictures.[image: Image]

	Had he not clued in yet? Maybe I needed to get a little extra obvious. But I couldn't jump right into that. First, I decided to stray a little bit. "What about pictures of you? I can't even see your face in your picture," I wrote.

	Carter74: I work around a lot of young people. I have to be careful with what I show on sites like this.

	Me: Well, you can show me.

	There was a long pause. "Maybe. First, let me see a bit more of you," he wrote.

	So I took another photo: a little bit sexier, with my foot up on the desk, showing off lots of thigh.

	Carter74: I'd really love to see more of you.

	I knew what he meant. He wanted to see my cock. But I wasn't ready to give that away just yet. Or maybe I had to, so this seemed like less of a trap...

	But what if he was trapping me? What if he knew what I was up to, and now he was setting me up?

	I held my breath. I hated this. I hated everything about this. Most of all, I hated that I was now remembering things I promised myself I would forget forever.

	I could now vividly remember being on my knees in that yacht master cabin, with Elias's long cock in my mouth. I could remember the way it felt on my tongue, the slightly salty taste of it, the smell of his cologne in my nostrils. I could still feel his fingers running through my hair.

	And I could still hear him moaning.

	I sucked him for five minutes before he gently pulled back, sliding that long shaft out from my mouth. He looked down [image: Image]at me, making me feel so small, but so valuable. Then, he took my hand. He led me to the bed. He lowered me down and then he crawled upon me. He kissed my neck. He sucked my neck. I let out a girly whimper. His hands explored my body.

	Then, he managed to spread open my legs. My knees lifted. My thighs hugged his body.

	His tip found my asshole.

	"Is—Is it going to hurt?" I asked nervously.

	"No," he said with a smile. Then, he penetrated me. He took my virginity. I gasped so loudly, feeling every inch of it. I felt his veins, throbbing. I felt him pushing deep.

	I dug my fingernails into his skin.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]He pushed deeper and deeper, using every inch. I stared into his eyes. He stared into mine.

	Why wasn't I repulsed? Why was I allowing this? He began to thrust.

	I moaned. I dug my nails deeper into his skin, trying to hold on. I gasped. He thrusted hard—and fast. My body started to feel numb... and then came the pulses of pleasure. His cock had found some sort of sweet-spot. Then, I heard myself moan, "Don't stop." I bit my lip. "Oh God, don't stop!"

	A message from Carter74 pulled me back to reality. "Send me just one more picture. One more picture so I can see just how truly stunning you are."

	I didn't want to do it... but I did it. I sent him the naughtiest picture I could muster: a shot of me holding up my skirt, showing off my bulge, and a bit of 'spillage'. A hint of my cock was falling out the side of those tight undies. I was blushing all over. And I made sure that my dorm room was perfectly clear in the background.

	There was a long pause... the longest one yet. It was so long that I decided to message first. "Am I pretty enough for you?" I asked.

	Carter74: Stunning. And to be honest, I never knew that you were like this...

	My heart raced. What did that mean? Did it mean what I thought it meant? I felt like I was gasping for air. If felt like he had me figured out, but he wasn't taking the bait.


CHAPTER 7

	 

	[image: Image]stared at my screen, feeling like my soul was slowly leaving my body. I couldn't move. I was rigid with horror.

	I was regretting everything—particularly reviving those old memories.[image: Image]

	Finally, a message came through:[image: Image]

	Carter74: Well, it's a good thing that I don't have a better picture of my face on here.

	I struggled to take a breath in. "Why's that?" I wrote back.

	Carter74: Believe it or not, you know me. I know you. And this conversation could get me in a lot of trouble.

	So the cat was out of the bag: he figured me out. But he was still there. And if he was still there, that meant that he was still excited about me.

	"Don't tease me like that," I wrote. "Who are you??? How do I know you?"

	He sent a winking emoji.

	"You aren't one of my dad's friends, are you?"

	Carter74: Nothing like that.

	Me: Then who are you?

	Carter74: I'm afraid I'll tell you and scare you away.

	Me: Well, you don't seem very scary. You seem sweet.

