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SLIPPERY SLOPE

Steve needs money and it needs it fast. He’s desperate, but there’s nobody hiring. He’s willing to do anything, even entering himself into dozens of ‘free money’ contests on Twitter, though he’s almost certain they’re all scams. Then he finds one that seems legitimate (and a bit out of his comfort zone). It’s the Weekly Twitter Trap Contest: submit a photo of yourself dolled up like a girl. The first twenty entries win ten-dollar gift cards. The grand prize is five hundred dollars cash.

His female roommate is out of town, so he slips into her room, dolls himself up, and enters the contest. He feels nothing while dressed up—nothing except for a tiny bit of hope that he won’t end his week living on the streets. And then he finds himself sliding down a slippery slope as he discovers a skill he didn’t know he had, and a hungry market for that very skill.


CHAPTER I

Twitter isn’t a typical place people go to make money, but I was desperate. My rent was overdue and my roommates were already conspiring to kick me out—I heard them meet up in the middle of the night, in the basement of the house. They were whispering, but I guess they didn’t know they were right under a vent that connected to my bedroom. “If he doesn’t pay by Friday, he’s gone. I’m sick of him missing rent.”

So it wasn’t the first time I’d missed rent. The first couple of times, my roommates had my back. They all pitched in and covered my chunk. It was only a couple hundred bucks—split three ways, less than a hundred bucks per person. “He’s going through a tough time after his breakup,” said Jolie, the girl who technically owned the house, who lived in the big bedroom upstairs. But she wasn’t there to defend me when it happened for the fourth time.

“Can he not find a job? Why is he so useless?” I heard one of them whisper during their secret meeting.

It sucks when people talk shit about you behind your back, but I couldn’t blame them. I hadn’t been looking too hard for a job, thinking things would just ‘work out’. I wasn’t sure what ‘work out’ even meant, but for some reason, I had a feeling luck was coming my way.

But now, I had four days to pay for my rent: not enough time to find a job, become employed, and receive a paycheque. I was doomed, about to be homeless, so I scoured the Internet for quick one-off jobs that I could do: lawn-mowing, window cleaning, picking up dog poop—anything. I found nothing. So after a long search, I found myself on Twitter, making an embarrassment out of my Twitter account, replying and retweeting every single post that I could find that said, “One random retweeter will get a thousand dollars!” Most—if not all—of the posts were scams, of course; I knew that. But a little glimmer of hope inside of me kept me going, praying that one would be real and I would be given money for nothing. I must have replied to two hundred Twitter scams with no luck.

I kept refreshing my search of ‘giveaway’, sorting by new instead of top, to make sure I was the first one entered in whatever I could get. I was even entering myself into book giveaways, hoping I could sell a signed copy of some unknown author’s book to some old lady who didn’t know the difference between Margaret Atwood and Margot Ashley. Like I said, I was desperate.

All I won after twenty hours of tedious clicking was a free eBook of some new author’s short story. It was unsellable, though the story wasn’t bad—I read it that night. I left a review, and then I went back to thinking about how my life would be living on the streets.

And then I refreshed that search again and I found one last giveaway. ‘Enter the WEEKLY TRAP CONTEST! Post a picture of yourself dolled up. The first twenty entrants will get a $10 Amazon gift card. The winner will get $500 CASH!’ I clicked on the profile and scrolled through their posts. They ran the contest every week, posting the call for entries and then posting the winner the next day. The winners were pretty girls: big eyes, nice asses, smooth bodies. Some of the pictures were slutty, some were just cute—but they were all girls, so the contest was pointless for me.

But I was particularly taken aback by one of the contest winners: a pretty brunette with glowing eyes. I clicked on her profile and then found myself in a state of confusion. I was on a guy’s profile. Did I click the wrong link? I went back and tried again, but the link brought me to the guy. I assumed it was a mistake, so I tried clicking on another contestant’s profile—and I got the same thing: another guy. “What the hell?” I muttered to myself.

And that’s when it dawned on me: the contest was for men who could pass as women—otherwise known as ‘traps’. Now I felt my face turning red. I’d admired many of the pictures. I’d fallen for the ‘trap’. I bit down on my tongue and suddenly felt stupid. I tried to convince myself that I could tell that they were all guys now, but even knowing, some of the contestants were still impressive. I couldn’t help but wonder if they were getting their girlfriends to pose for them, and lying by saying the pictures were of them.

The page’s newest post already had three entries: low effort posts by men who just wanted those gift cards. Some of them were still hairy, not even bothering to shave. Some were naked, covering their dicks with their hands, not even bothering to put on women’s clothing. Or maybe they were just delusional.

I thought for a minute about the Amazon gift card. Maybe it was worth entering just for that. Maybe I could just do some sissy pose and claim the card, and use the card to buy something for Jolie, so she would have to think twice about kicking me out. It was better than the non-existent other ideas that I had. So I got undressed and then I walked over to my closet mirror. I did a few poses with my hand between my legs. I snapped a few photos with my phone. I looked silly, but it didn’t matter—I just needed to enter before fifteen others entered.

But then it occurred to me that those low-effort posts might not be enough to win those gift cards. Maybe the person who ran the contest expected more, and skimmed over those ones for people who actually put in a dab of effort—otherwise they would inundated with lousy posts, giving money away to people who were abusing their game. I needed more than just pictures of me looking somewhat gay in the mirror.

So I slipped into the bathroom and used my face razor to shave my legs and my chest and my armpits. It was the middle of winter, so I didn’t have to worry about anyone seeing my smooth body. Krystal, who lived in the room across the hall from me, was away on a family vacation, so I snuck into her room and grabbed a few items: panties, stockings, skirt, and a blouse. My heart was pounding—not with excitement or any sort of taboo thrill, but because I was worried I was going to miss my chance at winning that $10 gift card. I was getting no pleasure out of pulling Krystal’s clothes onto my body. I felt a bit like an idiot, but in the moment I couldn’t care less.

I looked in Krystal’s mirror, now wearing her clothes with my smooth body. I checked the post on my phone. Now there were eighteen entries—maybe half were real attempts at looking feminine.

Krystal had a long white wig from her Halloween costume that year. I put it on my head, and then I sat down at her desk where her makeup was scattered. “C’mon—hurry up,” I said. I wondered if this was the same feeling drug addicts feel when they’re doing anything for a fix: stealing, resorting to prostitution, manipulating people. I was completely invading Krystal’s space, but I wasn’t even phased. I couldn’t care less about Krystal—maybe because I’d heard her the night before talking about how she wanted my room when I was gone.

I rolled her mascara on my eyelashes and then I brushed some eye shadow around my eyes. I used a bit of her lip-gloss: pink and very glossy. Then I brushed some blush onto my cheekbones. I had a pretty good idea of what I was doing, because my ex-girlfriend did her makeup next to me every morning while I watched the morning news. Sometimes I would look over curiously and watch as she drew on her eyeliner, wondering if all the eye poking hurt. Now, I tried applying a tiny bit of eyeliner. It didn’t hurt, though it was a weird feeling.

And then I quickly jumped to my feet and snapped a few photos in the mirror, posing the way the winners of previous contests posed.


CHAPTER II

I got no pleasure out of it. I didn’t even feel embarrassed about the dolled up photo shoot that I did wearing my roommates clothes and wig and makeup. I just saw it as a necessary step in order to survive—until I was finished and it was time to submit the photo. I had the most convincing file uploaded and ready to be sent, and then a teaser of humiliation crept into my body. I found myself staring at the screen, feeling awfully stupid as I was about to send the photo.

The picture wasn’t bad. I actually looked like a girl, thanks to lots of makeup, hair covering part of my face, and a camera angle that did wonders to hide my shoulders and jawline. But my Twitter account was tied to my name. I had friends who followed me—and I had family members who followed me. I couldn’t just upload the photo and assume they wouldn’t see it. I didn’t want to be hearing from my mother, getting an earful and being accused of being a homosexual. So I created a new account. I made up a fake name—Stevie K—and then I submitted the photo. I was the twenty-sixth reply, so I had no idea if I even qualified for the ten dollar gift card, but I’d already gone through the hassle, so there was no sense in backing down now.

And then I waited. I stared at the screen, refreshing every minute, waiting for a message to pop up in my private inbox, letting me know that I’d won ten bucks. But the message didn’t come. I refreshed the page for the next hour, feeling stupider and stupider—especially because I was still dolled up in Krystal’s clothes and makeup. I decided to turn off my computer, and then I saw my reflection in my black screen.

I really didn’t look half bad. I was surprised by what I’d accomplished in one frantic hour. I really assumed that I would just end up looking ridiculous, like so many of the people who entered the dumb Twitter contest. But I didn’t look ridiculous. Especially when I tilted my head down slightly, to mask my Adam’s apple with my chin, I kind of looked like a girl. My eyes were bigger than I’d ever noticed before: and greener.

