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SPECIAL DELIVERY

Stanley is starting to become bitter with his pizza delivery job. His tips are hardly covering the cost of gas and he’s got a deposit due for his college tuition. Meanwhile his sister is working half as much and making twice the money, just because she’s a pretty girl who can bat her eyelashes.

But maybe Stanley can be a pretty girl too—just for a few days, until he’s got enough for that tuition deposit. The other option is delaying college for a year, so what does he really have to lose?


CHAPTER I

It was a late July night and I had a Catch-22 on my hands: I needed a new car for work but I couldn’t afford a new car for work because I wasn’t being paid enough at work. “No one’s tipping me,” I said to my boss, who seemed convinced that I just wasn’t being friendly enough—I was being very friendly. I was often complimented on how friendly I was.

“Well maybe you need to work on your appearance,” he said, as if I was some slob driving around town in dirty rags and greasy hair. I took offence to his suggestion. I looked fine. My clothes weren’t more than a year old and I always showered before every shift.

“What the hell is wrong with my appearance?” I asked, and I was just about ready to quit. Had there been any other jobs available to me, I just might have quit. But I needed that job. I needed the minimum wage I was making each night, even if it hardly covered the cost of gas.

“Well for starters, that car of yours is looking rough. Maybe customers don’t trust you, driving that thing around.” I drove a 1987 Pontiac Fiero—with almost 300,000 KM logged and about a square inch of rust per kilometre. It was a miracle the thing still ran. It made a horrendous grinding noise when I fired it up, but once it got going, it was usually fine. It was sometimes nice because it would alert homeowners that I’d arrived before I could even ring their doorbells.

“So give me a raise and I’ll buy a new car,” I said.

“I can’t give you a raise. Just make better tips,” he said, as if it was just so simple. He reached over the counter and grabbed a stack of pizza boxes. “These are ready to go out.” He handed them to me.

It was a large stack—one hundred bucks worth of pizza, probably for a house party or some event. If the purchaser of the pizzas were to press the ‘Tip 15%’ button on the credit terminal, I would be thrilled. But I knew they wouldn’t. I knew they would be pressing the ‘Skip tip’ button on the terminal and then they would subsequently hand me a handful of change—maybe four bucks if I was lucky.

And that’s exactly what happened. I showed up at the house. It was a house party but the partiers were older and dressed nicely. The man who answered the door was in a sharp black suit. He looked at me and then he looked at my car and then he looked back at me. He paid, handed me his spare change (the change he’d probably gotten when he bought his seven dollar coffee that morning), and he took his stack of pizzas.

My car was out of gas, so I stopped to fill up on the way back to the shop. I had to embarrassingly pay in small change. The gas clerk wasn’t going to allow it at first, but I’d already filled up and I didn’t have any other way to pay. I spent almost every dollar I’d made that night on stupid gas.

It was a long and unsurprising eight-hour shift. I’d been working that job for six months in a futile attempt to save up for college. A girl I’d gone to high school with worked a part-time pizza delivery job when we were in the twelfth grade, and she managed to buy a slightly used BMW by the end of the year—and plenty of new clothes from expensive designer outlets throughout the year. She worked at Dominoes. Surely people who buy Panago can’t tip that much worse—can they?

I was convinced that my boss was right, to an extent. It was a matter of appearance, but not any appearance that I could control. People liked young, pretty girls. People didn’t want to see scrawny young men at their doors.

My twin sister (fraternal, not identical), got a job at the same time as me, to save up for tuition, just like me. She got a job through my dad’s office, as a courier. She got paid a few more bucks per hour than me, but I figured with tips, I would come out ahead. But I was mistaken.

For whatever reason, she would come home with money to spare. After just three months, she had enough for tuition, and she was already well on her way to being able to afford a new car of her own. “I don’t get it. Are they paying you bonuses or something?” I asked.

“No. Some people just tip really well,” she said.

“They tip a courier? Are you supposed to tip a courier?”

She shrugged her shoulders with a big grin on her face—a grin that made me very angry. She was so smug, as if she somehow deserved those tips she was getting. She wasn’t working for them—she wasn’t utilizing any special skills or putting in any special effort. She was just being rewarded for having a pretty face. Hell, that money should have gone to my parents—they were the ones that gave her the pretty face when they gave birth to her.

And no offense to my sister, but she was only slightly more attractive than the average girl—a seven out of ten on a good day—at least according to my friends. I would have put her somewhere around five, but I had my biases.

When I came home from work on that late July night, Judy, my sister, was already home from her shift. It wasn’t unusual that she was home before me, even though her shift started hours after mine—but it always frustrated me just the same. And on that night, I was particularly frustrated—enough that I didn’t want to even look at her. “What’s the matter with you?” she asked from the living room couch. She was mucking around on a brand new iPhone she must have recently purchased.

I wasn’t going to say anything, but then I changed my mind. “Look at you,” I said. “You think you deserve that phone but you don’t. You’re just lucky.”

“Cool your jets, Bennie,” she said. She loved to use that same line with everyone—she thought she was pretty clever. “Just because you aren’t making as much as you think you should be, doesn’t mean everyone else should suffer too.” And maybe she had a point. It wasn’t her fault that people threw their money at her. But it wasn’t my fault that people kept pressing ‘Skip tip’ on the credit terminal either. I wasn’t angry with my sister—I was angry at the whole damn system.

“Sorry,” I said. “Cool phone.” I dragged my feet up to my room and hoped to find something uplifting on the Internet. But of course the Internet only made things worse. Everyone on Facebook was posting articles about women-this and women-that. ‘We need more women in the workplace!’ ‘Women should be paid just as much as men!’ ‘Women should be paid more than men!’ ‘Women need more roles in movies!’ ‘Let’s work together to end male privilege!’ ‘Let’s celebrate women—it’s International Women’s Day!’ When was International Men’s day?

Look, I’m not saying that women don’t have their problems, but I was still waiting to get my male privilege cheque in the mail. Back when I was applying for jobs, I was literally turned away from a great opportunity because the company was supposedly looking to ‘diversify the gender makeup of the office,’ whatever the hell that even meant.

I would have gone straight to bed, but I could never sleep when I had hot frustration clogging up my veins. So I went down the street to the little bar. I wouldn’t have gone had I known there was going to be a ten-dollar cover charge. “What for?” I said. It was a Wednesday night.