	Carter74: I'm afraid I have to go for the afternoon. It's been nice chatting with you, Ariel.

	The conversation suddenly ended. I saw him go offline. I felt a lump in my throat. I thought my chances were over. I thought that I would never be able to show my face anywhere near that campus ever again. This was so humiliating! How could I even leave that dorm room? What if he saw me? What if he showed those pictures to his friends?

	I went to my bed and hid underneath the covers, trying to hide from the dread, but that dread was determined to follow me everywhere.

	[image: Image]I remembered that night, in that master cabin. I remembered Elias pounding me hard against that huge bed: sliding in and out, in and out. He had me on my hands and knees. It felt so good—so amazing... and then something happened. A pulse of ecstasy burst inside of me, and then I trembled all over. I looked down and saw cum gushing out of my cock, spilling all over those bed sheets.

	And in that same moment, I felt gushing inside of me. He was spilling his load deep in my body.

	"Oh my God!" I gasped. I could feel it. I could feel its warmth, its gooeyness, its stickiness. I felt every blast, shooting deep.

	And then he pulled out, leaving me feeling empty. And then I looked back and saw him stumbling back, out of breath.

	His face was suddenly pale. He had a concerned sort of look on his face. "W—What is it?" I asked.

	He looked at me, no longer with the same affection he looked at me with before. It was like he had... realized what he had done, and who he had done it with.

	I felt my face turning dark red with embarrassment.

	He quickly threw on a robe. “I have some business I need to tend to," he said. And then he left me alone, and didn't come back. I crawled under the covers of that bed, cum leaking out from my ass, reminding me what I had just allowed a man to do to me.

	I felt so ashamed of myself—just like I was feeling now under the sheets of my dorm room bed.[image: Image]

	The worst part of it... was the orgasm: my orgasm. The feeling of his cock sliding in and out of me had me so aroused, so euphoric. I was upset when he pulled out—and I would have begged him to do it again if he hadn't looked at me the way he did.

	I felt so stupid. So worthless. I felt like some cheap thrill, being tossed aside like a candy wrapper.

	I stayed under those covers until I heard my laptop chime.

	It was around 8:00 PM... four hours after receiving my last message. I went to the computer slowly, nervously, half expecting a message along the lines of, 'Hahaha, you idiot. Now everyone will see how humiliating you are!'

	But that wasn't the message on my screen.

	Carter74: I would love to meet with you... in person. We can talk. And then maybe... we can do more than talk.

	I gasped. I had him where I wanted him. He was still interested... unless this was a trap, but it certainly didn't seem like [image: Image]one. He was making himself just as vulnerable as me. His profile still existed, at risk of being shown to the whole college. I knew that he really did want me the way Elias wanted me...

	Until Elias didn't want me.

	After that night on the yacht, things changed. Elias wasn't around much. And when he was around, it seemed like he wasn't very interested in me. He would smile at me, but those smiles seemed fake. He would eat with me, but the compliments didn't flow out of him quite as frequently as before. And at night, he was always 'busy'. He would always sneak off, and I would sleep alone—not like during that first week.

	I started thinking that I was a lousy fuck. I started thinking that sex with me had made him realize that I was disgusting. I kept finding myself standing in front of mirrors, wondering if I was hideous. For that whole first week, he'd managed to convince me that I was stunning, beautiful, perfect... priceless. But now, I just felt like a cheap whore that he was waiting to get rid of.

	I thought that I was worthless—as a man and as a woman. I was left wondering if my existence had any point at all. I was dreading going back to Canada. I was dreading going back to being Dillon... but at the same time, I was wishing I could get off of that boat.

	Carter74: Where should we meet?

	I wavered. I took a deep breath. I wanted to do this all over the internet, so I wouldn't have to expose myself in that feminine attire... but deep down, I knew that there would have to be a meeting.

	I might even have to... sleep with him.

	I had to convince him to fix my grade. Ten minutes in his bed to save four years of hard work... it didn't seem like that big of a sacrifice, especially after what I had done on that boat. I'd already made that sacrifice before—now I just had to do it again.