I caught myself smirking. I turned my computer back on and looked at the photo I submitted. Then I looked at the other submissions. Maybe I was just exhausted and on the verge of a mental breakdown after many long hours worrying about becoming homeless… But I was fairly certain that my sissy photo was the most convincing of all the photos submitted to the contest.

I laughed, shaking my head. Surely I was exhausted. And now it was late. I needed to wash off the makeup and put Krystal’s clothes back where I found them.

While I was putting her clothes back, I found a box of jewellery. Some of the items looked valuable. I picked up a pearl necklace and felt the pearls between my fingertips. How much was it worth? Would it buy me a month of rent? Maybe two months? Would Krystal notice it missing? Would she figure out that I took it?

I put the necklace back and went to bed with one question on my mind: could I sink to that low in order to stay off the streets? It was becoming increasingly obvious that I wasn’t going to be winning any prizes on Twitter—not even a ten-dollar gift card—so I was going to need another source of quick income.

Krystal was rich. Her parents were wealthy oil and gas moguls. She had a new car every year—always the newest model. She got a whole new wardrobe every season: thousands and thousands of dollars worth of clothes every year. Her closet was teeming with brand name items. And did she deserve any of it? She didn’t work, so was it really fair that I had to work?

I squirmed in my bed. I hated where my mind was going. I hated the justifications my brain was formulating. I didn’t want to become a crook. I didn’t want to entertain the idea of communism because it was convenient in my situation. Lots of places were hiring: coffee shops, burger joints, the waste management facility on the other end of town—I was just being too picky. So I wasn’t blessed with a rich family—that didn’t give me the right to steal from people who were.

But damn: it would have been convenient, and I don’t think she would have ever noticed the missing jewellery.

I woke up the next morning with a sickness in my stomach. It was a cold day: the coldest of the year. The Internet said that the weather was only going to get colder and colder over the next two months. There was a news story about a homeless man dying overnight: freezing to death because he couldn’t get into the shelter, which was full. I read another story saying that he actually couldn’t get into the shelter because he kept grabbing the tits of homeless women—but the story was still frightening nonetheless. Both articles posted pictures of the local shelter, and I could practically smell the foul odour oozing off the photo. Is that where I was about to end up?

I went to the kitchen. My roommates were still sleeping, so I helped myself to a bowl of cereal that didn’t belong to me, seeing as I had no food of my own. I made sure to grab a box that had been sitting in the cupboard for a long time, so I was less likely to be caught. And then I quietly washed my bowl and snuck back into my bedroom, feeling like some sort of unwanted pest, having to creep around the house in the early morning hours just to eat stale cereal with questionable milk.

I started my day on Craigslist, looking through the job postings, trying to decide which ones would potentially hire me on the spot, and then offer me an advance of at least two weeks of work. None of the postings sounded too hopeful, especially with my almost blank resume. I scrolled further and further down until I found a post that seemed hopeful:

WANTED: Live model for drawing session. TONIGHT. Two hours. Must be able to sit still. $200, paid in cash.

It wasn’t quite enough to pay my rent, but I figured it would be enough to buy me at least a week while I tried to scrounge up the rest of the month—and then what I still owed for previous months. I clicked on the ad and then my hope fluttered away as I read the finer details: ‘must be female. Please submit full body photo to be considered.’ I rolled my eyes, and then I found myself looking through my photos from the previous night, wondering if I could pass as female for a couple of hours. I sure looked girly in the photos—even more girly than I thought the night before, after I took the photos.

Now, with a rested mind, I was even more impressed by my face, and by my figure. I had curves. The socks I stuffed into the top helped, but my hips were all mine. And all I really had to do was convince the employer over e-mail. I could show up for the session in Krystal’s clothes, and they could realize that I wasn’t actually a chick, but it wouldn’t matter because it would be too late to replace me. And I could just say that I identified as female. People did that all the time—right? I’d just read a story about some UFC fighter who identified as female before beating the crap out of tons of chicks. She got away with it, so why couldn’t I get away with it?

I submitted my best full-body photo and then waited for a reply. Then I checked my Twitter and saw a little red circle next to my messages. So I read my messages and was shocked to see the word ‘CONGRATULATIONS’. I rubbed my eyes to make sure I wasn’t misreading the message. ‘You have been selected to be this week’s winner of the WEEKLY TRAP CONTEST! We had one hundred and eighty entrants, but yours was voted as the best.’ The message went on to ask for my payment info, which I sent immediately. My heart was suddenly pounding, though I was still a bit apprehensive, worried I was falling for a scam. That worry lingered in me for an hour, and then it went away suddenly when five hundred dollars was transferred into my PayPal account.

“Holy shit,” I muttered under my breath. Just like that, I could pay my rent: two full months of rent. Now, I was only a single month behind.

I deposited the money straight into my bank account, and then I got dressed and went off to the bank to take the cash out, to give to Jolie. Her face was priceless as I handed her the money, just a few days before being evicted. She stared at it for a long moment and then she looked up at me with narrowed eyes. “Where did you get this?”

“I made it,” I said.

She was silent for another long moment. “Doing what?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “What difference does it make?”

“If I deposit this into my bank account, am I going to end up being audited? These aren’t marked bills, are they?” She seemed to think I robbed a bank.

I laughed and shook my head. Then I showed her the bank receipt. “It’s all legal. That should cover this month and last month. I’m working on the remaining month now.”

She nodded her head slowly, still with her eyes narrowed. “Okay,” she said apprehensively.

I walked away with a big grin. For the first time in many months, I felt good. I didn’t feel like a complete loser. I didn’t feel like a leech, using other people for my own benefit. Soon, I wouldn’t owe anyone anything. Soon, there wouldn’t be secret meetings about me in the basement, in the middle of the night.

And when I got back to my room, I had a response from the art studio. “Thanks for submitting! Could you please come by the studio at 7:00 PM tonight? The session begins at 7:15 PM.”

“Okay. Sounds good,” I replied. And just like that, things were turning around for me. I took a deep breath and then I fell down onto my bed. I was afraid of closing my eyes—worried that closing my eyes would bring an end to this dream, and then I would be back to where I was the day before, desperate for money with no idea of how I was going to survive.


CHAPTER III

It was around 4:00 PM when some of the euphoric excitement began to wear off and the reality of my situation came rushing in. I had to get dressed up. I had to face a room full of people dressed like a girl, and all I could do was hope that they didn’t chase me out without pay—or worse: go to the media with my pictures and make sure that my face ended up on the cover of every local paper, next to the words BEWARE: SCAM ARTIST.

Everyone was downstairs, watching some new episode of some big budget TV show. I snuck across the hallway, slipping into Krystal’s bedroom. She was still out of town, but she was close with Jolie. Jolie occasionally borrowed her clothes, and I knew Jolie was planning on going out later. So I gathered what I needed quickly: makeup supplies, the wig, and a few different outfit options. I took the haul back to my bedroom and then locked my door before getting myself dolled up. Though I had no idea how I was going to get out of the house with everyone in the living room. Unless I wanted to crawl out my window and scale the wall into the garden, I was going to have to cross the living room, where everyone was sitting. Maybe scaling the wall wasn’t such a bad idea.

I was able to get my makeup done much faster than the night before. Now, I knew how the eyeliner went on, and I knew how to brush on the eye shadow. There was still some trial and error; I had to wipe everything off twice to start over again. And then it was time to pick an outfit, which turned out to be harder than expected. The dress was a little bit tight on me, making my shoulders look too broad, making me look like an ogre. Then there was the sweater and jeans, which looked too boyish. That only left me with two options: going back into Krystal’s bedroom and risking being caught again, or putting on the tight black leotard and short black skirt.

The outfit was tight and very revealing. Even with the skirt over the leotard, my butt was still partially exposed, along with my recently shaved thighs. Being so exposed made my skin crawl and my stomach turn, but looking in the mirror, I quickly realized it was probably for the best. My legs were feminine, so pulling attention to them was probably a good idea, as long as I could keep my cock from falling out of the tight panties I had on under the skirt and leotard. And the tight leotard helped to show off my hips, which were possibly my most feminine feature (a feature I didn’t know I had until twenty-four hours earlier).

I stared at myself in the mirror. I looked like a girl. Was that a good thing or a bad thing? I wasn’t sure—but I knew it was a thing that would put another two hundred bucks into my bank account, so I wasn’t complaining. I looked at the clock. I was running late, so I grabbed my coat and wrapped it around my body. Then I opened my window to my bedroom and carefully scaled the wall, down to the garden. If any of the neighbours were looking, they certainly thought that I’d lost my mind: in a short skirt, a winter coat, scaling a wall like a prison escapee.