“It’s Ladies Night. It’s ten dollars for men to get in,” the bouncer said. And my eyes rolled without surprise. When was Men’s night?


CHAPTER II

I was pretty good at my job. After working for Panago for six months, I’d learned my way around town. I knew all of the little shortcuts. I knew which streets got gummed up at which times. And I knew the light synchronization of major roads, so I knew just how hard I needed to push on the pedal to reach all of the green lights. I always delivered at least ten minutes before the expected arrival time. But it didn’t seem to matter how fast I was. Even when people said, “Wow, that was so fast. I feel like I just ordered ten minutes ago!” they still left shit for tips.

I thought that if I got even better, the good tips would come. I started recognizing regulars. I would ask them questions pertaining to my previous visits. “Hey Mrs. Caruthers. How’s the cat? She all recovered from her ankle sprain last month?” People loved the extra personalization, but they still left shit for tips.

“I just don’t know what to do anymore,” I said to Tony, one of the other drivers.

“There’s nothing you can do. People don’t care if their pizzas are on time or not, and they don’t care how nice you are at the door. They’ve already decided their tip before they even press the order button online.” Tony really was proof that it didn’t matter if the pizza was on time or not. Sometimes he was half an hour late delivering a pizza, and he still made just as much as me—some days he even made more.

He worked as an Uber driver on the side. Sometimes he would get called for an Uber job while he was delivering a pizza, and he would literally turn his car around with the pizza cooling in the back. Occasionally there were complaints called in. “My pizza is ice cold,” and that kind of thing. But Tony never got more than a stern talking to. “Quit taking Uber jobs when you’re delivering,” our boss told him.

“Pay me more,” Tony said.

“No.”

“Then I’m going to keep taking the Uber jobs.”

“Fine. I don’t even care.” So Tony kept taking the Uber jobs. They paid better. I would have done the same thing, but I had too much anxiety to leave a pizza cooling in the back of my car while I taxied someone around town. I already hated the looks I got when the kitchen accidentally put mushrooms on a no-mushroom pizza order. I couldn’t image the looks I would get if I showed up thirty minutes late with a cold pizza.

So I just stuck to my pizza delivery job, hoping something would change and everything would get better. It’s not like I wasn’t saving any money—I was saving a little bit: maybe five or ten bucks a night. But then the weekend would come around and I would get a call from one of my friends. “Come to this party. Bring beer.” And I would have to make a decision: I stashed away about forty bucks in a week, and a case of beer was thirty. I wasn’t going to afford college with ten bucks a week, but I wasn’t going to maintain my sanity without a little bit of entertainment on the side…

I don’t know why I thought things might get better. I hoped that people would start recognizing me after time. And if they recognized me, maybe they would start tipping better. Because maybe they would be afraid that I was going to spit on their pizzas as soon as I saw their name on the receipt. But it didn’t happen. People just didn’t care. They withheld tips with reckless abandon. And I suppose it was their money to do what they wanted with. Tipping is optional, after all. Courteous—but optional.

It was a slow night when Tony and I arrived at the same house. We pulled up at the same time, even though he’d left the shop an hour before me. “What are you doing here?” he asked.

“Delivering pizzas. What does it look like?” I said.

“This is the address on my receipt,” he said, showing me his receipt. And he wasn’t wrong: we had the same address. But after a moment, I knew what had happened. The homeowner ordered a pizza and when it wasn’t there on the expected delivery time, he called the store and complained. The store remade his order and sent me out to deliver it. It didn’t originally arrive on time because Tony picked up an Uber passenger and drove him to the airport on the other side of town.

“Now what?” Tony said.

“Now I deliver the fresh pizza and you can do whatever the hell you want with that old, cold crap,” I said.

“Sure. And we’ll just split the tip?” he said.

“What? Hell no we won’t split the tip. Are you insane? I’ll be lucky if I even get a tip thanks to you.”

“It was my job first—I should get at least half the tip.”

“You’ll get nothing.” We stared at each other. I could see in his eyes that he was determined to earn whatever pennies he could. So I started running towards the door. He started running after me. Thankfully he tripped up the homeowner’s steps and dropped his pizza on the ground. The box opened and the pie flew out and splattered in the grass. That didn’t stop him from trying to scoop it up and place it back in the box. But he was too late. The homeowner was already at the door and I was already handing him his pizza.

The homeowner looked at me and then he looked at Tony. “What’s going on there?” he asked.

I looked back and then I shrugged my shoulders. “Beats me,” I said. The man handed me the money—exact change. No tip. Our plight was useless. But of course Tony still said, “What did he give you? Let’s split it. C’mon.”

“How’s about we split whatever you got paid for that Uber ride,” I said. “Because it just cost me my tip. He gave me nothing—not even a dime. It was probably four bucks worth of gas to get here—and that comes out of my own pocket. Goddamnit, I hate you so much right now.” I had to take a deep breath in order to stop myself from socking Tony right in the middle of his dumb face. My college dreams were beginning to fade away. I was going to have to face my sister empty-handed once again, feeling like a complete loser.

Tony laughed. “Do you honestly think that guy would have tipped had you been on time?” he asked.

“I was on time, jackass. You were late—not me.”

“I’ve told you before—people decide what they’re going to tip before they even press order online—unless you’re a smokin’ hot babe. That’s just the way it is and always has been and always will be. The sooner you accept that, the better.”

“But I need the money,” I said. “I can’t just accept that—I’m trying to save up for tuition.”

“Well then you’d better grow a pair of tits or find a new job,” he said, as if finding a new job was so simple.

But as I watched him walk back towards his car, an idea occurred to me: what if I did the other thing? I knew I couldn’t find a new job—not a better one, anyway—but what if I grew a pair of tits?


CHAPTER III

I had a week before my tuition deposit was due: I needed to pay 10% of the total cost or I wasn’t getting in. So I needed five hundred bucks.

I checked my online banking. I had two hundred in total, and I still had to pay for my car insurance and my phone bill. Thankfully I didn’t have to pay rent, seeing as I still lived with my parents. I couldn’t even begin to imagine trying to live independently off of a pizza delivery job. My parents planned on retiring soon and moving to a condo in Kelowna, so I was going to have to come up with some sort of solution.