	Me: Do you know where Three Seas Park is?

	Carter74: Of course. I can see if from my office. Let's meet there around midnight.

	[image: Image]Midnight...

	He was willing to admit that he could see the park from his office, and the only office building by the park was a campus building—so he was essentially admitting he worked at the college. Maybe he was half-hoping I would figure him out before the meeting—maybe to avoid an awkward realization at the park.

	He had no idea that I already knew who he was.

	My heart raced... but I'd been in this position before. I knew what to expect. I knew what he wanted from me. I knew how to give it to him. And I knew that he would do anything for me if I gave him what he wanted—even if it meant passing me at the top of the damned class.

	Because Elias would have done the same thing.

	I thought that Elias hated me after fucking me—but I found out on my twelfth night on that boat that I was very wrong. It was quite the opposite.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]He brought me into a private lounge on that super yacht that evening. He was wearing a clean suit, probably worth fifty thousand dollars, with an even more expensive watch on his wrist. His demeanour was tense. His countenance was pale. He kept blinking and looking around, making sure nobody was there with us.

	He had me dressed in a sleek black dress, with gold clip-on earrings, a very expensive gold necklace, and perfectly shiny black strappy heels. He asked me to sit. He poured himself a whiskey. He paced the room. I thought he was about to tell me all of the reasons he thought that I was worthless.

	Then, he said, “I want to marry you."

	"What?" I said stunned.

	"l... I have to admit something to you. I've done this... many times before. I'm sure you've figured that much out. I've had many girls like you on this boat. But you..." He looked into my eyes and then looked away fast, as if he didn't think he was worthy of my eye-contact. "You're different. You're... perfect."

	I was stunned into silence.

	"After the other night... I realized that... I'm in love with you. I've never been with a more perfect specimen. And I'd love to spend the rest of my life with you—and only you. I'd love for you to be my companion on all my travels. I'd love to have you by my side at all of my business meetings."

	"I—I can't," I said. “I can't do that. I have a life."

	"I'll give you a better one," he said quickly, perking up. “I can give you everything—everything you've ever wanted, and more. I can give you a life you couldn't even dream of. Please. I love you."

	I shook my head. “I just can't."

	"You must."

	"But I can't!" My head was spinning. Was this real? Or did he do this with every girl he took onto his boat?

	He stared at me. "You must," he repeated, sounding even more clear this time. My God, those words haunted me. I heard those words for years. Every damn bill that came into the mail that I couldn't pay, I would remember Elias standing there, with that desperate look on his face, and I would wonder what could have been.

	Life would have been a hell of a lot different if I accepted his proposal. And maybe it was a mistake turning him down. Maybe I would have been a whole lot better off...

	But Elias was... a predator. He was a creep at heart. He found and paid desperate young men to play his girlfriend. I couldn't ever be with someone like that. I couldn't just give him what he wanted. I already had his sixty-thousand dollars.

	Now, I needed to leave. I didn't want to even spend another two days near him.

	My God, life would have been so much easier with Elias...

	If I had accepted Elias's proposal, I almost surely wouldn't be considering letting my professor fuck me for a passing grade.

	 


CHAPTER 8[image: Image]

	 

	[image: Image]he park was dark. The streetlight nearby was dead. The smell of marijuana hung in the air, making me think some students were already occupying the park, so I approached slowly—and then I saw the smokers far off, walking in the other direction. Maybe they had been at the park, but they were gone now.

	But there was a figure standing by one of the benches. Instantly, I knew it was him.

	He was wearing a ball cap: a Montreal Canadians cap, faded, worn low as if he was trying to cover his eyes. His hands were buried in his pockets. I could tell from his stance that he was tense, nervous—maybe just as nervous as me.

	A small gust crept up my skirt, reminding me that I was dressed to seduce.

	My heart raced. His body turned, and then his silhouette stopped as his head faced me. I stopped too. I knew that [image: Image]I could still back out of this meeting. After a long moment, he waved for me to come closer. I hesitated—and then approached.

	As I got closer, the details of his face became more clear. I already knew who he was—but I had to pretend like I didn't.