I ran as fast as I could away from the house and the neighbourhood, getting far away from any potential familiar faces. I went past the first bus stop, not wanting to risk being recognized by regulars on my bus. I went another three blocks and decided to wait at that bus stop. Then, as I stood still in the cold winter wind, which was physically hurting my bare legs, I realized how insane I probably looked: dolled up and half-naked, standing at a bus stop in the dark on a winter night. I was far from home and cars were driving by. Some of them were slowing down and I could see heads turning to look at me from behind wheels. I suddenly felt vulnerable: foolish and embarrassed at the same time. I tried to cower my face away, reaching down to tug on my skirt in an attempt to hide my bare thighs. But people kept looking. Then the bus came. As it slowed down, I thought about running away and forgetting all about the modelling gig.

But I needed that money. So I closed my eyes, bit down on my tongue, and stepped onto the bus. The driver was an older man. He was staring at my legs as I put my money into his little machine. He handed me a ticket, slowly looking up at my face. I turned away before getting a chance to see his expression. I made a point of keeping my gaze down as I walked by the other passengers. I could feel them staring at me. The bus was horribly silent. My stomach groaned and turned. I wanted to get off through the back door to run home, but I needed that money.

I kept my gaze down. When the bus stopped to let more people on, I had to bite hard on my tongue to fight away the waves of humiliation. When I left the house, I told myself I was just doing this for the money—that I didn’t care what anyone thought. But now, I was quickly realizing that I did care what other people thought, whether I liked it or not. I didn’t want people thinking that I was a crazy gay man. I didn’t want someone to recognize me. I didn’t want my friends and family to find out about my outing and think that I was living a secret life as a cross-dressing homosexual.

I zipped off the bus as soon as the bus reached my stop. I didn’t look back, though I could feel gazes staring at me from the warm bus windows. Oh God, what a humiliating experience! I was already planning to use the money from the modelling gig to pay for a cab ride home—so I could limit my human exposure to just one judging pair of eyes.

My body was trembling, but not because of the cold. The embarrassment was hard to handle. I brushed a strand of hair away from my face and hurried quickly to the art studio. And then I was horrified to see a large crowd of people standing in the studio lobby, waiting for me to arrive so they could get started on their drawing practise.

I stopped before entering, taking one last moment to reconsider. I’d come so far. I’d endured so much embarrassment already. Could I endure another two hours? Did I really want that two hundred bucks?

I needed the money.

I bit hard on my tongue and went inside. The crowd became silent and everyone turned to me. Then a man with a grey-speckled beard and pop can glasses stepped forward. “Are you the model?”

I nodded my head, terrified to speak, realizing I had no idea how to make my voice sound feminine.

He looked at his watch. “You’re late.”

I just nodded my head again, waiting for him to realize he was staring at a man. I assumed there would be five or six people in attendance. But looking around the room: there must have been forty people! They were all staring at me, all on the verge of realizing they were looking at a man in women’s clothing.

I put my hands behind my back, so no one would see them trembling. I bit down on my tongue again, which was getting sore now. He looked me up and down and then he turned away from me and pointed to a door. “The studio is through that door. Have you used the bathroom? Once we start, you can’t move for two hours. Understand?”

I nodded my head.

“Well? Go ahead,” he said. The crowd parted, forming a path towards that studio door. I walked slowly, feeling gazes exploring my body. I reached down and tugged on my skirt, feeling very conscious of my exposed bum now.

I looked around the room. It was dark, with a circle of chairs and canvases surrounding a wooden stool. I stepped carefully into the room, past the chairs and towards the stood. I took a seat and then I looked to the door. Men and women began pouring in. They were mostly silent, save for a few whispers. They took their seats and then sat and stared at me, examining and studying my body. My skin tingled. Regret filled my gut. Why didn’t I just submit myself for a job flipping burgers? Why did I get myself into this horrible scenario?

The man with the round glasses walked into the room. “Sorry for the tardiness this evening,” he said to his class. “But we can now get started. We have a lovely model joining us tonight: the blonde on the stool in front of you. We will do four poses, and you will have thirty minutes to draw each pose to the best of your ability. I want you all to focus on curves. Our model tonight has very nice curves, so be sure to really capture those. I’ll be walking around the room. So let’s get started.” He looked at me. “Model, could you please strike a standard one-knee pose for us?”

I stared back at him, trying to decode what he’d just said in my head. I didn’t know the lingo. Did he think that I was a professional model? Was I supposed to know these terms?

He smiled. “Okay. Do you mind?” he asked, walking towards me. I shook my head, not sure what I wasn’t minding. Then he stepped behind me and put his hands on my ribs. He pulled me up straight and then he reached a hand down, slipping his fingers beneath my bare thigh. He lifted my leg up until my heel was on the edge of the stool. “Point your toes down. Good.” He ran his hand down to the bottom of my bum, making me flinch, becoming tense all over. His fingers were awfully close to my cock. He pushed up, adjusting my pose before twisting my torso slightly. “Remain like this for thirty minutes,” he said. I felt strangely violated. Some of his ‘adjustments’ didn’t seem to change anything, but seemed more like an excuse to feel my ass.

Could he not tell that I wasn’t a real woman? Did he think that I was the real deal?

I remained still—every part of me unmoved, except for my heart, which pounded furiously against my ribcage. The room was silent. I wondered if the artists could hear my heart as they turned their gazes from me to their canvases and then back again.

With my knee up, my skirt was open to four artists sitting across from me. There wasn’t much stopping them from seeing my cock: a thin strip of stretchy leotard fabric and a tiny bit of panties. I wondered if they could see my bulge, or if my cock would fall out suddenly without any warning. My heart pounded harder. The artists continued to scribble.

Then it was time to switch poses. The instructor came back to me and moulded me into the correct position, once again putting his hands in places that made my heart flutter: places his hands didn’t belong. He was gentle—almost seductive, making me think he was actually coming onto me. It was dark in that room—and maybe his glasses’ prescription wasn’t up to date. He really thought that I was a girl, and I was starting to think he really had the hots for me.

When he changed my position the third time, he carefully slipped his hand under my ass. I heard him take a deep breath. Then, he broke the ninety-minute silence by saying, “Isn’t our model stunning?”

Heads nodded. I waited for someone to pipe up and tell the instructor that I was a dude—maybe one of the artists in front of me, who had been staring up my skirt for the better part of two hours. But no one said anything.

“Her curves are truly stunning: an artist’s dream,” he said, looking at me with a smile. My heart pounced and bobbed. Was he messing with me? Or was he serious?

Finally, after two hours, he turned on the light, making me wince. “That’s it for tonight. I hope this was beneficial to everyone.”

People stood up and packed up their drawings. I caught a few glimpses of a few of the pieces. The drawings were flattering: nice curves, elegant lines, and some very pretty faces. Were the pictures accurate, or were the artists trying to be nice? Was I really that pretty? Was I really that convincing?

The instructor stood by the door while everyone left. Then he closed the door and turned to me in that silent room. “You did wonderfully tonight,” he said.

I nodded my head with a smile.

“You don’t talk much, do you?” he asked. “Shy? Is this your first time doing this?

I nodded my head again.

He stared at me for a long moment before walking across the room to a desk in the corner. He opened a drawer and pulled out a wallet. Then he came back to me, slipping two crisp bills out. “Two hundred, as promised,” he said. He handed me the money. I smiled and nodded again, sticking to my vow of silence. Now that I had my money, most of the pressure was off. I was able to let my shoulder relax, but my heart was still pounding. I still had to make it home dressed up like a girl. I still had to risk being seen by countless people—including my roommates and neighbours.

He was still holding his wallet, still carefully thumbing bills in his billfold. “Are you in a rush to get home?” he asked.

I stared at him, looking down at his wallet, which still had a few hundred bucks in it. Was he about to make me an offer? I caught the glimmer of his gold wedding band.

“I like that you don’t talk. It’s refreshing. And it makes me think that you won’t go telling anyone about what I’m about to ask you.” He opened up his wallet, to show me his bills. This is what I made tonight, charging twenty dollars per head for this session. Eight hundred dollars. Not bad, even after paying you two hundred. But maybe we can split it fifty-fifty. You get another two-hundred for doing me a little favour.”

I bit down on the edge of my tongue. I really wanted that money. It was enough to put me ahead of my rent, giving me lots of time to figure out my employment situation.

“Suck my cock,” he said. “Just suck my cock and the money is yours. I’m not forcing you—it’s just an offer. The door is right there if you aren’t interested.”

I tried to swallow the lump that had suddenly formed in my throat. I coughed and squirmed and bit down on the edge of my sore tongue.

“Please. My wife—we haven’t had sex in two ears. You’re a beautiful, young woman. You could probably use the cash. I’ve got the cash. Just think of it as a simple business transaction: you get what you want, I get what I want, everyone’s happy. Right?”