But first, I needed that tuition deposit. I needed a few hundred bucks, and I only had three shifts left before that due date was upon me. My first of those three shifts was coming up that night.

And I still had that stupid idea lingering in the back of my head: what if I pretended to be a woman for my shift? Could I even look like a convincing woman? And if I did make for a convincing woman, would I really get more tips? What if I was wrong about that—and I just ended up making the same shit for tips? Then I had a serious embarrassment on my hands. Because I still had to check into work. I still had to show up and pick up the pizzas that needed delivered, which meant showing my dolled up face to the guys in the kitchen, and to my boss. And I’m sure they would never forget such a sight—I know I sure wouldn’t.

But what other option did I have? I tried begging my parents for money (which I’d done dozens of times over the past year), and they just gave me the same response. “Keep saving up and start college next year if you can’t afford it this year.” But I’d already waited an extra year. All of my friends were already going into their sophomore years, and soon I would be left behind completely. I couldn’t even tell everyone that I took time off to travel…

Judy was at an arcade with some friends, and my parents were both at work—so I had the house to myself, and it was rare that I had the house to myself. So I figured I would at least see whether I could become a convincing woman or not—if for no other reason than to put the silly idea to rest in my mind. I went to the basement and retrieved an old wig. My sister went through a fashion designer phase in her teens and she’d successfully convinced my parents to buy her a couple of mannequins, a sewing machine, tons of supplies, and a couple of different wigs. Judy said that the wigs were for the mannequins, so she could see how her outfits looked complete. “Hair is part of an ensemble,” she said. But she never finished a single piece of clothing, and those mannequins remained naked, save for the hair on their heads.

There was a blonde shorthaired option and a longhaired brunette option. I went with the brunette option. The hair felt heavy on my head. It smelled dusty. But customers weren’t going to be smelling me.

I went into Judy’s room and I nabbed a few makeup supplies: eyeliner, an eye shadow pallet, lipstick, brow filler, and some blush. I had no idea what the other thousand supplies she had were, so I left them and kept it simple. I stood in front of the mirror with no idea what to do next. So I Googled it on my phone. I found a fairly basic step-by-step tutorial on how to apply makeup. The website was bright pink and covered in crayon-style rainbows, as if it was made for children. But I had just as much knowledge on the subject as the average ten-year-old girl—maybe even less.

I went thick with the eyeliner, because I wanted to make sure that I wasn’t recognizable, and the eyeliner seemed to make the biggest difference in that department. I went heavy with the eye shadow for the same reason.

Applying makeup turned out to be a lot harder than I’d imagined. It took a good hour before I was satisfied with the results—and I really was satisfied. I kind of looked like a chick, especially when my long brown hair was covering half of my face.

I even felt somewhat unrecognizable, but I knew that my boss would still recognize me. There was no getting around that one—if I was really going to go through with this absurd idea, then I was going to have to face my boss.

I dug through my sister’s closet, trying to find anything that could hide the fact that I wasn’t actually a woman. I had a slender build already, but I had no curves. At least I thought I didn’t have any curves until I was wearing a pair of my sister’s booty sorts and a white crop top. I looked in the mirror and surprised myself—maybe my body was more feminine than I thought.

“Oh my God. What are you doing?” said Judy’s voice. I froze without turning to look back.

She was home early from her day out with her friends. My joints were rigid. I wasn’t even breathing. I’d been caught by my sister of all people. I felt the colour flush from my face. “I can explain,” I said as my heart plunged deep into my stomach.

“Go ahead,” she said with the biggest smile on her face. And then I heard the footsteps: she wasn’t alone. I wanted to run and hide by my muscles were locked in place. I tried to take a deep breath, but my lungs were suddenly made of iron. So I just stood there while more girls appeared in the doorway: Judy’s friends, girls I went to high school with.

I don’t know how I didn’t pass out from sheer humiliation.


CHAPTER IV

I watched as one girl, Martha (who I’d had a crush on in junior high school) slapped her hand to her lips to stop herself from bursting into a fit of laughter. And then I watched as another one didn’t hold back. She grabbed her sides and started laughing hysterically. I’m surprised she didn’t fall to the ground and pass out from lack of oxygen.

Judy’s eyes were glowing. She couldn’t have been happier.

So I tried my best to explain myself. They stared at me with wide eyes while I spoke. And when I was finished explaining myself, I expected someone to acknowledge whether or not it was a valid excuse for putting on my sister’s clothes and makeup. Instead, Martha said, “She talks like a boy,” and they all started laughing all over again. Explaining myself was pointless. They wanted their laughs and they were determined to get them. So I was just stuck being their punching bag.

And thank God we weren’t in high school anymore. Thank God I didn’t have to face that horrible next day at school—watching everyone whisper to one another about what had happened, finding out that the story had become more and more exaggerated as students told it to one another.

“I get it—it was a stupid idea,” I said. “I just really need money right now and no one’s giving it to me. Laugh all you want. You’ll never know what it’s like to be a guy.” I pulled off the stupid wig and threw it onto my sister’s bed.

“Don’t get undressed!” one of the girls said. “You look so pretty!”

“Screw off,” I said.

“No, seriously,” my sister said. “You really are quite beautiful.” She said it with a big grin, as if she was just getting in on the fun. “You should do it.”

“Don’t you have some undeserved tips to collect?” I said.

“Don’t be an asshole. I think we can help you. Right now you look like a girl—but with a little bit of help, you could look like a stunning girl, just like your sister.” She winked at me. My stomach turned.

“Seriously, Judy. I get it. It was a dumb idea. Please just drop it.”

But they wouldn’t let me drop it. They were going to get what they wanted: more entertainment. And I had no other choice but to let them have their fun. They had dirt on me now. They were friends with my friends. Martha’s brother, Dale, was one of my best friends. I really didn’t want this news getting out to everyone I knew—but I had a feeling that was inevitable regardless.

Martha quickly started digging through the closet. “Do you have a dress code at work?” she asked.

“No—but I told you. I’m not doing this. I decided against it, okay?”

She pulled out a dress that was very tiny and very tight. “Wear this. You’ll get tons of tips in this.” It was a dark red colour and I had a hard time believing my body would be able to fit into it. She handed it to me.

“Hell no,” I said.