	I mustered up a pretty good performance, stopping suddenly, letting out a small gasp, feigning some extra nervousness. I saw him take a step forward, showing his hands as if proving he wasn't armed. "I know, I know," he said. “I should have told you before."

	I remained still while he came closer. “I didn't want to scare you off. But, uh... I promise you, you can trust me, okay?" I stood still for another moment before saying, "O Okay."

	“I have to say... I'm really surprised. Each time you've come to my office... when I see you in class... I would have never guessed you were so... stunning."

	Stunning. Elias used to use the same word.

	"I'm really stunned—honestly. You're beautiful."

	"Maybe I shouldn't be here," I said, pretending to turn away. But he jumped forward.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"Wait, wait," he said. "I know that our relationship... it's a bit strained. You have to realize that, uh, when I'm working, I'm a different person. I'm not really like that. Once you get to know me, you'll realize that. I just have to be extra stern with my students." He laughed nervously. "You wouldn't believe what I have to deal with every day."

	I stared at him for another long moment. “I just... I think this will be weird... You know, after this past week especially." "It doesn't have to be," he said. "We can separate school with our personal lives. You really are beautiful. And I'm the same guy you were chatting with online. Honestly, I think we could be perfect for each other. Like Ying and Yang."

	"Ying and Yang?" I said.

	"Look... Let's not talk about school right now. Okay? Maybe we can talk about that later. We can... smooth all of that out later. Right now, I just want to enjoy my time with you."

	I took a deep breath. I had to stay in character, even though it was so tempting to break away and run. "How do you want to enjoy me?" I asked, trying not to let my voice shake.

	He grinned, a gleam of optimism in his eye. “I can think of a few ways. Why don't we start with a drink?"

	"A drink?" I said.

	He nodded for me to follow him. "Up in my office. I have a bottle of bourbon in my desk."

	I followed him. It was quiet. There wasn't much talking. At least Elias thought of things to say... usually. This was just downright awkward. Professor Carter legitimately belied that this was a casual hookup... and there was a good chance my grade wasn't going to be changed at all.

	We went up the stairs and down the dark hallways. He pressed his key into his office door. The lock was loud as it clunked. Then, we went inside. He didn't turn on the light; he just opened the curtain to let moonlight in. He turned to me as he fished that bottle of bourbon from his desk. “I really mean it: you're stunning. I... had no idea."

	"Thank you," I said softly. "You're cute too. I've... always thought you were cute."

	He blushed. "Really?"

	I nodded my head. “I had no idea you were into... girls like me," I said with a sly smile.

	I could hear his heart racing. "How could I not be? Look at you." He took out two glasses and poured—big glasses of bourbon.

	He handed one to me. "Cheers."

	"To what?" I asked.

	"To us." Then, he reached out his hand and brushed the side of my face. "And especially to you—so pretty."

	A chill crept down my spine, but I managed to smile. I took a sip, and then suddenly, he moved in for a kiss. I should have let him do it. I was so close to getting that grade that I needed—so close.

	But my body just wouldn't allow him to kiss me.

	He looked at me awkwardly. "What's the matter?"

	"Let's just... take it slow."

	Take it slow... that's what I said to Elias too. "Take it slow?" Elias said back, with a gleam of hopefulness in his eyes. But there was no hope, because I was already planning my escape. That night, after we went to bed, I snuck away. I left [image: Image]everything behind—even the bag I brought onto the boat with me. I snuck across the deck of the huge boat and climbed the little ladder down to the lower platform. The ship's tender was floating about thirty yards from the ship, tied by a rope. I slipped down into the water and swam to it. The key was in it, so I fired it up. Luckily, I'd driven that tender twice, with Elias at my side. I knew how to run it—at least enough to get me to shore. And once I was at shore, I got out and just ran, sopping wet like a dog coming out of some dirty lake. I was wearing a thousand dollar lace night dress as I ran through those Spanish streets. I hid in an alleyway until morning, when I was dry. Then, I snuck into a shop, stole an outfit, and made my next stop at the Canadian embassy, to get a copy of my passport.