I took a deep breath. I couldn’t suck a cock. It wasn’t worth the money. I already had enough to survive eviction. I didn’t need to sink to a degenerate low. So I shook my head with a polite smile. “Sorry,” I said gently, almost too quiet to hear.

“Please? Even just a handjob. Just jerk me off. I’m already hard—I’ve been staring at your beautiful body all night. Just jerk me off—two minutes and that’s probably all I’ll need. Two minutes for two hundred dollars. You can do that for me, can’t you? And then I’ll have you back on Saturday. Do you do nude modelling? Saturday is a nude session. It’s thirty bucks per person, so I can pay you more—four hundred for two hours. But just jerk me off. Please. I’m begging. I hate to beg—it’s so pathetic, I know. Just think of it as a business transaction.”

He wasn’t lying. There was an erect bulge in his pants. He was practically squirming as he stood. And maybe it would only take two minutes. I knew how to get myself off quickly, so maybe I could just jerk him really fast. I knew where to squeeze and how to pump. He seemed like a clean man. He smelled like cologne and his clothes were freshly pressed. Maybe I could do it. Maybe it was worth a couple hundred bucks.

So I took a deep breath. I nodded my head with my eyes closed, and when I opened my eyes, he was already unzipping his fly. His face was red and his hands were trembling. He really was desperate—and pathetic, but maybe I couldn’t blame him. Maybe his marital situation was unfortunate and he couldn’t help himself.

He pulled his cock out. It flipped up, throbbing as if it was begging to be stroked. My heart stuttered. I felt sick. But that money was on my mind. Was I falling down a slippery slope? This all started with me trying to win a ten dollar gift card, and now I was about to perform an act of prostitution for a big wad of cash. I reached out. My hand was shaking. I curled my fingers reluctantly around his shaft and then I didn’t waste a moment. I wanted to be done with this horribly awkward encounter. I pumped him quickly, keeping my fist clenched near his tip. I pumped faster and faster, squeezing tighter as his head tilted back and he moaned. “Oh God,” he groaned after just ninety seconds. I could feel his shaft tensing up: bloating as it prepared to spray cum. I moved to the side, pushing his cock away from me, just moments before it began to spew long strands of white goo through the air.

I winced my face away, not wanted to see it. But at the same time, I was strangely mesmerized by what I’d accomplished. I made a man cum in just a couple of minutes. He was so turned on by me that he had an erection before I even touched him. Was I really that convincing? Was I a beautiful woman when I was dolled up?

Now I was blushing, watching the last strand of cum ooze out from his cock. I looked away quickly, feeling suddenly humiliated. I was literally a prostitute. How had this happened? Was I really this desperate for money? The anxiety swelling inside of me vanished when he handed me three hundred bucks—one hundred more than promised. “That was great. Thank you. Take the extra money. I’m sorry you had to do that for me. I know it’s weird. I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable. We’ll be in touch—I have your e-mail.”

I nodded my head. I had nowhere to put the money, so I kept it scrunched in my fist. I decided to call a cab—hardly taking a dent out of the giant wad of money I now had.

In a single day, I managed to make a thousand dollars.


CHAPTER IV

It was the next morning when I handed over the rest of the money I owed. All of my roommates were in the kitchen when I came down with the wad, and instead of being excited, they all looked suspicious, glaring at me with narrowed, untrusting eyes. “So you got a job then?” Boris asked. Boris lived in the windowless basement. His skin was pale and he spent his days playing video games on camera: streaming, as he liked to call it, but he had no followers who watched his stream. Like Krystal, he was a spoiled kid who grew up and continued to be spoiled, still getting a monthly allowance from his parents.

“I’ve been doing some jobs here and there,” I said. And then I walked away, not wanting to be asked any further questions. I didn’t need them peeking underneath my door while I was making money. I didn’t need them snooping around and finding out information that they could hold over my head, or just take to my friends and family members as revenge for being so late with my rent payments.

So just to be careful, I rolled up a towel and pressed it against my door. I made sure there were no cracks in my curtains, and then I went online and made a few purchases: some of my own supplies, so I could continue making big money with only a little bit of work—and so I could stop raiding Jolie’s closet, seeing as Jolie would be home in a couple of days.

I bought makeup, a couple dresses, a few skirts, some leggings, some stockings, some nylons, some blouses, some sweaters, some lingerie, a very expensive blonde wig, a couple bodysuits, a couple pairs of high heels, and an eight pack of fishnet stockings. I went into a good amount of credit card debt making the purchase, but I wasn’t worried. I already knew I was going to make the money back. I already had people offering to throw money at me.

On Twitter, on the account I used to submit to the Weekly Trap Contest, my follower count had jumped by three hundred in a couple of nights. I had private messages asking for my Patreon account. I had to look up Patreon, not knowing what it was. I was shocked to see that it was a site where people post pictures and their fans pay to see them. I was even more shocked to see a number of Patreon profiles making $50,000 and more per month: girls posting racy photos—not even showing their nipples or pussies. I even found a number of ‘traps’ with Patreon pages, making big money by posting pictures.

So I was going to get in on the action. All I had to do was pretend like I was enjoying myself: fake a few smiles, snap a few photos. I could use the spare money from the first few months to buy new outfits, and then I could eventually invest in a better camera, and I would be just like the other Patreon users, raking in the big money.

I ordered everything for next day delivery, so all I could do while I waited was clean my room: the room that would be the backdrop for my first few sets of photos. And then I found myself watching makeup tutorials with the volume turned down low, even though I had headphones on. I was absorbing information, trying to improve my game to bring in as much money as possible. I still felt nothing—no emotions, except for a bit of excitement concerning the money I was about to receive. Occasionally I would pull up my original photo set and stare at my shots, still perplexed by how feminine I looked—but it’s not like I was getting an erection from the thought of putting on a skirt. It’s not like I was desperate to dress up, no matter what. If there was no money involved, the clothes would mean nothing to me. After all, there was a closet loaded with slutty outfits across the hall from me, and I had no desire to even look through the options. The thought of trying on all those outfits was tedious more than anything.

Though every now and then, I found myself remembering my fingers curled around that warm cock. I remembered how quickly the art instructor got off while staring at me with lustful eyes. For some reason, the thought made my skin tingle. It was nice to know that I looked good—that I had a skill in this world, even though it wasn’t a skill that I even thought I would want. At least it was paying the bills. At least there was demand for the skill I never knew that I had.

I finished the day by setting up my Patreon profile and putting links to it on my Twitter account. I hung a sheet on my back wall, so I would have a nice backdrop for my photo shoots. And then I went to sleep—not feeling nervous or overly excited. I just felt normal—and maybe even a bit happier than normal, knowing that I wasn’t facing eviction. But that was the last night that I would feel ‘normal’, ever again.


CHAPTER V

It was 9:00 AM and I was still asleep. A knock at my bedroom door woke me up. I got up slowly and approached the door carefully. No one ever knocked at my door—so a part of me was worried now. Was I being evicted, even though I’d caught up on my rent? It was Friday morning, the day I was apparently going to be thrown out according to the meeting that took place before I paid up.

I opened the door slowly and saw Jolie’s face staring back at me. She had an unimpressed look on her face. “What is it?” I asked after a moment of silence.

“There’s a delivery guy at the door for you. He needs a signature.”

I nodded my head and then said, “Give me a minute to put on a shirt.”

I didn’t realize just how much I’d ordered until I was at the front door. There was a mountain of stuff on the doorstep: two big piles of packages. Jolie stood behind me as I stared at the huge haul. Maybe I got a bit carried away when I was ordering. Maybe I put more into my cart than I realized. The final bill was almost fifteen hundred bucks, after all—all onto my credit card.

“What is it?” Jolie asked.

I bit down on my tongue. I could see a few sticker labels with store names: stores that strictly sold women’s clothing. I grabbed those ones first, before Jolie could notice them—if she hadn’t already. I turned to her with a forced smile. “It’s just stuff for a project I’m working on. Nothing interesting.”

“Why is there so much of it?” she asked. Her eyes narrowed even more. She probably thought I was building bombs or something for some future bank robbery.

I bit down on my tongue and tried to think of an excuse. She was catching onto me, which was the last thing I wanted. I knew her before I moved into her house. Her parents were friends with my parents. She knew a few of my cousins, and lots of my friends. We went to the same high school together. So I really did not want her finding out I was putting on women’s clothing and playing the role of online prostitute. “It’s just a little business I started—fixing computers. These are all parts I bought second hand.” I bit down hard on my tongue to keep my smile looking genuine. “I fixed a few computers last week and I already have a few new contracts. You don’t mind me working from my room, do you? I’ll be quiet.”