“Hell yes—unless you want me to tell my brother about this…” She raised her eyebrows and grinned. I had a good feeling Dale was already going to be told, regardless.

I looked over and noticed my sister holding my phone. She was typing something. “What are you doing? Give me that,” I said. She pulled the phone away from my snatch.

“I’m just letting your boss know that you’re going to be trying something different tonight. And… sent.” She handed me my phone with a big smile. She wasn’t kidding: she sent my boss a text message, telling him I would be dressing as a girl to get better tips. Before I could even type out a message explaining that it was a joke, he responded. “Sure, I don’t care what you do. Just be on time and don’t fuck up like Tony.”

My heart stuttered. I didn’t know what to say. If he really didn’t care, then what did I have to lose? If being dressed up like a little thot got me better tips, then why not try? If it was the difference between spending the next year delivering pizzas and spending the next year in college—why not go all in? I’d already come this far. I couldn’t be more humiliated than this…

So I let the girls dress me up like I was their toy doll. I let them put different dresses and skirts on me, and I let them cake on the makeup. I bit my tongue and managed to let go of my cares. I was just counting down the seconds in my head until it was all over.

They squished my feet into a pair of heels. The heels were tight and painful, so they squished my feet into another pair, which were less tight and painful. They made me walk around the room. “I can’t deliver pizza in heels. I’ll die,” I said.

“If you want good tips, you need good shoes,” Judy said with a big smile. One of the girls emerged from the bathroom with a razor and some shaving cream. She started shaving my legs while the other girls experimented with makeup on my face.

“I just want everyone to know that I hate my life right now,” I said. “And if you tell anyone about this, I’ll burn your houses down and I’ll kill your family dogs.”

The girls laughed, but I wasn’t even sure if I was joking or not. I was over it. I was ready to snap and throw off the girly clothes and wash off the makeup and yell, ‘Screw it! I’m not going to college anymore!’ And as I was just about to snap, they finished. “I think she’s ready,” Martha said with glowing eyes. They pulled me to my feet and walked me over to the mirror.

And I couldn’t believe what I was seeing: I was looking at a woman. I looked like one of them.


CHAPTER V

When I pulled up to the pizza shop, I felt like a complete fool. I thought about turning around and going home and calling in sick for work, but Judy had already told my boss about my feminization, so I reminded myself that I had nothing to lose. But it still wasn’t easy to get out of the car.

It was a busy night. There was a group of young men hanging out outside of the pizza shop, and there was a small line of people inside ordering pizzas. The kitchen was busy, with five cooks on staff. And I could see my manager through the window—and I could see the orders piling up: orders I needed to deliver if I was going to have a shot at making my tuition deposit.

I took a deep breath and I pinched myself on the leg. “Just do it,” I said to myself, and then I got out of the car. The young men turned to look at me as I stood upright on my heels. One of the young men nudged another and they whispered something to one another. Could they tell that I was actually a man? They were smirking—was it funny to them? Did I look like a complete psychopath to them?

I thought I looked great, but that meant nothing. I went to high school with a trans chick who thought she looked great, and would always complain endlessly when someone referred to her as a man. No offense to her, but she looked more manly than half of the football team and the whole volleyball team. Her thighs were like tree trunks and her face looked a bit like Sylvester Stallone’s.

I walked the long way around the parking lot, to avoid an up-close confrontation with the men. If I could keep my human interactions to a minimum, that would be ideal. I walked in through the back door and cut through the kitchen. I got a few looks from the chefs, but I tried not to make eye contact. I was desperate. I needed the money and I didn’t care what they had to say about it. They didn’t get paid minimum wage like me.

“Lady, you can’t walk through here,” my boss said as I approached the delivery counter.

I wanted to reply to him, but I didn’t want anyone else to hear me speak. If he really thought that I was a lady, then that meant other people probably thought the same thing—and I wanted to keep it that way.

“Lady, I’m serious. You can use the main entrance like everyone else,” he said. He was looking at me—looking right into my eyes. And he still wasn’t clueing in. A warm buzzing jolted in my chest. So the transformation really was successful—I really looked like a chick. I was truly unrecognizable.

“It’s me, asshole,” I said quietly once I was just a few feet away.

He stared at me with a confused look for a moment, and then his eyes widened. “Jesus Christ, you’re kidding me. Stanley?”

“Yeah. Get over it. I need the tips. Just give me an order,” I said.

But he couldn’t stop staring at me. His cheeks were suddenly red and he had a strangely guilty look on his face. “Um, okay, yeah. Here—take this one.” He slid a stack of boxes towards me and then he found himself staring at me again.

“What? See something you like?” I said.

“Are you going to talk to the customers with that… voice?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t plan on talking at all,” I said. And that really was my plan: hand them the credit terminal and then hand them the stack of pizzas. I was working once when I had strep throat and I managed to go three shifts without saying a word. People knew the drill. Everyone in the Western Hemisphere knew how to pay for a pizza. So I figured I would do the same in my sister’s dress and heels.

I took my first stack of pizzas back to my car. Those young men were still standing there, still staring at me. I forced a smile as I put on my sunglasses (the sun was still setting over the horizon). Then I watched as their faces became red and I realized they really thought that I was a chick too. My God, my sister and her friends really made me into a woman. It was exactly what I wanted and it was everything I didn’t want.

No man wants to be able to look like a completely convincing woman.

One of the young men was walking up to my car. He motioned for me to roll down my window. I considered ignoring him, but I decided I was slightly interested in hearing what he had to say. So I rolled down my window.

“Had I known you would be delivering, I wouldn’t have to come to pick up,” he said with a big grin.

I took a deep breath and forced a smile. I was being hit on. For the first time in my life, someone was hitting on me… And again I felt conflicted. A part of me wanted to grab the young man by the collar and scream in his face, but the more sensible part of me forced a smile. I pulled away to deliver the pizza.

It wasn’t far away—about ten blocks: two stop signs and two lights. The home was up a long set of stairs. The porch light was turned off, which was usually a bad sign. When the porch light was off, that generally meant that the homeowner didn’t give a flying shit about their pizza delivery person. A porch light helps a delivery driver locate the correct house, and it also helps them walk up a long flight of poorly lit and uneven stairs.