	I never did see Elias again, but he did try to track me down: emails, phone calls, and even some visits from his people.

	But because I just left without sticking it out, I never did get a tip. I didn't get that million dollar bonus for enduring that humiliation. I didn't get to keep tens of thousands of dollar’s worth of clothes—and probably hundreds of thousands in jewellery. It was all just left behind, because I wanted to get away from him so badly.

	And now, I was remembering just how badly I wanted to get away from him. I left behind so much, just so that I wouldn't have to endure another second of being some sort of whore—something that could just be bought by anyone with money. And now, Professor Carter was just trying to buy me with grades.

	"Come here, baby. Let's fool around—and then maybe we can make a few changes on my computer."

	"Forget it," I said suddenly.

	I left that boat to save the last of my pride—and now, I was going to leave this terrible scene to preserve that same bit of my pride.

	"Excuse me?" he said, sounding almost pissed off.

	"You aren't my type," I said.

	His eyes narrowed. "That's it? You're just going to talk to me like some little cunt?"

	I smiled. "You're a real piece of work, professor."

	He scowled at me. I left his office. I wasn't going to give him another second of my time. I wasn't even going to let him look at me—he didn't deserve to look at me.

	He walked out after me, calling out to me. "You're making a stupid mistake. I don't know what your whole plan was here, but I can flunk you—you know that, right?"[image: Image]

	I didn't reply. Maybe he would flunk me... I didn't care; the shit grade he gave me may as well have been a flunk.

	I didn't look back. I didn't give him a second of my time, because my time was valuable—and I was realizing that now. I was valuable.

	And what? Did he think that he could bribe me into letting him fuck me? I was never going to fall for that. I would never be that desperate. Maybe law-school wasn't in my future. Maybe I wasn't cut out for it... but that didn't have to mean that my only other option was burger flipping. I was still getting a degree. There were still thousands of businesses who needed guys like me: good businesses, humble businesses.

	Or maybe there were some businesses who wanted... girls like me.

	Maybe I needed to stop ignoring what the universe was obviously trying to tell me. I mean—it can't really get any more obvious, can it? As a man, I was ignored. As a man, people hardly ever noticed me, and if they did, they were annoyed by me for some reason or another. But every time I put on a bit of makeup, eyes bulged out of heads. Men adored me. Millionaires fell to their knees before me and begged to have me.

	Maybe it was time to start embracing what God had blessed me with. I looked amazing as a woman. People loved me when I was a woman. It was at least worth exploring... wasn't it?

	It was only a week later when I decided to step out from my comfort zone. I went to a few offices around town and dropped off resumes. I wasn't expecting much. To be honest, it was more an excuse to try being out in my new girly cloths that I'd picked up at the thrift store. I really just wanted to see how people looked at me, and I felt like I had nothing to [image: Image]lose. I was shocked when I got three different calls for interviews—and then those interviews turned into two different job offers. "Have you ever worked as a paralegal before?" I was asked after accepting one job at a law firm.

	"No. But I was planning to go to law school," I said. I still felt a bit awkward being out like a girl in public, and using that voice with strangers... that same voice that I used for Elias, and once promised I would never use again. "My grades weren't quite good enough."

	"And you never thought about upgrading?"

	“I can't really afford to keep going to college," I said. "And honestly... the stress of being a lawyer might just be a bit too much for me. There's something... nice about the thought of being a paralegal."

	She smiled at me. "Well, you seem like a perfect fit for the role. And here, we do offer some certification training. Your salary will go up over time if you stick with us and do a good job."

	I smiled. I can't really tell you why, but I just knew that it wouldn't have gone the same if I had applied as a man, as Dillon. Maybe it was just a matter of confidence; maybe I didn't have any as Dillon, but I had lots as Ariel. Or maybe people just prefer to work with a pretty face—male or female. Or maybe the universe just wanted me to do this as a woman.

	Maybe I wanted to do this as a woman. Maybe this was what I always wanted to do, since the moment I was offered that weird gig on that super yacht off the coast of Spain. Maybe, deep down, I just wanted to explore this side of me.

	THE END
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