She stared at my big pile, and I prayed that I’d scooped up all the packaged with damning labels. “I guess that’s fine,” she said. But I could tell that she was still suspicious. I had a feeling she would be snooping when I left the house, which meant I needed to invest in a lock before leaving my bedroom. That’s the first thing I did when I returned to my room: ordered a two-way door lock for same-day delivery. Then I started unboxing my haul.

So maybe I ordered more than a couple of skirts and a couple of dresses. Maybe I got a bit carried away, with tons of photo shoot ideas popping into my head. I pushed that rolled towel against my door again, and then I tried on my blonde wig. It was so much better than the Halloween wig I’d been using. It fit my head perfectly and it didn’t puff up at the top. The hair was beautifully long and it felt real—probably because it was literally real human hair, which seemed kind of gross at first, if I’m going to be honest. Then I found myself in front of my mirror, putting on my new fake eyelashes, plucking my eyebrow carefully with a pair of tweezers that came with my makeup supplies. The concealer I bought was even better than Krystal’s concealer. The blush went on way smoother. Everything was better—or maybe it just seemed that way because I had practise now, and I’d watched all those videos and absorbed all of those tips.

I opened another package, unsure of what was inside. And then I lifted up the silicone breast form that I forgot I put into my bin. I gently squeezed the silicone titties, surprised by how real they felt. Then I tried it on. It was hard to squeeze into, and I quickly started to sweat inside of it—but it looked incredibly realistic. It was even hard to spot the seams, which I figured I could easily blend out with makeup.

I found my excitement growing as my first outfit came together: a black bodysuit with a green plaid mini skirt. I pulled up a pair of knee-high black socks and then I squeezed my feet into a cute pair of flats. To finish the outfit off, I put on one of my new black chokers and a few bracelets. I spent ten minutes posing in front of the mirror, blushing and smiling, impressed with what I’d accomplished. It was the first time I’d seen myself in the light of day: sunlight pouring through my sheer curtains. I looked even better than I looked for the Weekly Trap Contest, and even better than I looked for my modelling job at the art studio. I blew a kiss at myself, and then I got out my phone to take some pictures.

Hours later—many outfits and many photos later—I logged onto my computer and began posting my shots. I put a few on Twitter and many onto Patreon. Comments came quickly on Twitter. Personal messages appeared in my inbox: men flirting with me—some of them telling me how badly they wanted to fuck me—and some begging me to send pictures of my cock. I told them all about my Patreon account, and by the end of the night, I had four subscribers, signed up for a grand total of forty bucks per month. It was a modest starting point: something to build off. I was happy to flirt back with the guys, knowing they were paying me money.

And strangely, their little compliments felt good, even though they were complimenting a character I was dressed up as, and not me at all. The compliments should have come as insults, seeing as I wasn’t really a girl, and no man should be told he’s a beautiful chick, over and over. But I couldn’t help but smirk and blush.

So after cleaning my face and putting away my clothes, I went to sleep feeling awkward. I kept thinking of the flirtations and then I found myself trying to think of new outfit combinations. My heart throbbed with excitement, but I didn’t like that excitement. It was no longer an excitement for the money. Now, I was starting to feel giddy about the clothes and the makeup. I was falling down that slippery slope that I was so terrified of. I no longer felt normal. Was there something wrong with me? Was I having a mental breakdown?

In the morning, my subscriber count was up to nine. One of the new members pledged twenty bucks instead of the entry ten, so I was already at one hundred bucks per month—not bad after a day of casual work. I knew I had to do better, especially if I was going to have a shot at paying of the credit card debt I’d racked up buying all the outfits. So I got dolled up, which took a lot longer than usual as I decided to try out a new look: smoky cat eye with some simple contouring to make my face look more petite and cute. Then I squeezed myself into a tight black dress and put on the pair of lace cat ears that came with one of my lingerie packages. I did a little photo-shoot, posted the photos, and moved onto the next look: another hour-long makeup session and another thirty minutes getting dressed up and posing for photos. I posted those photos, and then I did another set, and then another. Then I checked my page. I had two new supporters: another twenty bucks per month. And I had something else: a private message from one of my new supporters.

“You’re a beautiful trap.”

“Thank you,” I replied.

“How much for nudes?” he asked, almost immediately. I couldn’t help but laugh. Some of my supporters were incredibly horny—but I couldn’t complain, seeing as they were now keeping me from becoming homeless.

“I don’t do nudes,” I told him. “But I have some lingerie shoots that I think you’ll like.”

He replied almost instantly again. “I’ll pay you one hundred to send me a masturbation video, wearing your black bodysuit and skirt that you posted earlier.”

My heart stammered. One hundred bucks—that was a lot of money: a decent chunk of the debt I needed to pay off. I bit down on my lip.

“Are you still there?” he asked after only three minutes of silence.

Then I thought about the idea of masturbating on camera, and then sending the video to a complete stranger. What if he posted it on some public website? What if someone recognized me? I looked in the mirror. Did I even recognize myself? Would anyone be able to look at my photos and know that they were looking at me? What was the chance of a friend or family member coming across the video anyway?

“Maybe for two hundred,” I said.

I got an e-mail: a money transfer, from the Patreon supporter. He wasn’t kidding around, and now he wasn’t giving me a chance to bow out. “Shit,” I muttered to myself. My heart throbbed with embarrassment. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. Maybe I could ask him to keep the video private. Maybe he would delete it as soon as he got off and realized he was jerking off to a video of a guy dolled up as a girl.

I changed back into my bodysuit and skirt, and I propped my phone up on my dresser, facing my bed. I opened the camera and changed the mode to video. Then I pressed record and took a deep breath before climbing onto the bed. I was suddenly tense all over, as if I was on a stage in front of ten thousand people. My skin was cold and my hands were trembling.

Behind the camera was my mirror. I looked at myself to make sure I didn’t look like my normal self, to make sure this tape wouldn’t be the end of my social life as I knew it. I looked pretty good. In fact, with my knees up and my feet pointed in, I actually looked pretty cute. I caught myself smiling as I reached down between my legs, rubbing my fingers over my crotch. I rubbed gently, watching myself instead of the camera. I managed to press right against the sweet spot on the tip of my cock, sending pulse waves of euphoria through my body.

I loved the tall socks I was wearing. They made my legs look so cute. I always had a thing for girls with big socks, and now I was one. I gently pulled up my skirt, revealing my growing bulge. I stroked my cock through my panties and then my legs trembled. I looked so hot stroking myself in that cute outfit, with my blonde hair pulled over my shoulders. I pulled my dick out and clenched it with my fist. When I bent forward, the tips of my hair tickled my cock, making another pulse surge through me. I let a little whimper slip.

Now I was stroking my erection, exposed to the camera. My heart was pounding—maybe even loud enough for the camera to hear. I clenched my cock harder and harder and pumped faster. Now I was looking at the camera lens, biting my bottom lip as the pleasure grew stronger. I pulled my knees up higher. With my free hand, I reached down and felt my smooth thigh. God, I looked so hot! Now I had a weird thought going through my mind—a thought that I wasn’t so happy about: why didn’t I start doing this sooner? I could have been dressing up when I was sixteen! I would have been such a hot babe. Men would have literally drooled over me. But now I was a bit older—while it showed, I was still sexy. I pointed one of my feet towards the camera as my body tensed up. Another whimper slipped out from my lips. I pumped my cock harder and then I realized I was about to come. Was I crazy? Was I really going to send a man a video of me coming?

I instantly stopped pumping, becoming red with embarrassment. Maybe this was all a mistake. Maybe I shouldn’t have recorded this video.

But it was too late. Even though I stopped pumping, the euphoria kept boiling. I shuddered all over and then I moaned and then my unattended cock blasted cum into the air. I gasped, shocked by how high my cum flew up before falling back down onto my body. I shuddered again, moaning a bit louder. More cum shot up. I watched in the mirror as my face turned dark red. I bit down hard on my lip and clenched the bed sheets with both hands. There was no sense in not sending the video now. I didn’t want to send back his money, and the video existed: I came on camera while dolled up in the exact outfit he requested.

So I sent the video with the message, “Please don’t share this with anyone. It’s just for you.”

“Deal,” he said. “Thank you so much. You look so hot.”

And I blushed again before looking at my bank account to admire the money that didn’t exist that morning. I was teeming with excitement and that lingering euphoria. And now, all I wanted to do was play dress up. So that’s what I did for the rest of the day, only sneaking out from my room once to answer the door when my food delivery came around dinnertime. I had to redo my makeup, having taken it all off just to answer the door, but I didn’t mind: it was a nice excuse to try out a new look.