I nearly tripped carrying the big stack of boxes. The receipt was for ninety dollars—about thirteen bucks if the homeowner pressed that 15% tip option on the terminal. But I didn’t have high hopes. When I was closer to the house, I noticed the paint peeling off the siding, and then I noticed the weeds overtaking the sidewalk.

It was a man who answered the door: an ordinary looking guy with messy hair and clothes that looked like they could use a wash. I realized that I’d delivered to the man before, though I couldn’t remember whether he’d tipped or not. He looked at the pizza boxes and then he looked up at my face. And then his face lit up and he perked upright.

“How’s your night going?” he asked. The question took me by surprise. It was rare that anyone asked me any questions. My plan of keeping my mouth shut was suddenly ruined.

I took a deep breath. What was I supposed to do? Just whisper? Pretend to be mute? Try to fake a last-second feminine voice? I went with the latter option. “Good, and yours?” I said. I said it so quietly that he made me repeat myself. So I did.

“My night’s going okay. Long day at work. Are you new?”

I nodded my head and smiled. I was just happy that my voice didn’t ruin everything.

“What’s a girl like you delivering pizzas? You should be out modelling or acting or something. You do any modelling?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “No,” I said.

“Well you should,” he said. He handed me the credit terminal back. “Anyway, I hope you have a good night. Careful walking down the stairs in those heels.”

I smiled and nodded and I started back towards my car. I couldn’t multi-task in those heels, so I waited until I was back in my car before I checked my copy of the receipt. And I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. He didn’t pick the 15% option—he didn’t even pick the percentage option. He just tipped me twenty bucks. It doesn’t sound like much, but it was the biggest tip I’d ever received. I was ecstatic. I wanted to run up the stairs and hug the man. Some nights I didn’t even go home with twenty bucks.

Maybe this whole feminine disguise thing wasn’t such a stupid idea after all.


CHAPTER VI

My second and third deliveries of the night were to women, and surprisingly I still got a better tip than usual. I still wasn’t convinced that it wasn’t just a big coincidence—but it was becoming harder and harder to deny. I’d only been at work for an hour and I already had fifty bucks in my pocket. If this was going to be the new norm as long as I was wearing some makeup and a wig, then making that tuition deposit was going to be a breeze.

But if it was true, and I was getting more money because of my disguise, did that mean I would have to dress up every day from now on? Or would I just settle for my shitty tips once I had enough for my tuition deposit? Why wouldn’t I keep dressing up if it meant more money?

I recognized the address of my fourth delivery: it was one of my regulars. My heart skipped a beat but I did my best to remain calm. If my boss couldn’t recognize me until I spoke, then my regular definitely wouldn’t recognize me—at least that’s how I was justifying it.

I got to his house quickly with his usual large pepperoni pizza. But I was slow to go up to the door. I knew he was a wealthy guy. He kept his Audi parked out on the street and his house was impressive.  He had those in-ground sprinklers that went off at the same time every evening. They’d gone off on me three times before. He ordered pizza two or three times a week, which always surprised me because if he had good money, why would he want to eat cheap pizza all the time? To each his own, I guess… But like most people, he’d never been much of a tipper.

But maybe that would change with a woman at his doorstep instead of a man.

I rang the bell. My heart was pounding, but that was nothing new—at least not that evening. My heart pounded every time I approached someone’s door. So far everyone seemed to think that I was a real woman, but that wasn’t guaranteed to be the case with every customer. I still had an Adam’s apple. I still had a man’s voice—my feminine voice wasn’t too convincing, at least I didn’t think so. And I realized at the last house I was at: my name was on every receipt I handed out, in small print at the bottom. Stanley G.

Come to think of it, I’m pretty sure I’d heard the customer of the house I was at now say my name before. “Take it easy, Stanley G!” he once called out as I was walking back to my car.

My stomach turned. I reminded myself that no one had been able to tell so far, including people who knew me.

The door opened and there stood my regular. He hesitated for a moment with a strange look on his face. He stared into my eyes. And then a big grin crossed his face. I held out the credit terminal without saying a word. He could probably hear my heart tolling against my ribcage. Why wasn’t he taking the credit terminal? Why was he staring at me? Surely he couldn’t tell, could he?

“Are you new?” he asked.

I smiled and nodded.

Then, he looked over my shoulder, towards the street where my car was idling. Did he recognize my car? It was the same car I always drove: the same rusty Pontiac Fiero. There weren’t too many rusty Fieros cruising around town.

He looked back at me and then down at the terminal. “I’ll pay cash,” he said with a sly smile—and he didn’t usually smile. He was usually fast. He would open the door, grab the terminal, punch in his small tip, tap his card, grab his boxes, and say, “Take it easy, Stanley G.” But tonight he was taking his time. He kept looking at me and he kept grinning. “Beautiful night, huh?” he said as he carefully opened up his wallet and started thumbing through bills.

He never paid cash, so why was he paying now? He had a lot of money in his wallet—the thing could hardly close, it was jammed with hundreds. “Do you have change for a hundred?” he asked, still with that smile.

It almost seemed like he was trying to show off his money. And that’s when it dawned on me that he was doing exactly that: showing off. He was leaning against his doorframe like James Dean. He suddenly had a swagger about him. He was making a point of maintaining that handsome smile.

“We can’t take hundreds,” I said quietly, terrified he would recognize my voice, even though I was straining to keep it feminine. But if computers could detect fake voices, then maybe people could too. My parents had one of those Alexa devices—they recognize the voice of whoever is taking, even if that person is putting on a funny voice…

“I have some fifties inside. Can I pay with one of those?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Sure,” I said.

“Come on in. I’ll go grab a fifty,” he said. He turned and walked away, leaving his door open. We weren’t supposed to go into people’s homes, but I didn’t want to offend him or make him think that I thought he was a creep. I still wanted a good tip. So I stepped into his house and looked around.

The place looked even bigger from the inside. He had a massive television on his wall, playing a hockey game. On the other side of the room was a long bar, and a series of cabinets that were full of different liquors. He probably had more liquor than an actual bar. He probably threw a lot of parties.

He came back with a fifty in hand. “Here we go,” he said. “A crisp fifty dollar bill.” He stopped a few feet short of me and then he stared into my eyes. He didn’t hand me the bill right away. There was a strange silence. I could almost hear him grinning.