CHAPTER VI

I spent most of the next three weeks locked in my room, growing my followers on Patreon and Twitter. I was up to $2,000 per month, with the occasional private request fetching a few hundred extra per week. I paid off my credit card debt and ordered some new outfits. I bit down on my lip to hide my smile from myself when I said, “Gotta spend money to make money.”

I was getting messages from other Patreon girls: some with huge followings. “Love your stuff,” one wrote me. “You’re super cute. How do you get your eyes to look like that?” asked another. I started casually chatting with the girls every day, until I realized the girls were becoming my friends. “We should totally do a collaboration one of these days,” one girl suggested. She was trans: male to female, though she looked better than half of the real girls on Patreon.

“Totally,” I replied. And then I went to shoot another photo set. I had a new camera now, with a big lens. My pictures were getting better and better: both in quality and content. I went out and bought a PO box in a nearby neighbourhood, and then I told my supporters that they could send me outfits they wanted me to wear. It was a suggestion made by one of my top supporters. I was shocked a week later when that box was completely filled with packages: slutty lingerie, freshly sealed in new packaging. I had a lot of work ahead of me if I was going to do a shoot in each outfit.

One of my new girlfriends sent me a message. “Your PO box—is that really where you live?”

“It’s close,” I said.

“I live, like, ten minutes away. We need to do a collaboration!” I blushed and my heart fluttered at the thought of meeting someone while dressed up. I’d been casually working on my voice, because I was constantly asked to post videos including me talking, but I still hadn’t been brave enough to try taking on camera.

“We should do that,” I replied, hoping she wasn’t really serious.

“Are you free tomorrow? We can do a shoot together in my studio,” she wrote.

“Tomorrow?” I replied. My stomach growled. “I think I’m free.”

She sent me her address. “Great! Come around 10:00 AM. Bring some different options. You look like a medium, right? I bet we’re the same size. I’ve got lots of stuff we can wear too. Or maybe we can just talk. This will be great for both our brands!”

“Sounds good. See you tomorrow,” I wrote. And then my heart sunk deep into my stomach. I hadn’t gone out since the art studio incident, and now I had a day planned with a beautiful trans girl, whose photos were way better than mine. I tried to think of a way out of the meeting, so I could keep my dressing up a secret, within the walls of my bedroom where I never had to worry about being caught. But I couldn’t come up with an excuse fast enough. It was an hour later when she posted on her Patreon. “Tomorrow I’ll be doing a shoot with the beautiful Stevie K! She’s coming to my studio. Any suggestions?”

Instantly, her post had hundreds of likes. I started getting messages on Patreon from supporters who followed both of us. Now I was locked in. Now I had to get ready to take out my feminine persona, that I’d honed over the last month. I was going to find out if I passed, or if I was a complete failure. I couldn’t help but imagine her face when she answered her door: the horror as she looked down my body and realized my whole account was just clever camera angles.

But why did I care so much about what she thought? I never cared about what anyone thought before. Was I not just doing this for the money? Was this no longer just about money? Did I suddenly have a strange amount of pride in my Stevie K persona?

Her name was Ashley Cutlass. She had 120,000 followers on Instagram and 2,200 supporters on Patreon. I was afraid to do the math to figure out how much she was possibly making, seeing as her minimum support option was $10 per month. I was one of her followers, and often used her Patreon posts to get ideas for my own posts. I had no idea she was following me back—she was one of my 150 supporters.

Her body was perfect: thin waist, wide hips, nice breasts (which were real, made with help from hormone therapy, unlike mine). And shockingly, she only lived a few minutes away from me.

I hardly slept the night before our collaboration. I ended up getting up early, around 5:00 AM. I flicked on my lights and started doing my makeup, taking my time to make sure everything was perfect. I curled the hair of my wig. I waxed my legs and arms. I carefully plucked my eyebrows, getting them perfect. I packed a large suitcase full of outfits: all carefully selected based on what I assumed she would like, after scrolling through her profile.

It was 9:00 AM when I was finally finished dolling myself up and happy with how I looked. For the short trip to her house I was wearing a knee-length white dress: something easy to slip on and off, with a pair of white stockings and black flats. I packed my camera, unsure of whether we were going to need it. I knew Ashley had a very expensive camera, which took beautiful photos. She had an amazing studio setup with expensive lighting. A part of me was excited to have my photo taken with her professional grade equipment—and another part of me was nervous that all of my flaws would show: all the flaws I didn’t even know about, that were kept hidden by my camera’s quality and my lack of lighting (I usually used the natural sunlight through my curtains to light my shoots).

I had to sneak out of the house. My roommates were awake, watching television in the living room, which meant I needed to scale the wall from my bedroom window. But this time I didn’t have the cover of nightfall. The sun was bright and people were out walking their dogs and shovelling away the last of the winter snowfall. I stared out the window and waited for a break before jumping out and scurrying down the wall like some sort of spider monkey fleeing for its life.

I hurried away from the house, trying not to look back as I adjusted my dress. I walked by a neighbour, who looked at me for a long moment, and then I could feel him looking back at me once I passed. Could he tell? I tried not to let the anxiety overwhelm me. Maybe he was just admiring me. The art instructor and his students couldn’t tell, and that was before I had my better wig and a greatly improved makeup routine.

I didn’t bother taking the bus, seeing as Ashley’s house was only about a dozen blocks away. I knew the bus would be busy, and I knew which streets would be quiet. So I pulled my suitcase across a dozen streets, avoiding eye contact with dozens of people. The late winter wind was cold on my tiny bit of exposed thighs, but the breeze kind of felt nice drifting up my skirt.

I checked her address on my phone and then I found myself standing in front of her house: a simple bungalow in a standard neighbourhood. I expected more, knowing how much money she was earning. I went up to the door, took a deep breath, and then I rang the doorbell.

It was twenty seconds later when the door opened. There she was: in the flesh. I froze, partially because I had no idea what she would think of my feminine persona, and partially because I was standing in front of a celebrity, who got more likes and retweets than most Hollywood actors. She smiled and threw her hand out. “Hi, Stevie! I’m Ashley!” I’d never heard her voice before. It was good: well practised and meticulous. It was even higher than I expected, maybe thanks to the hormones. I’d never taken a hormone pill, so I could only fake it.

“Hi,” I said softly. “Nice to meet you.”

She already had her makeup done, and she was beaming. Her face was perfection: so smooth and clear. Her eyes were dazzling, surrounded by perfect eyeliner lines and the smoothest mascara I’d ever seen. I stepped into her home, which was warm and bright. “Make yourself comfortable. Do you want a coffee?”

“Sure,” I said, feeling strangely small, even though I was two inches taller than her.

“I just love your stuff. You have some of the cutest outfits—and great taste, too.” She looked at me with a warm smile. She wasn’t nervous about her identity at all. Apparently she was well beyond the stage I was at. She was making a quarter million dollars a year—at least—so that probably helped.

“Thanks, but you’re really the queen,” I said.

“Awe. Thank you.” Her coffee maker was fancy, and probably very expensive. It whirred and spun and gargled and then there was suddenly a fancy coffee with a heart carved out of foam. She handed it to me. “Are you ready for a fun photo shoot?” She made a little hop. She was wearing tall socks and no shoes. She walked like a girl, softly with small steps, feet close together. I knew I could learn a lot from her.

She showed me her studio in her basement. It was an impressive space filled with backdrops and sets and lights. Her camera was already set up on a tripod. “Do you do everything yourself?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “Everything. I’ve never even done a collaboration before, so this will be new for me. What about you?”

I nodded. “I do everything myself,” I said. I walked up to her camera and couldn’t believe the size of the lens. It was almost the size of my forearm. It was aimed at a pink bed, which I recognized from some of her shoots. I walked over to the bed, and then a gleam of purple caught my eye. Behind her bed, out of the camera’s sight, were a number of sex toys: dildos and vibrators. One of the dildos was long and purple.

“Oh shoot,” she said. “I meant to put that stuff away.” She was blushing now as she skirted by me to scoop the toys up. “Don’t judge me too hard. I do the odd private shoot for my top tier guys.”

I nodded my head. “So do I,” I said.

She let out a little sigh. “Okay, good,” she laughed. “I didn’t want you thinking I was a slut. I mean—I guess I sort of am—but how can I say no? I have one guy who sends me lingerie and he pays me five grand to shoot myself in it.”

“Five grand?” I said. The number was almost incomprehensible in my head. I couldn’t imagine making five thousand bucks for a photo shoot.

She nodded her head. “Sometimes more when he wants kinky stuff. Though I’ve turned him down before. He has some pretty out there ideas.”

My lips were open as I tried to process what she was telling me. On top of the huge amount of money she was already making, she was also making thousands doing private shoots and videos? She lived in a small house and the car parked out front was nothing special. So where was her money going? Was she just amassing a huge fortune so she could retire young? I suddenly felt jealous in more ways than one: she was beautiful, smart, and rich—everything I wished that I were.

“He had a little request this morning, but we’ll get to that later maybe. First, let’s do a shoot. I had a fun idea with Easter coming up in a week. She walked over to a clothing rack and picked up a Playboy Bunny costume, complete with ears and tail and cuffs and collar. “I’ve got two of these. That would be cute, right?”

I nodded my head. “That could be fun,” I said.

She handed me one of the outfits. “Let’s get this shoot done so we can sit and have coffee.”

I was nervous at first: tenser than ever before, desperate to impress Ashley, terrified of letting her down. She was a pro when it came to posing. The moment her camera started snapping, she was striking beautiful poses. I did my best to copy her. We had a few little blunders, which we ended up giggling about. The shots of us giggling together like little schoolgirls were some of the best of the morning. Once I was more relaxed, we started getting better stuff. She grabbed my bum with both hands and we both looked into the lens. Some of the shots were funny, some were sexy.

“Let’s get a few for some of the higher tier guys,” she said. She hopped on the bed and spread her legs. “Pretend like you’re eating me out.”

My heart galloped, but I knew we were just getting pictures: we weren’t really being intimate. I bent over and pressed my face between her thighs, getting as close as I could to her crotch without touching. I could see her bulge and I could smell her amazing perfume. My heart bounced again. Then I grabbed her legs and spread them wide. We did a few poses like this before she said, “Now let’s swap spots.”

I cleared my throat. “Um, okay.” I reached down and tried to hide my erection, which wasn’t easy in that tight costume. I tried to be fast, but she noticed and giggled.

“Sorry,” she said. “I get excited sometimes when shooting too. It just happens. Don’t be embarrassed.”

“Sorry,” I said, biting my lip.

“Sometimes those are the best photos for the top tier guys. They love that kind of thing. Don’t worry about it. Just let it happen—if you’re okay with it.”

So I climbed awkwardly on the bed and spread my legs with my erection stretching out my costume. I felt so humiliated when she put her face near my crotch for the photos. “Sorry,” I said again.

She laughed. “Quit being sorry! This is going great.”

We finished the shoot with some kissing pictures. “Just tell me to stop if it’s too awkward,” she said. Then she pressed her lips against mine. I heard the camera clicking away. My erection became harder. I took a deep breath and tried my best to play along. Then she reached down and grabbed my bulge with her hand, stepping back slightly so the camera could see. Her grip was perfect. Her hands were so gentle and sensual. She gently stroked up while the camera fired more shots. Then she leaned back. “Sorry—I should have asked first. I thought it would make a good photo.” She let go of my cock. I stuttered and laughed and blushed and then I cleared my throat.

“It’s fine,” I said.

“I’m sure we got enough, right? Let’s have coffee now.”

I went upstairs, still in the Playboy Bunny costume. She came up a few minutes later with her laptop. She put it down on her little dining room table and turned it to me. “Want to see what we got?”

We sipped coffee and looked through the photos. I was amazed by how cute we both looked. I couldn’t help but wonder if her camera had the amazing power to make anyone look amazing, or if we really did look that good through the shoot.

The shots of us kissing were especially cute. The shot of her grabbing my big bulge was hot, making me erect all over again. I nodded my head with red cheeks. “These are all great. How are you going to pick just a few?”

“It’s always hard,” she said.

As she flicked through the final few photos, I noticed a bulge between her legs in a few of the shots. Did I make her hard? Was she aroused when she started fondling my cock? My heart skipped a beat and I pretended like I didn’t see anything. “We should do more shoots like this,” I said. “I had fun. And I feel like I can learn a lot from you.”

“We should totally do another shoot together,” she said with a big smile. She was looking right into my eyes, making butterflies flutter inside of my body. I knew I was technically staring at a biological male, but for some reason I was so attracted to her. Were these feelings just a part of the slippery slope I was tumbling down?

I bit down on my tongue, trying hard to look away before she got the wrong impression from me. I took a deep breath, and then she said, “That reminds me. One of my top tier supporters messaged me after I announced our little collaboration. He had a bit of a weird private request.”

“Okay,” I said, nodding my head.

“If you aren’t comfortable, I totally get it. This was his idea—but he is offering a few thousand bucks, which we would split, of course.”

Now that tension was coming back again. I took a deep breath of air into my lungs and tried to force a smile. “What does he want?” I asked.

“He wants a video: me and you, together.”

I stared into her beautiful eyes. “Doing what?” I asked, my voice cracking slightly.

“He just said sex.”

Now the room was silent. My heart was pounding ferociously. I nodded my head and scratched the back of my head as beads of cold sweat formed on the back of my neck.

“I know—it’s weird. I agree. I just thought I’d let you know the offer. I’m totally cool to just have coffee and hang out for a bit. You’re a cool chick.”

“I guess we can do it,” I said.

Her eyes flashed. She was quiet for a moment before saying, “Really?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I mean—if it’s what you want to do, I guess we can do it. I could use the money.”

Another long silence. “Okay,” she said. “Well, should we go do it?”

I nodded my head, feeling that tension growing in my body.

My mind was flashing and spinning. Suddenly, I found myself standing back in her studio, looking at that bed. Ashley was behind the camera, pressing buttons, changing it to video mode. “Are you ready?” she asked. Everything was happening so quickly. My heart hadn’t stopped pounding. My stomach was swirling with terror. I wasn’t able to reply, so I just nodded my head. Then she pressed a button and a red light came on. “Action,” she said with a red-cheeked smile.

Now she was walking towards me. She stopped in front of me and put her hands on my shoulders. She looked into my eyes with a smile, and then she leaned forward and pressed her lips against mine. We kissed for a minute, which helped me to relax, even though I couldn’t stop remembering that her lips were biologically male. Then she reached down and grabbed my shaft through my black jumper, making me perk up. We were right back to where we left off during the photo shoot—but now, it was real. Now we were really going to end up on that bed.

Her tongue slipped into my mouth, so I slipped my tongue into hers. I reached down and felt down her pelvis until I found her bulge, which I rubbed until it was big enough to grasp the way she was holding me. I squeezed it firmly and stroked it confidently. Then I used my other hand to feel her breasts, which I’d wanted to do from the moment I showed up on her doorstep. They felt real—I suppose because they were real. I squeezed firmly and she moaned.

Then we were on the bed. I was on top of her, gently grinding my bulge against hers. She had her hands on my sides, moving up and down, moaning as I began to suck on her neck. We rolled over and switched positions. She pressed her cock hard against my body. I could feel her throbbing. Then she reached down and fished her cock out from her tight jumper, letting it stick straight out in the open. I looked down at it and gasped. It was so much bigger than I was expecting.

She walked up my body on her knees and then held her cock down, pointed at my lips. I opened my mouth and closed my eyes, and then she plunged herself into my mouth. I sucked and she pumped. I was being face-fucked on camera by a beautiful, famous trans girl. If any video was going to end up leaking, it was this one.

Then I heard her whisper. “Take out your cock and stroke it.” I reached down and pulled my horny erection out from my black jumper, letting it throb for a moment while it tasted freedom. Then I grabbed it and started stroking. It felt good—too good, considering the arousal was from a cock being plunged into my mouth. Surely this was the bottom of the slippery slope. Where else could I go from here? How much crazier could my life become, just because I accepted the challenge of some one-off Twitter contest?

She pulled her big cock out from my mouth, and then she crawled back down my body, pressing her perky chest against mine. We kissed again, her tasting her own cock on my lips. I felt her hand reaching down, feeling my cock and then finding my asshole. She pulled my jumper to the side and then pressed her wet tip against my hole. My stomach fluttered. “Be gentle,” I whispered.

She smiled, and then she pushed into me. I gasped. It felt so big. I could feel myself stretching. I groaned and closed my eyes as she pressed her forehead against mine. She pushed deeper and deeper, until her pelvis was pressed against my ball sack. Then she sat upright and looked down at me. I looked up at her. She winked and then she started fucking me. I grabbed the sheets firmly with both hands. “Oh God,” I moaned. My knees rose up. It felt good—way too good—so much better than masturbating, and so much better than fucking a woman. Was I gay? Was this whole journey just God’s way of letting me know that I liked cocks more than pussies? Or was this just the latest development in my mental breakdown?

She pumped harder and faster, grabbing my thighs and holding my legs to her sides. I looked down my body and watched as her shaft disappeared and reappeared, over and over. I watched her face turning red as she bit her lip. “Ready?” she asked.

I nodded my head. And then she surprised me by pulling out and pressing her tip against the base of my shaft. She groaned and then I felt her warm ejaculation on my cock. She made sure every blast ended up on my cock before using her hand to spread it all around my length. It was an amazing feeling, but a terrifying one. I still couldn’t figure out why I was enjoying myself so much. I wasn’t ready to accept that I was gay. If I was gay, why did I think she was so stunning, with her big, beautiful eyes and her long, amazing hair? How could a gay man be so turned on by such a perfect feminine body?