“So what made you want to deliver pizzas?” he asked, still withholding that bill.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I need money for college,” I said softly, still worried he would recognize me or my voice at any second.

“You know, there are easier ways to make money—if it’s just money that you need,” he said, and he continued staring into my eyes. I didn’t like the way he was staring into my eyes. I didn’t like the way his lips were curved into that grin that just wouldn’t go away.

I just forced a smile and looked down at that bill. I wanted to get back to the pizza shop. I wanted to get my next delivery going.

So he handed me the bill. “If you ever want to make some actual money, just swing on by here,” he said. “My name is Roger, by the way.”

I reached into my pocket to make change for his fifty. His pizza only cost twelve bucks.

“Keep it,” he said. “Use it for college, and just know that there’s a lot more where it came from.” He winked and my stomach turned.

I smiled and nodded and I got the hell out of there.


CHAPTER VII

I went home with just over two hundred bucks in my pocket that evening. I ended up working an hour of voluntary overtime because I didn’t want my good luck to end—though I wasn’t sure if it was luck or if I’d really just proven something I’d always known to be true: people would rather give money to women than men.

I didn’t need much more—not for my tuition deposit, anyway. Even if my next two shifts were only half as effective as this one, I would still have more than enough to pay for the deposit, to secure my spot at college. I returned home with a big smile on my face.

I snuck in through the back door, in case anyone was awake. It was late—past midnight—and I was still dolled up. Still in a dress and wig and makeup. I’d taken my heels off on the grass outside, so that I wouldn’t be clunking my way through the house. But everyone was asleep and the house was quiet and dark.

Two hundred dollars, just in tips—it was more money than I’d ever made in my life. I also made about sixty bucks in wages. I’m not even sure if my parents made that much at their jobs. Hell, I’m not even sure if Judy made that much in tips as a courier. I knew she was going to be jealous when I told her—she might even want a piece of the action, seeing as she was providing the clothes and the makeup (and technically the wig, too). But I had to tell her that I was making good money, or she would assume that I was just a wannabe trap when I got dressed up again for my next shift.

But she was asleep now, her door closed and her lights out. So I could tell her in the morning.

I went to the bathroom to get myself cleaned up. I was tired and ready for bed. But I found myself staring into the mirror, into my own eyes. I’d been dolled up for nearly twelve hours already and I still couldn’t believe how feminine I looked. I wanted to examine my face—I was going to be on my own tomorrow. I couldn’t ask Judy and her friends to spend the afternoon dolling me up again. So I carefully inspected my eyeliner, so I could mimic it for my next shift. I looked at where my eye shadow started and ended. I made note of the shape of my lipstick. It was all so meticulous, but so pretty.

They’d truly made me look so pretty. Or maybe I was just naturally pretty. Maybe I made for a beautiful woman and I just never knew it before. Why would I know it?

But it wasn’t just my face. It was my body, too. I had curves that I’d never noticed before. The clothes fit me perfectly. When my sister wore the same dress, it sagged a bit around her waist, and it was too tight around her hips. But on me, everything fit immaculately. Even the panties they made me wear fit snug and comfortable.

I spun around to look at my backside. I had a great ass. Who knew? I lifted up the skirt of y dress to admire how round and perky it was. I gave my bum a firm shake to watch it jiggle. And then my heart started beating fast. I really had a great body.

I don’t know why I did it, but I was suddenly overwhelmed by a peculiar urge. I reached into one of the bathroom drawers and I pulled out a long curling wand. It was thin with a rounded dull end. I carefully reached the tool around my back and I slid it up between my butt cheeks. And then I teased my asshole with that dull end. I took a deep breath in, my heart pounding even faster. And then I started to push the wand into my butt.

I really don’t know why I did it. I wasn’t as curious to feel it in my ass as I was to see it. I wanted to watch my legs tremble and I watched to watch my cheeks turn red. I started to gently thrust the curling wand in and out of my butt. And I didn’t take my eyes off of the mirror. My legs really did start to tremble and my cheeks really did turn red. My lips parted and I let out a cute little whimper. It felt good—really good—but it looked even better.

I was watching a woman fucking herself in the ass with a curling wand—what’s not to like?

A moment later, I was watching a trap fucking herself in the ass with a curling wand. My cock started to harden, lifting up the skirt of my dress like a rogue tent pole. Within seconds I was rock-hard and throbbing intensely. I kept plunging the wand in and out of my puckering hole. Each penetration felt better than the last and I wanted to know just how good it could feel. 

My legs were shaking now, about to buckle. I had to grab the edge of the vanity to hold myself up. I would have fallen to my knees, but I wanted to be able to see myself in the mirror: that was the whole fun.

I couldn’t take my eyes off of myself. I was beautiful. I was sexy. I felt better than I’d ever felt in my life.

And then I watched as a dark spot started to form around my crotch. I was coming and my cum was soaking through the thin fabric of the dress. I groaned and let go of the wand so I could grab the edge of the vanity with both hands. It took a moment for my asshole to unclench and push the wand out.

I looked at myself in the mirror again. Now my face was flushed. Did I really just do that? Did I really like being a chick that much?


CHAPTER VIII

I found out the next morning that my sister wasn’t asleep in her room that night. She was out with her friends at a party, and they all ended up crashing at Martha’s house. I sent Judy a text message, asking her when she would be home. “Not until later tonight. Why? What do you need?” she replied.

“Nothing. Just wondering,” I said. A part of me was happy that I wouldn’t have to explain to my sister why I was dressing up again. I didn’t exactly want to tell her about my experiences as a pizza delivery girl. But another part of me wished she was there to help get me dolled up. I hadn’t been paying very close attention he day before when her friends were all taking turns perfecting my face.

So I was on my own, and I don’t think I did such a terrible job. I managed to get the eyeliner pretty close to what the girls had the day before. Eye shadow was a bit trickier, so I went more minimal with it. It still looked good. I still had no idea what half of the stuff on Judy’s desk was, so I spent a good deal of that day looking up guides on the Internet. In the end, I looked pretty good—not too far off what the girls managed the day before.

My parents were home downstairs, so I had to crawl out my bedroom window and scale down the side of the house to get to my car. It was bad enough that my sister had caught me—I really didn’t want to explain everything to my parents. I realized once I was at my car that I left my phone in my bedroom, but it didn’t matter—I didn’t need it. At least I didn’t think I needed it.