She climbed up on me, standing my cum-slicked cock upright. Then she sat down on it, inserting it into her asshole. She moaned and lowered herself: lower and lower, until her bum was pressed against my lap. Then she started bouncing. My God, it felt so good. I could feel her cum sloshing around inside of her, between my cock and her tight anal walls. She was warm—and so tight. My body began to tremble and I moaned loudly. Then I came. I filled her hole with the biggest load I’d ever made.

To finish off the video, she got up and turned her bum to the camera. She spread her butt cheeks and let the cum spill out. My head was spinning with a combination of excitement, lust, and terror. What had I become? What was I doing with my life?

Then I remembered the money, and I found myself with a smirk on my face. I just came inside of a beautiful, famous Internet model, and now I was about to make a few thousand extra dollars. Maybe this life wasn’t so crazy or terrible after all.


CHAPTER VII

It was late when I finally returned home from Ashley’s house. My body was still tingling all over—my mind buzzing with a peculiar excitement. I had money: more money than I’d ever had before. I had fans: real fans who were sending me messages and pledging their hard earned money, just to see pictures of me. I’d had a glimpse of what could be achieved: Ashley had a house all to herself: no roommates, beautiful furniture, a fridge full of good food, and enough spare cash to retire before the age of thirty. I was on that same path, making connections and friendships that could potentially last a lifetime—and a career that was already blossoming into something fun and easily manageable.

Yet for some reason, I was still terrified. I was still cowering my face away from people walking their dogs as I got closer to my house. Whenever I saw a person in the distance coming towards me, I considered the possibility of them being one of my roommates, and my blood would suddenly become cold as my heart sunk into my stomach. It seemed like it was only a matter of time before they found me out. I was ordering packages to the house twice a week. I always had to run to answer the door so my roommates wouldn’t see what I was buying. Sometimes I was mid-shoot, so I couldn’t leave my room when the doorbell rang, and I could only pray that they didn’t open the package for me to see lacy lingerie and heels in my size.

When my house came into view as I made my way home from Ashley’s house, I saw a package sitting on the step. It was a pink package, from a famous lingerie retailer. I knew my name was on that package, and I was relieved the delivery person didn’t ring the doorbell to notify my roommates, who all had the day off of whatever it was they spent their days doing. Now, I had to make a decision. I could go around back and scale the wall into my room and spend the next twenty-five minutes getting out of my feminine disguise before grabbing the package, or I could quickly grab it now, to reduce the risk of someone else getting to it before me.

I decided to go for it, even though I could see that the light in the living room was on, meaning my silhouette would appear briefly in the frosted glass window on the door. I moved quickly. I ran up the stairs and snatched the package—a good thing too, because my name was written in big, bold letters, even though I added the note ‘please use discreet packaging’ when I placed the order. Funny enough, that note was written underneath my name, as if it was part of the delivery instructions.

With the package in my hands, I started moving down the stairs. Then I heard the door open behind me. “Excuse me,” Jolie said, making me freeze as I was about to turn to skirt around the house. I could feel her gaze tickling the back of my head. “Where are you going with that package?”

I remained still. I thought about running, but then Jolie would definitely think that I was a thief, and she would probably call the police and turn this whole thing into a real mess. What was my other option? I thought about saying something without turning around: telling her that I was a neighbour and the package was dropped off at the wrong house—but I didn’t have that much faith in my feminine voice. So I bit my tongue and squirmed. The only other option I had was to turn around and face the inevitable: reveal myself to her and ruin the secrecy I’d spent a whole month maintaining.

“I’m going to call the cops if you don’t put that package down right now,” she said.

A cool breeze tingled up my bare thighs and up the skirt of my dress. My stomach groaned and my heart clenched. This was it. Within twenty-four hours, I would probably get a call from my parents, demanding to know why I was leaving the house dressed like a girl, and text messages from friends mocking me endlessly.

“That’s it. I’m calling the cops,” she said.

Then I turned around, biting down hard on my tongue. “Don’t do that,” I said. The words came out in my feminine voice—maybe on purpose, or maybe because it was the only voice I’d been using all day with Ashley. “It’s my package.”

Jolie stared at me with her classic narrowed eyes. She looked down my body and then back up at my face. “Really?” she said. “Because that’s not your name on the label.”

I looked down at the package, which I was holding upside down. How did she know what the name on the label was? She could only know if she went out and saw the package earlier. And could she not recognize me now?

I watched as her eyes widened and her lips slowly parted. The pieces were coming together in her head: she was realizing who she was looking at, figuring out why there was a pink lingerie package addressed to me, figuring out why I’d been locked in my room for a month. “Oh my God,” she said as the realization was complete.

I remained still, frozen in a horrible state of awkward terror.

She looked back, towards the hallway to my bedroom. I thought about running, though I had no idea what I would do once I was gone, or where I would go. I thought she was going to call for my other roommates, but instead she turned back to me. “Is that what you’ve been doing in your room all month?”

I slowly nodded my head, still trying to figure out a way to beg her to keep her mouth shut. Maybe I could pay her off—maybe I could give her part of the two thousand dollars I made that morning.

She looked down at my body. “Are you a prostitute?”

I shook my head. “I’ve been modelling,” I said. And when I said it aloud, it didn’t sound as ridiculous as I thought it would. Was it really so weird? Wasn’t that all I was doing: modelling? Sure, I’d done a few special videos for special clients, but the bulk of what I was doing was modelling.

Jolie was smirking now. She covered her mouth with her hand as if she was stopping herself from laughing. But strangely, the anxiety was fluttering away from me now. I didn’t feel quite so stupid. She couldn’t do what I was doing. She didn’t look as good as me, and she was a real girl. If she posted photos of herself online, she wouldn’t have men begging her to start a Patreon page, just to see more photos. She didn’t have people rejoicing to find out she was doing any collaborations. She was just a spoiled rich girl with no work ethic and no skills. Her daddy bought her a house and her daddy paid for her groceries, because she couldn’t do what I could do.

So I just smiled. “Jealous?” I said.

“Jealous?” she replied. “What are you? An E-girl?”

I nodded my head. “With twenty-six thousand followers on Twitter. I get about eight hundred new followers every day.”

She scoffed. “Are you bragging?” she asked.

“Yeah. What do you have to brag about?” I asked. Admittedly, I was still nervous. I still didn’t love the idea of my family finding out—or my friends. But would they really be mad? How could they be mad at me? I was making a good living. I was making more money than both of my parents combined, I had a strong following (growing stronger by the day), and I was happy.

Her smile disappeared. “Well for one, I own the house you live in,” she said.

“Your daddy bought it for you.”

“That’s none of your business. You only know that because our parents are friends.”

“Well it’s still true. And what I’m doing is none of your business. Why does it matter to you? Why are you so mad?”

“I don’t want you working out of my house. It says in the lease that my lawyers drew up: no home businesses without my permission.”

“Okay, then I’ll move out,” I said.

She pressed her lips thin. I could almost see the steam coming out from her ears, but I couldn’t figure out why she was so angry. Was it something I said? All I’d done was defend myself and pointed out a real fact, but she was taking it so personally. “You look like a slut,” she said suddenly.

I winked. “Jealous?” My heart was racing. I could feel the adrenaline surging through my body. But I wasn’t embarrassed any longer. My other roommates were leaning over to look at me, to see what the commotion was about, but I didn’t care at all. I had more going for me than all of them combined.

“Be out by the end of the week,” she said. Then she lowered her voice. “And don’t you dare go around telling people how I got this house. That’s nobody’s business but mine.”

It was hard not to laugh, but I did my best. “You got it, Jolie,” I said, brushing past her on my way to my room. I smiled at my roommates as I skirted by. It was funny to think that she was more self-conscious about her daddy buying her a house than I was about being caught all dolled up. I guess everyone has his or her own insecurities—I certainly had mine, until I decided on that doorstep to accept who I was. After that, I felt so free. I slept like a rock at night, and I caught myself smiling whenever I was out in public.

I didn’t even care if my parents or friends found out about what I was doing. It was inevitable that they would find out, and I just assumed they would be impressed by how much I was making. By the end of my second month in business, I was up to five grand per month, just from Patreon. I was working on upgrading my setup, in a house that I was renting just a block away from Ashley.

Maybe it was true: maybe I had fallen far down the slippery slope that started when I first put on Krystal’s clothes to enter that contest for that gift card, but sometimes slopes lead to beautiful valleys. Maybe I wasn’t slipping down a slippery slope—maybe I was slipping up one. Maybe life was guiding me exactly where I needed to be.

THE END
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