It was still too early to go to work, so I decided to kill some time at a little café. I ordered a vanilla latte and I took a little spot by the window. I felt strangely comfortable. I didn’t feel like people were staring at me. And when they were staring at me, I knew that it was because I was pretty, and not because they suspected that I might be a man under my makeup.

It was a strangely serene hour that flew by too quickly. I felt good every time someone smiled at me. I didn’t feel like I was just blending into the shadows. I couldn’t help but think: maybe this is how I’m supposed to feel. Maybe everyone should feel like this.

But I knew in my gut that it was unnatural. I wasn’t really a woman. I was deceiving everything—every man who looked my way with a smile was being deceived. And I should have felt guilty. I should have felt bad for myself: no man should be able to make such a convincing woman. No man should be so effeminate that he can simply walk into a well-lit café as a woman and no one can tell the difference.

I had twenty minutes before my shift started, so I finished my coffee and I started towards work. The streets were busy, but I still made it on time. But the lights were all turned off and the parking lot was empty. I went to the front door, but it was locked. So I walked around the building. My boss was heading from the back door to his car, which was parking in the alley. “Hey!” I called out. “What’s going on?”

It took him a moment to recognize me. “Didn’t you get my text message? We’re closed for the rest of the week—maybe next week, too. One of the ovens blew up overnight—someone left it on.”

“But I need to work—I need the money,” I said. I could feel the colour draining from my face.

“I don’t know what to tell you, kid. We need to fix the over before we can open again, and it’s a custom unit. Why don’t you sell something on eBay?” He turned around and continued towards his car. I wanted to beg him to stop and to open up the shop, but I knew it was hopeless and pointless. So I turned around and started back towards my car.

I was so close to having my tuition deposit, but I had no way of making any money… Except for one: Roger.

I could still hear his voice and see his grin. “If you ever want to make some actual money, just swing on by here,” he had said to me.

I had no idea what he was referring to… Well, I shouldn’t say I had no idea. I had an idea, but I didn’t like it. But surely he wasn’t suggesting that… Surely he wasn’t insinuating that I come over and whore myself out for money—was he? Maybe he was a famous photographer or something, and he just wanted to take my picture. Or maybe he wanted a pretty girl to clean around his house. I’d heard of rich people doing weird stuff like that before.

Or maybe he just wanted to pay me to let him fuck me. But there was no harm in going over to find out. So I fired up my rusty Pontiac Fiero and I started towards Roger’s house. It wasn’t far, but I drove slowly. I purposely hit every red light, to give myself time to come to my senses. But I wasn’t coming to my senses. My conundrum was simple: get money from Roger or delay college by another year. The thought of the latter made me cringe. There wasn’t any harm in seeing was Roger had in mind, right?

As I drove, I practiced my voice out loud. I wasn’t just dropping off a pizza. I was going to have to interact with him, at least a little bit. My voice was starting to sound better—at least I thought so. I kept looking at my rear-view mirror, which I had turned towards me. I looked good. I had to keep reminding myself that I looked good. I had to keep reminding myself that I didn’t have to go through with whatever Roger had in store for me.


CHAPTER IX

Roger look surprised to see me at first, but that surprise quickly turned into glowing excitement. “I didn’t order a pizza, so I assume you’re here for the other thing,” he said, showing some teeth as he grinned.

My lips parted to reply, but I wasn’t able to push any words out. I was suddenly frozen and terrified. But he didn’t need a response. He just stepped aside and said, “Come on in. Come on in.” He walked into his house and headed straight towards the bar. “You picked the perfect time to come.”

I wasn’t sure if I was supposed to follow him or simply stand by the door. I liked being by the door—I knew I could easily open it and run out if I suddenly felt like I wanted to. I wanted to, but I wasn’t able to.

“Can I get you a drink? Something to help you relax?” he asked.

“I’m okay,” I said, my voice hardly a whimper.

“I guess you’d like to just get right to it then,” he said, that grin getting bigger. I felt dizzy and faint. I didn’t like what I was getting myself into. I didn’t like that I wasn’t leaving. How badly did I want to go to college that year? How bad would another year of delivering pizzas really be? Now that I knew how to earn more money delivering, I could probably squeeze in some travelling, maybe move out and rent my own place… Or I could just go through with whatever Roger had in mind. “Before we start, I want you to know that you can leave at any time, and everything you do here is all voluntary.”

“Okay,” I said after a moment of hesitation.

“Come with me,” he said. And he started walking up his long staircase. I stood by the door for one last moment. I knew I could leave, but I knew I wasn’t going to. So I followed Roger up the stairs. His upstairs was just as impressive as his downstairs was. There was a series of long hallways with big, bright rooms everywhere. The wainscoting on the walls looked hand carved and recently stained. The hardwood was shining and intricate. Roger walked all the way down the hall to a closed door. “In here,” he said.

He opened the door, revealing a large, round bed. The walls were painted red and there were white sheers draped overhead. I stopped. “What exactly do you want me to do?” I asked.

He looked at me strangely. “What do you mean? I want to have sex with you. I thought that was clear—was it not?”

My heart stuttered. “Oh,” I said. My head was spinning. I didn’t want to have sex with him—he was a man and I hardly knew him. I liked women. I was a virgin. And I didn’t have the hole that he was expecting between my legs.

“I think you’ll like my offer though: three hundred for a blowjob, another three hundred for penetration. If you’re willing to get a bit experimental, I can go all the way to one thousand.”

I felt sick. He was offering me all the money I needed for my deposit, and I wouldn’t even have to reveal what I had between my legs. But I couldn’t suck a man off—could I? I don’t think I could look at a cock without gagging, never mind suck it until orgasm. But what if I could? Was it worth skipping a year of pizza delivery?

One five-minute blowjob or one year of delivering pizzas… Maybe I could do it. I’d already come this far. I’d already spent a day dolled up delivering pizzas. I’d already embarrassed myself in front of my boss and I’d humiliated myself in front of my sister and all of her friends. So what was five more minutes of embarrassment? Why waste all of this work for nothing?

“I’ll give you a blowjob,” I said softly.

“Okay, great,” he said, and he started undoing his belt. “If you decide you want more, just let me know.” He started tugging down his pants without any abandon. I could see the bulge of his thick cock in his boxers.

I took a deep breath and approached. I sunk down to my knees. He left his boxers on so that I could be the one to make the big reveal. It all seemed to happen so quickly: one moment I was on my way to work, and the next, I was on my knees in a stranger’s house, about to suck a thick, throbbing cock.

I hesitated. I could still back out. But I knew I wasn’t going to. I had to do it. I could do it. It wouldn’t be so bad. I just had to bite my tongue and—

I pulled down his boxers. His cock was bigger than I expected. It was massive—nearly as long as my forearm. And it was throbbing, half-erect, and ready to be sucked. It looked heavy, but I was too afraid to touch it and find out for sure.

But I had to. I wanted to.


CHAPTER X

I carefully lifted the throbbing cock up. I was right—it was heavy. And it was warm—radiating heat. I was slow to wrap my fingers around it. I tried not to stare directly at it, instead keeping my gaze down at the floor. But I could see it through my peripheral vision and it scared me.

“Go ahead,” he said with a grin in his voice. I didn’t look up at him. I didn’t want to look upwards and expose my Adam’s apple. So I started stroking, gently at first. But I couldn’t remain gentle forever. The sooner he came, the sooner I got my money, and the sooner this was all over with. Once he was a bit harder, I started pumping him.

“It’s not a race, beautiful,” he said with a little laugh. “And remember: I’m paying for a blowjob, not a handjob.” I knew sucking him off was inevitable. So I bit my tongue and closed my eyes and I did it: I sunk his cock through my lips and I sucked. I still pumped—I did everything I could to bring him closer to orgasm. I could feel him hardening on my tongue. I could feel his veins pumping harder and harder.

I had to stand up higher on my knees as his member rose up. It wouldn’t bend downwards so easily—it was too hard for that now.

It really wasn’t so bad. It didn’t taste gross or feel weird. It even felt strangely natural.

“Look at yourself,” he said. I looked up and saw that he was pointing at a nearby mirror. So I looked over and there I was, on my knees sucking off a man. And I have to say—I didn’t look too shabby. I was sexy, like when I watched my reflection as I fucked myself in the ass. So I kept my eyes on the mirror while I sucked. “Oh yeah, just like that,” he groaned. I pumped with long strokes and I sucked with my whole tongue slurping around his member. He liked it and I liked it.

I wasn’t expecting to enjoy myself, though it was something that I’d been afraid of. Most of my original hesitation came from my fear of enjoying myself. Because now I had a real predicament on my hands: now I knew that I liked dressing up like a woman and I knew that I liked making men squirm and moan. Don’t get me wrong: I liked the idea of making women squirm and moan, but there was something terribly exciting about being with a man, being dominated, being used like a glorified sex toy. I liked it—I liked it a lot.

He held the sides of my head and he started thrusting his long cock in and out of my throat. I gagged at first and then I managed to get a hold of myself. I let him throat fuck me. I looked up at him with my eyes. He was grinning big.

“If I say two-thousand, will you let me fuck you?” he asked. And I wanted to say yes, but I didn’t have the hole he was looking for.

So I shook my head.

“Three thousand,” he said.

I still had to say no. He could have offered a billion dollars, and there was nothing I could do. I didn’t have a wet pussy that he could ravage.

“Four thousand. Please. It’s been a long-time dream to fuck a tight little trap in the ass,” he said. And then my heart stopped for a moment. He knew that I was a man? How long had he known? I felt the colour drain from my face.

He was staring into my eyes. “Just bend over my bed and take it and I’ll give you four thousand dollars. That should cover your college, no?”

I slowly rose to my feet. I looked around the room. I was dizzy and confused and scared and horny as hell. I walked over to his bed and I belt over. I looked back at him. “Fuck me hard and don’t come before me,” I said. Now my face was red hot. I wasn’t sure if I was embarrassed or just unbearably horny.

I looked forward and waited impatiently to be stuffed by his thick throbber. And he didn’t waste much time. He put his sweaty palms on my hips and he started to stuff my ass with his cock. It felt good—so much better than that plastic curling wand.

I could feel his veins throbbing inside of me. I could feel the dull edge of his tip sliding in deep. I was already trembling before he was even in all the way. “Fuck me. Please just fuck me,” I begged. So he followed my command. He held me tight and pumped me ruthlessly. I loved it. I didn’t want it to end. My cock was rock-hard within seconds, and within minutes, my cock was draining cum into my panties.

Roger groaned and slammed down hard, slapping his pelvis against my ass. He didn’t last much longer than me. His hands started to tremble and then I felt his hot goo rushing into my body. I gasped and bit down on my tongue. I’d never felt so full before in my life. And when he pulled out, I’d never felt so empty.

I was sad that it was over but I was happy that it had happened. He left me limp on his bed, cum oozing out of my puckering, stretched-out hole, while he went to fetch four thousand dollars in cash. He handed it to me with a big smile on his face.

But honestly, I would have done it for free. I’d been fantasizing about it for the past twenty hours or so—since I stuck that curling wand up my ass. I couldn’t deny it anymore: I loved being a slutty sissy. I loved people thinking that I was a woman, and I loved looking at myself in the mirror.

And what’s so wrong about that? Some men like being men, and that’s fine for them. But I liked being a lady. I was already looking forward to the pizza parlour reopening, so I could get dolled up again. I couldn’t wait to have an excuse to put on that wig and makeup. But after a few days, I realized that I didn’t need an excuse. I didn’t care what anyone had to say. Cruel people will find a reason to mock regardless. I didn’t need a reason to be happy.

So the next morning, I got out of bed and I went straight to my sister’s room. She was asleep in her bed. I tried not to wake her up, but she was a light sleeper. “What are you doing?” she asked as I slipped into a pair of her panties.

“I’m going to the mall to get some of my own stuff,” I said.

“You mean women’s clothes?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

“For work?”

“For everything,” I said. And I was ready for her to make fun of me. But she didn’t.

“Can I come?” she asked. Because it’s really not a big deal. If it doesn’t affect anyone but yourself, then it’s your decision to make—not anyone else’s. It just matters that you’re happy.

And I’d never been happier.

THE END
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Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over sixty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over.
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